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Foreword



This is an adult fantasy for mature folks that comes out of my twisted mind. They are my dreams, daydreams, and fantasies transcribed onto paper.

Hunter continues the story of Jack and Darcie that started in Master of the Road as Jack gets drawn back into his former profession.

This story is explicit. It includes descriptions of genitalia, descriptions of sexual activities, nonconventional relationships, BDSM, prostitution, killing, martial arts, demons, war, and probably many other things that might possibly offend someone in our judgmental society.

If you are offended or disgruntled by any of those things, then kindly close the book, tell Amazon you made a mistake, get your refund, and go forth to enjoy life elsewhere. I wish you the best.

Otherwise, sit back and let me tell you a story…


1
A Little Job on the Side



Iput my phone on the tray and carry it up to my ladies.

Candice is sleeping in Darcie’s arms. Darcie smiles at me and waves languidly. I fill up their glasses with water and set one on Darcie's side, and two on mine.

Darcie murmurs, “She’s adorable, Master, and so affectionate. Why didn’t you just buy out her contract and make her your own?”

“I offered, Pet. She views it as a self-respect issue. At least, that’s what she keeps telling me, and I believe her." I drink deeply and hold my glass out for Darcie to take a sip. She smiles appreciatively. “The full one is yours, Darcie." She nods drowsily. “Pet, I need to go make a phone call. Some of the crazy shit I mentioned is raising its ugly head. I’ll be back shortly.”

“Okay, Master. Please don’t be too long. We both want to sleep wrapped in your arms,” Darcie murmurs with a bright smile. Candice nods her head gently from its perch on Darcie’s shoulder.

I reach over and kiss Candice on the cheek before grabbing a quick buss on Darcie’s smiling mouth. I pull on my boxers and a T-shirt before I grab my phone and water glass. I descend the three levels to the basement, stopping enroute to grab my keys. I enter my office and open the gun safe in the corner. I pull out a hefty metal lockbox and place it on my desk. I rummage through the keys on my ring to find the correct one, and I unlock the box. Inside sits a high-end VoIP phone.

I pull out the device and plug a network cable into the router on my desk. I sit there, enviously wishing I had a piece of the Swiss lab that builds these devices while I wait for it to complete its boot-up procedure. Once booted, it connects to a Vatican server to confirm it has the latest firmware before finally doing the handshake procedure to get the latest crypto-key. The wait from start to finish is not a short one. When I was active, I plugged it in every morning and let it do its thing while I worked out. I’ve avoided doing that since I’ve retired. After all, why should I have to? I wouldn’t have it at all if it weren’t a condition of my retirement. I should have known the bastard would take advantage of it eventually.

I drain my glass and sigh. Then I pick up the heavy, wired headset and inspect it for tampering before I clamp it on my head. No speakerphone or handset here; these are heavy-duty, secure communications. If that fucker David is just messing with me, I’m going to reach through the microphone and tear his throat out.

I key in David’s access code and press the connect button. He didn’t send a new code, so I assume he still has the same one he’d had the whole time he was my control.

I hear a voice answer, “Yes?”

“Hunter,” I respond.

David’s voice sounds much the same, only a little more gravelly from age—and too many cigarettes. He’s in his nineties now, but I suspect he’s been prevailing on one of his necromancers to rejuvenate him and keep him free of the cancers you might contract from chain-smoking for eighty years.

He snarks back, “Which one?”

“How many do you have, David? Last time I checked, it was just me,” I snap, returning some snark of my own.

He sighs heavily, “You’d be surprised how coveted that handle is. Your reputation is still alive. No one is convinced you’re retired, though I keep telling them you are.”

“It might have something to do with your perceived integrity, or lack thereof,” I point out undiplomatically.

David ignores me and adds, “Periodically, one of them does try to take your handle, though they have perfectly good ones of their own.”

I chuckle, “Except Persimmon. I bet he’s one of them, eh?”

The priest sighs. “Actually, no. He’s grown rather fond of his handle.”

I continue laying on the snark. “Well, he’s the only one I would have any sympathy for. You can tell those other pretenders that if they want to take it from my cold, dead fingers, they’re welcome to try.”

The bloodthirsty priest actually chortles at the thought. I’m not sure if it’s over the thought of my death or just someone dying in general. He really is a sick, sociopathic fuck. I asked the necromancer on my team to ensure he wasn’t a zombie, but he assured me David has a soul. He did comment that it was the sickest color of yellow-brown he’d ever seen, though.

I decide to move things along. “Whaddya want, David?”

He snaps back into seriousness. “You are to address me as ‘Monsignor Lewis’ or ‘Monsignor David’ if you must, Hunter.”

I sigh. “David, you can kindly go fuck yourself, ya bloodthirsty hate-monger.”

“I am doing the Lord's work!” David sputters indignantly. I smile to myself. That button gets the expected reaction every time.

“I’m pretty sure Jesus said ‘Love your neighbor,’ David. I’ve never heard or read that he said that’s solely limited to neighbors from this dimension, or even this planet. It didn’t mention the soulless. And I specifically remember passages talking about mercy for those who lost their way,” I tell him. Normally, I wouldn’t engage in a theological debate with a priest, but David is a remedial student of the bible at best. He takes his direction directly from the thirteenth century dogma of St. John’s order, or the Knights Hospitallers. I don’t think anything since has landed with him.

I hear a gruff grunt in response before he starts speaking again. “Archbishop MacDougall needs to meet with you ASAP."

“David, please pass my regrets to the Archbishop. He’s the one who signed my retirement papers. I’m sure he’ll understand,” I reply congenially.

David actually laughs—pompous ass. “He requested you specifically despite my protestations that you were completely unsuited for service. We need you in Chicago immediately. He has a delicate clean-up job, and he thinks you’re the only one that can pull it off.”

Shit! That means he wants me to go hunt one of my fellow hunters. Shit! Shit! Shit!

“David, I’m out of training. You haven’t called on me for over fifteen years. I sit on my ass managing IT projects and doing data analysis all day long. How the hell am I supposed to hunt a hunter?”

The prat laughs again! “Not my problem, Hunter. Your handle may end up being pried from your cold, dead fingers after all, hmm?”

“You really are an evil worm, David. You don’t deserve to wear a collar, let alone the title of Monsignor,” I tell him. I need to kill this excrement walking around in a cassock.

He stops mid-cackle. “Get your ass up here, Jack."

Crap! He’s using my name now. He’s serious.

He continues, “The archbishop wants you for this. Plan for at least an eight-week mission.”

I ponder what I want to say. “I’m in the middle of something at the moment. I can’t fly up until Monday. I’ll be bringing my PA, too. She just started, so I can’t just send her off to work on her own yet.”

I can hear the disdain in his voice. “You mean you’re fucking her and don’t want to be separated from her pussy.”

“You know David, for a priest, you’ve got quite the filthy mind and mouth. I’ll tell you what, you don’t worry about who I’m having sex with, and I won’t look into your sex life. Deal?”

He’s quiet for a moment, and I take the time to gloat silently.

Eventually, he responds. “I’ll send the plane to the general aviation terminal at Prescott Airport. Watch for an itinerary from Travelocity.”

“Roger,” I answer. “What about weapons?”

“Don’t bring anything you wouldn’t be able to bring through an airport security scanner,” the priest responds.

“Okay. I’ll be there Monday,” I answer. “Hunter, out." I disconnect and put the device away with a smile. I’m sure he’s fuming that I ended the call before he did. I really do need to look into his past. I’m fairly certain I would find that he’s abused some kids somewhere. I remember meeting him at the Basilica of the National Shrine of the Immaculate Conception in D.C. back in 1996. It was the only time I’ve ever seen him lose his laser focus, and he was eyeing a young altarboy. I don’t think he was contemplating his lost opportunity at parenthood, but maybe I’m being unfair because I find him so despicable.

I place the locked metal box back in the gun safe and ensure it’s secure. Satisfied, I grab my phone and glass before I head back up the stairs to the bedroom.

Now I’m wound up. Fuck! I need to sleep!

I stop to refill my glass then continue making my way to the bedroom. I almost take refuge in the music room, but I discard the idea. That might wake the ladies up.

I walk into the bedroom to see the two naked beauties in my bed. They look beautiful together. I need more of this in my life, not more of the Church’s crusade against visitors from distant dimensions.

Candice’s head is resting on Darcie’s right shoulder. Her pouty little mouth looks like it’s blowing a kiss to the perfect nipple standing at attention inches from her mouth.

I set my glass down and strip off my clothing as my cock begins to rise. I am surprised he’s not worn out by now. Well, if he’s in, I’m ready to do my part. I grin to myself; I suppose the ladies will be woken up, anyhow.

I smile affectionately at my two lovely ladies, thinking, Yeah, I need to keep Candice, too. As my rigid cock points at Candice and Darcie, I consider the possibilities. Definitely. But for now—enie, meenie, meinie…nah. I know what I want.

I reach down and grab a firm handful of hair from each. They both gasp and open their sleepy eyes. I murmur, “Who shall I fuck first?" Suddenly, both ladies are wide awake.

Candice starts begging. “Me, please, Master. I have so little time with you. Please plow my hungry pussy.”

“As you wish, pretty kitty." I pick her up in the air and lay her down so that her body is perpendicular to the bed. I lean down and give her a long, wet kiss, and she moans in my mouth as I slide into her willing pussy.

I stand up and look at Darcie. She’s lying there with her eyes at half-mast, with lust rather than fatigue. I grin at her. “What are you waiting for, Pet?” I ask as I start a slow rhythm with Candice.

She purrs to me, “Direction, Master.”

I growl back. “Sit your pretty pussy on Candice’s pretty mouth, Pet.”

Darcie languidly crawls on all fours to kiss Candice’s moaning mouth. She releases the lips of our playmate and crawls across Candice to lick her clit on each of my backstrokes before sitting up.

Candice moans, “Oh, yes!" Her arms wrap around Darcie’s legs to hold her in place while Darcie leans forward to kiss me while I fuck our little friend.

What was I trying to forget?

[image: ]


I wake up with the rising sun despite my desire to sleep longer. I kiss the crown of each head that is resting on my chest before I gently slide out from between my pretty pets. Whimpering ensues, but they settle after slowly reaching for each other and wrapping each other in a hug in the midst of their slumber.

I pull the lightweight duvet over them before going to drain the main vein and returning to drink a full glass of water.

I pull on my workout shorts and a T-shirt, then frown as I adjust my plan for the early hour. I decide to let them sleep until 6:30. My iPad is on the desk, so I grab that and my phone before going downstairs.

I make an Americano and take it out to sit poolside and catch up on emails. I see three messages from my current client. One is from the executive I’m working for, approving some edits to the release readiness criteria I proposed. The second has links to the Quick Reference Guides, or “QRGs,” we need for both technical and business process topics from the business analyst. The third is from the scrum master letting me know they have two defects to iron out, but they should be in good shape for Thursday’s deployment.

I read through the QRGs to ensure anyone with only half a brain and doesn’t know all of this stuff will be able to follow them. I’m not quite that uninformed, but I’m far enough from the details that it’s a decent quality check.

The alarm on my phone goes off as I sip the last of my coffee. I pick everything up and traipse back into the kitchen to rinse my cup. I refill my water and trot up the stairs to wake my pretty pets.

I step into the doorway of the bedroom to find Candice propped up on one arm with her other arm wrapped around one of Darcie’s legs. I deduce based on the angles and the rhythmic motion of her hips, plus the heavy rhythmic breathing and moans from both ladies, that my pretty pets are now scissor sisters.

Darcie gasps, “Oh yes! Just like that, Candi." Gasp. “Ohyes." Gasp. “Ohyes!" Gasp. “Omigod YES!”

Candice squeals shrilly as they both shake uncontrollably before Candice collapses forward into Darcie’s open arms.

I watch them catch their breaths. They still haven’t noticed me leaning against the doorjamb. Eventually Darcie murmurs so lightly I can barely comprehend her words. “Candice, you were so-o-o right. That was awesome! You, sweetheart, are a treasure." She kisses Candice sweetly. “I’m so glad you’re willing to be my pet, too. I promise I will take good care of you, sweetie." She kisses her again.

Candice tells her, “I don’t need much, Darcie. I just need direction and to feel loved. Jack is awesome at providing a firm hand, and he is generally a very affectionate man.”

“Generally?” I ask.

I can see Candice’s grin in her profile as she takes in my question. She continues looking deep into Darcie’s eyes as she responds. “He has issues. He will get angry sometimes. His desire to protect me—and you—from that anger will cause him to withdraw. When that happens, you will need to draw him out. Get him to talk about it. I have him tie me up at those times." My pretty Asian pet turns to look at me. “The sense of control helps him, and I love surrendering to him completely." Her eyes draw me in, and I start walking slowly toward the bed.

Candice stares at me. She says, “When he has me bound and is fucking me harshly, I feel the most alive. The most loved.”

I lean in and kiss her passionately. “And that’s when you heal me, Candice. I’m sure I can speak for Darcie when I say we can’t wait for you to join us.”

I clap my hands together. “Get up, ladies. Do what you need to. We’re going to start working out in ten minutes.”

They climb off the bed and head for the bathroom. I make the bed, deciding to postpone changing the linen until after our workout.

I pull out my yoga mat and a couple of rattan mats that I have from sunbathing with a girlfriend by the river in Germany twenty-plus years ago, then begin some light stretching as a warmup.

When my ladies return, they each take a mat, leaving me with the remaining rattan mat. I know Bernadette has her staff do yoga regularly, so I suspect Candice knows much more about yoga than I do. Regardless, I take them through a sunrise salutation routine. I enjoy their naked yoga routine enough that I have trouble focusing at times, and both of them smirk as they pick up on what’s going on. Regardless, we get through it, and I ask Candice to lead us through some more. We finish about twenty minutes after doing some vigorous Power Yoga.

After that, we put the mats to the side and I lead them through a very basic Taiji routine. I focus on shifting weight and the yin-yang principle of motions. Then I change gears.

I line them up facing me and start teaching them basic self-defense skills—strikes using hammer, thrust, and whipping motions, basic maneuvering, and how to be neutral. It’s all new to them, but Darcie is all business. I’m certain she’s thinking about how helpless she was when Maurice groped her. We’re all covered with a sheen of perspiration by the end of it. We finish with some cooldown stretches on the mats.

We’re rolling up the mats when I tell them, “Each of you take a pillowcase off the bed and stand by the edge of the bed." They dart off to follow my instructions. I put the mats in the corner, and the ladies are giggling on the bed as they strip the cases off the pillows. I tell them, “You’d better be in position when I return, ladies. Anyone out of position gets spanked." I hustle into the bathroom, strip, and rinse off in the shower quickly.

I walk out of the bathroom as I saw the towel back and forth over my back. Candice is facing Darcie, dancing a little bit as she whispers to her. Darcie is apparently saving her buttocks for future punishment. She’s standing, facing the bed at a loose approximation of the position of attention with her knees touching the bed. Candice notices me and mimics Darcie’s posture and positioning.

I walk up and wrap an arm around each. I lean to my left to kiss Darcie’s cheek. I tell her, “You’re such a good girl, Darcie. Good job."

She responds breathily as I nuzzle her neck. “Thank you, Master."

I snatch a handful of Candice’s hair at her scalp as I turn to kiss her cheek. “You, my little kitty, need discipline." Candice whimpers. “What were you doing scampering about when I returned, Candice?”

She whimpers, “I was talking to Darcie, Master."

“What were you supposed to be doing, Kitty?” I ask.

“Standing next to the bed, Master.”

I ask, “What did I say I would do if you were not in position?”

She whispers, “Spank me.”

“How many times have I spanked you, Candice?” I ask.

“Never, Master. I told you I don’t want to be spanked,” she whines.

“I don’t want to spank you, Candice. That’s why I told you what you had to do to avoid it. So, why did you decide not to?”

She says with confidence. “Because you would never spank me, Master.”

I drag her by her scalp and sit on the edge of the bed. I use my grip on her scalp to guide her into position between my legs, then hook my ankles around her legs and push over my left knee. I release my grip on her hair as my left hand pushes her torso down over my leg. Holding her in position with my left, I deliver a quick, sharp blow to each of her buttocks. Her howling starts as I raise my hand from the second blow, then turns into sobbing.

“Come here, Darcie." She stands in front of me. I tell her, “Her behavior could have gotten you in trouble. You need to let her know you won’t stand for that.”

Darcie’s eyes open wide. “What do you mean, Master?”

“Her playing around could have knocked you out of position at a bad time. Then I would be spanking you, too. You need to let her know that you won’t stand for that by spanking her. One sharp spank to each cheek."

Darcie bites her lip. “How hard, Master?”

“Just hard enough to sting a bit. It’s okay to leave a handprint, but you don’t want to damage the tissue underneath, or the skin. Clear?” I check for confirmation.

“Okay, Master. Should I practice my hammering while I do it?” she asks.

“No, just spank her,” I command.

Darcie bites her lip and caresses Candice’s warmed bottom. She says, “Candice, darling. You must learn to obey, so neither of us earn spanks from Master. I punish you for putting me at risk.”

I think, Well done, Darcie as she spanks each butt cheek.

Candice howls and then sobs. “Yes, Mistress.”

I demand, “Give me your pillowcase, Candice." She hands it to me, and I toss it on the bed. Then I grab her scalp again with my left hand and a butt cheek with my right to move her to lay on the corner of the bed.

I snatch up the pillowcase and pull Candice’s hands behind her roughly and bind them behind her back with the pillowcase. I pin her down with a knee on her ass and turn to Darcie.

“Pillowcase, Pet." She places it in my hand and turns around, holding her hands behind her. I murmur, “Good girl, Darcie” as I bind her hands behind her back. I tell her, “Bend over with your breasts on the bed and your ass in the air.”

Darcie follows my directions while I remove my knee from Candice and manhandle her until she’s lying next to Darcie. Then I plunge my now hard cock into Candice’s tight depths.

She screams like I’m beating her, but the slick walls of her welcoming pussy indicate she’s very aroused. I reach toward Darcie and cup her pussy. She’s already moist as she squirms and grinds her quim into my hand. I back up and slam into Candice again, all the way to the hilt.

“That’s right, Kitty. You can act like you don’t like it, but your wet pussy is telling me a different story." I grab her scalp and bow her back as I fuck her brutally for about ten strokes. She clamps down hard on me, shudders, and screams her release.

I pull out and move behind Darcie. I tell her, “Pet, Candice already had one orgasm. Are you going to let her get ahead of you like that?”

“No way, Master!" She begs, “Give me your sweet cock, Master.”

I cup her pussy, and my hand pulls away coated in moisture. I slide my cock up and down between her blooming petals before seating myself in her channel. She moans as I slide gently in. I don’t get very far, so I back up and try again. It takes four strokes to get hilted in her, but she starts to spasm as my balls bang into her clit. Then, I give her ten strokes as her orgasms ramp up and repeat.

I ask for confirmation as I pull out, “So, I’m not sure if that was three or if that first gentle one jumped into overdrive as I pushed you harder.”

Darcie smiles over her shoulder as I position myself behind Candice’s squirming ass. “Just two delightfully mind-blowing orgasms, Master. Thank you.”

Candice looks at her. “I’ll show you, Darcie. Ma..." She groans as I slide all the way in. “Master plays me like a virtuoso,” she whimpers. I start slamming into her. “I’m gonna c-c-c- o-o-o-o—just like that, Master!" She continues to squirm until thrust number six. “Omigod I’m gonna...co-o-o-mmmmm." Seven. “YES!" I slam her hard three more times as she rides out that orgasm.

Darcie calls out. “Two to two, Candice. I’m gonna leave you in the—oh, yes, Master!" She stops gloating and starts panting as I thrust inside her. I’m backing off from stroke three when she exclaims “Three!” as her Kegel muscles flex around the head of my cock. I pound her hard while reaching under her to press her abdomen up. The pressure puts my cock on a collision course with her G-spot, and I keep pounding into her for another seven strokes. By the time I reach stroke ten, her whole body is shaking, and she’s trying to crawl away from the stimulation.

I step behind Candice. Her breathing is still ragged as I enter her sopping channel. “Y-y-y-y-yes! Oh, Master! You make me feel so good!" I reach under her just before I thrust again to put two fingertips on the hood of her clit and press up into her abdomen as I punish her with my cock. She starts quivering on stroke three and starts bucking on the backstroke of the fourth. She stops momentarily as I push into stroke seven and screams loudly on stroke eight. Her body clasps mine so hard I can barely move for a moment, but then the viscous fluids of her orgasm seeps through the grasp of her clasping cunt to ease my motion. I’m starting to tingle in a way that tells me my own orgasm is rapidly approaching as I finish Candice’s tenth stroke. I pull out quickly and a stream of fluid follows me out of Candice’s pussy.

I squat down and drink from the font as I let Little Jack catch his breath, but Darcie calls out, “My turn, Master! Pleeeease come fuck me—uuuuh!" Her voice modulates down into a grunt as I drive into her welcoming channel. Damn! She feels so good!

I mutter, “Hope I can make it to ten.”

“No! No! No!” Darcie chants. “Cu-cu-come in me, Master!" She starts coming immediately as I draw out on my first stroke. On stroke six, I join her. I keep pummeling her pussy as I paint her insides with my seed. She screams, “Yes, Master! Breed me! ”

I collapse onto her back as I gasp silently through a couple of aftershocks. I am so addicted to this woman after only two days. It’s kind of frightening, really.

I reach over to Candice as I lay on Darcie’s back. I pull Candice to me and kiss her. Afterward, I murmur, “Thank you, Candice. I needed that.”

Candice smiles at me gently as her eyes twinkle. “That was pretty brutal, Jack. Are you working through some of your shit? You don’t normally spank me unless you’re really wound.”

Darcie says, “I thought he never spanked you.”

Candice giggles, “He rarely does, but he has warmed my little ass several times since I met him. I appreciate how easy he takes it on me. I suspect it would really hurt if he let go.”

I snort, “How do you know I’m taking it easy on you, Candice?”

She gives me her “inscrutable Asian” look. “I saw how easily you snapped Maurice’s neck. No big production. No strain in your muscles or face. You just put your hands on his head and he died. Luis commented that breaking the neck of a human is much harder than the movies would have you think. But not for you. So…" She cocks an eyebrow at me. “Working through some shit, or what?”

I sigh. “Yeah, I got a call from the agency I retired from. They’re calling me back in for a job,” I tell her.

Candice looks at Darcie for a moment before looking up at me again. “What did you do for them?”

“Kill people. I killed a lot of people,” I murmur as I stare off into space.

Darcie says, “That doesn’t sound like it’s a good thing that they’re calling you, then.”

“It’s not, Pet. It’s highly unusual, and I’m not happy about it,” I admit. I kiss Candice before I press myself back to standing. I untie Darcie’s hands and pull my semi-rigid cock out of her pussy once I’ve released her arms, then untie Candice.

Darcie sits up. “I’m coming with you, Master.”

“Yes, you are. I suspect I’ll need you for part of my cover. I’m going to give you a crash course in firearms. We’ll go shopping for one tomorrow morning.”

I look at Candice. “Darcie has a treat for you, Kitty. I’m going to fetch coffee. You want tea?”

“Please, Lord.”

“Darcie?” I ask.

“Coffee like the one you made yesterday, Master? Do you need help?” she asks.

“No, Pet. I may use the lift to bring them up, but you two ladies lie here, catch your breath, and clean each other up,” I tell them.

I kiss Candice quickly before I devour Darcie’s mouth. Then I leave them to their fun while I head downstairs.


2
Breakfast with the Girls



As I’m making coffee, I decide to go all out and cook some breakfast, too.

I whip together some self-rising flour, bacon grease, butter, and whole goat milk into biscuit dough. I roll it out into a big rectangle and cut it into a dozen squares. While that rises, I preheat the oven before I carry the girls’ coffee and tea upstairs. Before heading back down, I pull on some clothes.

Upon returning to the kitchen, I put on half a package of bacon to fry and heat a second skillet with light olive oil and a tablespoon of butter. I portion out three cups of shredded potatoes from the freezer and let them thaw. Next, I chop up a quarter of an onion and two stalks of celery, then toss that into the hot oil.

I pop a package of frozen spinach into the microwave as I hear footsteps and murmuring coming down the stairs. The girls stop by to ensure I still don’t need help. I decline, so they go to sit on the loveseat in the living room to chat and cuddle.

As I pop the biscuits in the oven, the doorbell rings.

Darcie calls, “I’ve got it, Master.”

I almost tell her to sit, but I refrain. I need to work on my trust issues, too. “Only if you recognize them,” I respond.

I watch as she stands on her toes to look through the peephole. She nods. “It’s Felicia and Maddy. Looks like they want to use the pool.”

She opens the door. “Welcome, ladies. Please come in," she greets them, closing the door behind them.

Maddy reaches out for a hug. “Hello, Darcie. I love your outfit."

Darcie responds, “Yours is very pretty, too, Maddy." She’s in a red and white paisley sarong with a white bikini strap wrapped around her neck. Felicia is in a white one piece with a tie-behind strap and a pink, silk, mini kimono that’s hanging open. She gives Darcie a quick kiss before she releases her hug.

Candice walks up and Darcie introduces her to the two. That’s when it hits me that both of my pets are still not wearing a stitch.

Felicia tells Maddy, “Looks like we should have moved in before he started his collection. We can’t compete with these young hotties.”

“Sure you can,” Candice assures her. “Variety is very important in a harem, right, Master?”

I laugh as I chop more onions and celery. “I do like variety, Kitty.”

“Oh, I know,” Candice adds. “If you had joined us earlier, we could’ve played Jack’s favorite party game. It requires four women, a studly man, and an ottoman.”

“Sounds interesting,” Felicia says.

“I read it in a book called The Angel of Black Friday,” I tell them. “It's by Shawn Keys if you want to educate yourself on it. Go enjoy the pool, ladies. I’ll let you all know when breakfast is ready.”

Maddy comes over to see what I’m cooking. “Eggs, too,” she observes.

“Yep,” I respond as I put some more bacon on to fry.

She says, “I’ll eat what you cook, Master."

I turn to look at her in time to see her sarong drop to the floor, quickly followed by the bikini, as Maddy walks away.

I bark, “Madison, you will not drop your clothes on the floor unless I’m about to fuck you! Is that clear?"

She freezes and backs up to pick up her discarded garments, looking over her shoulder with a somewhat frightened look. She murmurs, “Yes, Master” and hurries out the sliding door past Darcie.

I mutter, “Cock tease.”

Felicia hangs her kimono onto the back of a chair. “If you want easy, you have other options, Jack." She releases her heavy breasts from their confinement and shimmies out of her suit, her eyes holding mine the whole time.

I smirk, “I won’t get it in the middle of you two, Felicia.”

Felicia responds, “Well, you obviously like what you see. Maybe just be patient. My beloved Maddy may come around. I’ve never seen her flirt with anyone but me." She blows me a kiss and follows the others out the pool.

I shake my head as I measure a couple more cups of potatoes.

I heat a large skillet with some butter and throw in some onions and celery. Then, I toss a handful of onions into the first skillet and add the potatoes. Those get seasoned with a German herb salt that I like and some Aleppo pepper.

Darcie and Candice come back inside, and my pet walks over to me and kisses my shoulder. She asks, “Master, are you sure we don’t need to fuck them?”

I chuckle evilly, “No, Pet, I’m not.”

Candice says, “I would if asked, Master.”

I wash and dry my hands before pulling each of them into a wet kiss. “I’m going to get spoiled real fast with both of you here. Set the table outside, my pretty pets.”

Darcie grabs the necessary tableware from the cabinets and the girls get busy making the table ready. I toss the remainder of the onion and celery into the third skillet and let it soften while I squeeze the moisture out of the spinach.

I pull a dozen eggs from the fridge and start breaking them in a big bowl. Candice walks back inside and helps. She breaks an egg in each hand perfectly and drops the contents in the bowl without any shells or broken yolks. I, on the other hand, have to fish a couple of chunks of shell out of the bowl and almost half of my yolks are broken. Good thing I’m scrambling them. I season them with the herb salt, dill, garlic, chives, and a pinch of cayenne.

Candice whips the eggs while Darcie retrieves the drip coffeemaker from the pantry to make a carafe of coffee. Meanwhile, I stir the spinach in with the celery and onion.

I pull the biscuits out of the oven, and Candice pours the eggs into the skillet with the spinach, onion, and celery. I put the biscuits in a bread cozy basket. I run upstairs and grab a couple of shirts for my pets to wear. Ten minutes later, we call Felicia and Maddy to join us for breakfast. They pull on their cover-ups, and we all sit down to breakfast al fresco.

After a breakfast filled with teasing and laughter, the neighbors hand out hugs and go home.

The girls and I shower each other, but it's a pretty utilitarian event. I pull on jeans and an Oxford while my pets don their fuck-me pumps, affectionally referred to as FMPs, and capes. I kiss them both and load them into the car, and have them back at Bernadette’s by 10:30 am.

I thank Candice for sharing the evening with us. I remove her collar, telling her, “I’ll hold this in trust until we need it again, okay Candice?”

“Yes, Lord." She’s smiling, but tears are threatening to spill. She throws her arms around me and squeezes me tightly.

I release Candice and kiss Darcie. “Have fun, Pet. I’ll pick you up at about six.”

She smiles at me. “Yes, Master.”

I drive to a gun shop in Phoenix, owned by my friend Murray. After the obligatory socializing, I tell him what I need. “I’m looking for a small automatic for a new shooter. She’s fairly petite. The weapon should fit in a handbag. Pull what you have that might work, and we’ll be by right before closing time tomorrow to try them out.”

Murray agrees and reserves the range for us. I also buy two Taser flashlights to take with me.

I pick up some groceries on the way home and give Warren a call, telling him to expect us late morning on Saturday. “No theatrics,” I tell him.

Warren is the caretaker of a property that I have tucked away in the hills between Dewey and Mayer. It’s beautiful, rolling, hill country, and I have a house, barn, some livestock, and a garden. It’s my run-away-and-hide place. I’m fairly certain the Church doesn’t know I have it. For it to be viable as a sanctuary, it needs to be kept operational. Warren does that. He finds it easier to be secluded because it keeps him from being socially unacceptable. His feeding habits are unique, after all.

After that, I call an acquaintance in Chicago, Mort. I tell him that I’ll be in town next week, and that it would be nice to catch up.

I then call my Phoenix contractor to put a locked gate to the pool facing Felicity and Maddy’s house. I tell him, “I don’t want the lock to be easily defeated. Maybe something with a phone app and a private key, plus physical key in case of electronics failure.”

My last chore is to see if I can get a reservation at Different Pointe of View for tonight. I luck out because it’s summer.

After that, I close the office and go for a swim. I swim a steady four hundred meters for a warmup, followed by sixteen sprints and a 400m cool down. I drink a bottle of water and go to the garage to pummel the heavy bag for about fifteen minutes before I’ve had enough.

I stop in the kitchen and drain another big glass of water before fixing a light lunch of a biscuit with Dubliner cheese and black forest ham and stirring up the remaining spinach tossed with salt, garlic powder, and EVOO.

I take that down to my office and read a couple of emails while I eat. When I’m done with both tasks, I carry the dishes upstairs, rinse them, and put them in the dishwasher.

After a quick shower, I play a little guitar to loosen up my fingers, then play the piano for about an hour. I’m a horrible player, but I enjoy it. You’ll never catch me playing in public; although, I do sit in periodically with some players that are nearly as bad as I am.

The nice thing about music is that it leaves me calm. For me, it’s a meditation practice. After my hour of flogging the keys, I dress in a business casual outfit for dinner with Darcie. I put on a shoulder holster and function check my Sig P320 before pulling on my jacket.

I grab a coffee and two water bottles as I pass through the kitchen and stop by my office to check my emails before heading out to Bernadette’s.

Manuel meets me at the door and asks me to wait in the parlor. He takes my keys and walks off.

I step into the doorway of the parlor to see Darcie standing before me wearing the orange mini-dress from the fashion show and matching shoes; she’s also carrying a black clutch. She takes my breath away. She walks up to me slowly, confidently, until she’s standing in front of me. She bites her lip as her confidence starts to fade under my regard. I cup her cheek and tell her, “Darcie, my pet. You look absolutely stunning."

She smiles brightly, and I just have to kiss her.

I release her as I hear a commotion behind me. I turn and wrap my left arm around Darcie to watch Manuel and Luis load a closet pole into my back seat and hang enough dress bags to fill the vacant space in my closet here in town. Then, they roll out a couple of 30” suitcases, a 35” suitcase, and a 22” roll-aboard bag.

Clarice walks up and greets me. “I’m sorry, Lord. The Mistress has to care for one of the staff."

Darcie asks, “Chantelle?" Clarice nods minutely.

I sit at a wine table in the parlor and write a check for $10,000 and note Trousseau in the memo field. I hand it to the seventeen-year-old and kiss her cheek, then thank the boys for loading up the car.

I open Darcie’s door and ensure she’s seated comfortably. Once we’re buckled in, I drive to the Tapatio Cliffs Resort, right to the top of the mountain, and leave the CR-V in the capable hands of the valet.

We sit in the bar downstairs looking out over the valley while we wait for our table. They don’t check Darcie’s ID when I order a glass of wine for her. When the hostess calls us for our table, I follow Darcie’s alluring behind up the stairs to the dining room.
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I don’t recall a thing about the food other than it was delicious. Normally, I can recall every detail of a meal at the Pointe for days, but I was so focused on my pet that I can’t remember much other than vignettes of Darcie’s expressions. Darcie and I shared bites of what we ordered...or, more precisely, what I ordered for her. Afterward, we had dessert with double espresso and took in the view. I remember how Darcie gasped as darkness fell over the valley and the lights came alive below us. I remember the shy way she looked as I quietly drank her in with my eyes. I remember the delight she expressed in the food and wine, and her orgasmic expression as I fed her dessert.

After dinner, I drove home and carried all the clothes up to the master suite. Afterward, I just stood there looking at her for a moment. She slowly knelt before me and pulled my stiffening member from my pants. She sucked me into her mouth until I was completely rigid. I offered my hand to her and lifted her to her feet. I led her to the bed, and I made love to her with the dress on, then again without it. Then I tied her to the bedpost and fucked her hard until she screamed. I remember untying her and setting my alarm before we crawled onto the bed and passed out.


3
A Little Diversion



Darcie and I are in Phoenix at the corporate office of United Healthcare for final release meetings for a project I’ve been running for them. Yesterday, Darcie spent the day taking her driving test and being tutored by Bernadette on how to be a PA.

Today, Darcie is looking hot and professional in a pin-striped navy business suit, a French blue blouse with a white collar, sheer black stockings, and modest black pumps. There’s just a peek of black lace visible in her décolletage. I’m in a gray pinstripe suit with a white shirt, red tie, and black ropers, standing at the front of the conference room.

This afternoon, I’m leading the review of release readiness criteria to ensure the company is ready to roll out this new product next week. The product itself is a new, end-to-end member experience. It has a new member-facing website, an optimized mobile site, plus Android and Apple phone and tablet apps. The technology isn’t revolutionary, but what we’ve done with it on the back end is pretty close.

The product is pretty comprehensive, and I’m quite proud of what I’ve built with my team. It allows members to get estimates of member contribution just by typing in a description for a service from a provider. They can also obtain information about their actual financial obligation, connect their calendars with their providers’ calendars for easy appointment scheduling and management, get best prices and coupons for prescriptions, and more.

We did the final sprint retrospective this morning, so now we’re ensuring that the organization is ready to release the product to members. The last month has been very quiet, and we released the last batch of defect fixes two weeks ago. This last sprint has really been more about completing the stuff development teams think are unimportant—documentation for the service desk, support documentation for computer operations, delivering final training of staff to support the new product, and so on.

We wrap up the meeting with smiles on both the video conference screen and in the room. We break at four in the afternoon with a firm approval, and I confirm that the apps have been pushed to the various marketplaces before Darcie and I return to the office I’m borrowing. As requested, there are no windows for passersby to look in. I pull a rubber doorstop out of my attaché and wedge it under the door.

I stand to face my desk to find Darcie already kneeling in front of me, reaching for my pants. I shuck off my jacket as she unbuckles my belt and pulls my trousers and boxers down to reveal my hardening member. She looks up at me as she takes my cock in her hand and starts licking it.

She murmurs, “Master, it was so hot watching you in charge. I had to take off my panties and tamp them dry in the bathroom three times today." She engulfs my cock in her mouth, keeping her eyes glued to my face while her tongue laves it until it becomes fully rigid. I cup a hand behind her head and start fucking her mouth, thoroughly enjoying the sensation. Her eyes glass over in lust as I have my way with her hot, wet mouth.

“Swallow, Pet." She does, and the head of my cock gets milked by her throat. I back out to let her gasp a breath and then do it again. On the next break I grab a fistful of her hair and lift her up to devour her lips. She moans into my mouth as I ravage her with my tongue.

I turn her around and bend her over to unzip her skirt, pushing it up, off her hips, to sit around her waist. I slide the lace panty to the ground, and she spreads her legs automatically after she removes one leg from its constraint. I guide my cock to her welcoming pussy and rub the head in the moisture seeping from her channel as I tell her, “Do not make a sound, Pet." Then I slam my hips forward.

Darcie holds a hand over her mouth as she tries to keep quiet, and her muffled groans and moans make me even more excited. After three thrusts, I’m seated completely in her moist heat, and her walls are trembling, massaging my cock mercilessly. I reach around her and gently rub her clit as I start pummeling her. As my intensity increases so does the pressure I exert on her sensitive button. Darcie trembles nonstop until she suddenly clamps down on me hard and keens through her nose. I thrust twice more and unload inside her.

Darcie leans back over her shoulder to kiss me passionately. It’s a great way to finish riding out my wave of bliss. She gives me a sultry look. “Finally!” she whispers her delight. “Master, you finally used me for your gratification.”

“Yes, I did, Pet. You have ten minutes to clean up before we need to leave,” I tell her. “We need to spend about an hour at Murray’s before we check into the hotel and get ready for the project celebration.”

She whimpers, “Let me clean you, Master.”

I step back, and she squats down in front of me to suckle my cock clean. She nods her satisfaction and stands, then leans back on the desk and reaches between her legs to scoop up my seed as it runs out of her. She pops each globule into her mouth before scooping up another. When her entrance is clean, she stuffs two fingers in her pussy and swabs around inside, then pops her fingers into her mouth and sucks them clean as I check my gig line in the mirror.

I pick up my jacket as Darcie pulls her panty back into place. She shimmies the skirt back down and adjusts her clothing in the mirror before checking to ensure that that tempting peek of lace is visible. Once satisfied, she pulls a brush from her clutch and fixes her hair. Finally, she brushes on fresh lipstick before turning to me with a smile. I swear, I could watch her all day.

She walks up and brushes my hair with her fingers, smiling brilliantly at me.

I bury my face in her neck and suckle her sensitive flesh for a moment.

I release her and pick up the doorstop. Dropping it into my attaché, I ask, “Ready, Pet?”

She gasps, “Always, for you, Master.”

I kiss her cheek and open the office door. I offer her my arm, and she loops hers through mine as we step off. I see the project sponsor walking toward us, and we meet halfway across the cube farm.

“Hello, Mr. Tilden. How may I help you?” I ask.

Wayne Tilden is a tall skinny guy. He’s about 6’ 4” tall and his expression reminds me of Lurch from the Adams family. I always have to fight this subconscious desire to say “You rang?” every time I greet him. His habit of wearing black suits doesn’t help, either; although, if he switched to skinny ties, black shades, and a porkpie hat I could see him as Elwood Blues.

He responds, “I heard you were still here, so I thought I’d come see if everything is all right.”

I nod. “Oh, yes. Everything is great. Ms. Conroy and I were just going over my schedule. I need to run by a supplier next, and then we’ll check into a hotel to get ready for the celebration.”

He gives me his best dead Lurch look. “Are you and Ms. Conroy in a personal relationship, Jack?”

“Why do you think you need an answer to that question, Mr. Tilden?” I challenge him right back.

He glowers at me. “I need to ensure there is no inappropriate behavior in our offices, Mr. Jerome.”

I notice the switch to a more formal address and grin at him. “I can assure you, Mr. Tilden, any behavior involving Ms. Conroy and myself is completely appropriate. Anything else, sir?”

He’s flustered, but he shakes his head. “No, Jack. I’ll see you tonight.”

“Yessir,” I respond and lead Darcie past him.

We walk out the front door of the building, and I quip to Darcie, “I bet he sits in my office and sniffs the air to see if he smells anything."

“He’ll be upset tonight if he does; although, I did a good job. No drops hit the carpet,” she assures me. She looks at me adoringly. “I loved that, Master. I loved being used by you. I’m okay with you doing more of that if you wish.”

“Maybe tonight at the party,” I tell her.

“I’m wearing the little black dress tonight, Master?”

“That’s right, Pet. Stockings, strapless push-up bra, and no panty,” I direct her. When we reach the car, I open her door and let her slide into her seat.

I close her door and hurry around to turn the vehicle on so the air conditioner can kick in. Once it starts blowing, Darcie tells me, “Master, I’m so glad you don’t have me sitting naked on this seat. I swear, it would scorch my ass.”

“I’m the only one that gets to scorch your ass, Pet." She grins at that.

We leave the parking lot, and I point the car toward Murray’s. His shop is about halfway between Bethany Home Road and Camelback Road on the east side of 7th Avenue. I park in front of the caster shop next door and lead Darcie inside Murray’s.

I call to the crusty guy behind the counter, “Hey, Murray."

He looks my direction, but his eyes never leave Darcie once they find her.

I tell Darcie, “Pet, this is John Murray. Murray, this is my pet. Her name is Darcie Conroy.”

“Pet?” he asks. That got him to swivel his eyes to me for all of five seconds.

“Yes,” I confirm. “Darcie is my pet, Murray.”

Darcie extends her hand and addresses him in a serious, professional voice. “Mr. Murray, it’s a pleasure. You may call me Darcie. I am Jack’s pet, his property. He addresses me as ‘Pet,’ and I address him as ‘Master.’ He’s my master in every possible way, and I’m very happy about it. Is that clear?”

He stutters, “Uh, yeah, Darcie. You can call me John or Murray." He looks at me. “Is this the young lady you’re shopping for?”

“Yes,” I tell him.

“Okay. I’ve got a selection ready for you back here. Follow me.”

We turn toward follow him to the back of the shop. As we reach the end of the counter, the bell for the door rings.

I hear a kid bellow, “Hey, old man! What you got for me?" I turn around and step between Darcie and the door. I see two Hispanic young men, a skinny white kid, and a lean, athletic black kid. The Latino in front is about 5’5”, a little heavy, and walks with a swagger. The one behind him is about 5’11” and looks like a linebacker. The white kid looks, height-wise, to be somewhere in between the two and has scraggly dirty blond hair and beard with brown teeth and vacant eyes. The black kid, however, looks out of place. He has nicer clothes, glasses, and looks scared. He’s tall, taller than the linebacker, and is built like a runner.

The others all have that empty look in their eyes that I’ve come to associate with people that have no souls—zombies. I understand a lot of hard-core gang members have it, too, whether they are really zombies or not. I have a glyph on my back that tingles when I’m threatened by a zombie. It's humming right now, so I know at least one of these psychopaths is soulless.

The little Latino swaggers toward me. “Hey, let me see that fine bitch you’re hiding back there." He’s about eight feet from me, and his hands are empty. He keeps closing the distance.

I tell him, “Take a long look." I step to the side to let him see Darcie. As his eyes lock on her, I launch.

I take a leap toward the leader and kick out his right knee and shoulder-check him into the blond. The linebacker moves when I do, reaching behind his back and extending his left hand. I bat his hand out of the way with my left and punch him in the chest with my right, feeling bones break beneath my fist. I pivot to my right and fire a front snap kick to the scraggy blond’s Adam's apple as he tries to get up. He gasps and fights for breath as he falls to the ground.

I look the black kid in the eye. “Don’t move,” I tell him as I slide behind the linebacker and kick out his knees. As he drops, I grasp his head in my hands and twist it back and up. His vertebrae make a sickening popping sound. The white kid is rapidly turning blue. I launch to the ringleader and grab him by the ear. I lay him out flat on the ground and stomp down hard with my heel below the base of his skull. His head flops at a weird angle. I check the white kid to find him trying to pull a gun out of his pocket. I step up and kick his hand away before I grab his chin and the crown of his head and twist hard. I’m rewarded with a snap-crackle-pop.

I walk up to the black kid with my arms out and palms up, facing him. “What’s your name, son?”

He stutters, “Meh-meh-Michael. Michael Foster.”

“Hello, Michael, my name is Jack. You didn’t appear to be real comfortable with this, which is why you’re still alive. Why are you here?” I ask him.

“My-my-my mom lost her job. It was a good job. She was raped by her boss, and then he fired her when she went to the police. He’s a big investment banker, so she can’t afford to fight him with a lawsuit. The police are still investigating, but they’re moving slowly. My mom is a mess and couldn’t work even if she could find another job. She’s been out of work for three months. We need money. Jose said he could help me,” he chokes out. He’s very embarrassed.

“What were you going to do?” I ask.

“I don’t know." He shakes his head remorsefully. “I just wanted to help my mom.”

“I understand that. You have to act with your head as well as your heart. Your heart is in the right place, but your head went on vacation,” I tell him. “How are your grades at school?”

“Mostly As. Some Bs,” he answers.

“You in sports?”

“Yes. Track and basketball. I never really cared for football, and I’m really good at track and field." He adds, “I’m pretty good at basketball, too.”

“Okay,” I tell him. “Let’s try real hard not to throw away all the good work you’ve done so far." He looks at me with hope in his eyes.

I call over my shoulder, “Murray, I need a pen and paper. Pet, call Bernadette." Murray hands me a pad and pen. “Michael, write down your name, your mom’s name, your home address, and your school. I’m going to send you help.”

I hear my Pet. “Hello, Bernadette,” she says into the phone. “It’s Darcie. Jack needs to talk to you. Do you have a moment?" She pauses. “Great. Here he is." She hands me her phone.

“Hello, Bernadette. I was wondering if your disposal service would do a pickup for me." I nod. “Yes, I have three parcels I need them to dispose of. I’ll text you the address." I listen for a bit, then add, “Great, I appreciate it. I may want your help on a related matter." I chuckle at her reply and say, “Sadly, I’ve got a work thing tonight. I tell you what, I’ll stop by for a couple of minutes to give you the details. Will you be available?" I listen to her response. “Sure, but we won’t get there until about ten." I nod. “Okay, great. We’ll see you then." I disconnect.

As I text the address to Bernadette, Murray says, “Let me get some plastic sheeting from the back.”

Michael hands me the sheet of paper. I read it and set it on the counter, then pull out my money clip. “Michael, did anyone see you get in a car or leave with Jose?”

“I don’t think so. We met at the McDonalds near the Walmart on Bethany Home. He bought me a burger and coke. He said he needed to trust me to follow orders, so I had to walk from there to here. Jose pulled up just after you went inside. He had Pedro and Skank with him.”

“Skank? The blond kid?” I ask.

Michael nods. “Yeah. He’s a walking mess. Pedro didn’t use to be so bad, but his mom died a couple of years back. He ended up with Jose shortly after that.”

“Fuck!” I exclaim. “Did he have family?"

He nods. “He has a younger sister. His dad overdosed several years back."

I nod toward the paper. “Add all the info you know about the sister. How about Skank and Jose?”

He shakes his head as he writes. “Skank’s dad used to beat him when we were in middle school, but I don’t know what’s been going on since then. His mom was a crack whore down off Van Buren, but I haven’t heard anything about her in forever, either. Jose moved out here from California. He’s twenty or older and has been trying to build a crew. I know he sells pot. I figured I would be okay with that.”

“Yeah, that's a fairly common rationalization to get into the world of crime. Funnily enough, before too long, selling pot will no longer be criminal.” I pull three twenties off my money clip and give it to him. “Go buy some groceries and go home. Someone will contact your mom to help her with her problems within a couple of days."

I pin him with my eyes. “Michael, you were never here. You met Jose for a burger, and he gave you sixty bucks. He said he needed to get you a gun. You decided you didn’t want any part of it, so you ghosted. You decided to take the money and get groceries for your mom.”

Michael points to Murray, who’s throwing plastic sheets on the floor. “You need me to help?”

I shake my head. “No, Michael. I need you to have as much distance between yourself and all of this as possible. If they gave you any drugs, dump them. Do not try to sell them. I’ll get you some help, but you gotta stay clear of shit like this. Do you understand me?”

He shuffles his feet. “Yessir.”

“Keep the faith, Michael. I have friends. We’ll get you through this if you can just stay out of trouble. Deal?" I offer him my hand.

He looks at my face, assessing whether he can trust me, then grips my hand. “Deal." I usher him out the front door and lock it. I replace the “Open” sign with the “Be Right Back” sign.

I hurry back to help Murray. I empty the kids’ pockets. All three of were carrying rolls of cash and various baggies of what I assume are drugs. We roll the bodies in plastic and drag them into the back room. Darcie roots through Murray’s cleaning supplies and fixes a mop bucket. She mops up the piss that leaked from the dead bodies while Murray and I finish wrapping them up.

We return to the counter to finally see what Murray has for us when I get a phone call. It’s Bernadette’s cleaners; they’re at Murray’s back door. Murray checks his security camera and lets them in. Five minutes later, the three corpses are gone and I have a plastic shopping bag filled with cash to give to Michael, totaling about $12,500.

We check out the pistols, and Murray sets us up on his indoor range. I give Darcie a safety orientation and we have her fire all five models Murray selected. She needs a lot of training, but she does okay for her first time. She likes two different Sig models equally well, the P365 and the P320 Compact. I actually have a standard P320 as my primary weapon, but they’re both fine weapons—compact and easily concealable. As a result they have the same constraint: they only hold ten rounds in the magazine. Murray seals the deal by providing suppressors for each gun—no modification required. I buy a spare of each weapon.

We do all the paperwork, and I pay the man. We leave with Darcie’s P365, my new P320 compact, a spare of each gun, the suppressors, two additional spare magazines for each gun, two hundred rounds of 9mm ammo, shoulder holsters, and clip holsters for each. Fortunately, Arizona doesn’t have a waiting period.


4
Wrapping Up My Business



Darcie is quiet for several blocks. Finally, she says quietly, “Jack, that was brutal.”

“Master,” I correct her. I see a spanking in her future.

“Master,” she concedes. “You’ve killed four people in less than a week.”

I think about what to say for a moment. “I will always protect you, Darcie. I won’t apologize for it. Not only is it part of our agreement, but it’s part of who I am. I would protect you—agreement or not. I did it for Murray, too. He’s a long-time friend.”

“Were they really a danger, Jack?" she asks pointedly.

“Master,” I correct her again.

I see her nod out of my peripheral vision. “Master." Then she barks at me, “Damn it, Jack! This isn’t a game! There are four men dead!”

I pull off the street into a convenient Walgreens parking lot. I put the CR-V in park and look at her. “It is not a game, Darcie. They would have killed Murray and me to get to you, raped you, and probably left you for dead if they didn’t kill you outright. The one that wasn’t committed to hurting you was the kid that survived.”

“You don’t know that, Jack!” she barks back. Man, she’s pissed!

I unbuckle my safety belt and grab a handful of her silky hair and pull her to me so her face is only inches from me. “Listen to me very carefully, Pet. I have experienced things you wouldn’t believe. I have dealt with hundreds of men like them. I had planned to introduce you to my world slowly, but events have transpired that are going to require a faster timeline. You’re going to have to trust me on this.”

She whispers in response, “Jack, my beautiful master. If you keep engaging in violence like this, I’ll eventually lose you to it. Someone will be better than you, or someone will get lucky. It doesn’t matter how. If you keep this up, the chances are that you’ll die violently. I just found you. I don’t want to lose you." Tears track down her cheeks.

I nod and think about what to say. “You’re right, Darcie. The odds are not in my favor. You’ve seen some of the scars on my body. For as many battles as I’ve been in, I have relatively few. There are probably less than one hundred people in this state that can kill me based on skill and experience alone. Luck is always a factor, and you’ll learn that I am very cautious to reduce the chances of luck falling away from me. Plus, I have advantages you don’t know about. I’ll tell you about them over the next few days.”

I release her hair and grab her face in both hands to kiss away her tears. I murmur, “You are precious to me, my beautiful pet. I will fight to my last breath to protect you. I will also work my ass off to engineer situations to reduce the odds of me getting hurt. I plan to be here for you for a long, long, time." I kiss her between breaths as I say those last three words, then I devour her mouth. She gives as good as she gets.

She pants as she leans her forehead against mine. “Master, please take me to the hotel and fuck me.”

“Someone has been a bad pet, Darcie. I’ll have to spank you,” I warn her.

She murmurs, “Good. I’ve been so spoiled that I need you to handle me roughly, Master.”

I release her, and she sits back in her seat. I adjust her belt to ensure it’s secure, and then I refasten mine.

I drive us rapidly to the hotel. Darcie grabs my attaché, and I grab two garment bags and the small roll-aboard bag from the SUV. The valet hands Darcie the ticket, and we hurry to the reception desk. A pretty Indian woman checks us in and smiles as we hurry away.

Immediately after the elevator closes, I drop my free hand to slide under her skirt as I devour her mouth and dig my fingers into her wet panty. She moans into my mouth and wraps a hand around my neck to hold me in place as she grinds her hips into my hand. The elevator pings, but for the mezzanine level rather than our floor. I don’t stop, but I hear an “ahem” as the door closes.

“Don’t you think you’re being inappropriate?” I hear a pompous East Coast male voice query.

I release Darcie’s mouth, but she immediately whimpers, “Please don’t stop, Master.”

I keep stroking Darcie’s groin as I assess the couple. The man is a slender, tall guy in his thirties. Next to him is a tall, lean, brunette woman. Both look like fashion models.

“You joining us was inappropriate, unless, of course, you wanted a free show. Maybe instead of criticizing us, you should show your lady how much you appreciate her. Apparently, you don’t appreciate her very much,” I growl.

The brunette is watching Darcie with hunger in her eyes. Darcie nods slightly to her, and she nods slightly in return. The door opens to our floor.

Darcie grabs the roll-aboard again and says, “Please hurry, Master. I need you." She dashes past the other couple as they stop in front of their door. We’re three doors down on the exterior wall, facing Camelback.

I slide the card into the lock, and we barrel into the suite. Darcie leaves the bags in the entryway, hangs her jacket, and drops her skirt. She picks it up from the floor, quickly hangs it, and glides into the suite as she unbuttons her blouse. I miss the bar twice as I watch her hips work as she sashays away from me. Damn! I think. She doesn’t even know what she does to me!

I kick off my boots and hang my suit. I strip everything off as I follow Darcie through the living room to the bedroom. Her blouse, panty, and bra are already laying by the door. Darcie is settling onto the mattress, sitting on her knees, wearing only her stockings and a smile.

I take in the glorious view in front of me as I order some food from room service before I sit down next to her. “Across my lap, Pet.”

She quickly glides to the floor and lays across my lap. She wraps her arms around my lower legs and points her ass in the air. I hold her waist with my left hand and caress the silky flesh of her bum.

“For the offense of not addressing your master properly, two swats on each cheek for each infraction. Two infractions. Prepare to receive your discipline, Pet.” Darcie squeezes my leg. I smack each cheek with the palm of my hand four times. She starts moaning after the third one.

When I finish she groans, “Damn, Jack! I’m so wet. Please fuck me.”

“Four on each cheek for willful disobedience, Pet. Two infractions,” I intone. I smack her ass hard again, eight times on each butt cheek. My cock is poking into her hip.

Darcie is sobbing. I tell her, “Stand up, Pet.”

She gets her feet under her and presses up off my leg. She looks at me through her tears and offers a weak smile. “Thank you, Master. I needed that.”

I look at her critically. “Really, Pet? You’re not just saying that?”

Darcie shakes her head. “No, Master. I knew I was misbehaving, but I was so scared of losing you, I didn’t care. I needed to be reset, so I can better serve you.”

I just look at her. She says, “Master, I had a little orgasm during that last round. Would you please fuck me?”

I grab her by her thighs and lift her up to straddle my lap. She devours my mouth as my cock unerringly finds her channel. I squeeze her red ass as I pull her forward to meet my thrusts. Upon squeezing her raw ass a second time, Darcie moans in my mouth and clamps my thrusting member tight in her slick channel. Her whole body seizes, and her back arches involuntarily. I take the opportunity to suck her nipple into my mouth—licking, suckling, and nibbling as she trembles on my cock.

Darcie screams her release and bucks on my lap. Her squirting splashes my legs and torso as she bucks, and it’s more stimulation than I can handle. I inject my fluids as deep into my lovely pet as I can, squeezing her flaming, ripe buttocks as I grind as deeply into her as possible.

I fall backward onto the mattress, and Darcie follows me forward but catches herself on my chest. She pushes herself back to keep me deep inside her. I tremble and try to keep thrusting as she spikes again, and I feel more fluid flooding my still rigid cock. Darcie digs her nails into my chest as she trembles.

Finally, she collapses onto my chest and quakes as she rides her aftershocks. She kisses my chest and neck, murmuring, “Thank you, Master. You take such good care of me. You spoil me with your gifts, your generosity, and your...affection." She kisses my lips and looks into my eyes. “Use me often, my Master. I beg you. Otherwise, I’m just spoiled. I have to give back to you. Master, please use me for your pleasure often, so I can please you in equal measure to how much you spoil me.”

I wrap my arms around her. I murmur, “Darcie, my pet. You please me in oh-so-many ways. I could not be happier with you, but yes. I will use you for my pleasure often. And when I use another woman for my pleasure, I’ll have you by my side.”

“Thank you, Master,” she murmurs. “I don’t deserve you, but I thank God every day that I’m yours.”

We cuddle for a few minutes before I tell her, “Go shower, Pet.”

She skins her stockings off and pulls her body wash out of her bag. She takes off for the bathroom and calls out, “Will you join me, Master?"

I follow her nubile body. “Let’s see if the shower will work." When I step inside, I take stock of the room. It’s not a small bathroom, and it has a big soaking tub. “If you didn’t need to keep your hair dry, maybe. Go ahead, Pet. I’ll follow you in.”

Darcie pouts prettily, but she kisses me and skips into the shower. She calls out over the running water, “I’m going to do my hair, too, Master. This cut only needs a quick blow dry. I want to look perfect for you, Master.”

I answer as I pull my tux out of the bag, “Okay, Pet. Just remember, we don’t have long." My tux looks good; I don’t need to touch it up with the iron. I return to the bathroom and grab a towel. Darcie turns off the shower before stepping out. I wrap her in the towel and give her another for her hair before I crawl in the shower and start it back up. I let the whiskers go, as there’s not much in the way of stubble yet from this morning. I quickly scrub down from head to toe and open the door. Darcie hands me a towel before she resumes blow drying her hair. She’s wearing my Oxford shirt from earlier.

Darcie says, “I had to cover up, Master. Room service delivered dinner. Two caesar salads with chicken, right?”

I confirm, “That’s right, Pet.”

I dry off with a towel. I apply deodorant, then pull on a pair of silk boxers and a T-shirt.

Darcie pulls on her stockings and fastens them into a garter. We sit down to eat and sip San Pellegrino. Darcie asks questions about the activities from today’s meetings, and I explain the project’s journey up to now. We continue our Q&A and I observe her interest and her focus. She may have just started her education, but she’s got a brain, she listens, and asks questions that indicate she’s both paying attention and processing what she learns. I may have to start billing for her as an analyst once she finishes school.

Darcie kisses me and puts the dishes outside the room. She disappears into the bathroom with her makeup, and I get into my tux. I’m going for the classic James Bond look. No frilly stuff. No patent leather shoes. No waistcoat. No funny ties. Just a classic pleated shirt, tied bow tie, tailored jacket and pants, braces, and black Oxfords with a glass polish on them.

Darcie exits the bathroom in a strapless, black lace bra. She has lined her eyes, donned mascara, a little eye shadow, and—I think—some foundation. It’s so light I’m not sure. Her hair curves to the base of her neck and bounces as she walks. She steps into her shimmering, little black dress and pulls it up, turning so I can zip her. She looks perfect.

Darcie watches me tie my bow tie, and then we’re ready. I check that she has her Taser flashlight in her clutch. I put mine in my right jacket pocket, my clip knife in my right trouser pocket, and my money clip in my left pocket.

I nod at Darcie, and she gives me a huge smile. She says, “I could get used to this, Master."

I grin as I pick up my keycard and escort her to the door. “This is a bigger deal than most of the projects I’ve worked on. I was surprised they wanted to do this big of a celebration, but they’ve got tons of doctors showing up in addition to all the executives. This product is expected to yield another fifteen percent of market share. I think they’re a little optimistic, but it’s paid the bills nicely. Shall we?”

“Yes, Master.” She’s radiant.

We make it to the ballroom at ten after eight. We walk in and each grab a flute of champagne before making our rounds. We have the obligatory chat with Tilden. Once we escape him, we chat with a few bigwigs, including the CEO and COO, and even the mayor, before I break away to talk to the project team. We chat with them for nearly an hour and have a great time.

Darcie taps my shoulder and whispers in my ear. “Shouldn’t we leave, Master?”

I look at her. “Is it that time?" She nods seriously. “Order a car for us, Pet.”

Darcie pulls her phone and taps on the screen as I wrap up the conversation I was in the middle of, telling my team, “Well, folks. We have another couple of engagements to run off to. Enjoy the party.”

I hear a chorus of “Bye, Jack,” but there are just as many farewells to Darcie, if not more. I don’t blame them. They all had a hard time pulling my attention away from her.

I wave at Tilden as we hurry to the valet station in front of reception to wait for our car.

The driver is a cute blond young lady with curly hair and a chauffeur’s cap. She’s a little shorter than Darcie, and she’s wearing a black suit with a short pleated skirt on the bottom and ankle boots. She is softer than I prefer, but I’d bed her regardless. Her name is Chelsea.

We get in the back of a Lincoln Navigator. Chelsea holds the door for Darcie and myself before mounting the driver’s seat to drive us away. During the journey, she smiles a lot at Darcie and me as we make out, talk, and laugh in the back seat.

About fifteen minutes later, we pull up to Bernadette’s house. I leave Darcie in the car and hurry toward the door. There is valet service tonight, and the young men at the stand are befuddled by my antics.

One tells me, “Sir, you can’t park there. This is the drop off for valet service.”

I’m about to tell him to fuck off when Clarice opens the door. She calls out, “It’s okay, Jason. The boss is expecting him. They’re not staying long." She tells me, “The mistress is in her office, Jack.”

I brush a kiss on Clarice’s cheek. “Thanks, Clarice. Darcie’s in the car if you want to visit.”

Clarice frowns and turns to follow me. I hear her murmur, “I’m on security duty until all the guests leave. We have quite a crowd tonight, so I suspect I’ll be in the security closet until the wee hours of the morning. You know the way, Lord.”

I nod and turn into the second door to my left—Bernadette’s office. It’s about half the size of the parlor, and has a gorgeous, ornately carved wooden desk in the back. There’s a chaise lounge, or maybe it’s a fainting couch, along the north windows. Bernadette is reclining in it when I walk into the room, but stands immediately upon noticing me. She steps forward and kisses me wetly. She’s wearing a black leather bustier, matching hot pants, and thigh-high boots with a lightweight, ankle-length black duster over it all.

“Jack, darling. Are you sure you can’t stay for a bit?” she pouts.

“I’m afraid not, Bernadette. I wanted to spin you up on what happened at Murray’s today,” I tell her.

She walks behind her desk and sits with a sigh. “It’s probably for the best. I have a client tied up that I need to go emasculate shortly. What happened at Murray’s?”

“Darcie and I were there to get her a pistol. Four kids came in ranging from sixteen to twenty. Three were hard-core gang members; at least one was a zombie. The fourth was a kid who was looking for a way to help his mom. I let him live. His mom was raped by her boss and then fired when she filed charges. The police aren’t moving very quickly, and she can’t afford a lawyer for a civil suit. They need help. Here’s the cash I took off the gangbangers. One of them has a sister that might be salvageable. The kid I let live is Michael Foster. His mom is Chastity Foster. The sister of the gangbanger is Adelina Suarez. Apparently her brother used to be pretty squared away until they got into a similar situation as the Fosters.”

I hand her the slip of paper from Michael. “Here are the details. What can we do to help?”

Bernadette reads the note Michael scribed. She says, “I know a lawyer for Chastity that will probably handle this pro bono unless they get a significant settlement. I will ensure they’re taken care of. You said the boy is sixteen?" I nod. “And this says the girl is seventeen. Hmm. I’ll figure something out. What’s the cash for?”

“I took it off the corpses. Give it to the kids,” I tell her. “Split it among them as you see fit. Michael wrote down a work location for the girl, so at least she has a little income. Maybe two-thirds to Chastity and Michael Foster, and the rest to Adelina Suarez. If Adelina is really bad off, give it all to her. I’ll get more for the Fosters. Use your discretion. Bill me if you run into any expenses. Also figure out how to invoice me for the disposal."

She gives me a questioning look.

I sigh. “I let Michael live, so I’m responsible for him now.”

“That’s an archaic belief, Jack. You and I both know he’s responsible for himself, and that his mother is responsible for herself and raising him right,” she admonishes.

I sigh. “I know, Bernadette. It just...it just felt right to let him live. I could tell he was scared and not on board with the stupid shit. I snuffed out three lives today. It would be nice to at least try to save an equal number,” I rationalize.

Bernadette smiles and nods. She moves with the grace of a dancer and escorts me to the door.

“One other thing,” I tell her. “The Church is reactivating me. I’ve got to go to Chicago on Monday. I suspect I may be incommunicado for a few weeks.”

“What’s the mission?” she asks warily.

I grimace before responding. “They wouldn’t say. I suspect that means I’m going to be hunting a hunter. Wish me luck.”

“Good luck, darling." She kisses me passionately. When we pull away, she chuckles, “To keep you warm while you’re away in the great white north.”

I squeeze her ass and kiss her check. “Thank you, Bernadette.”

I head outside to find Chelsea and Darcie standing closely by the driver’s door talking to Chantelle. I wrap Chantelle in a hug. I tell her, “We have to go, sweetheart. Give Darcie a kiss goodbye.”

Chantelle does just that, and to Chelsea’s surprise, Chantelle also turns to me and wraps me up tightly. “Thank you, Lord. Here’s one for you, too." Her tongue mysteriously works its way into my mouth. She releases me and says with a grin, “Don’t be a stranger, Jack.”

She saunters off back into the palatial townhouse, and I watch her still-tight athletic body glide toward the door. Chelsea holds the door while Darcie and I mount up. She closes the door, settles into her seat, and drives us back to the hotel. She has a thoughtful look on her face the whole way back to the hotel.


5
Rescues in the Night



I’m just about on the edge of sleep from a post-coital glow when I hear a light knock on the door.

I see it’s just after midnight, late enough that I grab a pistol and chamber a round before I leave the bedroom. Looking out through the peephole, I see the brunette supermodel from down the hall. I put the pistol in the pocket of the jacket hanging just inside the door before I open the door and usher her in.

I smile. “Well, hello. This is a pleasant surprise. I must say that you’re the first supermodel that’s ever knocked on my door,” I say as I close and lock the door.

She smiles slightly as she takes in my nakedness from head to toe. She bites her lower lip as I extend a hand. “I’m Jack, by the way.”

She’s tall enough to look me in the eye in the low heels she’s wearing. She’s dressed in a taupe, kimono-length, satin robe, and her long legs are encased in sheer black stockings. I see maroon and black peeking from her slight décolletage. “April,” she says warmly as she looks into my eyes and squeezes my hand. “April Charles.” She steps closer to me until I can feel the heat radiating from her body.

I see fear and hope in her eyes. “Do you need to feel appreciated, April?” I murmur to her. Her eyes open in surprise to hear her desire put to words. She nods.

I tell her, “I saw your little interaction with Darcie in the elevator. Would you like to join us in the bedroom?” I extend an arm toward the bedroom door. She nods again.

“Just so you aren’t surprised, April, we picked up another young lady needing to feel appreciated. She’s a sweet little thing named Chelsea. Are you okay with that?”

April’s eyes pop as she bites her lip again. I tell her, “Think of it this way, April. There are going to be three people in that bedroom intent on making you feel adored. Can you handle all that affection?”

I cup her cheek and kiss her. “If you keep biting that lip, I’m going to ravish you right here in the entryway, and your...boyfriend, husband, fiancé...will hear your screams of passion.”

“Boyfriend,” she finally speaks. “I would have said ‘partner’ not so long ago. We’ve been together three years, and I’ve never felt like...Darcie?" I nod. “...like Darcie was feeling in the elevator. I want that, Jack. I desperately want to experience that passion.”

“You won’t be able to settle for less once you do, April. I learned that long ago. If the sex doesn’t work, then you have a friend, not a lover." I kiss her again and press her against the wall of the entryway.

Slowly, she warms to the kiss. Her mouth opens and lets my tongue inside. I break the kiss and whisper in her ear, “Surrender, April. Release your inhibitions and surrender.” I suckle her neck gently as I lift her left leg and pull her crotch into contact with my hardening member.

She pulls my face in front of hers with both hands and stares into my eyes as she starts grinding into me. She shivers just a little bit and murmurs, “It always takes me a long time to get to orgasm, but I already feel like I’m just about there.”

I kiss her again before I let her take a breath. “Let’s go join the girls in bed and find out. Shall we?" I scoop her lean body into a bridal carry and carefully convey her to the bedroom. Her phone slips out of her robe’s pocket and falls to the ground as she settles in my arms.

Darcie and Chelsea are cuddled up in bed. At first, I think they’re sleeping until I notice Chelsea’s hips are moving. Darcie’s eyes are closed but she has a gentle smile on her face as she caresses the smaller girl’s hair.

I whisper, “My pets, I have an unexpected gift for you.” Darcie’s eyes flash open and Chelsea rolls over slowly to look at me. “Allow me to introduce April.” I look at the supermodel in my arms. “April, you already met Darcie in the elevator. The little blond cutie is Chelsea.”

April waves languidly at the girls on the bed. “Ladies, April was feeling underappreciated, so she came to see if we would be willing to make her feel better.” I kiss April gently. “I’m going to put you on your feet, sweetie, and then we’re going to unwrap our present. Are you okay with that?”

“Yes, Jack. Please,” she says.

I set her on her feet. Once she’s stable, I slide behind her tightly. She squeezes back into me, wrapping her slender arms back to capture my head and pulling my mouth forward for a kiss full of promise. As her mouth gets more and more active, I reach down and unknot her sash.

I pull the robe open. Chelsea gasps, “Oh my.”

Darcie whispers intensely, “April! You are absolutely beautiful. I can’t wait to make love to you with Chelsea and my master.”

I have to agree with Darcie. I initially rated Darcie as a firm seven. Since I turned Bernadette loose on her, I upgraded her in my mind to a solid eight based strictly on changes of behavior and dress. Chelsea is a sexy, solid seven. But April? April is a ten. I don’t think I’ve ever met a ten before, and now I’m about to fuck one.

Darcie kisses the cherubic girl. “Chelsea, let’s show April she’s worthy of love, too.” Darcie grins, “I’m going to guess from the way you were humping my leg that you’re not done yet.”

Chelsea gives a quick buss across Darcie’s lips and crawls languidly to her knees. “Not by a long shot.”

I step back and slide April’s robe off. She’s wearing a black lace bra with rich, maroon satin ribbons. A matching black lace and maroon garter belt hold up the aforementioned sheer black stockings. The one thing the ladies can’t see from their vantage point is a small black rubber or plastic circle where April’s anal rosebud should be.

I wrap my left arm around April and give the little ring a twist with my right. April collapses into my arm. I help her back to her feet, and she turns to wrap her arms around my neck. “I came prepared to give you everything, Master.” Girlfriend is not only gorgeous, but she’s quick, too. “Please take care of me, Master. I want to be your pet, too." Her eyes plead with me.

I say the only thing that makes any sense at twelve-thirty in the morning with a nearly naked, submissive supermodel in your arms. “As you wish, April, my pet.”

She devours my mouth. I pull down the short balconette cups to reveal her small breasts. Her tiny dark brown nipples and puffy areolae are already reaching for my touch. I pinch them gently as we kiss, and April moans in my mouth.

“Are you in need, April, my pet?”

She groans, “Oh, yes, Master. I am in desperate need."

I like that she has enough presence of mind to mimic my phrasing. I turn her to face the bed and press forward with my hips. She grinds back into my rigid cock, whimpering.

“Step up to the edge of the bed, Pet.” My two petite lovers crawl to the foot of the bed like cats stalking toward prey; the hunger is apparent in their eyes. When April notices their expressions, her whimpers get more strident. She takes a tentative step forward as Darcie takes a perfect submissive’s ready posture on the edge of the bed. Chelsea does her best to mimic her.

April steps forward until her knees brush the edge of the bed. She whispers, “I’ve never done this before.”

“Been with a woman?” Darcie asks as she raises her eyes to catch April’s.

April nods as I nibble her neck. She tilts her head to give me access. “Caresses and kisses with bored colleagues on photo shoots. That’s it. Never before with multiple partners, either.”

Chelsea stands up on her knees, placing her hands on April’s left shoulder and right hip. “Tonight was my first time for both of those.” She brushes a kiss on April’s lips. “I’ve never felt so much like I was swimming in affection as when I was being fucked by Master and Darcie.” She kisses the taller woman gently again. “And now, you’re going to have three of us pleasuring you.” This kiss lingers as Darcie mirrors Chelsea’s pose on April’s right.

Darcie says, “In the elevator, I could see how much you wanted what I was getting. I wanted so much to welcome you into my embrace and have Master fuck us both right there in front of that undeserving boyfriend of yours. Now you’re here.” She captures April’s lips as Chelsea releases them.

I murmur into April’s ear. “Darcie’s first time with another woman was this week. She’s helped me pleasure a few others since then, and she’s spent time alone with some of them as a gift from me. We will guide you, April. I will claim you and mark your body so everyone will know that you are mine.”

April whimpers and throws her head back, and Chelsea leans forward eagerly to nibble her neck. Darcie, not one to miss out, suckles one of those puffy areolae and erect nipples. The way April’s hips are moving tells me one of my pets is pleasuring her with her fingers, too.

I think to myself, Christmas! It’s not even July!
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We kissed and caressed April for long minutes, slowly laying her down on the bed. Chelsea and Darcie lay down beside her, kissing her and stroking her flesh. Chelsea eventually rolled onto her back, and Darcie gently guided April into position with her dark pussy lips over Chelsea’s eager mouth. I straddled Chelsea’s torso to hold April upright, letting her hang off my shoulders as she surrendered herself to the sensation of a soft, feminine tongue pleasuring her nether lips for the first time.

Darcie crawled between Chelsea’s legs and told her “Chelsea honey, mimic what I’m doing to you with April.”

It wasn’t long before April had her first orgasm on Chelsea’s mouth, with me gently tugging and turning the anal plug and suckling April’s pointing breasts. Darcie took Chelsea over the edge right after April went, and we switched positions after the girls landed back on earth. Darcie took my place, instructing Chelsea to use her own creativity now. I slid my cock into Chelsea and fucked her gently at first to prime her before I gave it to her hard. I heard her gasp before I felt her clench me tightly and flood her channel with her creamy cum. I pulled out and entered Darcie, who was bent over suckling April's breasts. April’s bra had been discarded by that point, and she was holding Darcie’s head firmly to her breasts. I caressed April’s angelic face with one hand as I pulled Darcie’s hips back onto my cock with the other until she orgasmed. April went with her.

Then, it was April’s turn. We laid her flat on her back, and I crawled between her legs to get to know her better. I’m a firm believer that you should rarely, if ever, put your cock in a pussy your mouth doesn’t already know well. Chelsea laid down to her left and Darcie to her right while I brought April off with my mouth. I slid two fingers into her begging cunt to tickle her magic spot until she started squirming to escape. She tried to tell me to stop, but Darcie sucked her protests into her own mouth. I continued to tickle her with my little come hither motion with two fingers until she squirted all over me.

She clamped both hands around my wrist to force a break. After lapping up the juices from her thighs, I decided to give Chelsea the same experience. A minute later, Chelsea screamed and squirted, too. I licked her clean while April rode down a couple of aftershocks from her wave of bliss.

Darcie wet her fingers in the puddle that had developed under April and popped them in her mouth with an appreciative hum. April murmured in awe, “I thought squirting orgasms were a myth.”

Darcie grinned at her. “Luckily not, right?" She cupped April’s face. “You taste great, April. I want to taste more of you and drink from the font, but Master is going to put his beautiful cock into your sweet pussy.”

I rode April to two orgasms as she lay on her back, the second with her legs over my shoulders. After she coasted down from that one, I rolled her over and placed her face in front of Darcie’s quim. Darcie looked into April’s eyes and encouraged her with the advice, “Mimic what you like about what Chelsea and Master have done to you."

Once Darcie nodded to me, I slotted my cock into April and pressed my case forward. Darcie laid back and motioned Chelsea to mount her mouth. April had her first orgasm after about three strokes, but I didn’t slow down. Chelsea was leaning forward onto April’s hips. The sight of April’s beautiful, tight, little dusky ass, framed in the garter and stockings, along with the little plug in her ass and my cock stretching her dark pussy, was just about too much to handle. Then Chelsea leaned in to devour my mouth, and that was as all she wrote. I unloaded my seed into April’s pussy as her inner muscles milked me incredibly. I pulled the plug out of her ass, and she screamed into Darcie’s pussy as her gaping asshole slowly closed.

Apparently she gave Darcie enough because I saw my pet’s legs spasming. Chelsea joined us as April screamed. We all fell to the mattress in a pile of sweaty, quivering flesh.

I thought we were ready to sleep before April showed up, but apparently she breathed new life into all of us. I learned that she’s nearly as submissive as Darcie, but more needy—like she’s emotionally bereft. I think she’ll prove the one more likely to brat. Regardless, we worked hard throughout the night to ensure she was not only pleasured well past satisfaction, but that we also filled her to the brim with affection. Like Chelsea had earlier in the evening, April blossomed under the attention. Chelsea became more assertive about her desires as the morning progressed towards daylight, and April became more submissive.

We worked through nearly every possible scenario in the wee dark hours.

I took April’s mouth and throat; she said afterward she learned how to deep throat under Darcie’s tutelage. I fucked her beautiful ass. Darcie tribbed both ladies. April ate both pussies multiple times. I fucked Darcie and Chelsea’s asses, too. Getting fucked in the ass was a first for Chelsea and Darcie, but Chelsea loved it. Darcie was less fond of it, but she claimed to like the feeling of taboo intimacy it gave her.

We greeted the sunrise with Darcie on her back, Chelsea on her mouth facing me, April sitting on Darcie’s pubic bone, facing me, as I fucked Darcie and fingered April, and Chelsea tried to fist April’s back door. We collapsed after that round of orgasms. Chelsea crowed her achievement of just barely getting four fingers in April’s back door. April promised she could try for the whole fist again next time. We slowly passed out in a post-coital fog.
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What is that fucking noise?

Ah, the phone on the bedside table is ringing.

I take stock of my situation to discover I have Chelsea on my right and April tucked up tight on my left side. April’s hand is resting on my cock like she owns it.

I kiss Chelsea’s forehead. “Pet, be a dear and hand me the phone.”

She rolls over to get the phone, barely opening her eyes. Her curly blond hair tickles my face as she rolls and grabs the offending device. She places it in my waiting hand and rolls back onto my chest. I tilt my head and try to get the handset close to my ear.

“Hello,” I growl. “Whaddya want?”

A courteous, Australian-accented, female voice says, “Hello, Mr. Jerome. This is the front desk. You’re overdue to check out.”

I think, Fuck!

I respond, “Uh, what time is it?”

“Eleven forty-five in the morning, sir.” Her response is way too damned cheerful.

“Well, crap. It’s going to take us a few hours to clear out of here. The night was way too short,” I growl.

She states apologetically, “We will have to charge you an additional night, sir.”

“I know,” I tell her. “I just hate jerking housekeeping around. Their job is hard enough as it is. Um...yeah, charge me for the additional night. We should be out of here by three at the latest. We will need room service for breakfast, er...or brunch. Please watch for that bill when you close the tab, miss.”

“Yes, sir,” she chirps in response. “Have a pleasant stay.”

I murmur to Chelsea, “Hang up please, Pet."

She slowly takes the phone and rolls again. She drops it towards the cradle, and it manages to depress the disconnect button before it bounces to the floor.

I look to see Darcie’s hip and an arm draped over April, noting that it’s actually Darcie’s hand on my cock.

Chelsea suddenly bolts upright. “Shit!” she exclaims. “What time is it?"

I reach up to caress her soft, tangled hair. “It’s eleven forty-five in the morning, Pet.”

“Shit!” she exclaims and jumps off the bed. “I was supposed to be gone before 10:00. I probably have a ticket. Plus, I have a 12:30 pickup! Shit!” She roots around, looking for her clothes.

Darcie sits up languidly and slowly gets up. I tell Chelsea, “I’ll pay for the ticket if you get one. It’s my fault for not setting an alarm.” Darcie wanders off into the bathroom.

Chelsea says, “Sadly, no. I’m responsible for me.” She snaps the waistband of her panty in place and starts juggling her bra to get it on. Darcie returns with my brush, her makeup wipes, and her makeup kit. She walks up to Chelsea and grabs a fistful of hair and drags her to the bed.

“Sit,” Darcie commands. Chelsea does. As submissive as Darcie is, she apparently can handle the ladies with a firm hand when the mood strikes. I can barely see Chelsea’s face, but I think she’s looking at Darcie apprehensively. Darcie sets her stuff next to Chelsea, and starts to clean her face with a makeup wipe.

Darcie tells the little cherubic girl. “You fail to understand what it means to have a master, Chelsea, my pet.” Darcie crawls on the bed to sit behind her and starts brushing her hair. “Our master is responsible for our well-being. He takes care of us.” Darcie takes short bites with the brush, and Chelsea’s mop slowly relinquishes its tangles. “Our role is to give everything we are to him in order to please him. He wants you to be happy and successful in everything you do, so he can be proud of the fine, accomplished woman he is fucking.” Darcie leans around to catch Chelsea’s eye. “That’s you!” Chelsea blushes mightily, and Darcie resumes her ministrations.

Chelsea’s hair turns lustrous and wavy under Darcie’s attentive care. When she’s done, Darcie commands, “Bra.” Chelsea slides her arms into it, and Darcie catches the ends of the straps. She adjusts the fit of the cups and closes the garment behind Chelsea’s back.

Darcie says, “Aren’t you glad we hung your suit last night?”

“Definitely,” Chelsea agrees. She’s putty in Darcie’s hands. Based on our short time together, I would say that most people are.

Darcie slides over and stands to lightly brush a little powder on Chelsea’s face. “Your face coloring is close enough to mine to get by with this for today.” Darcie take’s Chelsea’s chin in her hand and kisses her wetly. “Go get dressed, sweetie.”

Chelsea does just that and sets her chauffeur’s cap jauntily on her head. April is stirred by all the commotion. She looks at Chelsea and says, “Chelsea, you look good enough to eat.”

Chelsea comes over to collect kisses from each of us. Darcie walks her out the bedroom and I hear her say, “I’ve got your number. I’ll ensure you have all of our info. Take care, sweet Chelsea. I treasure my time with you last night, and I hope we can do it again regularly.”

I hear, “Bye, Darcie." There’s a significant moment of quiet before Chelsea adds. “I gotta go, or I’m going to drag you back to bed. Bye, lover.” The door closes shortly thereafter, and Darcie slides into bed in Chelsea’s former slot.


6
Situating April



Islowly get out of bed and go for a piss before doing a light workout—yoga stretches, push-ups, air squats, and burpees—in the living room. Darcie joins me during my stretches, and after the air squats, I spin Darcie and pick her up by her thighs. She squeals with pleasure to be manhandled by me. I do five squats using her one hundred fifteen pounds as weights. We finish with some more yoga.

April walks into the living room. “Breakfast?” she asks.

I nod. “Yes, Pet. Let’s see what they have on the room service menu.”

Darcie and I cuddle up to her on the couch as we look through the menu. We get a couple of egg dishes, an order of waffles, a yogurt and granola parfait, a pot of coffee, a carafe of orange juice, and three bottles of San Pelligrino.

As we wait for our food, we take turns showering. As I hop out of the shower, Darcie calls out, “Breakfast is ready, Master.”

I finish drying off, then pull on jeans and a poplin shirt that looks a lot like my favorite flannel plaids.

I join the girls for breakfast in the living room, and we tuck into the dishes, conversing and enjoying each other’s company.

April is wondering what to do with Brent, her boyfriend. They cohabitate—she owns the townhouse they live in—so she’s at loose ends. She doesn’t want to confront him, she just wants him gone. As we eat and hydrate, we devise a plan for April to stay at my place while Brent moves out.

Darcie and I pack our bags and place them by the door. April puts her robe on and stuffs her garter, stockings, and bra into the pocket of the brief garment. I ensure we have everything. Our pistols are packed in our attachés, and Darcie and I each have our Taser flashlights.

I pull the door closed behind the ladies as April walks over to the door of her suite and knocks, explaining, “I left my key card in the room.”

The door flies open and Brent stands there. He looks at April for a moment before shouting, “Where the fuck were you?”

I hand the garment bag to Darcie as April answers. “I found people to love me the way I want to be loved, Brent. Get out of my way.”

I thought he was angry before. But now, Brent’s face turns bright red as the veins in his neck and face pop. He grabs a handful of April’s hair in his right hand and starts dragging her into the room. He yells, “You don’t get to cheat on me and get away with it, bitch!”

At that, I immediately grab his right hand with my left and twist it counter-clockwise. He releases April, and I gently push her behind me. My hand dips into my pocket before I slide in close to Brent and tase his inner thigh as I release his hand.

Brent jumps back about ten feet and falls on his ass.

I speak over my shoulder, “You can dress now, April. I’ll keep Brent entertained.”

Brent slowly crawls to his feet. He growls, “You just made a big mistake. I’m a third degree black belt.”

I shrug. “That’s about three degrees short of what you would need to be a challenge. I doubt April wants you dead, but I can still break you into small pieces, pretty boy; I doubt I’d even break a sweat. Still, April, Darcie, and I are fresh from a shower together, so why don’t you just lie there like a good little bitch.”

Brent gets to his feet. April puts her hand on my back. “Jack, I need my bag, and it’s in that corner.” Her arm points to the roll bag in the corner.

I kiss her hand before she pulls it away and wave dismissively at Brent. “Child, move over into that corner so April can get her bag.”

Brent says, “Child, my ass,” and jumps up into the air.

I gotta give the guy credit; he can get some lift. Fortunately for him, the room has ten-foot ceilings. He spins on the way up as his right leg rises. As his torso twists, his back turns to me. That’s the best opportunity to counter this tactic, and the best way to do that is by launching closer. One large step forward puts me nearly under Brent as his weight descends. His left leg lifts in order to maximize the damage of the now-extended descending right leg. Unfortunately for him, I’m not where he thinks I am.

I put my right palm under his right thigh and drop with him for half a beat, which causes him to lose control of his twist. Then I launch up with my legs. Brent somersaults backward toward the lamp in the back corner. His spins far enough around that his head is nearly facing me when his chest smacks the ground.

April kisses my cheek. “Thank you, Jack.” She looks at Brent and opens her mouth to speak, but thinks better of it. Instead, she just grabs her bag and takes it to the bathroom.

I call to her as I watch Brent. “Do you need anything else, Pet?”

“Just my purse. It’s in the bottom of the nightstand next to where Brent is lying,” she answers from the bathroom.

I look at him trying to pull himself together and just shake my head. “Brent, do yourself a favor and slide it over here.”

He groans as he pushes himself to all fours and grabs a black leather clutch. He slides it across the floor.

April calls out, “Oh, and my phone!”

Darcie says, “I have it, Pet. You dropped it in the hallway last night.”

April calls out, “Thank you, Darcie. I’m a bit of a mess right now.”

Brent mutters, “You wouldn’t be a mess if you had stayed home.”

April walks out in a black leather skirt that reaches mid-thigh, black stockings, heels, and a cherry red tube top that holds her small breasts, with a sheer red blouse over it. Her hair is piled on top of her head in a loose knot to accentuate her sexy, slender neck. She walks toward me and Darcie as if she’s on a runway, twirling and posing cheekily. She turns her eyes toward me and catches me smiling and nodding.

For a moment, April looks shy, but she soon pulls herself together and stands up straight. I hand her clutch to her. She holds herself firmly before she starts speaking. “Brent, I want you out of my house. The only thing I ever want to hear from you is a text saying you've taken your things and that you’re out.”

Brent says, “But, April. You love me. I love you. Don’t throw that away.”

April shakes her head. “No, Brent. You don’t love me. I’m just your accessory. Even knowing that, I still loved you for a long time, but I gave up on you months ago. I want more.”

“So, what, you’re going to be a fuck toy for these two?” he snorts.

April nods decisively. “If that’s what they want, then yes. I felt more love with them last night than you gave me in the three years we’ve been together. They give me what I need. I don’t know if Jack and Darcie are my fate, but I do know that they care about me and make me feel love and pleasure. That’s already more than what I’ve ever gotten from you. Goodbye. Have a good life.”

I watch her compact hips twitch under her tiny waist as she struts from the room, snagging her roller bag as she passes; Darcie follows suit.

I look down at Brent. “Are you physically okay, Brent? Nothing past bumps and bruises? Or do you need me to call an ambulance for you.”

He looks at the floor and mutters, “Just go.”

I nod and quietly exit the room, pulling the door closed behind me.

I lead the ladies to the elevator and to the reception desk. I leave the key and get the receipt for my expense report. The girl at the desk is the same one I spoke to on the phone—strawberry blond, voluptuous, and sexy. Darcie is sliding her hand up and down under April’s transparent blouse as she whispers in her ear, and April is obviously squeezing Darcie’s ass in her business suit. Darcie leans in and devours April’s mouth, but April kisses her just as hungrily. You’d never know we spent all night fucking each other’s brains out.

The receptionist is mesmerized by the two beautiful women fondling and kissing each other in front of her. I look at her name tag—“Phryne.”

I ask, “Excuse me, miss. How do you pronounce your name?”

She blushes. “It’s pronounced ‘Fry-nee,’ Like Phryne Fisher, the character from the books. I used to love to watch the series on the tele when it came out.”

I nod. “I know the series, but I’ve never gotten around to reading the books. Quality television, and a beautiful name for a beautiful lady.”

She blushes delightfully and flirts back. “Maybe you would like a tour of our Presidential suite, Mr. Jerome.”

Darcie and April break their kiss to look at her, their faces cheek-to-cheek. I tell her, “Phryne, perhaps another time. Darcie, April, and Chelsea kept me awake all night. We’d just gotten a couple of hours of sleep when you called.”

Phryne’s eyes bug. “Chelsea? The cute little chauffeur that left shortly after noon?” I thought she was red before, but now her face is the color of April’s tube top.

“Did you hit on her, Phryne?” I ask.

She nods but drops her eyes in embarrassment. “I asked for her phone number, but she said she had to ask permission first.”

I lock eyes with Phryne as I say, “What do you think, my pets? Shall we invite her to join the club?”

Darcie says, “Yes, Master,” while April blurts out, “Please, Master!”

Darcie gives Chelsea’s number to Phryne. I tell April, “You can spend time with Phryne while we’re out of town.”

April says, “Darcie told me about that, Master. I was planning to call Chelsea.”

“Either or both, Pet. You have permission,” I tell her.

I turn to the receptionist. “Phryne, it’s a pleasure. I’m Jack, and I look forward to you joining us. I’m going to get the car, my pets. Please keep cool inside until I summon you.”

The valet retrieves the CR-V quickly, and I go back in to get the girls while he loads our bags into the car. They sit together in the back seat and buckle in; we’re soon off to my carriage house in north Peoria.

April tells us about her life during the drive. She really is a fashion model. Her mother is black and her father is Black Irish. She got his hair and the dusky, nearly-white skin of her maternal grandmother. She’s twenty-eight and has been modeling since she was fourteen.

As we chat, Darcie explains how we connected with Chelsea. Chelsea had seen us loving each other as she drove us to a friend's house. While I was conducting business inside, Chelsea shared her story with Darcie: she was a cancer survivor, recently declared in remission. The chemo treatments inflamed her whole body and made her look cherubic. Chelsea needed to feel beautiful after going through all that. Darcie was smitten with her immediately, so we invited her to share her story in detail while she was driving us back to the hotel. Naturally, we brought her to the room with us.

April unbuckles her seatbelt and moans. “Darcie, I need more.” April crawls into Darcie’s lap and they start kissing.

I bark, “April! Back in your seat, and buckle up!”

She cowers back into her corner and follows direction, but moves to the middle spot and buckles in there. I look at her through the mirror.

“April, your safety is the most important thing right now. Darcie and I will care for your need for affection once we are stopped. You will also get a spanking for disregarding your safety. Am I clear, Pet?”

April nods. “Yes, Master,” she says meekly.

“Stay buckled up. Both of you,” I command. “Other than that, please enjoy yourselves.”

They do.

[image: ]


As I pull into the garage, I can see that Darcie is holding April’s head on her shoulder, caressing her arm. Both ladies have a post-orgasmic glow that makes them even more beautiful and sexy in my eyes.

I pull out the bags as the ladies crawl out of the back seat. April’s skirt had been discarded during her and Darcie’s back seat shenanigans, so she flashes the neighborhood her sexy ass through the tails of her sheer blouse. She’s a little wobbly on her heels, so it’s a good thing they’re only two inches. Darcie hurries around the front of the vehicle to steady April while I set the bags in the garage.

Darcie says, “Master, I know April hasn’t surrendered to you yet, but I bet it would make her feel special if you carry her across the threshold. It made me feel like a princess on her honeymoon.” She gives me a smoldering look.

I bow my head. “Point well made, Pet. Please close the garage door and get in the proper uniform.”

“Yes, Master,” Darcie replies breathily. She reaches inside the CR-V and presses the button on the garage opener.

I tell April, “Don’t move, Pet.” I unlock the interior door into the basement, then walk back and scoop April into a bridal carry. She gasps, and I see her pleasure shining from her eyes. I carry her to the door, and she presses down on the handle with her foot.

I carefully maneuver her into the basement and set her on her feet. I tell her, “April, my pet, welcome home.” Darcie stands in the doorway waving her hand toward her face like she’s burning up.

I tell our guest, “April, while you are here, you will only wear clothes I give you, you will only eat food I give you, and you will only spend money I give you. Are we clear?”

She looks up at me with her eyes wide and round. “Yes, Master.”

“Strip, April. I gave you none of those clothes. Once you have removed all of your clothing, jewelry, and accessories, Darcie will get you oriented. Your bag will stay right here. Put your jewelry or accessories in the outside pocket,” I instruct.

Darcie has already taken off her blouse and is unzipping her skirt. I tell her, “Anything I have given you or any of my clothes she can wear.”

She answers, “Yes, Master,” as she pushes her skirt down her stocking-clad legs.

I tell Darcie, “Keep the stockings on, Pet.”

She grins at me as she rises. “Yes, Master.”

I slide past the girls to step into my office. I call Warren and tell him we’ll be arriving tomorrow morning. I check my email quickly to find information on a contract job near Minneapolis starting next week. I’m guessing this is my cover job. I wonder why I need to be in Chicago if the target is in Minneapolis. Hopefully, Monsignor Dickhead will make everything clear Monday.

I hear the girls climbing the stairs as I step out of my office and call the elevator down. The doorbell rings as I set the bags in the lift and send them up.

Darcie calls, “I have it, Master.” I start up the stairs quickly. I’m not expecting anyone, but Darcie is unarmed. I hear Darcie let out a “Well, hi! Come on in, ladies.” Then she says, “April, come meet our neighbors.”

April responds, “Um, Darcie, I’m naked.”

I see her standing in the kitchen behind the counter as Darcie answers. “That doesn’t matter, April. Master told you to strip, and you did. That makes you a good girl. As a pet, you don’t have to worry what anyone thinks. You just need to follow Master’s instruction and revel in the rewards. Come meet Felicia and Maddy.”

Maddy says, “You’re rocking that look, Darcie.”

Felicia quips, “I wonder if Jack would loan you to me.”

“Felicia!” Maddy sounds shocked. I hear a thudding smack; I’m assuming it’s Maddy’s hand on Felicia’s ass.

April sees me and hurries to bury her face in my chest and wrap me in a hug. I kiss April’s hair as I hold her.

Felicia scoffs, “Don’t look so scandalized, Maddy. You said you’d be just fine with us sharing her."

I scoop April into a bridal carry and walk out to meet the neighbors. She wraps her arms around my neck.

“Hello, Jack,” Felicia says warmly.

“Hello, Felicia, Maddy. Let me introduce April. She’s quite new as a pet and I haven’t even explained all the rules."

Maddy gasps, “April? You finally left that piece of shit?”

April gasps in return. “Madison? Ohmigod!” She taps my shoulder and looks at me. “Master, please set me down. I’d like to greet Madison. She’s a friend.” She bites her lip to await my answer.

I set her on her feet gently. “Of course, Pet.”

April launches forward to wrap Maddy in a tight hug. Maddy is wearing her turquoise microkini under a crocheted wrap. Felicia is in a royal blue and white, vertical stripe, classic cut bikini—the kind with a high waist. I’ve never thought it a flattering style, but it works well for Felicia’s lush form, emphasizing her waist and marginally slimming her curves. I’m surprised to see there’s no stippling of cellulite where the tight suit compresses her flesh.

April holds Maddy at arm’s length. “I left him in the middle of the night last night. Brent and I had a shoot at the hotel yesterday for Phoenix magazine. They put us up for the night, and after we finished work, we discovered Jack and Darcie in the hotel’s elevator, his hand pleasuring Darcie. They didn’t stop, so of course Brent cops an attitude. Master used his words to put Brent in his place, while Darcie invited me to join them with her eyes.”

April reaches out to pull Darcie into an embrace. “Darcie, your eyes spoke volumes though you never uttered a word. I knew at that point what I wanted from life.” She turns back to Maddy. “Did Brent use that encounter as a motivator to show me he loved me? No. He just sat in a corner petulantly playing on his phone. He took an ambien early, so I prepared myself. When Master answered the door—naked, by the way—he said I was a present to unwrap.”

Felicia laughs, “We’ve seen him naked. He’s a fine figure of a man. I can see how that might entrance you.”

Maddy blushes.

I interject, “I’m going to have a swollen head if you ladies keep talking about me like this.”

Darcie says, “You deserve it, Master.”

Felicia adds, “You could show us more, Jack.”

I point to my temple. “Head’s up here, Felicia.”

She shrugs and licks her lips seductively. I give her a welcome hug and step back to Darcie.

Maddy asks, “So you’re with Jack and Darcie now?” She slips past April to collect a hug from Darcie, and leaves a quick buss on my lips before turning back to April.

April nods and sighs happily, “Yes.”

I say, “She may change her mind when she knows what that entails. Regardless, we’re going to pour as much affection into her as we can before we have to leave.”

Felicia’s on a roll. “Is that what you call it?” I give her a look that tells her to behave, and she has the grace to look abashed.

Maddy picks up on the important part. “Where are you going?”

I explain, “I have a contract for the next nine weeks in Chicago and Minneapolis. I had planned to have Darcie come with me as my PA, but things are different now that April’s with us.”

April says, “It’s okay, Master. I have a few photo shoots coming up, including one in LA on Thursday and one in Chicago the following week. Please let me know if you’re in Chicago then, Master. Otherwise, my schedule is still developing.”

“When are you going to check that Brent is out of your house?” I ask.

“Saturday,” she replies immediately.

“Darcie, call Bernadette and ask if she has some security folks she could recommend to escort April to her house on Saturday,” I direct my PA. Addressing my other pet, I tell her, “April, if he’s not out, you stay here. You are my pet, and that makes your safety and care of the utmost importance to me.”

“Yes, Master.” She lowers her head and looks at me through her eyelashes. Girlfriend has some mad seduction skills.

I look at Maddy and Felicia. “Now we need to finish April’s indoctrination. Please enjoy the pool. April can let you in when she’s here. I do have a favor to ask, though.”

“Of course,” the neighbors reply immediately.

I smile and continue. “I should have a contractor showing up on Tuesday or Wednesday who’s going to cut an opening in the wall around the pool and install a locking gate. If you would, check to ensure the work is done properly and accept the keys and codes. Ensure you keep the code; I’m putting the gate in for the two of you.”

Maddy nods. “I can do that, Jack. I leave late Wednesday night for a swimsuit shoot in LA.” She looks at April. “Vogue?”

“Yes!” April answers excitedly. “You, too?” Maddy nods. “I have my tickets already,” April says. “I have a first class upgrade. You?”

Maddy shakes her head. “No. I didn’t plan to bother since it’s such a short flight. I’m saving rewards to leverage for a trip with Felicia. I’m barely silver tier because I do more local and regional work rather than national-level.”

April says, “Regardless, we may be on the same record since the magazine booked it. Come by tomorrow and we’ll call the airline to see if we can arrange to sit together.”

I tell the neighbors, “Enjoy the pool.”

Felicia says, “Keep that balcony door closed, or Maddy and I might decide to ride along on the pool deck.”

Darcie laughs. “It’s not like you’re shy about making love to each other whether or not we’re doing anything.”

Maddy blushes, and Felicia shrugs. “Life’s short. I plan to squeeze as much love out of this young lady as I can before I turn into an old crone whom she’s no longer interested in.”

Maddy hooks a finger in Felicia’s top and drags her toward the patio door. “Come on, old crone. I need you to rub sunscreen on me. I can’t afford a burn right now.”

April remarks, “I’m actually supposed to tan before the shoot. They want a little more of my blackness to show. Fortunately, my shoots that follow are fine with that. I should have mostly faded in time for Chicago’s shoot with Marie Claire. They said they’re definitely looking for ‘café-au-lait or lighter.’” She rolls her eyes. “The timing should work out, though.”

“Being able to adapt like that has to help you find shoots,” I observe.

She nods thoughtfully. “It does, but it also gives the racists on both ends reason to hate me.” She looks at me seriously. “You don’t mind that I have African heritage, do you?”

Darcie and I swamp her in a hug as I tell her, “Honey, theoretically, we’re all African, as humanity supposedly emerged from there. Most Europeans also have Celtic and Germanic genetic code. We should just call ourselves ‘people’ and be done with it.”

She looks at me quietly for a moment before observing, “You’re not kidding.”

“No, I’m not, April. What matters to me is that you’re attracted to us and that we’re attracted to you, and you haven’t balked at being my pet. Let’s get some water and retire to the bedroom to discuss what that really means.”


7
Welcome to My World



We started off with April’s spanking as a consequence of her not watching out for her safety. I gave her just one sharp spank on each cheek, since I hadn’t laid out the rules. I could have foregone the spanking for that reason, but I needed April to understand how important my pets’ safety is to me.

Instead of crying, April had an orgasm. That led to more gratuitous sex. Eventually, we got around to explaining the rules.

Darcie didn’t really have much in the way of personal possessions, so giving me everything wasn’t difficult for her. Not so with April. Her successful fourteen-year modeling career had left her well off. She had been helping her family as they needed and making sound investments. As a result, she had nearly three million dollars net worth. Sure, that’s a fraction of mine, but she had done very well for herself.

The other difficulty with April’s career was its demands on her time. I had thought she might be staying at the carriage house the entire time Darcie and I were gone, but she’d probably be at home fewer than seven or eight days while we were gone. That would be an ongoing issue as a pet.

April was surprised to learn about Candice and about Bernadette’s salon. Darcie pulled up a selfie on her new phone to show her what Candice looked like. As she scrolled through her phone, Darcie paused on a picture with her and Chantelle, and leaned forward excitedly to show April.

“This is my friend Chantelle. She calls herself Hot Chocolate,” Darcie said, almost as if she were a proud mom. I couldn’t help but smile endearingly at that.

April gasped, “That’s Chantelle Cross, the Olympian! Madison and I did a photo shoot with her a couple of years ago. She’s a prostitute now?”

I corrected April, “Officially, she’s a ‘hostess.’ She does have sex with clients, but she doesn’t get paid for it. I’ve personally had sex with her often since I met her, and I consider her a dear friend.”

By the time we were done explaining Bernadette’s salon to April, she was intrigued enough that we’d probably have to take her at some point. However, after discussing what it meant to be a pet for over an hour, April decided she couldn’t do it. She couldn’t give up her financial security. Seeing the wardrobe and hearing everything I had set up for Darcie so far, she almost caved, but she had so many people steal from her and try to take over her money that she couldn’t trust me to relinquish that control to me.

April asked, “You’re pretty well off, aren’t you?”

I nodded. “I am. My previous line of work allowed me to amass a fair nest egg. I built this whole community. I got a bargain on the land for $1.5 million and quadrupled my investment while still keeping this unit for myself. I keep working because it keeps my mind busy. I may slow down a little now that I have a pet to play with, but I doubt I’ll ever stop.”

April did commit to seeing us when we were in town, and I felt pretty certain we’d get her to the house in Prescott in time. After fucking again, we all hopped in the shower. The ladies each pulled on one of my dress shirts, and I pulled on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt. The girls followed me downstairs to look into getting some dinner. I noticed the patio door was still open. I stuck my head outside and found Felicia and Maddy piled onto a chaise lounge in the shade. They were both breathing pretty heavily, but it looked like they were calming down.

I asked, “Are you ladies okay? Do you need water or anything? We’re ordering some food to be delivered, so you can join us if you’d like.”

Felicia said, “We’d love to join you for dinner, Jack. May I pay, please? We’re always mooching the pool off you, and now you’re having the gate put in explicitly for us.” She looked concerned, so I agreed.

Felicia gave her phone to Maddy, who ordered a bunch of Mediterranean food from Greek Wraps. They showered in the outside shower and put on their cover ups sans swimsuits. I set up the coffee table in the living room as a buffet, while Darcie and April harvested throw pillows from the couches and guest rooms for seating.

We had a great evening eating, drinking, and conversing. Many caresses were shared, and Felicia kissed and fondled everyone at least once during the evening. Fortunately, she didn’t get too crazy. I let it slide, but she would eventually require a spanking. April and Maddy caught up on what they had been doing in the modeling world. I learned that they each work in slightly different circles, but April is fit enough to pass as a fitness model with a little prep, and Maddy got a fair number of girl-next-door gigs in addition to fitness gigs. By the time our evening wrapped up, I came to the conclusion that both Felicia and Maddy might make good pets. But, I suspected both would run into the same roadblock April did, both being strong, independent women. In truth, that was what makes them and April so desirable, in large part, but I’m perfectly happy with the relationship we share now. Besides, Darcie is everything I need and more.

I made love to Darcie and April after the neighbors left, and we fell asleep wrapped in each other’s arms.
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This morning, my alarm wakes me up at 6:30. Darcie and I do a HIIT workout followed by a review of some self-defense basics, and end with yoga. April joins us for yoga and she keeps going when Darcie and I break for a shower.

I go downstairs and chop up some leftover gyros meat with onions, dump them in a skillet to fry, and start another skillet of spinach to sautée while Darcie whips up eggs per my directions. I get the contents of the skillets hot, and set them aside in bowls. Darcie starts making toast as I start laying eggs into omelet pans. I only have two, so it turns into a bit of a juggle. I add the spinach, gyros, and generous dollops of Boursin cheese before I fold them to let them steam. I do the last one in a bigger skillet and roll it French style, but with the same ingredients. April comes down the stairs as we’re plating breakfast. She’s wearing one of my shirts again; I think she and Darcie swapped this morning.

April looks at breakfast and says, “It’s a good thing you’re leaving town. I couldn’t eat like this all the time.”

I tell her, “You’re young. With enough activity, you could eat quite a bit and not put on weight.” April smiles at me indulgently.

We enjoy breakfast and clean up the kitchen. Afterward, I put April’s bag in a guest room on the second floor. I tell her, “April, you’re welcome to sleep in our bed while we’re gone, even if you have Chelsea over. However, I thought you might like having your own space too, especially since you can’t commit to being a full-time pet. So, this space is yours. Also, if you have Phryne over, please keep her in here.”

Darcie kisses each of us and runs upstairs to get changed for travel. I walk April down the hall from her room to the music room, adding, “This is the music room. If you know how to play any of the instruments, feel free. If you want to try something…same goes. The important thing is this computer. I set up an account on it for you in case you need it. Your password is April.”

“April, April. Got it,” she says with a mischievous grin. Her grin slowly fades. “I’m going to wish I was going with you about five minutes after you’re gone.”

I smile and pull her into a hug. “Me, too. I’m going to miss you, April. I can assure you Darcie feels the same. You’ve gotten under our skin quickly.”

She smiles at me shyly. “Is that a good thing, Master?”

“A very good thing, Pet,” I tell her. I kiss her passionately until we’re both gasping for breath. I grab a fistful of her thick dark hair and murmur into her neck, “Get upstairs and bend over the edge of the bed, Pet. I need to give you a proper goodbye.”

“Not goodbye, Master,” she whines. “Please!”

I smack her compact ass with my left hand. “It’s a goodbye, April. Not a farewell,” I clarify.

She smiles brightly, so I release her scalp. She literally runs out of the room.

I call out to Darcie as I enter my bedroom. “Pet, it’s time to say goodbye to April." I pull off my T-shirt and kick out of my shorts.

Darcie runs out of the closet in her Lynyrd Skynyrd T-shirt and denim short-shorts...just like the day I met her. She takes in April's posture and grins. “Mmm. Great idea, Master!”

I kneel behind April, and Darcie drops her clothes and scoots into position to put April’s mouth where it can provide Darcie optimal pleasure. April’s pussy is already dripping wet, so I graduate from licking to fucking quickly. I pummel her pussy with my cock while I slide two fingers in and out of her tight, dark sphincter. I love how delightfully light pink all of Darcie’s intimate flesh is, but April’s dark charcoal-colored areolae, pussy lips, and sphincter are very sexy, too. We’re so attuned to each other after a full day of orgiastic bliss that we get each other off quickly. April crawls up onto Darcie’s face so Darcie can lick her clean. April sucks my cock into her mouth to ensure it’s clean, too.

We dress after we’re all satiated for the moment. I tell Darcie to put on a sundress instead of the shorts. I want easy access to her body. Darcie and I have roll-aboard bags ready to go. I load them in the CR-V while Darcie and April fill up some travel mugs with coffee and grab a few water bottles.

We kiss April goodbye in the garage and then we get on the road. We fill up the gas tank at the Fry’s on the way before we reverse course from the route I used to bring Darcie into town.

As we pull onto the 303, I say, “Darcie, I need to share some things with you.”

“Okay, Master,” she says. She turns in her seat to look at me.

I tell her, “Pet, this trip to Chicago and Minneapolis is going to be dangerous. I need you to ensure that you’ll always have your Taser flashlight with you. I’ll get you a pistol once we’re there.”

“Okay, Master.” Her tone of voice indicates that her worry is increasing.

I explain, “I essentially used to work as counter-terrorist agent. Rather than chasing Islamic terrorists, I was chasing beings from other dimensions—what we habitually call demons.”

Darcie gapes at me for a moment, then giggles prettily. “Master, I thought you were serious for a minute.”

I quickly look at her before looking back to the road in front of me. “I am serious, Pet. Demons are generally brought here by a sorcerer, and then the sorcerer binds them into a zombie. ‘Zombie’ is the term used for a person without a soul. Maurice was a zombie. I think your female friend in the Corolla was, too. At least one of the three gangbangers I killed were, as well. Sometimes sorcerers will bring over demons in their native form, too.”

Darcie is flabbergasted. “Demons, zombies, and sorcerers. Seriously, Master?”

I nod and grasp her hand. I squeeze it and tell her, “I know it’s a lot to take in. I didn’t plan to reveal this to you for a month or two—before the end of your three months, but not right away like this.” I sigh and continue. “I was what the Church calls a ‘hunter.’ That means I was a demon hunter sanctioned by the Catholic Church’s Department of Spiritual Security. I’m one of only two people they have ever let retire. Usually they just work us until we die in the line of duty. All the stress and killing takes a toll on you. I’ve been sent on missions to kill three other hunters that have gone rogue. I have more kills than any two hunters combined. The archbishop was afraid I might follow down the rogue path, so he retired me.”

I sigh loudly. “Now, they’ve called me back to duty. They want me to go to the vicinity of Minneapolis as an IT consultant at Northwest Specialty Insurance. The Church arranged the contract, and I’ve been contacted by the client. As part of our cover, we really will be doing the contracted work. We’ll talk about that some more later. I won’t learn what I’m to hunt until we get to Chicago. I suspect it’s another hunter, but it could be demons.”

Darcie asks, “How common are demons, Master?”

“Not very, but you know two,” I tell her.

“No-o-o!” she gasps. “Who?”

“Bernadette and Vanessa. Both are succubae,” I tell her.

“Really?” she asks aghast. “Are they dangerous?”

“Bernadette? No. She’s fairly common as far as succubus go. They just want to live their lives and feed off the lust and love around them,” I explain. “Many high-end madames are succubae, because high-end brothels generally have a relationship with a sorcerer to bring a succubus to our dimension for wealthy clients. If they don’t have them serve in their natural state for a short contract, they possess a zombie and frequently become the madame of the house because they outlive the humans. I have no idea how Bernadette arrived here, but her business model is inspired.”

I take a sip of coffee before continuing. “Vanessa is very young. She’s only eighteen years old, and her curse came upon her just as she was summoned here. The whole ‘hunger curse’ that our pop culture attributes to vampires is actually an attribute of succubae. From birth, vampires feed off strong emotion rather than blood—it doesn’t matter what emotion it is. Succubae feed only off lust and love. Bernadette is training Vanessa to feed off ambient lust to control her hunger. I’m the first person she’s fed off during actual sex. She messed up a little bit, but did okay. I think she is going to be fully in control of herself before too long.”

I squeeze Darcie’s hand before I continue. “We’re not supposed to take anything that won’t pass through TSA screening, but I’m going to get you a firearm and a knife when we get to Minneapolis. I didn’t see a flight from Chicago to Minneapolis on our itinerary, so I’m assuming we’ll be driving from Chicago. The firm we’re going to is in Owatonna, Minnesota. It’s not a large city, but it’s only about an hour away from downtown Minneapolis. Curiouser and curiouser.”

We hold hands as I drive past Carefree Highway. Darcie grabs her coffee and takes a sip. As she puts the cup back into the console she asks, “How did you meet Bernadette?”

“I met Bernadette shortly after moving to Phoenix. I was looking for sex without commitment after years of chasing demons. After a couple of years of frequenting Bernadette’s, I met Janet while I was working at a client site. We started dating, got married, and tried to create a normal life. We even tried to have children, but that never panned out. During that whole time, the Church left me alone. It’s been three years since the divorce, and now they reactivate me. I don’t get it.”

I sip my coffee as we pass the Anthem outlets. “We’re going to stop by my farm on the way home. I want to show you how to get there, and I have a range there. We’ll practice with your new pistol and then go home to Prescott. I have a property manager on site. He keeps the gardens, feeds the animals, and maintains the property. You’ll need to get to know him and build trust with him. His name is Warren Dark, and, like his surname, he is a little unusual.”

“How unusual?” Darcie asks. “Bernadette and Vanessa unusual?”

I smile at that. “Sometimes I forget that you’re not just a pretty face, Pet. Thank you for the reminder. Yes, Warren is a demon.”

“You think I’m pretty, Master?" I turn my head for a quick look. Her smile could light the night.

Turning back to the front, I let my own grin show. “Yes, Pet. I think you are beautiful. Honestly, I was strongly attracted to you when I first met you, but I think you’ve become more beautiful this week.”

She giggles. “You just like me to submit to you, Master.”

“True,” I agree. “You’ve also become more aware of yourself, more poised. Funnily enough, I think the more you submit to me, the stronger and more confident you become.”

“Really, Master? That seems a little...counterintuitive? Is that the word?”

I chuckle, “Yes, it does seem a little counterintuitive, but that’s what I’m observing.”

Darcie sighs. “I read a fair bit, but I wasn’t sure I was using the word right. I suppose I need more education.”

“Not really, Pet,” I tell her with ease. “Reading and looking up words that are unfamiliar are probably the best way to improve your vocabulary and facility with language. Writing, too. Speaking and writing are different. For example, sometimes it’s easier for me to write my ideas, and other times the right words just flow from my mouth. Both need practice.”

“There are classes in college specifically for those skills,” she says tentatively.

“Yes, but speaking can be practiced in a wide variety of classes. Public speaking or speech classes can help, but I find that putting yourself in situations where you can have a dialogue with others is a better training ground. Also, English-writing classes are good for teaching you the correct way to write, but business communications will teach you to write effectively and efficiently. Classes with term papers, research papers, and essay tests are good for practicing those skills.”

Darcie sighs, “I always tried to find classes that have multiple-choice tests.”

I snort before saying, “Yeah, for best possible grades, those are preferable. They’re generally not so great at testing understanding. I’ve seen multiple-choice tests where all four options are similar enough that you have to know the material and read the questions carefully. Professional certification courses do a lot of that. That’s generally not the case in college multiple-choice tests.”

We both sip our coffee as we approach Rock Springs. “Any more questions about the demons, magic, our demon friends…” I let the question hang out there.

“What kind of unusual behavior should I expect from Warren?” she asks.

I raise my eyebrows. “That kind of depends on how many people he’s been around recently. He’s alone on the farm most of the time. I know there are a couple of bars known for fights around the countryside. He’ll frequent those to feed off the emotional slop; at least, that’s what he calls it.”

Darcie gasps, “He’s a vampire? It’s daylight out.”

“Pop culture misinformation,” I respond with a sigh. “Most vampires don’t have a problem with photosensitivity. There is only one sub-race that does, but they’re mostly a space-faring race. They evolved to have photosensitivity due to rarely being in a solar system to get the ultraviolet spectrum on their skin. The Church really only knows about them because the common vampires told us about them. That group also has a serious vitamin D deficiency for the same reason. They do drink blood from beings recently exposed to a solar system—mostly livestock, supposedly. Warren says they drink the blood to not waste the vitamins, then they eat the meat—mostly cooked rare or raw for the same reason.”

“So you don’t think Bram Stoker based his story on a real vampire?” Darcie asks.

“Probably not,” I opine. “Stoker might have been a vampire himself, or known one. He wasn’t mentioned in my training specifically other than as a source of ridicule for passing all the misinformation to the public and scaring the bejesus out of them.”

“So what does Warren do that might be weird?” she asks.

I shrug. “I’ve seen him push someone’s buttons to get an emotional response. I’ve seen him sneak up on people to give them a fright. If he starts talking politics, he’s probably trying to find out your leanings, so he can defend the opposite position aggressively to get you angry or frustrated. I’ve seen him bring home folks from church and try to get them all riled up by talking about dancing, drinking, and fornicating. You would know that he chose a strict Baptist church to join.”

Darcie giggles. “It sounds like it would be very funny to watch him in action, but not so funny to be his victim.”

I nod. “That’s about right. He brings women out to the farm sometimes. He told me he’s done his Bela Lugosi act a couple of times on them. He fucks them senseless, and then pulls on a classic vampire costume while they nap. He leaves enough lights on to lead them to the guest room, where he has a coffin set up, which he lays in with his arms crossed—classic vampire movie schtick. The ladies will follow the lights and freak out when they see him. He has this lift built under the mattress of the coffin that flips him up to standing in about one second, which freaks them out even more.”

“Ohmigod, I would pee myself,” Darcie gasps.

“I imagine so,” I agree. “He said the hardest part of that trick is not falling asleep from his own post-coital glow. Other than his feeding antics, he’s Mensa-level intelligent, funny, and loyal. I’ve been his wingman a couple of times. We’d go out to bars so he could feed.”

Darcie asks, “How did you meet him?”

“I was still working for the Church. He was working in a brothel in Boston that had imps working as prostitutes. He would dampen the emotions of the clients to keep things from getting violent. It worked out pretty well because there are so many emotions running rampant in a place like that. He kept the level of chaos manageable when the imps would wind people up. Otherwise, he’d feed off the lust, jealousy, and despair that was rampant in the place. That was a more typical bordello than Bernadette’s. I was there to kill the imps, which I did. Warren saw me, and just dropped to his knees and put his hands on his head.”

I sip more coffee as we climb past Bumblebee road, then continue. “I asked him, ‘what are you doing?’ The dumbass says, ‘I am the vam-pyre.’ Again, classic Bela Lugosi. I’m surrounded by dead imp hosts, a couple of dead johns, and four dead zombies, and this jackass is kneeling there, cracking jokes. My team, the necromancer and the sorcerer, were sweeping the rest of the building for anything dangerous. I asked him, ‘Are you dangerous?’ The dumbass says, ‘Only when I have blue balls. That’ll shoot your eye out, kid.’ I told him to get out of there, and he did.”

I chuckle, “It’s like humor is his armor. Anyway, I ran into him a few years later here in Phoenix. Some of Janet’s co-workers had died in a car crash and their kids were put in this youth home. One of them was autistic and the other didn’t want to leave her little brother. Janet knew the kids, and we even talked about adopting them. We went to meet them at the home, and there was Warren. He was bouncing Jeremy, the little autistic boy, on his lap. Jeremy barely let his sister and parents touch him, let alone anyone else. Yet, there he was, sitting in Warren’s lap, laughing and clapping while Warren played with him. Warren took all his fear and sorrow away. Jeremy could function pretty well as long as Warren was there to help keep him stable. He did that for all the kids there; they loved him. That’s when I really got to know him.”

I think about how much to share about what came next. “He called me shortly after I bought the farm, and asked if I knew of some other place he could work. He said he needed a break, something quiet. I offered him the farm manager job. He’s been with me for over two years now.”

Darcie caresses my face. “I love getting to know you like this, Master.”

“I’m glad,” I tell her as we crest the hill by Sunset Pointe. I turn my head and kiss her fingers.

Darcie asks, “Master, is there someplace close where you could pull over and fuck me?”

I cock an eyebrow at her. “Actually, there is. Once we get past all this beautiful grassland, we’ll come to Badger Springs. There’s a parking lot there.”

“Will people see us, Master?” she asks with a grin.

I tell her, “You don’t have to worry about that, Pet. Just warm yourself up for me. I want you wet for me when I stop.”

Darcie moans, “Oh, Master. I’m always wet when I’m around you. It would be embarrassing if I didn’t know how much you liked it.”

I grin. “I more than like it, Pet.”

We arrive at the lot five minutes later. I get out, leaving the engine and AC running, and walk around to Darcie’s side of the car. I slide under her, and push her seat all the way back. I unbuckle my jeans and push them down. My cock is already hard as I pull the hem of Darie’s dress above her waist. I have her place her legs along my outer thighs, and then I enter her hot, wet tightness. I pull the straps off her shoulders to bare her breasts and tease her nipples while I thrust into her.

She wasn’t kidding about being ready for me. Darcie leans far forward, resting her head and arms on the dash while pushing her hips back as I slam mine forward. I pinch and pull her nipples as she moans her delight. She gets more frantic as I continue to pound into her, and then she clamps down on me tightly as her whole body spasms. I reach around to tickle her clit as I hammer my hips forward to release my seed into her grasping channel. We continue thrusting at each other until we start to glide down our wave of bliss together.

Darcie leans back to wrap her arms around my head. “Perfect, Master.”

“Yes, sweetheart. You truly are perfect,” I tell her. My words give her an aftershock.

We lay there, holding onto each other for a few minutes as we catch our breath.
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Darcie and I caress each other wherever we can reach flesh. Finally, I pull her chin around to kiss her tenderly yet passionately. I lift her up and pull out of her. Opening the door, I slide out from under her as a minivan pulls up about thirty feet away. I pull my pants up and close Darcie’s door. She just leans back in her seat without adjusting her dress, leaving her bare breasts visible to anyone that might care to look.

I wave at the shocked couple and the teenage girl who are gawking at me from the minivan. I walk around and mount up in the driver’s seat, then back out of the lot and quickly maneuver toward the entrance ramp on the highway.

Darcie looks at me dreamily as I continue to drive. Eventually, she asks, “Master, what are you doing to me?”

“Exactly what I said I would do, Pet.”

She asks, “Is this what love feels like?”

I shake my head, “Hell, I don’t know, Darcie. I thought I was in love with Janet, but we couldn’t manage to live together and make it work.”

I ponder her question as she reclines naked in the seat with her still erect nipples and soulful eyes pointing at me. “I remember one night after my divorce, talking to Bernadette. I was sloppy drunk and sitting in her parlor. She asked, ‘What do you want from a partner, Jack?’ Despite being three sheets to the wind, I remember thinking that she was expressing interest as a friend rather than as a potential candidate. She seemed interested in what I wanted rather than in being what I wanted—like she was going to help me find it. I told her, ‘I need a woman that is smart, that’s willing to try anything sexually, and can give me that unconditional love that a dog gives its master.’ She pondered what I said as I stumbled to the sidebar to refill my scotch. When I fell back into my chair, she told me, ‘Then don’t look for a wife. Look for a pet.’ That’s when I started thinking I might want a girl for a pet.”

I think about the last week. “Honestly, Darcie, you’re a perfect fit for everything I want. Not only are you willing to try anything I ask you to, but you’re also a nearly perfectly submissive. You really wind my motor up.”

I look over at her quickly before returning my eyes back to the road. “A pet loves its master. A master loves its pet. That love is unconditional.” I feel apprehensive about being this expressive, but I need to be completely honest. “Darcie, after my divorce was final, the last thing Janet told me was ‘I love you, Jack.’ I think that broke me. If you’re looking for someone to tell you ‘I love you’—occasionally, frequently, ever—I may not be a good fit for you. If you want someone to demonstrate their affection and devotion constantly, like the unconditional love of a master for his pet, then this can work.”

Darcie looks at me for a few minutes while pondering what I’ve just told her. Eventually, as we crest the hill above the Cordes Junction exit, she speaks. “Master, I have no experience with romance and love. All I know is that you sold me on the idea that I wouldn’t have to make the hard decisions, that I would be cared for as I’ve never been before, and that I would be valued.” She looks out the windscreen and runs her hand through her silken hair. “Master, you have, in one short week, raised my expectations in life and raised emotions in me that I have never even imagined.” She looks at me and lays her hand on my thigh. “I don’t know if this is love, and honestly, I don’t care. You don’t need to worry about saying the right things to me. Forget the three month trial period. I am yours. Completely. Forever.”

I have the vehicle on the straight-away, so I can safely grasp Darcie’s hand. I raise it to my lips and press a kiss into the palm of her hand.

She caresses my face with her fingertips. “April doesn’t know what she’s missing out on.”

I chuckle as I lower her hand back to my thigh. “I suspect we’ll see her frequently, Pet. She’s been working as a model for many years. She has a limited amount of time to maximize her earnings until she’s too old for that profession. I’m certain multiple people have tried to separate her from her earnings, and I don’t blame her for not wanting to take a chance on me. But I think you have her addicted, Pet. She’ll be back.”

Darcie shakes her head. “It’s not just me, Master. I could tell. She loved submitting to you. She loved being used by all of us. She especially loved how you made her feel special. You’re right though, Master. It may take a while, but she will be with us. I think Chelsea will be a harder sell. She’s proud of her chauffeur business, and she built it from scratch. She did Uber, Lyft, and SuperShuttle jobs until she got enough money to buy that Lincoln and enough contacts to make a run of it. She still does some work through Uber, but more the luxury and business service. She almost lost it all when she got cancer, and she’s not about to give it up easily.”

“They’re both impressive as hell, and we’ll keep in touch with them both. I think they would like Candice, too. Cover your pretty breasts, Pet. We’re going to turn off in the middle of Mayer. We probably shouldn’t shock the neighbors.”

We crown the hill right before Mayer’s business district and slow down per the speed signs. I turn off at Copper Road and continue driving at a steady pace until we arrive at the farm at Bear Track Canyon.

It’s been nearly four weeks since I was last at the farm. I take in the several large barns, some smaller outbuildings, and the unusual house, which is built of concrete and looks like a dirt-covered hill from the front—like a hobbit hole from Tolkien’s world.

I see Warren walking out of the equipment barn. At 5’10”, he’s whip-thin and dressed in faded blue jeans, a sweaty chambray shirt, and engineer boots. He’s also got a faded black Hooters ball cap on his black hair.

I park in front of the house, and we dismount from the CR-V.

Warren walks up and shakes my hand. He says, “Hello, Jack.”

I say, “Hi, Warren. Let me introduce you to Darcie Conroy.” Then I look at Darcie and tilt my head toward my groundskeeper. “Pet, this is Warren Dark.”

Warren camps as he takes her hand, using his best Bela Lugosi impersonation. He says, “Hallo! I am the vam-pyre.”

Darcie erupts in laughter, making Warren grin. She looks at me. “You didn’t tell me he was a ham, Master.”

I tease Warren, “Is it time to dye your roots again? Got a little blond showing?”

Warren gasps, “Blasphemer!” He hooks Darcie’s arm. “Let’s leave your master out here to cook in the sun, Darcie.”

I follow Warren and Darcie inside the house and walk directly to the bathroom to relieve myself.

When I come out, Darcie kisses my cheek and hands me a glass of water before she also relieves herself. I walk into the kitchen and lean against the sink. Warren follows me in and murmurs to me, “Damn, the lust you two are throwing off will feed me for a week. What’s with the fear I’m sensing, though, Jack?”

I shrug. “I’ve been recalled from retirement. I don’t have much information on the mission. We’re flying to Chicago early on Monday to get the directions. I have the cover job laid out; it’s just outside Minneapolis. That’s all I know.”

Warren asks, “Do I need to move on?”

I shake my head. “Not unless I’m dead. I imagine there’d be even less danger for you then, since the Church is unlikely to come looking for me here if I’m no longer in the equation.” After taking a sip, I add, “We need to spend some time on the range. Would you like to give Darcie a tour before we do?”

Warren nods and says, “Yeah. I’m due for some practice myself. I’ll bring a rifle and shotgun. I’ll go get them and some ammo.”

Darcie joins me in the kitchen and drinks her own glass of water, and we lightly fondle each other until Warren walks into the kitchen from the depths of the house with a pistol on his belt, a Springfield M1A scout rifle, and a Remington 870 Express tactical shotgun. I carry the rifle, and Warren leads us on a tour of the farm that takes us to the range.

We have a two-lane range on the farm. There are firing lines at five, seven, ten, and twenty-five meters for pistol and shotgun targets, with a variety of steel targets, silhouettes, and man-shaped targets to shoot at. We also have firing lines from fifty to three hundred meters for rifle steel targets. The range is at the bottom of a valley, and there’s a hillside behind the shooting lanes to ensure the bullets don’t fly over the horizon and injure livestock or a person.

We roll a bench to the ten-yard line and bench our weapons. Warren does some tests for eye-dominance with Darcie. She proves to be right hand, right foot, and left eye dominant, so Warren adjusts Darcie’s stance and grip to accommodate this information. Then we start practice shooting. As Darcie clears her weapon to work on her last magazine, she says, “Jack told me about your work with kids, Warren. Do you still do that on the side?”

Warren stops in his tracks and lowers his shotgun. “No,” he responds quietly but emphatically.

“That’s a shame. Jack made it sound like you were great for those kids,” she replies.

Warren whirls on her. “Yeah, I was just fucking great. Sadly, I wasn’t good enough to catch the little monster without a soul before he killed twenty of the other kids. About an hour after I put Jeremy to bed, the little fucking zombie walked to the kitchen, got a butcher knife, and killed Jeremy and his sister before he decided he liked the smell of blood and finished off most of the other kids at the facility!” Warren stands, shaking, with his fists clenched as he looks off into the distance. “Yeah, I’m fucking great,” he murmurs.

Darcie is absolutely floored. I catch her eye, and she opens her mouth to speak. I shake my head.

I say quietly, “Warren, she didn’t know. I didn’t tell her that part.”

Warren takes a deep breath and releases it. His head hangs limply from his slumped shoulders as he responds, “I’m still grieving, Jack. Two years, four months, three weeks, and two days later.”

“Grieving is like that, Warren. You loved those kids, and you’ll grieve for them for a long time,” I say in acknowledgement of his pain. “Just try to remember how much joy you shared with them, too. I know there was a lot of it. Janet and I saw you with Jeremy. Darcie is right. You were good with them, and they were good for you.”

Warren looks skyward as tears stream down his face. “Those kids were everything to me. I took away their pain, and they loved me without reserve.” He turns to look at me. “I heard a rumor hunters have wards tattooed into their flesh. Is there one for zombies?”

I nod. “Zombies that are a threat. You have to be pretty close to them, but mine worked a couple days ago. I don’t know how it works, but it’s supposedly faith magic. I know a freelancer in Chicago that can do it. They use an invisible ink, visible only under black light. It won’t be cheap, but I’ll arrange it for you when I’m in Chicago. You’ll just need to pay for your flight.”

The vampire smiles at me grimly. “Thanks, Jack. I accept your offer.” He turns to Darcie. “I’m sorry for railing at you, sweetness. You were just trying to be kind, and I appreciate it. It’s just that the wounds are still raw.”

Darcie benches her weapon before taking Warren’s shotgun, clearing it, and benching it, too. She wraps the lean man in a hug and said, “I’m sorry for hurting you, Warren.”

He hugs her back and looks at me. He says, just loud enough that I could barely hear him, “I don’t suppose Jack would loan you to me for a while.”

Darcie laughs. “I’m pretty sure the answer is a very firm no. But if that’s not the case, I’m sure he’ll let us both know.” She pats his face and breaks her embrace, then picks up her pistol, loads a fresh magazine, and practices the drill I had her working on—from the position of attention, take a stance and quickly fire three rounds at center of mass. She does that until the slide locks back.

We finally burn through all the ammo we had brought out—three hundred rounds of 9mm, two boxes of .12 gauge, and about one hundred rounds of .308. We return to the house and clean our weapons around the kitchen table as we hydrate.
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About an hour and a half later, Darcie and I pull out of the farm’s driveway. She says, “Warren is nice, Master. I like him.”

I nod, “Yes. He’s good people. I’m glad you like him because he’ll likely be around longer than I will.”

“How so, Master?" Darcie is perplexed.

I explain, “Vampires eat regular food just like anyone else, but their psychic feeding restores both their soul and their bodies. They don’t get drunk easily, but one evening when Warren and I drank most of a fifth of scotch, he shared with me some of his history. That’s when I learned about the kids. I also learned that he had been a Roman soldier—worked his way up to centurion. The sorcerer that summoned him needed to provide a levy, and didn’t want one of his sons to go. So, he had Warren go in their place. He said he was in his early twenties at the time. He’s a truly old soul.”

“Oh, wow!” she exclaims. “How old will he get, Master?”

I shrug. “Until he stops feeding on emotions, or he—or someone else—puts a bullet in his head. I’ve had to hunt some vampires. They can be right wicked. Warren isn’t. I think the Roman legions beat that out of him. Now he keeps a low profile, and the Church isn’t likely to find him.”

We reach Mayer and turn right on AZ 69, driving toward Prescott. I stay on the 69 until it turns onto Gurley, then follow Gurley until Mount Vernon. I turn left just past Mount Vernon to enter the alley and hit the garage opener.

My Prescott house is a brick red, single story Craftsman at 123 South Pleasant. There’s a standalone, two-and-a-half car garage accessible only from the alley. I pull in far enough to open the tailgate of my CR-V before closing the garage door and shutting off the car.

I walk over to the tablet computer mounted on the wall by the door leading toward the house. I check the alarm and surveillance systems to confirm that nothing has been tampered with and that no one has broken into the house. Feeling relatively secure, I pull the bags out, and stack them in a convenient way, then drag them toward the house.

I call back to Darcie, “Bring the mugs, Pet.”

“Got ’em, Master. I’ll need to come back to lock the door,” she says as I lead her onto the corner patio and unlock the back door.

I set the bags inside and point to the table on the patio. “Leave the mugs on the patio and take off your dress, Pet.”

Darcie does as I order, and I hear one of the tenants in the house to the south of mine gasp, “Oh my god, she’s stripping in the backyard.”

Darcie blushes mildly but saunters toward me in all her nude glory. I scoop her up and carry her across the threshold into the house, into the master bedroom, and lay her gently on the bed. I kiss her warmly before telling her, “Welcome home, Pet.”

Darcie flashes me a bright smile. “Thank you, Master.”

I kiss her again quickly and tell her, “I’m going to close the garage and pick up your things. I’ll be right back, my pet.”

I jog out to the garage and set the internal locks on the garage door, activate the security system for the garage, and lock the door. I’m scooping up Darcie’s dress when I hear a shrill voice yell, “You fucking pervert. What are you doing with young women running around naked? You should be arrested.”

I look over and see a chunky redhead standing by her doorway. “Well, Ms. Fosse. Why do you feel the need to be peeking in my yard? I could be having an orgy here, and it shouldn’t bother you unless you’re interested in what happens in my yard. Jealous, perhaps?”

“No way in hell, you demented pervert. I’m calling the cops,” she screams.

I nod as I pick up the drink containers, responding casually, “Okay, and I’ll be calling your landlord. Nice knowing you, Ms. Fosse.”

“You wouldn’t,” she shrills as I step inside and close the door.

I can barely hear her muffled yells. Good enough. “Oh, I would, you self-righteous bitch,” I murmur to myself.

I look in the bedroom and smile at the beautiful sight of Darcie kneeling on the bed in a perfect submissive posture. “Come with me, Pet.”

I give Darcie a tour of the house. It’s not a big house, but it is pretty big for the historic district. It’s fifty feet across the frontage, leaving only about eight feet on either side to the property line. The original structure was fifty-by-thirty feet, but the master suite is a thirty-foot by twenty-foot deep addition on the north side of the house, which creates the little patio area where Darcie stripped.

The master suite has a three-quarter bath with a pretty roomy walk-in shower. There’s an equivalent sized walk-in closet and just enough room for the bedroom to hold a king-sized bed and chest of drawers and still leave about three feet of space to walk around the bed on each side.

I lay Darcie’s dress on the bed and point to the closet. “The left half is yours. I’ll squish my stuff a bit, but that will leave you plenty of room. I’ll clear some room in the drawers, too. There’s only one sink in the bathroom vanity, but there’s enough counter space that you should be able to keep some things there. We’ll work on organizing.”

I lead her out of the bedroom past the back door and into the galley kitchen. It’s not huge but there’s seven feet of space between the counters. I drop off the drink containers and point out my office across the corridor before leading her into the great room. There’s a powder room and a guest bedroom on the south side, and the great room has a six-seat oblong dinette, a seating area, a forty-five inch TV mounted over the fireplace on the north wall, my favorite chair, a guest chair, and a small sofa.

I send Darcie to unpack her bags while I grab each of us a glass of water. I drop one off in the bedroom for Darcie before going to my office to plug my laptop into the docking station and check my email.

I find a message from the client in Minnesota and quickly type out a response notifying them of our arrival late Tuesday morning. There’s another email from Monsignor Dickhead under the message subject’s thin alias of ‘my home office.’ I read through it, and it looks fairly straight-forward. Hopefully, we can resolve whatever I’m supposed to do quickly because the job is only going to take about five weeks unless I stretch it out. Then again, maybe I’m underestimating the amount of mess the client has.

I print off the synopsis and our itinerary before I put them into my attaché. As I look up from my case, I see Darcie standing in the doorway with her arms sprawled up the doorframe. She’s wearing over-the-elbow black gloves, black thigh-high stockings, and black stilettos—not a stitch more. She purrs, “I’ve put things away, Master. Whatever should I do now?”

I turn to take in the sight as she stalks into the room with her arms spread wide. Darcie asks, “How many women have you fucked in this house, Master?”

“None, Pet. I went to Bernadette’s, hotels, or my partner’s homes,” I confess. “There are a lot of lonely divorcées, college students, and philandering wives here in town. There’s no shortage of playmates, but none of them seemed special enough to bring home. You, Candice, and April were the first in the Phoenix house.”

“We-ell, Master,” Darcie drawls. “I think you’re long overdue to christen this house. I think every room needs attention, so shouldn’t we get started?”
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Darcie and I began in my office. I took her on my desk, and we slowly made our way through all the rooms of the house through that evening and most of the next day. We ordered pizza for dinner, which made me recall a common phrase from when I was an army officer—“I’d eat pizza off her belly.” So I did. By Sunday evening we had christened every room in the house, even the tool shed and the garage. We even managed to get the patio table late Saturday night and the front porch in the wee dark hours of Sunday morning.

On Sunday afternoon, we took a break from our carnal delights to purchase a computer for Darcie at Best Buy and pack our bags for tomorrow’s early flight. We enjoyed dinner at Farm Provisions on the way home. Once we got back to the house, we put fresh sheets on the bed and romped again until we passed out.


9
Chicago



My alarm wakes me up at 5:30 in the morning. Darcie is laying across my chest, but she stirs as I reach for the phone to shut the alarm off.

I get up to pee and head to the shower while Darcie strips the bed again before joining me in the shower. We soap each other up and rinse quickly. I have my bag and attaché packed, so I just pull on chinos, a striped blue Oxford, boots, and my navy blazer. Darcie’s bags are packed too, so I take them all to the front door in preparation for grabbing a taxi.

I see Darcie in the bedroom applying lipstick while wearing only a gray garter, black stockings, and a gray lace balconette bra. I walk in and hug her from behind. With a kiss on her shoulder, I tell her, “You look delicious, Pet. I’ll go make some breakfast and coffee while you get ready. Do you want oatmeal or boiled eggs and toast?”

“Oatmeal would be great, Master.” She flashes me a huge smile as she rubs her naked ass on my crotch. I squeeze her delicious tushy and hustle toward the kitchen.

I stir in some whey protein powder, cocoa powder, and some cayenne into the pot of porridge before filling two travel mugs with café Americano. I pour the oatmeal into bowls and cut half of a banana into each bowl, along with some dried blueberries and walnuts. I place the bowls and glasses of water on the table. I grab the milk and sniff it. Thankfully it’s still good. Spoons and milk land on the table just as Darcie walks in wearing one of her professional outfits, a gray pinstripe and a white blouse with three buttons open. Professional and sexy all in one—damn, she’s hot!

We sit down for breakfast, and I call for a taxi before I tuck into my bowl.

We finish breakfast, and the taxi arrives as I shake the dew off in the powder room. Darcie struts past me as I exit, and I turn the air conditioner thermostat up to eighty-two degrees as Darcie grabs our attachés. I set the suitcases on the porch while I lock the door. The driver waits as I put the bags in the trunk and seat Darcie before walking around to sit next to her.

The whole nine-mile trip to the airport takes us fifteen minutes.

The Prescott Regional Airport was strictly a general aviation facility until roughly forty years ago. Embry-Riddle University uses it for training, so it’s a pretty busy airfield. A couple of years ago, the city council negotiated for a United Airlines feeder airline to provide regular service a couple of times a day, but the destinations are limited to Denver and L.A. It’s still better than none. I wish American Airlines would connect into Sky Harbor, but wishing isn’t going to help anything. We pull up to the general aviation FBO, and I jump out as the driver assists Darcie’s exit. I lift our bags out of the trunk and pay the driver in cash with a generous tip. He actually writes out a receipt, and then we’re off.

We’re met inside by a reasonably attractive blond female who looks to be in her late-thirties. She’s in uniform, holding a printed sign with my surname on it. Her uniform has a navy skirt that stops a couple of inches above her knees to reveal a nice pair of athletic-looking calves and low-heeled pumps. She’s wearing a white blouse with the top two buttons open that is filled by a pair of modest and perky breasts. Her navy jacket has three stripes on the epaulets.

I introduce Darcie and myself to her. We learn that her name is Jill and she’s the first officer for the flight. She escorts us to the plane. I expected it to be the same Gulfstream that I rode in before, but I forgot how many years ago that was. We board an aircraft that appears brand new—a Cessna Citation of some sort. It’s cozy but very sleek and comfortable. There is a purser named Michael in the passenger cabin who checks that we’re set for drinks before takeoff, but we’re satisfied with our travel mugs. He’s wearing the masculine version of Jill’s uniform with one stripe on the epaulets.

Within fifteen minutes of planting our butts in the seats across the aisle from each other, we’re rocketing through the sky on our way to Chicago. As we pass over Albuquerque, Michael brings us each a bottle of water.

I ask him, “Is this a rental? I didn’t see a Church logo on the aircraft.”

Michael responds, “No, this is one of the aircraft in the Church’s fleet, and we are all Church employees. We are one of three aircraft and nine crews that are under the jurisdiction of the Department. Given the nature of the mission, not having a logo is desirable. There is a fourth aircraft and four crews that are assigned to the U.S. Conference of Catholic Bishops.”

My curiosity is piqued. “So, your three-person crew is also a hunter team?”

Michael purses his lips and looks at Darcie before answering. “I’m not at liberty to discuss that.”

I smirk before saying, “She’s read in.”

His face looks like he’s sucking on a sour lemon. “Of course she is. I understood you were retired, Hunter.”

It’s my turn to show displeasure. “So did I. Apparently David talked the Archishop into reactivating me, the evil little fuck.”

Michael gasps out, “Monsignor David Lewis is a pious, holy man.”

I look at him like I’m about to pull his liver out. “You obviously don’t know him very well, Michael. He would have me kill your whole crew if he thought he’d get some entertainment out of it.”

Michael gasps and hurries off to the galley after my assault on his world view. He buckles himself into the jump seat, looking quite disgruntled, which brings up my already good mood considerably.

Darcie unbuckles her lap belt, steps across the aisle, and slides into my lap. She says, “Master, I’m feeling neglected. This is the first morning since we’ve been together that you haven’t treated me to your cock in one of my holes.”

“Well, there was the hotel,” I remind her.

She shakes her head prettily. “That shouldn’t count, Master. You woke me up before one o’clock for a marathon with you, April, and Chelsea. Since we were at it all night, that doesn’t count as skipping a morning,” she pouts.

“I believe you are correct, my Pet. What do you think we should do about this grievous breach of etiquette?" I ask. I might be smirking.

“I don’t know, Master. I have needs, and it is your responsibility to take care of my needs. As my master, I suspect you know how best to take care of them,” she replies with a bright smile. “I don’t have to worry about anything but following your instructions.”

I lean in and kiss her passionately. When I release her mouth, she gasps for air. “Goodness, Master. I’m not an expert, but that seemed like a really good start to me!” She leans back in for a repeat.

When she reluctantly releases my mouth, I cock an eyebrow. “How about I hold you on my lap and finger you until you’re sopping wet. Then, you drop your skirt and lean over the table while I give you your morning fuck. Do you think that will meet your needs?”

Darcie moans her response. “Oh, goodness, yes, Master.”

I have her adjust her position so that her right leg is on the floor between mine and her left leg hangs out in the aisle over my armrest.

Darcie claimed during our car ride to Prescott that she’s always wet for me. I slide my hand up her right thigh until my fingers reach the junction of her legs and the treasure lying between them. I don’t have enough evidence to agree to always, but she’s definitely moist as I first touch her labia.

I trace my fingers up and down her puffy lips and her swollen petals for a couple of minutes until my fingers are soaked. I tease her little love button with my thumb while my index and middle finger continue to caress her inner labia until she starts to quake in my lap.

“Stand up, Pet. Take off your suit and blouse and then bend over to rest on your seat across the aisle,” I order.

Darcie blushes as she does what I say as I kick out of my boots. She hangs the blouse and jacket on the back of her seat and lays the skirt over the top neatly as I step out of my chinos and boxer briefs. The gray garter and balconette bra accentuate the creamy paleness of her flesh. She leans over, and I arrange her position to give me a little bit more room before I slide my rampant cock into her hot, tight channel. Darcie wiggles her hips and pushes back, trying to get me completely seated in her inviting pussy. After a couple of short strokes, I bottom out against her pretty derrière and start setting a slow rhythm of long strokes. Darcie thrusts her hips back at me with each thrust. She whimpers as her hot pussy milks my cock. I keep it slow and steady for a bit before I start to feel Darcie’s channel clamp down on me with intent for the first time today. All feels right with the world, and my sense of urgency suddenly becomes apparent. I start pistoning into her faster, and my hip smacks loudly against her ass as she pushes back to meet each thrust.

Michael stands up and looks at us. He yells at us, “You can’t just fuck in the cabin! What’s wrong with you?”

I stop on the backstroke and Darcie whimpers. I address the steward. “Michael, it’s obvious that we can fuck in the cabin because we’re in the middle doing just that. Now, unless you want me to come unglued and break both of your arms and legs, I recommend you sit back down and shut the fuck up!”

He scampers off, and I slam forward into Darcie. She starts to whimper again, so I reach under her and rub her clitoris as I continue to fuck her. My release is rapidly approaching, and my tempo continues to accelerate. Darcie’s whimpers transition to gasping moans as she spasms hard on my painfully hard cock. The flood of moisture in her channel and the strong milking sensation of her inner muscles take me over the edge, and I groan my release as I dump my seed deep into her welcoming body.

I lean over her back and rest on her. “Welcome to the Mile-High Club, Pet.”

She looks over her shoulder as my words register. She grins as she reaches up to cup my head and pull me down into a kiss.

She releases me, and I kiss down her spine. Darcie hums her pleasure. I pull out so that I can reach lower, to her sacrum, tailbone, and her perky little ass cheeks.

Darcie giggles and says, “Please excuse me, Master. I’ll be right back.”

I watch her walk toward the galley in her bra, garter, stockings, and heels. I hear her ask, “Michael, may I have a couple of clean towels or rags?”

The pissy attendant scoffs, “What? You think cleaning up after you fucking is part of my job description?”

“Probably not,” Darcie concedes agreeably. “However, I’m pretty sure that if I leave stains on the seats or the carpet, you’ll be the one cleaning it up. An alternative is that you give me the towels I requested, and I clean up after my master and myself.” Her posture changes drastically as her tone of voice cuts like a knife. “Choose, Michael.” My submissive pet is now dominant as can be.

He bolts to his feet and dashes into the galley, gasping, “Yes, ma’am.” He pulls a pair of clean towels out of a drawer and hands them to her rapidly. “Here you go, ma’am.”

I watch her posture relax, and her voice returns to its previously agreeable tone. “Thank you, Michael. You’re very kind.”

She turns abruptly and struts back toward me with a grin on her face. She stops halfway, squats slightly, and reaches between her legs to scoop up a treat. She pops her fingers into her mouth and resumes strutting back to me.

She kisses me and giggles. “I’ll need to remember to pack hand towels in my carry on in the future.”

Darcie opens one of the towels and squats over it. She scoops out another treat and grins up at me. “Come closer, Master. I’ll clean you.”

She suckles and licks my cock clean, stopping periodically to capture more of our combined juices from her pussy and pop them into her mouth. “All clean, Master. You may dress if you wish, but I love having you naked in our private plane.” She pops another treat into her mouth and adds, “I’m pretty much complete myself.” She uses the towel to wipe up a glop of cum that landed on the carpet when I pulled out of her. Then, she folds it and lays it in her seat before sitting down.

I pull on my shorts and chinos before sitting down myself. “You’re amazing, Pet. I couldn’t be more pleased.”

“Thank you, Master. Pleasing you is my only desire,” she says while looking deep into my eyes. It feels like she’s trying to find my soul.

I point at the galley with my chin. “I noticed you going all dominant. That was fun to watch.”

Darcie smiles brightly. “Bernadette told me that part of being a PA is that sometimes I’ll have to exert my intellect and will to perform my duties for you. It seemed like a good time to practice.”

“Did you enjoy him ogling your goodies?” I ask.

She looks aghast. “That was the part I was most worried about. He’s not a tiny guy, and he’s on a hunter team. I have to assume he’s a capable fighter based on what little you’ve told me. If he had tried something, I know you would have killed him, but I still would have had to fight him off until then. I mentally prepared my attitude, and...sallied forth?”

I reassure her, “Well done, Pet.”

“Thank you, Master. Funnily enough, I don’t think he even checked me out. He had as much interest in my goodies as you might for a street sign,” she says. She grins at me. “It felt good to be able to show strength and win a confrontation with nothing but my attitude and my intellect.”

She puts the towel on my lap and crawls back on top to cuddle me. She kisses me enthusiastically and then leans on my shoulder, leaving her arms draped around my neck. She suddenly sits up and says, “Master, if you wish me to dress before we land, please give me enough time before we arrive.”

I ask, “Are you done leaking?”

She nods. “Down to just my normal wetness from being around you, Master. I’m so grateful to Viktorija for putting the lining in those skirts. Otherwise, I’d have a continuous wet spot.”

“Go ahead and dress, Pet. We’ll work on setting up your computer. I imagine Michael will come by with snacks before too long,” I tell her.
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Darcie dressed, went to the lavatory, and returned to her seat. She pulled out her new machine, a Microsoft Surface Pro 6. It was pretty much good to go out of the box, but we did set up her account. Fortunately, the aircraft has Wi-Fi, so we could establish her accounts with Microsoft. I had pushed her toward Apple products, but she preferred this one because it’s supposed to be a business-class computer and all-in-one tablet unit.

Michael brought us packages of mixed nuts, individually-wrapped cheese snacks, packaged apple slices, and bottles of water. We thanked him and cracked open the water before I talked through what I knew about the client’s project and my expectations for Darcie.

At about forty-five minutes out, Darcie grabbed a pillow and threw it on the floor, kneeling between my knees and pulling out my rapidly hardening cock. Her hot, eager mouth sucked me in and worked me over for about five minutes straight before I lodged my cock head in her throat and fed her another snack. Darcie sucked down every drop, backing off in time to catch the last two squirts onto her tongue.

Michael came back as she was licking me clean to tell us that we were on approach. He may not have ogled Darcie’s goodies, but he seemed rather interested in mine.

I helped Darcie into her seat before I closed my pants, tucked in my shirt, and buckled my lap belt.

We arrived at Chicago Midway thirty-five minutes later. Our landing was one of the smoothest I had experienced recently. The aircraft taxied to a hangar and parked out front.

Jill met us at the exit from the flight deck to guide us down, while Michael sniffed and tried to ignore us. I gave him a big grin as we passed him, which caused him to turn his nose up further and look like he had a pole stuck up his ass, much to my amusement.

I recognized the pilot standing behind Jill. I actually worked with him a couple of times. He must’ve been their hunter. His call sign was Dutch, if I remembered correctly. I stopped for a moment to say hello. He was every bit as taciturn as I recalled, but then again, I wasn’t much better with most people—especially when I was working.

“Hello, Hunter,” he said, shaking my hand.

“Hey, Dutch. Smooth landing. I appreciate it,” I replied.

“Thanks, Hunter. Good luck,” Dutch said.

“Thanks,” I told him.

And that was that. Darcie and I grabbed our bags and followed Jill down the stairs embedded in the door. She turned to address me once I stepped off the door. “So, Mr. Jerome. I understand your call sign is Hunter. Is that right?”

“Yeah. I’m supposed to be retired, but David convinced the archbishop to call me back to duty,” I said with a frown.

Jill smiled. “I’ve heard about you for years. I swear, every year I hear about a new fantastic feat you recently performed. My call sign is Butch. I’m the sorcerer. Michael is Flower. He’s the necromancer.”

“Flower? Really? I thought Persimmon had it bad,” I told her. “I haven’t been active for almost fourteen years. Apparently I’m the designated boogie man.”

She laughed, “You don’t seem that scary, Hunter.”

I frowned. “Opinions vary.” I had always loved that line from Road House.

“True,” Jill agreed, leading us to a golf cart in the hangar. She unplugged it while I loaded our bags in the back. Darcie and I took the back seat, and Jill drove us over to the general aviation terminal. She parked and led us through the terminal to a waiting classic Lincoln Town Car.

I loaded the bags in the boot, and the driver held the door for Darcie and me to slide in. I called to our escort, “Thanks for everything, Jill."

She grinned, “Thanks for the show. I’m not sure which I liked better, the sex or Darcie putting Flower in his place dressed in just her undergarments.”

Darcie flushed, but Jill and I laughed as the driver closed the door. I waved to her as we pulled away.

The driver pulled the car into traffic and maneuvered us onto the freeway. A little over a half-hour later, we pulled onto the sidewalk between St. James Chapel and the archdiocese offices. A guard opened the gate that let the town car pull into the parking courtyard enclosed by all the diocese buildings.

The driver opened Darcie’s door, and I followed her out of the car. The driver set our bags on the ground, and I set my attaché on top of my roll-aboard so the handle looped over the handle of the roller. Darcie did the same, and we turned to the young priest that walked up, dressed in vestments that were, essentially, a black suit rather than a traditional cassock.

“Mr. Jerome, I’m Father Joseph. I’m to lead you to the archbishop’s office,” he said as he held out a hand.

I shook his hand, saying, “Jack Jerome. This is my PA, Darcie Conroy.”

Fr. Joseph gave Darcie a head-to-toe survey before saying to me, “Did my mother send you to convince me I should have gone into business?” He sounded half-serious.

I laughed. “No, but I’m sure that just looking at Darcie would convince you if you were on the fence. Don’t let the pretty package fool you; she’s very sharp and very competent.”

He looked at Darcie’s face for a moment before turning to me. “Shall we?”

“Lead the way,” I told him. We followed Fr. Joseph inside the building facing Rush Street and took the stairs up to the archbishop’s office suite on the second floor. Fr. Joseph escorted us inside and offered coffee. Darcie and I both declined, and he waved us toward some old, upholstered wooden chairs to await our summoning.

Shortly afterward, evil incarnate walked into the room.


10
Monsignor David and the Archbishop



Monsignor David Lewis walks in from the back, followed by Fr. Joseph.

I stand and greet the evil SOB. “Hello, David.”

“Hunter,” his gravelly voice responds.

David Lewis is an ancient, wizened little man. He stands about 5’8” in his bare feet, but he wears lift shoes to make it look like he’s 5’10.” He still has a lean, sinewy build, which is surprising at his age. He claims to be...let me do the math...ninety-three years old. As worn as he looks, I believe it. He’s wearing what I call his Class B vestments—black pants, a short-sleeved black shirt, and his priest collar.

Despite his age and his esteemed title, no one would look at him and think he’s a kindly old parish priest. His eyes are a cold, ice blue, and the only time I’ve seen his smile reach his eyes is when we’re discussing mission dangers or fatalities. David was my control the whole time I was a hunter for the Church.

I met David when he was on contract to the US Army as a chaplain in the sandbox. I was a first lieutenant, artillery platoon leader. My artillery platoon had run across a pack of feral Type 2 demons in the southern Iraqi desert. The pack contained sixteen shape shifters with leopard-like features—werecats, if you will. My forty-eight person platoon was decimated. My driver, our gunnery sergeant, one of the cannoneers from gun two whom we all called Lucky, two guys from the Fire Direction Center, and I were all that survived. I learned in the field hospital that everyone but Lucky and I died of their wounds. Lucky, whose real name is Daryl White, became a hunter—call sign Lucky, of course. I was covered in claw and bite marks, knife wounds, and a couple of gun shots when the medevac arrived. Lucky had the same, plus a sucking chest wound, but I managed to pack it properly before the battalion medics arrived.

They loaded all the survivors on choppers from the battlefield and took us back to forward support medical base to get patched up—if you’ve watched M*A*S*H or China Beach, it was kind of like that without the TV-pretty staff and pithy surgeons. Fr. David arrived later at my bedside as I was getting settled in bed in an actual hospital in Saudi Arabia.

I saw the collar, but I also saw the same dead eyes that are looking at me now. He asked me a lot about our enemies. I related the story about how we had just occupied our position when they swept through the gun line. I recalled seeing clawed hands, beast-like muzzles, knives, swords, and guns. They were dressed like Bedouin. I explained how we fought them off, and that Lucky and I had both joined into close combat with them. I used my M9 and combat knife to kill five of them. Lucky mounted his bayonet and used his M16 to shoot, stab, and bludgeon them, taking out six of them. The rest were dropped by multiple gunshots from the rest of the platoon.

Another gentleman accompanied David, but I never did get an introduction. They spoke French to each other, but my high-school French had a hard time following. I later learned that it was likely an ancient necromancer named Remy St. Jacques. The Church keeps him sequestered in Italy most of the time, and only drags him out for important missions under strict supervision. Apparently, healing Lucky and me was considered an important mission.

My wounds healed rapidly after that, and Lucky and I received orders that shipped us to Rome. David met us there and began our indoctrination into the Department of Spiritual Security of the Catholic Church.

Thinking back on my history with David doesn’t make me sentimental at all. He’s looking at Darcie with distaste, so I speak before he says something fatal to him. “David, be careful what you say about Darcie. I will kill you if you cross into disrespect.”

David purses his lips in distaste. “You’ve been looking for an excuse to kill me since you met me, Hunter.”

“It probably had something to do with how you dismissed the deaths of my platoon as though their lives had no importance,” I tell him.

David says to Darcie, “Be careful, Miss Conroy. Hunter can hold a grudge like no one else I know.”

“He’s also one of the most caring and giving people I know, Monsignor.” She gives him a bright smile, but it’s lost on David.

David frowns before turning his attention back to me. “Let’s go to the conference room and discuss your mission. Do you wish to bring your...mmm...PA along?”

I say, “Let’s stop in and say hello to the archbishop first, David.”

David scoffs, “He’s not here.” I notice Fr. Joseph looks down the hall to the door at the end of the hall before showing surprise at David’s assertion.

“You’re a great liar, David,” I tell him with a grin. “However, Father Joseph has a considerably higher level of integrity than you do.”

I ask Fr. Joseph, “Would you kindly keep an eye on our bags, Father?”

“Ah,” Fr. Joseph groans. “Certainly, Mr. Jerome. I’ll take them with me.” He scuttles down the hall with our bags before I can get another word out.

I hang my attaché over my shoulder, and Darcie does the same with hers before hooking my elbow with her arm. I lead her down the hall as I hear Fr. Joseph say, “Excellency, Mr. Jerome and his assistant are walking in to meet you...yes, Your Excellency...no, Your Excellency, he didn’t ask...Yes, Your Excellency.”

Just before I open the door, Fr. Joseph says a little louder, “Please knock and enter, Mr. Jerome.” David follows behind us.

I follow instructions and walk into the office. I address the gentleman in the cassock seated behind the desk. “Good afternoon, Your Excellency.”

“Hello, Jack,” the archbishop responds enthusiastically. “It’s a wonderful surprise to see you. To what do I owe the pleasure?”

I smile and indicate Darcie. “Your Excellency, this is my PA, Ms. Darcie Conroy. Pet, this is Most Reverend Fergus MacDougall, Archbishop of Chicago, and the Head of the Department of Spiritual Security of the Corpo della Gendarmeria, the Vatican’s police and security force.”

Archbishop Fergus MacDougall was born in Scotland, and he still has a wee bit of a Scottish accent. He’s a former SAS Major who was recruited as a hunter after he burned out from the SAS. After ten years in the field as a hunter, Fergus joined the priesthood and ran the department for the last five years of my service, usually under the cover of another job. Apparently he’s on the way up, as the Archbishop of Chicago is quite a prestigious posting.

Fergus turns on the charm. He stands and shakes Darcie’s hand. “Ms. Conroy, it is a joy and a pleasure.” He tears his eyes away from Darcie to shake mine. “So, Jack. What brings you to Chicago?” He returns to his chair.

“Um, David did, Fergus. He said you chose me specifically for this mission despite having written me off to retirement,” I respond as I hook a thumb over my shoulder at David.

David walks around me and says, “You told me to bring in whomever I thought appropriate, Excellency.”

The archbishop frowns. “We didn’t have anyone active that can do the job, David?”

“No, Your Excellency,” David replies. “Given that Motown has made every team we sent and killed more than a couple of agents, I thought bringing in an outside contractor would be appropriate. We negotiated a valid contract job for Jack in Owatonna, Minnesota, which will allow him to go to Minneapolis on the weekends to work for us.”

“Who’s Motown?” I ask.

David says, “He’s a hunter. His given name is Robert Davis, and he joined us about five years after you retired. He came to us from Detroit SWAT after being involved in an incident with three greater imps, a devourer, and a vampire. They were running a drug ring that quickly turned violent. We didn’t know there were demons involved, so the Detroit Police did the legwork and sent in their SWAT team when they caught them all in the same apartment. Davis faced down the devourer and survived. I interviewed him and hired him shortly thereafter.”

David turns his attention to the archbishop. “Excellency, I need Hunter for this mission because he is the boogie man among the hunters. He’s a myth. He’s been gone so long that most of the teams think he’s dead, yet rumors arise periodically that he’s still active.”

The archbishop replies, “Well, David, I think that lapse in service is likely to get him killed. This could be almost as bad as sending me in. Jack is formidable, but Motown is vicious and we know there are multiple demons in the nest.”

“Thank you, Fergus. Darcie and I will be on our way to Owatonna for the cover contract since I’m committed to that.” I turn to David. “Good luck with your problem, David.” I bow toward the archbishop, “Excellency.”

“Hold on a minute, Jack,” the archbishop snaps.

I close my eyes and gently release the breath I’m holding.

I look at the man behind the desk. “Fergus, I’ve nearly returned to being a normal human. I just saw Dutch on the aircraft. Those empty eyes and the weariness—I’ve finally put that behind me. I’ve built a life, courtesy of your commitment to let me retire. I’m out of training, and I don’t have my edge because I consciously let it lapse. I did that because you committed to me that I could. I had greater faith in your word than that, Excellency.”

Watching Fergus’s expressions tells me I had him—right up until I said “Excellency.” I probably reminded him of his own duty to his Church or something.

David interjects, “Excellency, I don’t have anyone that Motown won’t make immediately.”

The archbishop sighs and says, “Jack, I need you for this. I’m not happy about it, but between attrition, demand for other missions, and Robert being on the lookout for hunters, I’m left with very few options.”

“Use a sniper, Fergus. Set up in overwatch, and kill him from afar. You can send in a team once he’s dead,” I throw out the option.

David says, “We’ve tried that twice. Apparently, he has a sorcerer working with him. They sent imps through all the nearby buildings sniffing for gun oil. They’ve caught our snipers both times. They ate the last one.”

“You can’t get a distance shot on him?” I ask.

David says, “No. The buildings are too close.”

“So kill the sorcerer,” I counter.

“We don’t know who it is. We think it’s someone he keeps inside the nest with him,” David says. “The necromancer from his team showed up dead. As you know, that’s a bigger blow than losing the hunter and the sorcerer. We assume the same happened to the team’s sorcerer, too.”

This isn’t working, so I try for a low blow. “This will cost you heavily.”

David snaps, “We got you a quarter-million dollar contract, Jack.”

“Which Darcie and I will earn irrespective of this other job. That isn’t payment. That’s a cover,” I snap right back. “I will work it, and I will keep the money. But you will pay me another quarter-million for this cleanup job, plus a ten percent bonus if I manage to keep the police out of it. I keep anything of value I find in the nest. Plus I will need to hit your armory since you didn’t arrange for me to come armed.”

The two priests look at me like I slapped them in the face. This is David’s baby, so that’s where I put pressure. “You already admitted that you don’t have anyone else, David. I’m putting everything I’ve built at risk to do this. You will pay me, or I will leave you high and dry. You’re lucky I’m only asking for the two hundred seventy-five grand.”

David is confused. “You said two-fifty.”

“Plus the bonus, David. I will earn it,” I counter.

“Agreed,” Fergus barks. He continues fractionally more quietly, “One-quarter of the base amount as a down payment, the balance at the end of the job. Make it happen, Monsignor Lewis. Make the down payment in cash in case someone is watching our finances.” Fergus’s considerable temper is barely under control. He’s not a guy I want to piss off.

David bows, “Of course, Excellency.”

I step up to the desk and the archbishop stands. We shake hands as I lock eyes with him. “This is the last time, Fergus.”

Fergus nods, “I agree, Jack. Good hunting.”

I bow my head. “Thank you, Excellency.”

Fergus shakes Darcie’s hand. “I wish we had met under circumstances less dire, Ms. Conroy. Take care of our man.”

Darcie looks at him solemnly and says, “I will, Excellency. It’s what I do.”

Darcie and I follow David out of the archbishop’s office and into the conference room.

David growls, “Have a cup of coffee or some water. I need to get Joseph working on getting your down payment.”
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Darcie and I had a quick grope and kiss before pouring coffee and water. We pulled out the snacks from the airplane for lunch while we waited. David returned shortly to join us for coffee while Joseph connected a laptop to the projector in the room and fired it up. He pulled up a file and left, closing the door on his way out.

David opened the file on the computer and started walking us through the mission brief.

The mission was to infiltrate a place similar to Bernadette’s in a condo complex in the Mill District in Minneapolis and kill the demons and Motown. The Bridgewater Lofts condos are in a fairly modern-looking building. There is a succubus running what they call a social club, and the hunter Motown, Robert Davis, is supposedly running security.

The operation came to the Church’s attention when there started to be a spate of murders and suicides associated with vicious divorce proceedings from wealthy men in the Minneapolis area. That’s one of the indicators that the Department looks for in identifying similar operations. The more violence, the higher the likelihood of Type 1 and 2 demons being involved. There have also been some disappearances over the last couple of years in the same demographic and social circles.

The Department was able to interview a number of the divorced guys and learned that several of them frequented the same social club. From there, they were able to piece together a decent picture and set up an operation to send in a hunter team. Motown was the hunter. He never reported in after the assault kicked off. The necromancer’s body was found by the shore of Lake Minnetonka with its head missing. The sorcerer was never found. Her name was Jocelynn Hostler, call sign Pussycat. She was a newbie when I left. I had a few nights of intimacy with her when I was at the training facility in the Italian Alps. She was a sweet, English girl of north African descent. If she was killed, I was going to be pissed. But if she was working with Motown, I’d also be pissed.

I guess I was just going to be pissed either way.

The report said there were multiple succubae in residence, and at least a couple of imps—all hosted in female zombies with looks worthy of models. There were additional zombies, but David didn’t have a firm count on how many were in residence. Some were males working security. There may have been more female ones to host additional demons as well as provide security. According to what the Department had been able to learn through public financial records and some hacking, there were four adjacent condos that made up the social club.

David flashed multiple pictures of Motown on the wall. He was a good looking black guy—lean, muscular, six-foot tall, with short-cropped curly hair and a pencil mustache. He reminded me of one of my cannoneers, Sergeant Ronny Rasmussen—similar looks, hard-charger, sense of humor, good tactical sense, great shot with a rifle, but not a big-picture guy. It was a shame the shifters got him. I would’ve paid good money to have him backing me up on this one.

David handed me a folder with the floor plans from the original condos as well as a mockup of what the Department’s analysts thought the inside looked like now, based on the interviews.

It wasn’t perfect intel, but it wasn’t a bad start. I had been sent on missions with considerably less.

One thing I learned from years working with Monsignor David Lewis was that the happier he was on a mission brief, the more likely I was to end up dead. David was positively giddy. While I wasn’t exactly thrilled about that, I had to agree with his assessment; this mission was going to be difficult and dangerous.

As a hunter for the Church, I would have had a sorcerer, a necromancer, and maybe another hunter on a team to do this job. The sorcerer would banish any demons we captured. The necromancer would pull the demonic souls out of the bodies and hold them, suck the very life force from the zombies, and provide emergency healing. Both were great to have on your team, but when it came down to it, I’d take a necromancer over a sorcerer every time. Even a modestly powered necromancer was a big force multiplier.

David arranged to have Dutch’s team on standby for support on an assault, but I was essentially on my own with Darcie—my untrained pet. Dutch’s team had already been briefed not to discuss their passenger. If pushed, they would report they brought Fr. Gregory Bennett from Prescott to interview with the archbishop. That was great from an operational security perspective, but it didn’t exactly help me plan for a successful mission.

I needed to think about how best to do this. I had done solo missions to hunt a hunter, and I had done team missions to take out nests. Some of the hunts for hunters happened because the hunters had a demon they were enthralled with, but nothing like this. It was like I almost needed to handle this like a seduction or infiltration rather than as an assault. There was lots to think about.

After we finished the briefing, David sent me to a basement room for a touch-up on my wards under Fr. Joseph’s escort. There was a priest down there with all the tattoo equipment and invisible ink that were required to update my wards. I didn’t recognize him from my service with the Church, but it had been a while since my last touch up. Regardless, his being there told me he was a powerful faith magician.

There were essentially four wards that were tattooed into the flesh of Department field operatives. The first was a demon proximity ward. This was a fairly large Star of David design with a different sensor at each point of the star. Three of the top four were for Type 1 demons—greater imps, devourers, and elves. The left-mid point was for Type 2 succubae or incubae, the lower-left point was for Type 2 shifters, and the lower-right was for imps. Any other Type 2 would cause the whole bottom half to tingle. The junction between the six points was also a ward that would tingle if a Type 3 to 5 demon was nearby. The effective range of the wards was twenty feet, and, depending on the location and the sensation, I could pretty much tell what I was dealing with. It took a while to figure out which was which, but I suspected that my past experience would help me pick it up again quickly—the old riding a bicycle principle in action.

The second ward was the one I told Warren about. It was probably the most difficult to craft because it had to sense malicious intent from a zombie. I had always thought that would be difficult since zombies didn’t have souls, but apparently the ward sensed mental energy rather than spiritual. It was all mumbo jumbo to me. An old priest once described it to me as a programming algorithm. The first part was like the event listener that was waiting for a zombie to come into range. Once that event was triggered, it assessed the intent of said zombie. It would continue to assess so long as the zombie remained in range, then it shut off when none were in range. This ward itself was a circle, tattooed on the lower back.

The third was an anti-fatigue ward. When the body got stressed, the ward worked with the body to release energy in fat stores and energized the mind and cells. It didn’t give a signal until you got down to your last ten percent of your available cellular energy. Then, it burned. I knew this because I had driven myself to that point on three different missions. Having that sucker start pushing a burning sensation into your shoulder when you’re fighting to stay alive is no fun. That one was deactivated when I retired.

The fourth was a healing accelerator. You would feel a warm sensation from your right shoulder when that one worked, but it wasn’t distracting. I had found that when it kicked in, I tended to relax a bit and become more effective. Again, the Church deactivated that one when I retired. More’s the pity. It would have come in handy a few times after a protracted bout of pneumonia a few years back. I flew up and had Mort reactivate it once I had recovered.

Morten Liebowicz, or Mort, was a Jewish priest—not a high priest, but a faith magician. He was a rabbi who was shunned after he was caught fucking the eighteen-year-old daughter of one of his more influential parishioners. He married her, so I thought they should have cut him some slack. Maybe they would have been more forgiving if he hadn’t been schtupping the mother before getting to know the daughter. Anyway, Mort was who I went to when I needed something illicit—ward touch-ups, weapons, intel. His faith never wavered through the troubling times of his shunning, and he was still the best at tattooing wards; he was actually in demand as a tattoo artist in general. He also had a pretty good information network. He was the freelancer I told Warren about.

The priest in the basement introduced himself as Father Mark and shook my hand. I introduced him to Darcie. He wasn’t thrilled with her watching, apparently being rather prudish, but I told him to deal with it. So Fr. Mark had me strip from the waist up and lie down on the table. Once I was situated, Fr. Mark turned on a strong black light and shut off the room lights. He explained what he was doing to help keep my mind off the needle. It was marginally effective. Mostly I just closed my eyes and embraced the pain.

He mentioned as he worked on the healing ward that whoever deactivated it didn’t do a very good job. I wisely kept my own counsel. He redid the energizing ward on my left shoulder. I had forgotten how intricate it was. When he finished the energizer, he did some work on the proximity wards. Then he started on a fifth ward between the star and the circle.

I asked, “Uh, Mark. What are you doing?”

“The fifth ward. You were missing it entirely,” he responded quietly as he worked.

I growled, “Mark, there are only four wards.”

“Nope,” the priest said. “I started working on the wards shortly before they started adding the fifth one. It transmits location and what wards have fired. It communicates the signals from the other four to a monitor here.”

I looked over my shoulder at him. “That sounds like technomancy.”

He held up his needle and looked at me in the purple light. “I don’t know anything about the monitors. I only know how to create the ward that sends the signal.”

“I really don’t really need it,” I told him.

He shrugged. “The monsignor said to get your wards current. That means all of them.”

I rolled my eyes and lay back down. “Fine. Get ’er done.” The priest returned to his task. I was surprised that a ward like the one he described didn’t take long to make. He swabbed down the new injuries with Vaseline before covering them with gauze and tape.

I pulled on my shirt and tucked it in. Darcie’s eyes were about saucer-sized when I looked up at her.

No sooner had I pulled my sport coat on than Fr. Joseph arrived to escort us down the hall to the armory. Darcie leaned in to whisper to me, but I held a finger to my lips. She nodded and backed off.

The armory was manned by a middle-aged marine with a prosthetic leg. If you had ever met a marine, you’d understand why I didn’t refer to him as an ex-marine—ain’t no such animal. He, Norman Rockwell, if you could believe it, grew up in the Holy Name parish, so the archbishop at the time hired him when he came back from the sandbox. He had been here since shortly after my first assignment in the US.

We nodded at each other, and he asked, “What will it be, Jack?”

I looked at him for a minute. “Hey, Norm. How well do you know Motown?”

“Guy’s a bit of a prick, more so than the average hunter,” the armorer said. “It’s like he has a chip on his shoulder. I used to think it’s because he was one of the few black hunters, but I eventually figured out that it’s because he isn’t ex-military. Thinks he has to prove something. I think it’s unusual that he got into SWAT without being military, but it does happen. I understand he went rogue.”

“You wouldn’t happen to be in contact with him, would you?” I asked.

Norm frowned. “No way in hell. I could barely tolerate the guy when he walked into my shop. I’m not about to waste free time on him.”

“Okay. Let me know if you hear of him snooping around asking about anything here in general or me in particular. It’ll be worth a case of that swill you drink,” I told him.

He chuffed, “Swill, my ass. Guinness Stout is the true king of beers.”

I laughed. “Figures. I shouldn’t expect a jarhead to have good taste in beers. I’m surprised you don’t drink Coors.”

He laughed at that. “Damned army officers think they have a clue. I bet you drink Stella.”

“When I can’t get any good beer,” I agreed with a smirk. “I’m trying to get some more Trümer Pils out of San Francisco, or Juengling. They’re hard to get in Arizona.”

“I do like a Juengling,” he chuckled, then turned business. “What do you need, Hunter?”

I nodded. “Two concealable pistols with a shoulder rig and a belt holster for each. I’d pick slim over magazine capacity so long as it will hold at least ten rounds per magazine. Some flash-bangs and concussion grenades if you have them. A pocket folder.”

Norm walked around and grabbed some stuff from a gun safe and some wall lockers before returning. He laid two different pistols on the bench. “I recall you always preferred Sigs, but we’ve pretty much switched over to Glocks. For concealed carry, I recommend the Glock G43. It’s slim, has an eight-round magazine, and is ultra reliable. If you want a Sig, I’ve got one of these, the Sig P365. It has a ten-round magazine and is also ultra reliable.”

“I’ll have one of each,” I told him.

Norm slapped a folding tanto on the bench. “CRKT M16-14SFG Special Forces Tanto. Its blade is one one-hundredth of an inch short of four inches. Has the gravity assist that drops into place to create a short crossguard.”

I picked it up and opened it as Norm continued, “I’ve got a half-dozen flash-bangs for you. I can only give you two of the grenades. I’ve also got the Taser flashlights.” I nodded and closed the knife, then clipped it into my right-hand pocket.

“Two of those,” I told him. He looked past me at Darcie, then at Fr. Joseph. Joseph shrugged, which Norm mimicked, and walked off to retrieve them from his stash.

I picked up the Glock, cleared it, and disassembled it. I put it back together and function-checked it as Norm walked back to the bench. I seated a magazine, put it in the belt holster, and clipped it on.

I waved to Darcie to strip the Sig. It was the same model I trained her on, so she easily cleared and disassembled it. She took a little longer to put it back together, but she did it well. She function-checked it, seated a magazine, and popped it into her attaché.

Norm looked gobsmacked. “I didn’t know we had a new lady on the team. I thought she was your assistant.”

I gave him my patented Hunter look and said, “She is. I’ve been training her. She can shoot well enough to be a police officer. I’m not taking her out unarmed. Even at home, she carries.”

Norm cleared his throat. “Um, okay, Hunter. I’ll have the grenades and five hundred rounds of 9mm ammo delivered to your hotel this evening.”

“Thanks, Norm. Be well,” I told him.

“You too, sir,” he emphasized, grinning at his dig.

I muttered, “Jarhead.” We both had a good chuckle, and I waved goodbye as Fr. Joseph led Darcie and me back to the office. Darcie and I took our bags and left for the three-minute walk to our hotel.


11
Final Preparations



The Talbott Hotel is roughly four blocks from the archbishop’s offices. It’s a four-star hotel with a well-deserved excellent reputation. Darcie and I walk the short distance to the hotel, and a very prim and proper young man checks us in. Once we’re in the room, I ping Mort on WhatsApp to confirm that he’s expecting us.

Darcie wraps her arms around me after I put my phone away. Her head is tucked into my neck, and she nibbles the sensitive flesh there. “You seem tense, Master. I could help you with that.”

I smile slightly as I nuzzle her hair. “We need to leave in forty-five minutes, Darcie. If I crawl into bed with you, we’ll be late.”

Darcie disengages from me and unzips her skirt to reveal her naked lower torso. Her blouse drapes in front of her to just tease me with glimpses of her naked mons and glistening slit, and her dark thigh-high stockings point to the gates of heaven.

“Master, I’m ready for whatever you need. You can fill my hungry pussy, or fuck my face and give me a little snack,” she explains as she turns away from me and bends over to pick her skirt off the floor. The curve of her ass holds my attention. She gives me a sultry look over her shoulder. “I don’t even have to worry about dripping into my skirt. Viktorija’s design for these skirts is amazing. I could squirt in it, and the lining would keep the outside from looking wet.”

She turns to face me. “Master. Please use me. Let me help you relax.” The sultry look she gives me could peel paint. It definitely has my cock hard.

Darcie sashays closer and kisses me gently. “Master, you used me well on the plane, but my aching pussy misses you.” Her hands drop to my belt as I run my fingers into her hair and hold her for a passionate kiss.

Darcie moans in my mouth as we kiss. Then, it’s my turn to moan in her mouth as her warm hands wrap around my rigid cock. I break the kiss and mutter, “Mouth.” I release her hair so she can squat in front of me.

I about lose it as I watch Darcie rub my cock all over her face, her eyes closed in an ecstatic expression. I need to review my notes on Shibari. She would look awesome bound while rubbing her face on me like that.

Darcie opens her eyes and locks them on mine as she licks a small pearl of pre-cum off the tip. She licks the head repeatedly before tucking her head to suckle my balls gently and lick me from balls to slit. She finally sucks me into her wet, hot mouth. It feels like heaven.

She baths my cock with moisture as she continues to lick the sensitive underside. Her hands rest on my hips, and she bobs her head back and forth on my cock—fucking me with her pretty mouth and going deeper with each stroke. My glans touches the back of her throat. She makes a slight gagging noise and backs all the way off until just my head is squeezed by the seal of her lips. She sucks on it before sliding me back into her throat. About two inches of my member is left outside her sweet lips.

I raise my hands and run my fingers through her silky hair.

Darcie hums, “Mmmhmm” as she briefly closes her eyes in pleasure. Then she opens her eyes to lock her beautiful hazel orbs on my face. She makes a couple of swallows and pushes forward until her nose is buried in my thatch. She makes a tiny gagging sound again as her throat spasms around me. Her eyes glisten as she looks up at me adoringly.

Darcie pulls back off my cock with a pop before she starts stroking my slick member with her right hand, giving little corkscrew twists as she goes. She asks imploringly, “Master, would you please fuck my mouth? Drive deep inside me and unload your hot seed down my throat? Please, Master?”

The words alone are about enough to make me explode.

Darcie doesn’t wait. She swallows my cock whole. I place my hand on the back of her head and hold her in place. She swallows repeatedly around the head of my cock, which is down her throat. I pull back before pushing my cock back down her throat, holding her head in place. I slowly slide in and out of Darcie’s hot, wet mouth and down into her throat. She gags a little bit, but not consistently. She also seems to be swallowing constantly.

I pick up the speed of my thrusts, and tears run down Darcie’s face despite the adoring look she shines at my face. As I start to get more frantic, I feel Darcie’s hands pulling my hips, encouraging me to fuck her throat deeper. My cock feels like it’s going to explode, so I hold Darcie in place as my seed starts to blow down her throat.

I squirt down her throat three times before I release Darcie’s head. She backs up just enough for the head of my cock to rest on her tongue as she tries to suck every last bit of cum out of my plumbing.

When she’s satisfied she has all of the creamy treat I have to feed her, she releases my member from her mouth, leans against my hip, and gently kisses my deflating cock. She murmurs, “Thank you for that wonderful treat, Master.”

She looks up at me with a grin, and I offer her my hands. I pull Darcie to her feet and kiss her while I fall back to sit on the bed. I pull her onto my lap and reach between her legs to slide my fingers up and down her sodden slit.

“A quick one for you too, Pet?”

Darcie smirks. “I actually got pretty close when you came down my throat, Master.”

I slide two fingers inside her snatch and start to tickle her channel while I rub her clit with my thumb. “We can’t have you going out with only an ‘almost,’ Pet.”

Darcie whimpers sexily. “Just like that, Mast-errrrr!” A deluge of fluid coats my hand as her channel clasps my fingers. I kiss her as she whimpers her pleasure.

Once Darcie catches her breath, I have her lay back on the edge of the bed and lap up her juices until she’s clean. It takes a little longer than you might think because Darcie kept creating more for me to clean up. Each time I thought I had gotten it all, I’d find more for me to lap up. When I’m finally satisfied she’s presentable, I tell her, “Okay, Pet. Let’s get ready to go.”

Darcie pulls her skirt back on and grabs her attaché while I pull a lightweight blazer to cover my weapons. We have about two minutes before the deadline I set for us to be on the road.

We head downstairs, grab a couple of bottles of water from the concierge, and jump in a cab at the taxi stand. We cuddle in the backseat for the twenty-five minute ride to a strip mall in West Ridge. We pull up in front of a pawn shop sandwiched between a tattoo parlor and a jewelry store. On the far side of the jewelry store is an electronic sales and repair shop, and a tailor shop sits on the other end of the strip mall.

I know from my previous visit that all five of the businesses belong to Mort. I offer Darcie my hand to assist her out of the back of the cab, and we walk into the pawnshop. There is an overweight older man with sparse gray hair, jowls, and pasty skin wearing a stained white shirt and a black kippot on the crown of his head. He looks back down at his newspaper as soon as he determines we’re not a threat.

We step up to the counter. “Excuse me,” I interrupt the guy.

He slowly looks up from his paper, so I continue. “Jack Jerome for Mr. Liebowicz. He’s expecting us.”

Mr. Personality behind the counter picks up the phone without breaking eye contact. I hear it ringing and someone answering the other end. Mr. Personality says, “Jack Jerome for you...uh huh...okay.” He hangs up and looks at me. He mutters, “He’ll be here in a moment.” He returns to his paper.

About a minute later a door opens behind the counter, and a lean Semitic man with tattooed forearms walks out. He has sharp, inquisitive dark eyes, a beak nose, dark hair slicked back from his forehead, and a goatee. He’s dressed in a collarless white button-down and faded jeans. His engineer boots clump on the floor as he walks around the counter to give me a man hug.

“It’s good to see you, Jack. Who’s this vision?” he asks as he looks at Darcie.

I do the introductions. “My PA, Darcie Conroy. Pet, this is Rabbi Morten Liebowicz.”

Darcie smiles genuinely. “It’s a pleasure, Rabbi Liebowicz.”

Mort bypasses Darcie’s extended hand for a hug. He releases her and looks down his beak nose with a smile. “Call me Mort, Darcie. Everyone has since I was shunned.” Mr. Personality behind the counter snorts without looking up from his paper.

I tell Darcie, “I forgot to warn you, Pet. Mort’s a hugger.”

I grin at the guy in question, and Mort gives an expressive shrug and hugs me quickly again. “The Lord our God loves us all. If I am to do his work, should I not try to emulate his model?”

It’s hard to argue with that. Mort waves for us to follow him behind the counter. He stops to place a hand on Mr. Personality’s shoulder. “Simon, I am out of the office if anyone stops by for me.”

Mr. Personality nods and keeps focusing on his paper. He hasn’t turned a page the whole time. I’m surprised, considering he has the newspaper folded to about the size of a legal pad.

Mort leads us through a door into the back of the pawn shop, past orderly rows of merchandise. There’s a large table in the back where a couple of teenage boys in white shirts, black trousers, and kippot are studying. A phone sitting in the middle of the table rings as we turn toward a door that leads into the back of the tattoo parlor. One of the boys answers, “Yes...number? Right. Two seven dash nine zero four. I’ll have it right out.” The kid gets up and heads toward the shelves, retrieves an old clock, and walks toward the front of the store.

Mort ushers us through the door and into his office in the back of the tattoo parlor. He waves us to a couch and sits in an easy chair under a floor lamp with a sigh. A wine table sits next to the chair and is currently supporting a heavy book, a pair of spectacles, and a glass of red wine.

“So, Jack,” Mort begins. “How may I help you?”

I tell him, “I want to get the endurance and healing wards on Darcie.”

“Not the warning sensors?” Mort asks.

I shake my head. “I hesitate to give her those. I’d like her to have them but, given we’re going into a dangerous situation, I don’t want to have her reaction to the warnings cause her to act out of character. It could get her killed, whereas the endurance and healing will only help her.”

Mort nods sagely. “That makes sense. So you’re back in the fold, huh?”

I ignore his question and say, “Darcie hasn’t had a tattoo, so this will be a new experience for her.”

She whispers, “Will it be painful, Master?”

Mort answers before I do. “I have formulated my own ink for the wards. You will feel the sting, but the ink immediately numbs the flesh. That means it won’t be completely pain free, but you are less likely to need touch-ups because you won’t flinch as much. Unfortunately, they will still be visible under black light.”

I nod, “That can’t be helped. Also, I want to get this fifth ward removed. They’ve added a tracking ward since I left the service. It’s supposed to send location updates and a warning any time a ward fires. It sounds off to me.”

Mort scoffs. “‘They,’ huh? I guess that answers my question. That doesn’t sound like faith magic to me. Let me see your wards.”

I stand and strip off my jacket and shirt. Mort retrieves a black light flashlight from his desk and shines it on my back. He prods at my flesh with his finger.

I hear a little Kphf from behind me before he steps around me to sit on the edge of his desk.

He considers me pensively for a moment.

Finally Mort speaks. “That’s a quintet of Elven glyphs. One of them stands for ‘death.’ In other words, it’s a remote kill switch. Another means ‘track,’ so it’s the locator. I don’t know what the other three are, but I think one is a transceiver of some kind. I’ll take a picture and research them.”

“I want it gone,” I tell him.

Mort shakes his head. “I don’t want to do it here. I’d rather not have the Church knocking on my door. I’ll follow you back to your hotel. If you leave in the next fifteen minutes, they’ll know I didn’t have time to do any tattoo work here. The Elven glyphs are all powered with faith magic, which is surprising. When I tattoo on elves, they usually power their own.”

“You get elves as clients?" I ask as I pull my shirt back on.

“A few over the last five years. Some elves. Some cambions. The healing glyph is really popular with them. Plus, they prefer the invisible ink and relatively painless experience to the Elven practice of using a knife,” Mort explains with a shrug. “I’ve probably had a round dozen come in. They have to drop their glamour for me to be able to see the work I’m doing. I know the kill switch glyph because an elf brought a slave in to get it done.”

“Okay. What do you know about a hunter named Robert Davis?”

Mort frowns for a moment. “Uh, not a thing. You’re the only hunter I’ve worked on; although, a couple of the old guys came in for information a couple of times. One of them is dead, and I heard the other is working as the archbishop’s pilot.”

“Dutch?” I’m surprised.

Mort nods, “Yeah, him. The poor man was so spiritually exhausted that he looked like a zombie. I’ve never heard of Robert Davis, though.” Mort pauses for a moment. “Since you’re working for the Church again, I’m assuming you’re hunting him.”

I don’t confirm or deny. Instead, I ask him, “What do you know about a succubus brothel in Minneapolis?”

“Ah!” Mort exclaims. “I have heard something about that. A brothel in the Mill District has been hiring zombies for security and talent. They’re supposedly set up in a condo complex near the river.”

“Please research and send me anything you can find about staff, travelers in residence, and the number of zombies. Also, I need a wedding band and a couple of clean, non-traceable nine-mils. Can you help with those?”

“I have a matched pair of the new Sig P365XLs. I’ll bring them to your hotel. Have Simon fit you for the ring on the way out,” Mort says. “I’ll bring Alanna, one of my artists. She’s a young priest. I’m teaching her the ropes.”

“Jewish?” I ask.

Mort chuckles. “Nope. Goyim. She grew up a baptist preacher’s kid, and became a tattoo artist out of rebellion when her dad burned her third sketch book. I was surprised when she showed up for an interview, and I saw the power in her aura. She’s quite gifted as an artist. None of my children have shown any power yet; they’re too young. So Alanna is my designated successor. Sera isn’t particularly pleased since Alanna is quite knackig, but I keep it in my pants. That keeps Sera’s grousing to a minimum.”

I chuckle. “That’s probably a good idea. See you in an hour?”

Mort nods as I send him a WhatsApp text with the hotel info, and picks up the phone on his desk and dials a number. When someone answers, he says, “Get a taxi for Jack. He also needs a man’s wedding band. He’ll be there in a minute.” Mort hangs up and grins. “You’ll probably be saddled with one of Simon’s nephews, but he should be here quickly. Just don’t expect witty conversation.”

“Okay,” I acknowledge as I pull my jacket on. “I’ll tell the hotel desk to expect you.”

“Don’t bother. I have a contact that can get us in through the employee entrance. I’ll see you in a bit,” Mort says as he hugs Darcie goodbye. He holds my shoulders. “Can you see yourself out?”

“Certainly,” I answer as I get my required goodbye hug, too.

Darcie and I head back to the desk in the pawnshop. Simon, AKA Mr. Personality, says, “About five minutes.”

I get fitted for a wedding band while we wait, and I pay for it with my credit card. I’ll expense it to the Church when this is all done and hock it later. By the time I finish my transaction with Simon, a taxi pulls up outside the door. A younger, slightly less dour version of Simon greets us as we settle into the back of the cab. I give him our hotel information, and he takes off while Darcie and I cuddle in the back seat.

Darcie asks, “Why the wedding ring, Jack?”

“Cover story,” I whisper in her ear. “I’m in Owatonna with my PA for a consulting job. We’ll obviously fool around publicly, but me having a wedding band while fooling around with my assistant might make me more palatable to scouts for the brothel. They’re bound to have some scouts in the downtown hotels and working the social scene.”

Darcie whispers back, “I shouldn’t have asked that out loud, Master?” I shake my head gently. She murmurs in my ear, “Maybe I should be spanked for that?”

I look at her to see an ornery grin. “Maybe,” I agree with a sage nod. I wrap an arm around her and she lays her head on my shoulder. She continues to lie there for the rest of the drive.
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Darcie and I grab a premade sandwich and premade salad, a small bag of chips, and a couple of large water bottles at the guest shop and take those to our suite. We split each of the items for dinner.

It’s now about an hour after we started our meal. We’ve been digesting for about twenty minutes when there is a knock on the door.

I hear a female voice call out, “Massage.”

Darcie and I look at each other and grab our firearms. I adjust a heavy chair to give Darcie some cover and concealment. She kneels behind the chair and points her weapon just to the left of the doorway. I hold the Glock along my thigh and remove the sliding bolt on the door.

I call out to the person on the other side. “Who is it?”

“Alyse Carson and my colleague. You requested a couples service, Mr. Jerome?” the female voice responds.

I cradle my weapon in the crook of my left arm and open the door.

A young woman with black hair and goth makeup is standing in the door with a folded massage table in each hand. The weapon throws her off a bit. The blond male bodybuilder behind her smirks.

I back off and keep the pistol pointed at the visitors. “Please come in,” I tell them as I back into the suite. I slide along the wall. “Come, come. Bring everything in and close the door.”

The bodybuilder carries in a larger and a smaller case behind the raven-haired woman. He sets them on the floor and closes the door. Suddenly, instead of a male bodybuilder and a female masseuse, Mort and a dirty-blond female are standing in their places. I drop the pistol to rest against my thigh again. Mort is dressed in the same outfit as before. The young lady has her wavy hair in a ponytail. She has tanned skin, blue eyes like sapphires, and a cute button nose. She’s wearing a dark violet cotton tank top, faded black jeans, and black combat boots. She has tattoos of ivy around her wrists. Overall, she’s a fairly attractive young lady with a figure as nice as Mort described. I wouldn’t trade Darcie for her, but I’d share her with Darcie, hands down.

“All clear, Pet,” I tell Darcie. Then I look at our visitors, “Damn, Mort! The ruse took me by surprise.”

Mort chuckles evilly. “I’m afraid the ruse was a necessary precaution, Jack. I want to avoid the notice of your employer, after all. I am not without my own resources, but the Church has significantly more. Unfortunately, they’ve not shown much forbearance when dealing with people that interfere in their affairs.”

“True,” I agree with a frown. “I’ve been the one responsible for communicating the displeasure of the Church on way too many occasions.” Darcie puts her pistol away, and I holster mine.

Mort says, “Jack, this is my young protégée, Alanna Cross. Alanna, this is Jack Jerome and his PA, Darcie Conroy.”

“A pleasure, Alanna,” I say to the blond young lady. “I’m Jack.”

“Hello, Alanna,” Darcie says, shaking her hand. “Please call me Darcie.”

I wave them into the sitting area. “Please set up in here. Feel free to move the furniture to accommodate the tables, but set them up so I can hold Darcie’s hand.”

I wrap my arms around Darcie. “Pet, go ahead and strip. I’ll get a bath towel to keep your bum and legs warm. They’ll be placing the glyphs in the same spot as mine.”

“Can I keep my stockings on, Master?”

I answer, “Of course, Pet.”

Alanna asks immediately, “What do you mean, ‘Master’? Are you a slave?”

I’m pretty sure that she’s joking, but Darcie doesn’t appear to take it that way. Her expression turns colder than I’ve ever seen it. “Jack is my master, and I am his pet. He cares for all my needs and showers me with affection unconditionally. I do what he tells to the best of my ability and give him my unconditional adoration.” She pulls her pistol and holds it by her thigh as her eyes lock Alanna in place. “If you say anything that threatens the blissful life and affection my master lavishes upon me, I will put a bullet between your beautiful blue eyes.”

“Pet, I’m pretty certain she was joking,” I interject quickly before Alanna wets herself or Darcie decides that she’s already crossed the line. “The opinions of others will never influence my commitment to you.”

I wrap her in a hug and kiss her gently. “Put your weapon away, Pet. She’s not a threat to our relationship.”

Darcie puts her weapon back in her bag and wraps her arms around me again. “I’m sorry, Master. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. The whole preparing to fight thing has me on edge. The thought of losing you is horrifying to me. I would kill a lot of people to prevent that. Plus, I just witnessed magic. That’s some freaky shit.”

“Understood, Pet. I feel the same about you. Take your cues from me. I have a lot more experience dealing with dangerous situations. Listen to your instincts and follow my lead. Okay, Darcie?”

She squeezes me tightly. “Yes, Master. I’ll strip now.” She looks at Alanna contritely. “I’m sorry, Alanna. I didn’t take it as a joke.”

The scared young woman snarks, “Ya think? Damn, Darcie.” Regardless, she starts moving furniture around and sets up the tables.

Darcie moves to the side and starts disrobing.

Mort mutters, “Damn!” as he grabs the cases and sets them on the coffee table. He opens the larger case and lifts out two trays. The top one has a tattoo machine, safety goggles, and a head-mounted black light. The next tray has bottles of inks, alcohol, Vaseline, and a variety of swabs. Then, Mort lifts out two pistols with holsters and two boxes of ammunition.

I walk up and start checking the weapons out.

Mort murmurs, “That was a little intense, Jack.”

“She’s new to all of this, Mort,” I tell him. “For that matter, you know a lot more about the unseen world than she does. I imagine you’d be a little on edge if you were going in the field for the first time.”

Mort shrugs. “Maybe. I’ve been in a couple of sticky situations, but nothing like what you do. I like it that way.” He looks past me and again mutters, “Damn!”

I look past him to see Darcie walking toward us in just her stockings. She slides her arm across my back as she passes. She says, “I’ll get a couple of towels, Master.”

I am happy with the weapons after dissembling, reassembling, and function-checking them. I grab the weapons and ammunition and put them into my attaché. I strip my shirt off and remove my boots.

Mort calls out jokingly, “Whoa, there, cowboy. That’s all that’s coming off of you. I don’t need to see you naked, Jack.” I chuckle.

“Me, neither,” Alanna adds. “I don’t need to give Darcie any more reason to kill me.”

Darcie walks over to the slightly taller and bustier blond and gives her a hug. Darcie leans her head on her shoulder and says, “I’m sorry, Alanna. I’m struggling to keep up. I should have caught that you were joking.” Darcie looks at her with contrition in her eyes. “Please forgive me for wigging out.”

“Okay,” Alanna smirks. “I forgive you. But if you do it again, I’ll use magic to put a tail on you.”

Darcie brightens and responds excitedly, “That would be cool! I bet my master would love that.”

“God!” Alanna exclaims. “You are crazy!” she laughs.

“Probably,” Darcie giggles.

Alana lays a towel down on one of the tables, and Darcie lays facedown on it. Alana covers her ass and legs with the other towel. I go to the bathroom and grab the final towel, then lay it on the other table and lay down on top of it.

Mort shuts off the room lights as Alanna opens her kit and prepares her gear. Mort explains the plan. “Alanna is going to put the two wards on you, Darcie. She’s a great artist, and she has experience doing wards and glyphs. Jack, yours is a trickier job. It may be painful because I will need to actually remove the tattoo. I’ll call Alanna over periodically to watch what I’m doing for her education. I’ll also check her work on Darcie’s tattoo and supervise her powering them up, but honestly, Alanna doesn’t need the overwatch. She’s a priest in her own right.”

I murmur, “Okay. Let’s get busy.”
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Ioriginally figured that I would be comforting Darcie. She squeezed my hand a few times, but, overall, she handled it quite well. Mort wasn’t kidding about my experience. I didn’t feel anything when he pulled the energy out of glyphs, but after that it got pretty intense. First, I could hear the needle and feel it digging into my flesh as he altered the glyphs. Later, it felt like my back was on fire as he ran the dermabrasion wheel over the glyphs.

Mort set the dermabrasion device aside, and he and Alanna stood on each side of me, chanting for a bit. The burning stopped about ten minutes after they started. Darcie sat on her table watching them work, her eyes round. After that, the needle came back. It felt like he was working in the middle of the area he had just flayed.

Mort explained after he finished, “This is going to suck for a couple of days, but I’m putting a glyph in the middle of the scar to prevent any other glyph from taking hold in your flesh. It has a roughly half-meter radius of effectiveness. This means that your forearms and lower legs are the only place that will take a new glyph or ward. I don’t recommend you let anyone other than me or Alanna work on you again. She’s the only one that knows the secret of how I did this and how to disable it if your other wards need maintenance.”

Darcie said, “Master, it looks like a burn scar.”

Alanna nodded as she explained, “Tattoos penetrate into the dermal layer, but glyphs and wards extend down into the subcutaneous layer when the magic is applied. That means they’re dug fairly deep into the flesh, and getting rid of one is tough—tougher than getting rid of a tattoo, which is relatively shallow by comparison. We pretty much flayed Jack’s back.”

Mort added, “The healing ward will help it heal, but you’re in for up to a couple of weeks of severe pain, Jack.” He rubbed some stuff into the wound. “This will help reduce it to the point of a bad sunburn, but you’ll need to apply it regularly. I recommend three to four times a day.”

“What is it?” I asked with a grimace as I sat up slowly.

“It’s an herbal remedy with some power applied to it,” he replied. “It has antibiotic, anti-inflammatory, and numbing properties.”

I looked over my shoulder at him in disbelief. After a moment I asked, “Where did you ever find a witch? The Church will kill the witch and both of you if they find out.”

“Officially it’s an herbal balm that I got as payment from an elf for a tattoo removal,” Mort answered very firmly as he put a dressing over my wound.

I just nodded. “The elves will share if there’s value for them. Keep practicing that one, Mort. Anyone that knows you or knows body language will know you’re lying.”

I got up and went to my roller bag. Nestled inside my shaving kit was a small cloth bag. I asked Mort, “Standard fee?" Alanna pulled Darcie to the side and talked to her as she put some items in a paper bag.

Mort answered, “I should charge you double, but since I was able to use it for Alanna to train, let’s say one point five times the normal.”

I told him, “I’m carrying Canadian.”

Mort nodded. “Eight of them.”

I said, “I’m going to send my farm manager to you for the zombie ward. He does some work with troubled youth and heard about that mess in Phoenix. I told him I’d set him up.”

“Another five for that,” Mort replied.

I tossed him the whole bag of gold coins. “There’s fifteen in there. Consider the rest a down payment on the research.”

Alanna starts breaking the tables down, and Darcie grabs her clothes and attaché, kisses my cheek, and disappears into the bedroom.

“Sounds good, Jack. That will probably completely cover the research unless I run into trouble,” Mort responded as he hefted it in his palm. “What’s your guy’s name?”

“Warren Dark,” I answered.

Mort froze. “That Warren Dark?”

“Yeah,” I told him. “Darcie mentioned that she thought he should start helping kids again. After he stopped wailing and screaming, he asked about the ward. I told him I’d pay for it. He’s a good man.”

Mort murmured, “I’ve never met a vampire.”

“Eh,” I muttered with a grimace. “Don’t be too sure about that. Supposedly, unless you run into the ones that live in space, they look just like anyone else. If you meet anyone that just makes you feel less stressed by hanging out with you, it may be a vampire. Or a human empath. I met one of those one time, too. Neither are common, but they are around.”

I pulled my shirt on and buttoned it up.

Mort shook his head while studying his feet; I guess he needed to process that information I had just given him. He finally looked up at me and sighed. He said, “Keep the wound clean and dry other than that salve. Keep a dressing on it for a week.” He looked at Alanna. “Alanna gave you enough dressings to take care of both of you for a couple of days, and a couple of weeks’ worth of the balm.” Alanna nodded, and Mort turned back to me. “You’ll need to hit a drugstore to resupply the dressings.”

I nodded as Alanna added, “I talked Darcie through what to do. She recited it back to me, so I’m pretty confident she has a handle on it.”

“Great. Thank you both,” I told them as I escorted them to the door.

I shook their hands, and Mort said, “I’ll be in touch” as I got my obligatory hug. Suddenly, Mort and Alanna were again “Alyse Carson and her bodybuilder assistant.” They unlatched the door and left. I closed and secured both locks before joining Darcie in the bedroom.
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I wake up with my back on fire.

“Jesus,” I moan. I look at my phone. It’s 4:30am.

I get up and open my shaving kit, quickly pulling out a bottle of paracetamol and pop three in my mouth. I wash them down with half a bottle of water. My alarm goes off as I try to catch my breath. Mort wasn’t kidding about the pain.

One of the benefits of having been all over the world is that I have a wider breadth of knowledge about a variety of things than my average countryman. Many years ago in London, I discovered that paracetamol is one of the better pain killers available for my personal biochemistry. I found an online supplier, and so I keep some on hand for emergencies.

A third degree burn on my back certainly qualifies as an emergency. I start doing some yoga stretches, but I quickly learn that the activity irritates the burn, so I do squats, some open hand skills, and some Taiji. Darcie gets up in time to follow me on the Taiji. We both do spit baths in the sinks, and then we dress each other’s wounds.

“Yours look pretty good, Pet.”

“It still burns, Master, but I’ve had worse sunburns. That balm helps, too. Let me change your dressing,” she says.

Her touch ignites the wound, but the numbing effect of the balm kicks in quickly. My breathing slows. I may save the paracetamol for other issues; the balm is a miracle. Then again, if it’s inconvenient to have her apply some more—better living through modern chemistry.

Darcie shows me the huge gauze pad, which is colored with my blood. It could be worse. At least it’s not saturated. I nod and she tosses it in the bin. We brush our teeth and spend a couple of minutes sharing our minty-fresh breath by kissing each other until Darcie moans into my mouth.

“Pack,” I murmur against her lips. She grins at me, grabs her toilet kit, and walks off to do just that. I follow her sexy little nude body to the bedroom and take my own advice. We quickly dress in business attire, pack up, and I do the express checkout on the television. The extra firearms go in the suitcases. We head to reception, drop off our keys, and meet the agent from the rental agency in the lobby. I sign the paperwork and the young gentleman catches a cab back to the agency down on Grand.

Darcie and I load our bags in the back of the compact GMC SUV, and our attachés go up front. Darcie pulls up directions on her phone, and I connect my phone to the hands-free in the car. At six o’clock in the morning, we depart toward Owatonna, Minnesota.

We take Wabash to Ontario to the I-90 and manage to avoid the worst of Chicago rush hour. At our first pit stop on the turnpike, we grab breakfast sandwiches just across the Wisconsin border. We catch part of rush hour as we pass Madison, but it’s much better than the Chicago version.

Monsignor David calls a little after we pass Madison.

“Jack, go secure,” the evil little shit orders.

“I’m driving, David. Plus I didn’t bring any of that gear with me,” I tell him. “You specifically said not to bring anything I wouldn’t bring on a commercial aircraft.”

He growls, “Get your ass back here, Jack. Your tracker is malfunctioning.”

“It’s not malfunctioning. It’s gone. I bought a dermabrasion kit from a tattoo artist. One of the ladies in housekeeping recommended her. I had Darcie grind it off. I’m in a lot of pain right now, so don’t fuck with me. If you do, I’ll probably tell you what I really think of you, ya fucking evil shit,” I snipe back at the priest.

“Fine,” he growls back. “I’ll send someone there to put it back on.”

“I hope you send someone expendable, because I will kill them if they try,” I growl back. “Look, David. I have never needed a tracker before, and I’m not about to have you carving some unknown marks on my back that I don’t fully understand.”

“Trust me, Jack. It’s very useful.” David actually sounds like he’s trying to be nice. That just raises my suspicion.

“I’ll send you my location from my phone if I need you to know where I’m at,” I tell him.

David barks, “How did your little trollop see the marks to remove them?”

“David, you’re a stupid fuck,” I tell him. “I live in Arizona. Scorpions are not particularly forgiving. A blacklight flashlight is mighty handy for finding them. I keep one in my bag.” I actually do. “I’ll check in Friday afternoon before we head to Minneapolis.”

I disconnect before David can say anything else.

Darcie asks, “What’s his deal?”

I shake my head slowly. “I don’t know, Pet. I don’t think he wants to fire off the kill switch. Maybe it’s a control issue, but…wait a minute. Every hunter they sent has been made. I’m assuming they’re all dead.” I think as I clear to my left and pass an RV. “I don’t know how the locator works. Can anyone pick up the signal, or just a specifically calibrated device? Can anyone trigger the kill switch? What security is embedded in the glyphs?”

Darcie murmurs, “Master, how much do you trust Monsignor David?”

“I don’t,” I answer immediately. “He left me out to dry on my last mission. David and Fergus were stationed at the Vatican at the time. I made my way back to the office using some off-the-books credentials and credit cards. I walked into the office, and David was talking to Fergus. I grabbed the little shit and hit him so hard he flew across Fergus’ office. Fergus choked me out. He was a badass in the SAS and a hunter before becoming a priest. I was so angry at David, I didn’t pay attention to him. I should have known better. Fergus retired me within a month.”

We’re quiet, lost in our thoughts, for several miles. Eventually, Darcie and I take another quick pit stop just east of Lacrosse, Wisconsin. Each of us grabs a water bottle and a coffee, then we’re back on the road.

While we cross the Minnesota border, Darcie and I agree on a cover story for my burn to explain why she has to put the ointment on it and change dressings frequently. The official story is “I was thrown from a horse and dragged across the pavement. I’m lucky to be alive.”

We manage to get to the client at about 11:30.

I park in the garage of Main Street for Northwest Specialty Insurance building. Through trial and error, we finally find the right door to get us to the security desk in the lobby.

Gerald, “call-me-Gerry,” Johanson, Chief of Staff for the Chief Operating Officer, or COO, meets us at security. We get badges lined up, and he takes us upstairs. Gerry has a conference room and an office reserved for us for the next nine weeks.

He escorts us to Michael Hollis’ office. Michael, not Mike, is the COO. He shakes my hand while he ogles Darcie. Eventually he pulls himself together and welcomes us to Northwest Specialty Insurance. He leads us out of his office and introduces us to his Executive Assistant, a fifty-ish, scowling matron named Pam Swenson.

Michael and Gerry lead us back to the conference room and read us up on the project. Essentially, there are two major issues they want us to help them fix. The first is they need to get their project pipeline visible with senior company leadership, so they can prioritize efforts on their roadmap with better information. The second is that their IT shop is repeatedly having the same system and infrastructure issues.

Honestly, without even talking to anyone in IT, I can hazard a pretty good guess as to why they keep having repeat offenders. It’s pretty simple to correct, but the COO and Chief Information Officer, the CIO, will have to set clear expectations and hold the IT staff responsible. That’s never a popular conversation.

The project prioritization issue is bigger and more complex, but it’s not difficult to figure out. I’ve done some similar projects for multiple clients. I’m almost glad to be hunting Motown because without the mission, I’d be bored out of my mind from this contract.

Oh well, it’s an easy quarter-million, and it’ll give me more mental bandwidth to deal with Mr. Robert Davis. As an added bonus, I can use it as a training opportunity for my pet.

Darcie and I quickly eat a power bar before we meet with the COO, CIO, Gerry, the head of project management, and the head of IT Service Management at one o’clock to talk through what they want to do. My ingoing assessment was pretty accurate—as I knew it would be.

Darcie seems to find it very interesting, but then again, it’s all new to her. She takes a lot of notes on her Surface.

Oh, well, it’s work I didn’t have to go find. Just do the job, Jack.

My back is on fire again by the time we finish. I tell my falling-off-a-horse cover story to Michael and Gerry, and Michael has Pam find us a quiet room where Darcie can change my dressing. Once the pain is down to manageable levels, Darcie and I spend the afternoon talking to a variety of stakeholders and starting to document facts, assumptions, issues, risks, etcetera for the two projects.

We leave right at five o’clock and make the five-minute drive to the Baymont, off the I-35. We get their top suite, the Superior Studio Suite, which, honestly, is just a decently roomy business class room with rustic furniture, a small sitting area, and a king-sized bed. Fortunately, we’re only there for a couple of weeks. There’s a nice boutique hotel twenty-five minutes north of Owatonna. They have monthly rates and really nice little suites with kitchens. They’re close enough that a taxi or rideshare won’t break the bank if we have after-work drinks. We’ll be there for the rest of the stay.

Darcie and I dress each other’s wounds. It looks like her healing ward has done its work on her wounds, but she still has to keep them moist for five days or until any scabs disappear, as per Alanna’s instructions. I don’t see any scabs or redness, but I’d rather be careful of my pet’s health. I gently wash the areas she had inked, and then apply the balm. After I cover it up, she does mine.

The abrasion wound does not like getting sponged and dried, but I grit my teeth and survive. Thankfully the blessed relief of the balm kicks in shortly after Darcie applies it. She says the wound is red and weeping, but there’s no bright redness around the actual area they sanded off. She thinks the wound may be a little shallower, which I would expect, given my own healing ward. I think it would have healed faster if they had just peeled it off. Abrasions are horrible to heal. I’ll just have to man up. Darcie applies a gauze pad on my lower back, noting we only have one more.

We dress in casual clothes and head out to find a drugstore to replenish our medical supplies. There’s one less than a mile away, but we take the car so we can go find some decent food afterward. We’re able to find the dressings for my back, but they don’t have any appropriately-sized ones for Darcie’s tattoos. We empty out their stock of the extra large and large pads and get a pair of bandage scissors. For dinner, we dine at a Japanese fusion place and make an early night of it.

The rest of the week consists of going into the office, meeting with people, documenting outcomes, and holding an initial scoping workshop for each process, during which I work the staff through a Lean scoping exercise called a SIPOC. I spend a lot of time explaining to Darcie what we’re doing and why as we prepare for meetings and do our wrapping-up work. She takes over my calendar on the company’s server and arranges meetings. I go out for drinks with at least one executive almost every evening. Given the state of my back, Darcie and I have to be creative, but we manage to take care of each other’s needs, both health-related and sexual, despite my handicap.

Darcie makes a point to meet all the executive assistants and admin assistants that first week. She learns recommended places to eat, special quirks of their invoicing and accounts payable, and picks up all the scuttlebutt—what we called social engineering in the security field. She’s a natural. Several of the older admins are rather terse with her initially since she’s an obviously sexy young woman, but her sweet personality eventually wins them all over. She actually hosts a happy hour for the admins on Thursday.

During the happy hour, she learns that the Chief Underwriting Officer is going through a nasty divorce. Apparently, he has a girlfriend in Minneapolis. Darcie and I discuss it Thursday night after we both finish having our separate happy hours. It sounds like he might have gotten caught in Motown’s bordello, and Darcie vows to keep working her network to find out more.

Overall, the project proceeds at a standard pace without more than the usual amount of drama associated with organizational change. Everyone actually seems to be on board. It’s rather satisfying not having to figuratively beat someone over the head to get them to do their part. Of course, there is the normal amount of herding cats, but overall, the project is drama-free.
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Darcie and I traveled to Minneapolis on the first weekend. By that time, the burning in my back had diminished significantly, and the wound had scabbed over. Darcie’s wounds were fully healed by then, too. We spent that weekend getting to know the city. We stayed at the Hewing Hotel, which was not particularly close to our target at the Bridgewater Lofts—all the better for avoiding detection.

We slept in until about 8:00 Saturday morning, did some light hand-to-hand drills in the room, and cleaned up before having a leisurely breakfast. We spent the late morning walking the trail that starts near the hotel and along the Mississippi River to Gold Medal Park near our target. We grabbed a coffee across the street from the condos before backtracking up Washington to the Commons park. We stopped to listen to the live music for a while before we walked past the Armory to see who was playing over the time we’re staying—the line up was not impressive. I didn’t recognize any of them, and Darcie only recognized a couple of the acts, none of whom she was interested in.

We reversed direction and walked back past the Bridgewater to lunch at the Day Block Brewing Company, an industrial brew pub cater-cornered from the Bridgewater condos. We had a couple of appetizers and split a salad and a sandwich with fries. I wasn’t overly impressed by their beer menu, but tried their Kölsch, and I managed to get Darcie a red ale; they were pretty good.

As we ate, the demon ward on my back fired off as a voluptuous red-head walked by. I made a point of noticeably staring at her breasts as she walked toward me, and then I visibly struggled to tear my eyes away from her. She chuckled as she walked past. I guessed she was a succubus based on the part of my ward that fired and the raw sexuality that poured off her. The ward identified her as a Type 2—dangerous, a royal. A couple quietly followed closely behind her. I noticed dead eyes on both of them, but my zombie ward didn’t fire. Apparently they weren’t up to anything harmful.

We finished our meal, paid, and then walked back toward Gold Medal Park at a leisurely pace. We passed a small Asian woman on the sidewalk on our way to the river, causing my imp sensor to fire.

I fondled Darcie’s ass as we walked. By the time we returned to the hotel, we were both wound tight. With a little creative positioning, I was able to pleasure her severely for about three hours with intermittent breaks for naps. That night we had dinner at a Korean BBQ place close to the hotel. I made reservations for the orchestra next weekend for a reprise of their Fourth of July celebration. I also made reservations for a couple of shows for the following three weeks at the Guthrie Theater.

After more lovemaking following dinner, Darcie and I slept in until about 7:30 Sunday morning. After morning ablutions, I tried an easier calisthenic workout than my normal one, and Darcie stayed with me. She actually did better than I did on it. We followed that with hand-to-hand, compact Taiji, sex, and showers. We enjoyed a nice brunch, checked out, and headed back to Owatonna at noon. We went for a walk, and I told Darcie about the two demons and the zombie couple.

Monday started another work week. I did take the Chief Underwriting Officer, Charles Swenson, out for drinks on Wednesday. I grilled him about his thoughts on how to prioritize the projects in the review meetings, and he gave me some pointers on things to do in Owatonna on the weekends. I told him I was planning to spend the weekends in Minneapolis, but maybe we would check out some of the sites on Friday since no one would be in the office since that day followed the Thursday holiday.

That week, I also started getting back to more vigorous exercise. Darcie wasn’t particularly enthused by my renewed training tempo, so I spent a significant amount of time every evening rewarding her. It wasn’t exactly difficult to work up the motivation for that, given her always eager mouth and body.

On July 4th, we enjoyed live music in the parks in Owatonna and the fireworks that night. The next day we went to the Village of Yesteryear after checking out of the Baymont. We left for Minneapolis Friday mid-afternoon. Friday evening, we checked into the Elliot Park Hotel, cleaned up quickly, and immediately ran downstairs to Tavola for dinner. Darcie had a crayfish pasta dish, and I had a strip steak. She sat across the table from me with her foot in my crotch, and I returned the favor. Naturally, by the time we finished dinner, we were both in a lather.

After dinner, Darcie and I groped each other passionately in the hotel elevator as we climbed up to our floor. When we reached our door, I handed Darcie the key. She smiled at me and turned to unlock the door. As soon as she cracked the door open, I slid my finger under the magnetic clasp at the back of the pale orange jumpsuit she was wearing. The slinky fabric slid down her body to pool around her ankles as she pushed open the door. She was wearing nothing under the jumpsuit.

I told her, “Leave it, Pet. You won’t need any clothes for the rest of the night."

Darcie looked over her shoulder with a sly smile as she delicately stepped out of the slinky garment and walked into the suite. I snagged her garment from the hallway floor and followed her in.
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Itoss Darcie’s jumpsuit on a handy chair and follow her to the bed. She kicks off her shoes and crawls to the middle of the bed. She assumes the submissive’s ready pose—sitting on her heels, knees spread wide, hands on thighs, back and shoulders straight, neck neutral, eyes downcast.

I strip off deliberately as I drink in the perfection of Darcie with my eyes. She isn’t the most beautiful woman I’ve met, as Bernadette, Candice, and April are all more classically beautiful, but she’s simply perfect. It’s hard to describe.

I lay my clothes on the chair as I disrobe and pull my belt from my jeans. I take stock of the room to see the headboard has a thick dowel across the top.

I crawl onto the bed and cup Darcie’s face before kissing her.

“Hold out your hands, Pet.”

Darcie bites her lip and holds her hands in front of her pert breasts. I loop my belt twice around her wrists and tuck the tongue through the loops, leaving the buckle and about four inches of tail hanging from her bindings.

Darcie looks at me with doe eyes as I tell her, “Crawl up to the headboard, Pet. I’m going to strap you to it and fuck you silly.”

She moans in response. “Oh, yes, Master. Please.”

She stands on her knees and waddles to the center of the headboard. I wrap the tail around the dowel and run it through the buckle.

I lift Darcie’s chin. “Pet, remain on your knees and keep them apart. Hold onto the dowel to keep the pressure off your wrists. Be mindful of the pressure on your shoulders. Call out ‘red’ if they even begin to ache, Pet. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Master,” she responds breathily. I crawl behind Darcie and lay on my back. I squirm between her thighs and kiss them while caressing her ass. Darcie shuffles her knees forward so she can lower her pussy to my mouth. I reward her with my mouth, suckling her moist labia and licking her sensitive button. I continue to pleasure her with my mouth as I bring my fingers into play, and before long, I’m rewarded with Darcie’s first orgasm of the evening to the accompaniment to her passionate moans.

I stop stimulating Darcie’s sex and lap up her juices before I crawl out from below her. I stand on my knees behind her and slot my cock into her channel before pushing myself forward into her tight depths. I groan as her moist flesh envelops me, and Darcie moans her pleasure. She’s so wet that I have no problem pushing through her tight confines until I’m as far as I can go, pressed up tight against her buttocks.

“Welcome home, Master,” she purrs.

I chuckle and reply, “Welcome home, Pet.” I gently move in and out of her warm depths—out until the head is just inside her, and then slowly in until my hips are pressed tightly against her ass.

“Oh, Master! Yesssss,” Darcie hisses in pleasure as I slowly plunder her tight, moist depths. Keeping my left hand on her hips to aid me in maximizing my penetration, I reach under Darcie’s torso to cup her breast. I weigh it in my hand as my hips run on autopilot. I lean over and kiss her shoulders as I start to tease and pull the nipple in my hand. Given the slightly upward angle of her torso, it’s pretty easy to reach her upper back with my mouth without impacting the pleasure we’re both getting from my cock sliding in and out of Darcie’s channel. I just need to be careful about putting pressure on her torso. I could easily damage her shoulders if I’m not careful.

As Darcie’s mewls turn into deep groans and grunts, I slide my left arm around her torso and drop my right hand to her clit. I strum her love button lightly and pick up the pace of my thrusts. Darcie’s channel clamps down tightly on my cock, and she inhales sharply. She releases a deep moan as moisture floods her channel.

I continue to pick up the pace of both my thrusting cock and my nimble fingers.

Darcie responds with a nasal whine, almost like a keening. “Nnnnnnnn!” She comes again.

I whisper urgently to her, “Give them all to me, Pet. You are mine, and your orgasms belong to me. Give them to me!”

“Ma-a-a-a-ster-r-r-r-r-r!” she screams as her entire body spasms with a powerful orgasm. Her juices drip onto my thighs as I plunder her body for my pleasure until the pressure in my balls and the tingling in my body signals it’s time for me to join her. I grab her hips with both hands, lift her legs off the mattress, and fuck Darcie’s young, nubile body frantically.

Two more strokes are all I have left in my pool of endurance before I explode deep into Darcie’s hot pussy. As she feels my cum shoot inside her, I feel Darcie’s orgasm spiraling higher. She screams my name and squirts around my invading member.

As I slowly return to my brain, I caress my pet and kiss the silky flesh of her back before slowly pulling out of her. I waddle around to her left and unbuckle my belt from the headboard as I hold her torso still.

I tell her, “Pull your arms down in front of your breasts and roll onto your back, Pet.”

“Okay, Master,” she replies dreamily.

Darcie settles onto her back. “How are your shoulders, Pet?” I ask.

“Just fine, Master. I got a bit of a stretch after that last orgasm,” she says as her body quakes from an aftershock. “Uh-other, otherwise, it was great. I love it when you tie me up.”

“More than what?” I ask with a smirk.

“Not more. I just love it,” she replies. “I love it when you tie me up. I love it when you spank me. I love it when you fuck me hard. I love it when you make love to me gently. I love sharing a woman with you.” She shrugs languidly. “I just love being used for your pleasure, Master.”

“How about when I fuck your ass?” I ask.

She frowns prettily. “Not as much, Master. It’s really intense. I loved that you were using me, and I loved how helpless I felt. I can’t say I was enthused about the pain of you stretching my asshole, though,” she confesses.

I nod, “April appears to like it, so we can save that particular pleasure for her.”

Darcie nods her agreement. “Preferably while she’s eating my pussy. April may not have had any experience, but she has a ton of natural talent. Plus she’s a quick learner. Any time you want her to eat me, I’m good with it, Master.”

“How about Chelsea?” I ask.

“She can eat me out anytime, too. I love to cuddle and love on Chelsea, but I find that I want to dominate April. I want her to be my little slut. Maybe it’s because she’s a supermodel,” Darcie says with a shrug.

“I noticed you got pretty dominant with both of them,” I observe.

She grins at me, “Candice, too. They need to be very clear that I am Queen Pet.”

“I agree,” I tell her. She grins at me as I ask, “Are you ready for seconds?”

Desire paints Darcie’s face as she moans, “Oh, yes, Master! Please!”

I crawl between her legs and have her raise her bound wrists over her head. I position myself at her entrance and proceed to fuck her to three more orgasms before I unload in her again with her ankles resting on my shoulders.

I untie Darcie’s hands and roll to her side to lie on my back. Darcie crawls between my knees and sucks me to recovery before she climbs onboard in reverse cowgirl. She may not be into anal, but I can’t help but tease her little rosebud with my thumb as I watch it move up and down. Darcie squeals in pleasure and rides me even harder with my thumb embedded in her asshole. I feel her peak twice before I blow another load into her. Darcie collapses backward into my waiting arms, and we fall asleep with me just barely inside her.

The next morning, Darcie looks at my wound in the shower. She reports that I only have a little visible pinkness in the wounded area. She rubs some of the ointment into it, and I put on a plain white T-shirt and a white Oxford. She dresses in a pale yellow sundress and walking shoes before we head downstairs to brunch at Tavola.

After brunch, we stroll to a farmers’ market in the Mill District. We don’t buy anything, but we have a nice time checking out all the various booths. We grab a light late lunch from one of the vendors at the market as we peruse everything on offer until we’re both ready to head back to the hotel. Afterward, we swing by Haskell’s Wine and Spirits to pick up a couple of bottles of wine. Once libations are secured, we head back to the hotel and get ready to go to Orchestra Hall. I pull on a black suit, and Darcie dons a classic little black dress. We enjoy an early dinner at Tavola at 6:30 and finish our meal in time to make the half-mile walk to the home of the Minnesota Orchestra in less than fifteen minutes, strolling at a leisurely pace.

An usher leads us to our seats. As we find our seats, Darcie asks quietly, “Isn’t that Charles Swenson? In the front box.” I check and see him with a cute Asian woman similar to the imp we passed on the street last week.

“Yes,” I agree. “Cute young lady on his arm, too.”

The house lights dip, and the orchestra takes the stage. They start playing a bunch of John Phillip Sousa selections, which is appropriate for the season. It’s nice.

I catch movement in Charles’ box, middle-tier on the stage left side, right at the front of the house. The movement is an exotically beautiful brunette entering the box. She looks Middle Eastern, or maybe Italian. She’s wearing a slinky red gown. The bodice covers her breasts, and a triangle of material points up toward her throat at the top of her décolletage. The triangle attaches to a spaghetti strap that suspends the fortunate fabric to keep it in contact with her heavy breasts and reveals a major amount of side boob. Her nearly-black, curled hair is swept into an updo with a long curly tail hanging down her back. Gold chain earrings dangle from her earlobes.

The exotic beauty looks at me like she can feel my regard. I send her a moué and whisper to Darcie, “Look at the box to your right, mid-tier.”

“Red dress?” she asks without hesitation. “I haven’t been able to look anywhere else since she showed up.” The lady in question raises her opera glasses in our direction.

I ensure I enunciate well enough so that she can read my lips. “Do you think she’d fuck us both?”

“I hope so,” Darcie moans quietly. “I’d love to share her with you, Master.”

The goddess lowers her opera glasses and cocks an eyebrow, smiling seductively. She turns her attention back to the orchestra.

During intermission, I get a couple of white wines with mineral water—spritzers, or, as I first learned in Germany, Weißweinschorle-saure. I hand Darcie hers and we move away from the bar and take up an overwatch, looking for Charles.

My Type 2 succubus sensor fires on my back. Fortunately, thanks to Bernadette, I’ve had a lot of practice staying loose when this thing fires off. I do startle when a hand lands on my left shoulder and a firm breast presses into my back.

A sultry English accent says next to my right ear, “Perhaps another time, darlings.” Darcie and I split apart in mock surprise and the goddess in the red gown slides between us, dragging her hands across our shoulders. I take in her heart-shaped ass and narrow waist. I imagine bending her over a desk with her dark hair in my fist. I can feel my cock swelling from the image. She smiles over her shoulder as she continues to saunter to the bar.

Darcie moans, “Master, am I in trouble? I want her bad.”

I chuckle evilly. “No more trouble than I’m in, Pet.”

I see Charles and his date walk past toward the bar.

“Charles,” I call to him.

He startles and looks around, and I wave. He relaxes as he recognizes me. His diminutive date is wearing a black gown with silver embossed along the hem. The neckline of her dress plunges down to her navel. She has long flowing straight hair down to her waist. She also has the fine cheekbones and complexion of someone from southeast Asia, maybe of Vietnamese heritage. My imp ward is now firing. I’m pretty certain she’s the same one we passed last weekend.

We chat with Charles for a moment. He asks, “What are you doing here?”

“We had to get out of Owatonna. It’s just a little provincial,” I tell him. “Do you know Darcie?”

“I do,” Charles says. He makes a nonchalant wave. “Hello, Darcie. Nice to see you again.” He looks down at the Asian woman under his arm. “This is Angelique Nguyen. Angelique, this is Jack Jerome and Darcie Conroy. They are working on a contract with my firm.” He turns his attention back to me. “So you came up for the concert?”

“Yes, but we come up every weekend,” I respond in a nonchalant manner. “As I said, Owatonna doesn’t have much going on. Last weekend we came up here and spent a lot of time walking along the river, Mill Park, Gold Medal Park, and had lunch at a brewpub. We bought tickets for tonight’s concert last weekend, and we made reservations for the next three weekends at the Guthrie.”

“I thought you were staying in Owatonna this weekend,” Charles says.

“We stayed in town Thursday. We caught live music in the park and the fireworks. We did visit that Village of Yesteryear that you recommended. It was good for about an hour of distraction.”

“So you’re leaving tomorrow?” Angelique asks. “You could just stay in Minneapolis and commute. Charlie does that.”

I shake my head. “I prefer not to commute more than thirty minutes, if possible. We thought about it, but I just couldn’t reconcile losing two hours to traffic every day for nine weeks.”

The house lights dip again, and we say goodbye before returning to our seats.

Darcie and I leave directly after the show and walk slowly back to the hotel. I thought about hanging out to catch up with Charles and Angelique, but my strategy is that I want them to chase me rather than the other way around. Leaving is the better choice.
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Sunday, Darcie and I rented bicycles and rode a couple of laps around the Minnehaha bike trail after leaving Minneapolis proper. Then we headed to Faribault to check into the hotel, our new home for the duration. After check-in, Darcie had me run to a sporting goods store to pick up a couple of cheap yoga mats, and then we made a grocery run. We finished up the evening with a homemade dinner of spinach and Boursin cheese omelets and lovemaking.

From that point forward, Darcie and I started each day with yoga, hand-to-hand, and Taiji. We did the eighteen-minute HIIT training every other day and upper body HIIT training on alternate days. In the evenings we would go for a run or sit in at a dojo in Mankato. After working out in the evening, we would have dinner, look over our plan for the next day, and have some kind of sexual reward before falling asleep—sometimes vanilla, other times, quite kinky.

The Monday after we checked into the new hotel, Darcie and I started the day with process design workshops at the client’s office. I had the leadership agree to prioritization criteria for all projects in their portfolio. After we finished all the arguments over criteria, I had them go through a prioritization exercise for their project portfolio with notional projects. The purpose was to get them to think objectively about what factors drive prioritization without the emotion of discussing their real projects. It turned out pretty well. They even agreed to shut down a notional project. Apparently, none of them caught on that the “notional project” was a real one with a different name and business unit. I figured I could use that later to get the sponsor to do the right thing for that money sump.

Wednesday, I turned the collateral from the Monday workshop over to the director of the Project and Portfolio Management team, so they could ensure that all of the projects in the portfolio had all the information needed for prioritization based on the criteria we selected in the workshop. We committed to do a series of prioritization exercises with them based on the data in a couple of weeks before walking through the portfolio with the executives.

Darcie and I spent the rest of the week at work going through IT root cause analyses using fishbone, or Ishikawa, diagrams, and the Five Whys continuous improvement technique. I went through a couple of examples, but the IT Operations manager wasn’t getting it. So I had Darcie facilitate the next one. She was nervous and struggled a bit, but she got them through the exercise eventually. Since she didn’t know the IT jargon, she asked a lot more questions than I did. Apparently, that was the secret sauce. The shift supervisors were inspired by Darcie’s example, and suddenly they started digging into a variety of open problems. Friday, they went back and looked at problem records they had closed and discovered that they probably had only addressed the symptoms.

I coached them to request system changes based upon their findings, and they left the final workshop on Friday with a sense of excitement that they were finally going to be able to make things better.

Darcie and I left for Minneapolis mid-afternoon.

We checked into the Radisson Red Minneapolis Downtown. We landed in a king studio on the top floor. I can’t say I was enthused by the decorations. There was a picnic-style table with a couple of chairs and a bench, but no real easy chair seating. My immediate thought was to see if the Elliott Park Hotel had a suite available. Darcie went to look at the window, and then she bent over to stretch her lower back. Her ass bumped the table and I was struck by inspiration.
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“Don’t move, Pet.”

I walk up behind her and grab her hips. She pushes them back into my crotch. I swear this girl is always ready for me. I tell her, “Stand up, Pet.”

Darcie follows my instruction beautifully, as always, and presses her whole body back into mine. Her hands reach back to clasp my hips and pull us closer together. She looks over her shoulder shyly. “How may I serve you, Master?” she asks.

I lean over to collect a kiss from her lush lips, and she sighs with pleasure.

I reach around and start unbuttoning her work blouse. I slide my hand in and push the cup of her bra down to fondle her left breast.

Eventually, I open the French blue blouse all the way and free the other breast. I toss the blouse over my shoulder—hopefully to land on the bed. Darcie continues to hold tightly to my hips while I caress her soft flesh and stimulate her nipples—pinching, twisting, pulling. She grinds her ass back into my hard cock and moans. She looks over her shoulder to collect another kiss.

Darcie murmurs into my mouth afterward, “Master, I am so wet for you.”

“Good,” I answer before devouring her lips again. I release them long enough to murmur, “Let’s take off your skirt, so you can show me.” I reach down and unzip her short gray skirt and push it to the floor.

“Lean against the window, Pet. Press your pretty breasts into the glass so all the world can see my beautiful pet getting fucked.”

She plants her hands on the low sill and arches her back so her breasts can touch the glass. I admire the view as I kick out of my boots and chinos. She’s still wearing black pumps with a three-inch heel, black stockings, and a black lace garter that frames her lovely ass. Her black lace bra is below her breasts, the straps falling down her shoulders.

I kneel behind her and work her over with my mouth and fingers—pussy, taint, rosebud—until she shakes with her first orgasm.

“Lay face down on the table, Pet. Reach as far as you can,” I order her gently.

I enter her from behind in one stroke. On the backstroke, her wet channel clasps me tightly. Her Kegeling ensures I won’t last long like this.

I reach around to abuse her turgid clit while I start seriously fucking her. I wet my left thumb and tease her ass as she shudders again. I continue to tease her rosebud as I stroke her clit with my other hand and fuck her.

After a couple of minutes of that, I back out and hold with just my head inside her as I continue to torture her clit. I drop a glob of spit on her asshole and stir it around with my thumb.

“Master, pleeease. Fill me please, Master!” she gasps. I slam back into her tight, wet depths and hold.

“What do you want, Pet?”

“Harder, Master!” she gasps. “Break me!” I set a brutal rhythm. “YES!” she screams.

I feel her spasm hard, which just about does me in. I slowly push my thumb into her tight little asshole as I continue rubbing her clit and pounding her hot pussy.

Darcie releases a low moan at the second penetration and bucks on the table back into my abusive cock. “Yours, Master. Only yours,” she moans with a tremulous voice.

The stimulation is too much for me, so I unload into Darcie’s willing body. I don’t think I’ve pumped that much into her in a couple of weeks.

I drag her to the bed and pull her on top of me. I release the catch on her brassiere, and Darcie shimmies as I pull it from under her.

We lay there for a while. Darcie props herself up to unbutton my shirt so she can lay on my skin. Before too long she’s grinding on my thigh.

I kiss her hairline. “Not had enough, Pet?”

“Never enough, Master. You spoil me so well. I feel more spoiled every day, and I can’t get enough of being with you, especially you fucking me. I just feel so empty when you’re not inside me.” She kisses my chest in punctuation.

Her earnest devotion to me has my cock reviving. I murmur into her hairline, “Things are looking up, my pet. Why don’t we address that emptiness.”

Darcie raises up abruptly and smiles at me. She slides off me, kicks off her shoes, and then straddles my hips, facing me. I palm her breasts and begin to play with her nipples. She holds onto my upper arms as she bounces up and down on my painfully hard cock. She comes a couple of times before taking me with her on her third orgasm. Afterward, she lays down on my torso.

After a short nap with me still nestled inside of Darcie, we get up and dress in casual clothes—jeans and polo for me, a pale orange sundress and flats for Darcie. We walk a couple of blocks to Trader Joe’s to pick up water bottles and wine. Darcie looks longingly at some carrot cake cookies, but I spank her round little butt and give it a squeeze.

“Patience, Pet. You have a birthday coming up in a couple of weeks,” I remind her. “We’ll have a sugar binge if you wish. July 30th, right?”

“Yes, Master,” she acknowledges. “When is yours?”

“January 18th, Pet,” I murmur into her ear as I caress her ass. “We need to get out of here before I fuck you right next to all this lovely wine.”

She shrugs as she pushes her ass back into my hand while she smiles over her shoulder at me. “Whatever you wish, Master.”

I give her tushy another gentle spank. “Check-out, Pet.” Darcie pushes the cart to the cashier stations. An old couple are watching us with surprised and indignant looks as we walk by.

The old woman murmurs, “Well, I never.”

I think to myself, Maybe you should try it.

After we check out, we carry our purchases to the room, and then check out the restaurant in the hotel. It’s nothing special, but it’s decent American pub food. Darcie has a panini with fries, I have a cheeseburger with sweet potato fries, and we share a salad. They do have a locally brewed pilsner that’s nearly as good as a Trümer from San Francisco or an Isenbeck from Germany—maybe on par with a Krombacher, also from Germany.

When we return, Darcie says, “That was okay, but I like the Elliot Park and its restaurant better.”

“I agree, Pet." I tell her. “I suspect this whole establishment is aimed at the young, hip, and cheap crowd. The hotel next weekend looks more like an upscale boutique place, and it’s close to the Guthrie.”

“Like the Vintage?” she asks.

I nod, “Yeah, more like that but without the kitchen.”

She shrugs and says, “Good. I thought the plan was to have fun here. We can cook during the week.”

I see a housekeeper pushing her cart toward us. She has the belligerent, empty look I’ve come to associate with zombies. My ward is slightly warm, indicating this one may be approaching with harmful intent.

I tell Darcie, “This is much more fun than going home to my wife.”

She catches on immediately and doesn’t hesitate in her response. “Thank you, Master. I do aim to please. I really think you should dump her and put a leash on my collar.”

I shrug as we walk past the zombie, “I can’t afford to, Pet. She would take half of everything, plus she has contacts all over the southwest. She would make it nearly impossible to get contracts. If she destroys me financially, I wouldn’t be able to afford to take care of my pet.”

“That’s okay, Master. I know where you really want to spend your time,” she says. I hand her my key card, and she unlocks the door to the suite.

I close and lock the door. Darcie mimes sending me a message from her phone. I nod and say, “My back is really tight.”

“We’ll do the outdoor yoga tomorrow morning, Master,” she says as she types on her phone. I silence mine just as I receive her text, which reads, R we bugged? Did I do OK?

I type as I respond, “That will help. I just hope it’s not one of those ‘tie yourself in a pretzel’ classes.” My reply to her says, U did great! Assume we R bugged.

Darcie says, “I’m sure it will be fine, Master. If it sucks, you can work your frustrations out on my body.”

I break out in laughter and delete the message I was typing out. “I’ll do that, Pet. Maybe we should practice tonight.”

Darcie answers breathlessly. “Please, Master.”

So we do.
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We wake up early feeling satiated from last night’s practicing to “work out my frustrations.”

We relieve our bladders and brush our teeth before we do some Taiji push-hands exercises for about thirty minutes. It’s still fairly new to Darcie. I just introduced her to it this past week, but she seems to be understanding it, and she does recognize the openings I intentionally offer her. Afterward, we dress in shorts and T-shirts. Mine are knit shorts with pockets and a gray technical fabric T-shirt. Darcie is wearing tight black boy shorts with barely any inseam at all and a light blue, strappy sports bra with her P!nk concert T-shirt over it.

We grab towels, water bottles, Taser flashlights, and spare T-shirts, and pack them in our respective light backpacks. We walk down to Mill Park with our mats under our arms, holding hands. When we arrive at the park, we find the teacher warming up. We introduce ourselves, pay with cash, and roll out our mats, planting our bags at the head of our mats and pulling out our water bottles. Darcie strips her shirt off and stuffs it in her bag, then looks up at me and gives me a big smile. I’m about to pull her in for a big kiss when the teacher tells us to get into the first position, and demonstrates. Later, I think. I soon feel my Type 2 succubus, imp, and Type 3 wards light up, but I keep cool and proceed as if nothing’s happened.

We start off with a sunrise salute, which allows me to see a couple of familiar faces in the class. Behind me and to my left is the red-headed succubus with her zombie pals from a couple of weeks ago on either side of her. Angelique is behind Darcie. Between the two demons are a couple more gorgeous women that might be Type 3 succubae. Angelique seems to be having a quiet conversation with the two ladies to her right, but I can’t tell what persuasion of being they are. The routine moves through the Warrior One, Two, and Three postures, which gives me an opportunity to get at least a passing glance at all of them.

The class finishes, and we roll up our mats. As we stand, Angelique appears next to Darcie. Her slim physique is encased in an outfit similar to Darcie’s, and I can see how she attracted Charles.

“Hi guys!” she exclaims.

“Angelique!” Darcie exclaims and hugs her dewy body to the petite Asian imp.

“Hello, Angelique!” I greet her warmly. I ask, “You couldn’t get Charles out to join you this morning?”

She shakes her head prettily as she answers, “Charlie’s rather hungover this morning. I wasn’t even quiet when I got out of bed. He barely stirred.” She reaches to hug me.

I hold up a hand. “Unlike you and Darcie, I actually do sweat.”

“That’s okay. Charlie sweats on me all the time,” she says, chuckling. I open my arms to the possessed zombie and collect a hug.

She asks, “Care to join my friends and me for breakfast?”

Darcie says, “I’d love to, but Master is planning to have me do Taiji for about an hour before we get to eat.”

“Maybe another time?” I offer. “Charles has my cell number. Just give us a call to set something up.”

“Sounds good,” the sexy little demon says. “What are you doing tonight?”

“Oh, we’re going to the Guthrie the next three weekends. Tonight is Guys and Dolls. Darcie’s never seen it,” I explain. “I’ve never seen the other shows either.”

“So you’ve seen Guys and Dolls, Jack?” Angelique asks.

“It came to ASU a couple of years ago. I went with my wife,” I answer guilelessly.

Angelique asks Darcie, “So you’re the travel wife?” A cute blond with a curly bob and an athletic figure and a svelte black girl join Angelique holding their gear.

Darcie shakes her head with a chuckle. “No. I’m Jack’s pet, and he’s my master. His wife is irrelevant to our relationship.”

“Interesting,” Angelique muses. “I hope that works out well for you.”

“I’m spoiled rotten,” Darcie says with a huge grin.

Angelique matches her expression. “Good for you. Me, too!”

“Well, no rest for the wicked,” I tell her. Darcie and I collect hugs again and walk toward an open space nearer the river.

I hear Angelique say as we walk away, “That’s the couple Madeleine mentioned. Charlie knows them from work.”

Darcie and I find an open space overlooking the Mississippi. We lay our bags and mats down and back off from them a bit. I start to lead Darcie through the 108 Posture Classic Yang Taiji form.

As we’re starting the third paragraph of the form, I see the red-headed succubus walk up with her posse—two zombies and two other very classically beautiful women. After we finish, she walks up and extends a hand. My Type 3 and Type 2 succubus wards are both firing.

She says, “Hello, I’m Cassandra. Do you mind if we follow along? We missed the morning session here in the park.”

I release her hand and shrug. “No problem, Cassandra. I’m Jack, and this is Darcie. I’m going to be stopping more this time to help her with a couple of things I want her to concentrate on.”

“That’s fine, Jack.” She extends a hand to the two beauties with her. “This is Emily...” the honey-blond waves a hand, “...and Marcy.” The tawny brunette waves and smiles. Cassandra indicates to the zombies and says, “These two are David and Zoe.”

“Pleasure to meet you,” I say. “Shall we?”

We go through the form another time, and they look like they’ve done it before. I work with Darcie on pivoting her weight on her heel. The next time, I concentrate on showing her how to use opposing forces to keep her balance on the kicks. The last time through, I just lead and let her concentrate.

“Good job, Pet,” I tell Darcie. She wraps me in a damp hug as I look at our guests. “Hopefully that was okay for you all,” I say.

Marcy says, “You emphasize things a little differently from our sifu, but it’s essentially the same. Thank you for letting us follow along.” She hugs us both before backing off to grab her gear. Definitely a Type 3. Probably a succubus. She says in parting, “Thank you. Maybe I’ll see you again.”

Darcie says, “That would be nice.”

Emily smiles and waves, saying cheerily, “Thanks, bye!”

Cassandra adds her own farewell, hugging Darcie and me. Yep, definitely a Type 2 succubus. “Hopefully we’ll see you again,” she says in parting.

“Sounds good, Cassandra,” I say. I wave at the zombies. “David, Zoe, thanks for joining us.” They nod with empty expressions and walk off, shadowing Cassandra.

I strip off my T-shirt and I pull a dry one, as well as my towel, out of my backpack. After we towel off and don dry shirts, we sip water as we watch them walk away.

Darcie cuddles up next to me. “All of them?”

I look around to ensure no one is close enough to listen. I turn to face the water before answering. I murmur, “Yep” as I raise my water bottle to my lips.

Darcie switches her water bottle to her other hand and pivots to hug me, facing the water. “David and Zoe are zombies?” she asks.

“Pretty certain,” I reply as we watch a variety of craft on the river.

“They all seem so nice. Even Angelique,” she murmurs.

“Yeah,” I admit. “But they’re supposedly feeding off the death throes, and the imps are feeding off chaos in some manner. The file we read didn’t leave much room for skepticism.”

“You’re more inclined to trust the beautiful ladies than the other group?” she asks with a knowing grin.

“Yes,” I growl. “Genetic coding, I’m afraid. But honestly, I can’t afford to trust either group.”

“Then we won’t,” Darcie responds pragmatically. She whispers conspiratorially, “I’d still like to fuck them all—Cassandra, Emily, Marcy, Angelique, her two friends, and Madeleine. They’re so hot!”

I chuckle, “You caught the name of our lady in red too, huh? Good job, Pet.”

Darcie preens in pleasure at my praise. “Maybe you’ll take me for a light breakfast and then reward me in the hotel room.”

“How about a reward in the hotel room, showers, and room service?” I counter.

“Perfect,” she purrs.

We shoulder our packs and walk back to the hotel, sipping our water during the trip.

Once we get back in the room, I jump Darcie. I press her face against the wall of the entryway and pull her shorts down. Darcie leans back to kiss me when I stand. I pull her sports bra up to free her perky tits before pressing my thumbs into the base of her back. Darcie moans and arches her back, so I tuck my tip into her opening and press my now-hard cock into her channel.

I bite gently into Darcie’s trapezius as I fuck her hard, pinching her nipples. “Geez, Jack!” she gasps. “Fuck my pussy! Give it to me, Master!”

I release her nipple so I can spank her ass cheek a couple of times before I return to pulling on her rock-hard nipples. Darcie squeals her release wordlessly, and I follow her into our shared bliss. I lean on top of my pet, pressing her into the wall as we catch our breath.

Darcie murmurs, “Now that is what I call a reward, Master!”

“It was very rewarding for me as well, Pet.” I look down at my shorts and undershorts hanging off my ankles and chuckle. “I’m a picture.”

“I bet we look absolutely feral,” Darcie says excitedly. “I always love it when you fuck me hard, Master, but that one was special.”

“I agree, Pet. I had thought to take you in the shower, but then I remembered how small the shower is,” I tell her with a chuckle.

Darcie purrs. “Wherever, whenever, however you want me, Master. I am your slutty little pet, ready to service you.”

I spin her around and kiss her soundly. I caress her luscious flesh as our kiss lingers. I am definitely addicted to this girl! I think to myself. I squeeze her juicy little ass and release her mouth.

“Take your shower, Pet. I’m going to order a bunch of food,” I tell her.

“I’ll be quick, Master.” Darcie cups my balls and kisses me again before sliding into the bathroom.

Despite not being impressed with the rooms, the room service menu looks pretty good. I order a couple of Belgian waffles, a plate of sausage and eggs to share, a couple of fruit cups, orange juice, and coffee. After hanging up, I strip off and shave. I tag into the shower as Darcie steps out and shortly, we’re both clean, dressed to spend the afternoon outside, and laying on the bed smooching.

Room service arrives just in time to keep me from taking carnal delights from Darcie again.

During brunch, Darcie researches more things to do in Minneapolis. She finds a riverboat Sunday brunch cruise out of Bohemian Flats Park. She calls to make a reservation for tomorrow while I call to extend our checkout to 2:00 pm. Unfortunately, the hotel isn’t able or willing to accommodate us, but we can leave our car in the garage until we’re ready to leave. That works.

We lay about drinking coffee while Darcie pitches other entertainment options to me, and we discuss classes for her upcoming term at Yavapai County Community College. We chat for a couple of hours, and I even catch a short nap afterward as Darcie continues her research.

About one o’clock, we fill our packs with water bottles and weapons. We leave the hotel and walk toward the river, heading north. One of the great things about this part of Minneapolis is it’s really easy to walk for miles along the river. We take note of kayak and canoe rental places along the river. Darcie thinks it looks like fun, so we add it to the list for next weekend. We walk past Nicollet Island up to Ole Olson Park, about two miles. We follow the loop in the walk around the park and head back south.

We stop at Broadway Pizza along the way for beers and a late lunch. We share an order of Baja tacos, wing drumsticks, and something called poutine. Poutine is a bit unusual, made of tater tots, cheese curds, jalapeno bacon, tomatoes, and more cheese on top. I jokingly call it Ole Swenson’s nachos. Darcie thinks that is hilarious to the point she snorts a bit of beer out of her nose. Her nose shuts down in reaction, and she can’t stop giggling. We can only finish about half of the poutine before we give up and continue our walk back. Darcie carries a handful of paper napkins as she tries to clear her nose. She giggles all the way back to the hotel. It is funny. I did the same thing once in high school when I snuck a beer into a Chevy Chase movie. I couldn’t help but snort at his antics, which resulted in beer up my nose and clogged sinuses until the early hours of morning.

Regardless, we get back to the hotel without issue. I have Darcie squirt some saline solution up her nose, and that takes care of the final issue with her nose after a few minutes.

“Why do you carry that with you, Master?" she asks as we lay down on top of the bed.

“Part of my emergency preparedness. It’s good for minor allergies and sinus infections,” I tell her.

“Good to know,” she says as she crawls up on my body and kisses me.

We continue to smooch lazily until we drop off for a nap.

I wake up to the lovely sensation of Darcie sucking my cock. She releases me from her mouth with a pop and strokes me lovingly with her hands. “It’s about time to shower and walk to the theater, Master.”

“Okay, Pet. Do you think you can finish your snack before I need to get up?” I ask with a grin.

I run my fingers through her hair as she says, “I’m certain I can, Master.” She sucks me into her mouth, bobs up and down on my knob a couple of times, and then dives all the way down to seat me in her mouth.

“Fu-u-u-uck,” I moan as she swallows my cock.

Darcie backs off and repeats that tactic two more times before I blow down her throat. She lovingly sucks all the semen out of my pipes before she bounces to her feet and rapidly peels off her clothes.

“Shower time, Master,” she reminds me perkily.

I groan as I crawl off the bed and kick my shorts and boxers off my legs. I strip off my shirt in time to see Darcie’s pert little ass disappear into the bathroom.

I follow her with my semi-hard cock trying to rise again. We try squeezing into the shower together, and my little friend quickly stands at attention again. However, since we’re on a schedule, we limit our fun to caresses, kisses, and sensual scrubbing—yeah, it’s a thing. By the time Darcie and I are done soaping each other’s bodies, the floor is a water hazard. I soak up the mess with our earlier towels, and then we start getting ready.

Darcie dries her hair as I dress in chinos and a striped Oxford. As I’m pulling on my boots, she drops a form-fitting, white, knit mini dress over her naked body. It’s not so tight that her figure stretches it, but it encases her body perfectly and teases the imagination. Spaghetti straps hang the bodice from her shoulders, and there might be four inches between her hemline and her pussy. Knowing what’s underneath—or not, considering she’s not wearing any underwear—the dress, I’m going to be distracted all night unless the show is very good.

Darcie tucks her feet into pristinely white canvas deck shoes. I grab a jacket and carry it over my shoulder as we leave the hotel and walk to the theater. We get there about two minutes prior to our dinner reservation. We sit on the patio and order drinks when tragedy strikes.

Darcie gets carded! I think, You gotta be fucking kidding me! I end up ordering club soda with a lemon and lime wedge for Darcie, and a glass of Kim Crawford Sauvignon Blanc for myself. We share a tuna tartare, avocado shrimp toast, and prawn appetizers. I have the branzino for dinner, and Darcie has the scallops. We finish dinner early enough that we can go to a different lounge for a drink before the show. I get a couple glasses of Kim Crawford while Darcie claims a standup cocktail table. I grab the glasses and return to Darcie.

We sip our wine and watch the people around us as Emily, one of the succubae we had met earlier, appears in the crowd on the arm of none other than Robert Davis, also known as Motown.

I think about how I could kill him here in the theater. I’ve got my knife and taser flashlight, but my pistol is locked in the hotel safe in the room. Darcie’s is, too. I’m good with a knife, but it would be difficult to escape if I did it here. It’s possible to strike a fatal blow that doesn’t get blood all over you, but knife work tends to be unavoidably messy, especially if they fight back. Also, I don’t want to leave Darcie to fend for herself just because I got sloppy and ended up in jail.

Emily smiles at me and waves.

I wave back and tell Darcie, “There’s Emily with a friend. He looks kind of familiar.” The honey-blond succubus is wearing a slinky, gold cocktail dress, with about one-inch-wide straps over her shoulder and a hemline that may be shorter than Darcie’s. She’s standing on four-inch fuck me pumps. She actually is nearly as tall as the tall, athletic, black man next to her.

Darcie nods as she sips her wine, then sets it on the table and turns. Her face lights up when she sees Emily approaching. “Hello, Emily.” Darcie cocks her head and asks with a grin, “Are you following me, sweetie?”

Emily freezes for an instant and then smiles in return. “Ah! You caught me, Darcie! I enticed this dashing young man to escort me so I could catch your attention. Now, I’m going to seduce you into leaving our men behind for a little sexy time!”

Darcie erupts into laughter. “Emily, you could have just gone back to the hotel with Jack and me. We had massive sexy time after Taiji. Master likes to reward me, and I’m sure he would find you a worthy reward for me!”

Emily’s laughter joins Darcie’s. I look at Robert Davis. He doesn’t look like he has much of a sense of humor, but I have to try. I cock an eyebrow and tell him, “Apparently we’re just here for their amusement.” He does smirk at that. I tell him, “I’m Jack. My pet is Darcie.” I extend my hand.

“Robert,” he answers with a sardonic grin. “Sadly, Emily’s not kidding. That’s exactly what she told me when she talked me into joining her this evening.”

I look at Emily. “Really, Emily. In the future, just ask. Darcie and I enjoy sharing a beautiful woman.”

Emily touches my arm flirtatiously. “Wow, Jack. I didn’t know you were so easy.”

I chuckle, “Yep. I’m both easy and cheap.” We all laugh, but I notice that Robert’s laughter doesn’t reach his eyes.

Robert looks at Emily, “Emmy, we need to find our seats.”

Emily nods at him before hugging Darcie and me. “Hopefully we’ll see you again.”

“That would be lovely,” Darcie gushes. They walk off toward the theater, and Darcie grabs my free hand in hers. “She would be so much fun!” she enthuses.

I grin at her and wink. I check the time and say, “We should probably find our seats soon, too.”

Darcie knocks back her wine and sets the glass down. I follow her example as she says, “Let’s find the restroom first. I don’t want to squirm through the show.”

We detour to the restrooms. It’s fairly crowded, but the line moves quickly. I wash up and stand outside to wait for Darcie. My phone vibrates, so I pull it out. A text from Darcie says, that him? I send one back—Pretty sure. Use Whatsapp. Erase this. Then I erase the text conversation. Darcie joins me about three minutes later. She kisses me and presses tightly against me. She winks as she pulls away and grabs my hand.

The usher takes our tickets and leads us to our seats, center stage about level with the stage and ten rows back. The lights drop shortly thereafter, and Darcie grips my hand firmly. She told me that she enjoyed working backstage in high school plays, but she’s never been to a non-school production. I know she’s excited about this. We watch the first act as Sky, the gambler, woos Sarah, a sergeant from the Save a Soul Mission, and Nathan, another gambler, tries to win back the favor of Adelaide, his dancer girlfriend. Sky and Sarah are on the road to romance when Nathan spoils it all by getting caught by the police running a crap game in the Mission.

During intermission, Darcie and I chat as I grab a couple of wine spritzers. The tables are all taken, so we step off to the side and enjoy our refreshments. Darcie laughs as she shares her observations from the first act. We set down our empties and head back to the restrooms. We’re probably only halfway into intermission, so it’s not terribly crowded yet.

I zip up and walk past Robert Davis as I go wash up. “Hello, Robert.” He nods curtly. If this is the extent of his acting skills, then it’s no wonder he gave up on being a hunter. After I wash up, I exit and wait outside for Darcie.

Robert eventually walks out of the john and stands next to me. He says, “Well, Jack. How do you like the show so far?”

I nod, “I’m enjoying it. I saw it at ASU a few years back with my wife. They supposedly had a Broadway cast, but honestly, these guys are good. I like the staging here better. The guy playing Sky is better, too.”

Robert shrugs and keeps his eyes on the exit from the ladies room. “I don’t normally go to the theater; however, Emily can be very convincing.”

I chuckle, “I bet. So, how do you make a living, Robert?”

He shrugs again. “I work security for a local social club. It’s a members-only establishment.” He turns to focus on me. “What do you do, Jack?”

“Oh, well, I’m a consultant,” I tell him. I drone on, “I do a lot of managing IT and business projects, mostly for insurance companies. I live in Arizona, and I end up traveling all over the US, plus I do a little international travel. I’m working on a contract down in Owatonna for Northwest Specialty Insurance at the moment. I’m helping them get a handle on the strategic project portfolio and implement better problem management practices for their IT shop. It’s pretty dead down there, so Darcie and I enjoy coming up to Minneapolis for the weekends. We may have to try out Saint Paul in a few weeks or run over to Chicago just to mix things up.”

“Is it difficult work?” he asks. He seems interested.

“Eh,” I grunt as I give him my own shrug. “It used to be. When I started, every project was new and exciting. Now it’s very unusual to find something like that. I just finished a contract in Phoenix with a health insurance company to roll out a bunch of new member services. That was fun. This stuff in Owatonna is all about solving problems I’ve fixed multiple times for multiple clients. Fortunately, the staff is all very engaged, so I don’t have to fight them to get stuff done. That can be a real bitch.”

Robert says, “I bet. You carry yourself like a military man. Did you serve?”

I laugh. “Yeah, centuries ago. First Iraq War, Desert Storm. Once a soldier, always a soldier. You?”

He frowns and turns away. “No. I used to be a cop. Security work is less dangerous and less stressful.”

At this point, Emily and Darcie walk out of the restroom arm-in-arm. Robert says, “Here are our dates.” He turns to me and offers his hand. As we shake, he says, “Enjoy the rest of the show.”

His palm is kind of slimy. It wasn’t before. Strange. It would be a good way to deliver a contact poison.

He holds an arm out for Emily, and she slides up to cuddle him. The succubus purrs, “Bye, Jack.”

I tell Darcie as she walks up, “Gimme a sec, Pet. I need to get rid of that second glass of wine.”

I walk into the restroom and immediately wash my hands.

I murmur in Darcie’s ear when I catch up to her. “Do you have some hand sanitizer?”

She pulls a small bottle from her clutch and squirts some into my palm. I rub it into my palms and hope for the best. We take our seats and I rest my hand palm-up on my knee while holding Darcie’s in the other. We laugh through the musical numbers and the ridiculous scenarios that result in Sky and Nathan getting married to Sarah and Adelaide respectively.

My hand shows no negative impact from whatever was on Robert’s hand, so I give up watching my hand and enjoy Darcie’s company.
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We don’t see Robert and Emily after the show, so Darcie and I leave the theater and walk to the hotel. We’re about a block away when we hear a female voice call out, “Darcie! Jack!”

We turn to see Emily hurrying toward us. We stop and wait for the gorgeous blond.

Emily’s firm breasts swing from side to side as she hustles towards us.

Darcie whispers in awe, “Boobies.”

“Yep,” I acknowledge.

We stand and wait for the blond beauty to catch up to us. Emily grabs our arms and catches her breath. “Thank you for stopping!” she gasps. “Robert had to go to work, so I thought I would take Darcie’s advice.” She hangs her head and gasps for a moment.

Darcie observes, “Emily, sweetie, those shoes are sexy as hell, but I don’t think they were made for walking. Are you going to be okay?”

I chuckle. “Do you want to ride piggyback, Emily?”

Darcie erupts in laughter and Emily buries her face in her hands from embarrassment. There’s a pink flush on her neck and down her chest.

The blond succubus moans, “I can’t imagine the grief I would catch from Cassandra and Marcy if they heard about me hitching on your back, Jack.”

Darcie’s laughter slows. “Just hold onto our arms, Emily. We’re staying at the Radisson. It’s not as nice as the hotel we’re staying in during the week, but it has a king-sized bed and it’s close. We still have a bottle of wine.”

Emily hooks an arm through Darcie’s, and I offer her the crook of mine. Emily takes my arm as we resume walking sedately toward the hotel. She asks, “So what are we going to do?”

I ask, “How do you feel about eating Darcie’s pussy while I fuck you? Or Darcie eating your pussy while I fuck her?”

Emily looks up at me innocently. “Does it have to be either-or?"

I laugh, “No sweetie. It doesn’t.”

Emily nods firmly, “We should do both and any other permutations we can devise.”

Darcie stage whispers, “We could double-lick his lollipop, Emily.”

Emily looks at Darcie. “Oooh. I like the way you think, sexy,” the blond responds.

Darcie says, “I recently had what Jack calls a triple play. Is that a common term?”

Emily says, “I’m assuming he means coming in all three holes. Is that right?”

“Yes,” Darcie gasps. “It was my first time with anal. It was intense!”

Emily scoffs and looks at me. “Jack, if my pussy can’t do it for you, you’re out of luck.”

I laugh. “I’m sure I’ll be just fine with what you’re willing to offer.”

Emily and Darcie giggle. Darcie chortles, “I bet, Master.”

Emily looks at Darcie and asks, “You’re a sub?”

Darcie nods enthusiastically, but I feel the question requires clarification. “Darcie is a natural sub, but when we had a couple of ladies join us, she was definitely in charge of them. My pet takes serving her master very seriously.”

A car passes us and pulls up on the curb. David, the zombie, sticks his head out the window. He says, “Emily! Cassandra sent me to get you.”

Zoe gets out of the passenger side and runs around to open the rear door for Emily.

The female zombie says, “I apologize for interrupting your fun. Robert said you were fine, but Cassandra said you were needed. They are having a bit of a row.”

“Well, shit,” the sexy blond groans. “Damnit.” Emily releases my arm and holds Darcie’s face as she kisses her passionately. Darcie squeeze’s Emily’s ass as they kiss. When Emily releases Darcie, she grabs me and pushes her tongue into my mouth. I wrap an arm around her slender waist and caress her tushy, and Emily moans into my mouth. Darcie cuddles up behind the blond and kisses her shoulder.

Emily releases me and whimpers, “I don’t want to go.” She hugs us together. “I can’t refuse without causing an even bigger shit-storm.”

“Maybe another time,” Darcie says. “We’re here for several more weekends. As a matter of fact, we’re going to the Guthrie the next two weekends.”

“I’d like that,” Emily says with a gentle sniffle. “Bye, darlings.”

I wrap my arm around Darcie as we watch Emily sit in the back of the town car. Zoe closes the door and walks around the front of the car to resume her place. Emily waves as they pull away.

“Interesting,” Darcie comments.

“Yep,” I agree. “Let me help you get over your disappointment, Pet.”

Darcie smiles up at me. “As long as I’m with you, I’m not disappointed, Master.” The desire in her eyes for me is humbling. My desire rises to meet hers, so I pull her into an embrace and devour her mouth.

I hear somebody across the street yell, “Get a room.”

Darcie releases my lips, winks at me, and leans past my shoulder. She yells back, “We have one, but it’s so-o-o-o far away.”

I laugh until she returns her lips to mine. She breaks the kiss and squeezes me tightly. She murmurs into my ear, “She was expecting to be picked up.”

I murmur a response in her ear. “She was thrown when you suggested she was following you.”

Darcie backs up enough to smile at me. “Yes. Well, it looks like it’s just the two of us, Master.”

“That’s plenty, Pet. Shall we?” I ask as I offer her my arm. She wraps both arms tightly around mine, pressing my arm into her right breast. We hurriedly return to the hotel and dash up to our room.
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I wake up slowly to the quiet sound of my alarm.

Darcie groans as I shut it off. I sing softly, “Sunday, Sunday. Can’t stop that day. Sunday morning, the alarm won’t go away.” I’m sure Mama Cass is rolling in her grave as I butcher the lyrics.

Darcie moans, “My ass is sore, Master.”

“Don’t complain to me, Pet. You’re the one that wanted to start the evening’s festivities with a spanking,” I tell her as I caress the soft flesh of her back.

She groans, “I thought it would help get Emily out of my mind. Instead, I kept fantasizing about eating her pussy while you spanked me.” She sighs. “You’ve turned me into a kinky slut, Master.”

“Nah,” I disagree. “I just freed the real you.”

Darcie smiles against my chest with her eyes still closed. “I do feel free, Master. I feel like I’m the person I’m supposed to be when you control me. In bed or in life. It just feels right.”

“Perfect,” I murmur before kissing the crown of her head. “Taiji, shower, checkout, and then brunch on a boat.”

Darcie kisses me quickly and launches out of bed. I get up and follow her into the bathroom.

She looks up at me expectantly as she finishes. I tell her, “Give me a fresh bowl. I’m going to make a mess.”

“Ew,” Darcie says as she gets up and flushes.

I take a seat just in time for my guts to explode. I wonder if it’s a side effect of whatever Robert put on my hand. After a couple more spasms, I feel done. I do the paperwork, wash up, and brush my teeth. Then I pull on workout togs, fill my water bottles from the big ones from the grocer, and grab a hand towel. The knife and gun go in my bag.

Darcie puts her pistol into her bag. She murmurs, “I need more practice, Master.”

I nod seriously but answer in a teasing tone. “Me, too, Pet.”

She smiles at me, kisses me, and says, “Okay, Master. I’m ready. Are we going back to the park?”

“Yes. Up for a jog down there?” I ask.

“I didn’t bring running shoes, Master. I will next time,” she answers with a bit of shame.

“No problem, Pet. A brisk warm-up walk it is,” I reply as I shoulder my bag and pick up my key. Darcie holds up her key, and we leave the room.

A little over five minutes later, we’re at the park and scoping out a spot to practice. It appears that the spot we used yesterday is being used by an Asian gentleman leading a Taiji group through the 24-posture form.

We warm up a little more before starting our training. I follow a similar routine as yesterday—leading Darcie through one repetition of the form. Then I work with Darcie on improving just the first section, or “paragraph,” as my teacher called it, focusing on shifting her weight, pivoting, and the opposing forces used to maintain posture for kicking. After about four repetitions correcting her first paragraph, I lead her through it twice more before leading her through the entire form.

As we finish, I hear an accented voice say, “The young lady is still learning.”

I turn to face the Asian gentleman. I salute him and smile. “So am I, Sifu.”

He nods gently before saying, “As are we all.” He pauses for a moment before addressing Darcie. “May I borrow your teacher for a moment, young lady?”

Darcie ducks her head momentarily. “Of course, Sifu. I have a lot to practice.”

The gentleman waves a hand in her direction before he beckons me to stand next to him. He turns to face the river. He says quietly, “Be patient. She is gifted with the ability to learn quickly, but she will not become perfect quickly. Let her work the form and learn from the movements. The movements of the form will teach her over time. The principles you taught her were correct even if you stated them differently than I would—likely resulting from a difference in the languages we first learned. If you pile too many of these principles too quickly she will get frustrated despite her obvious will to please you. Internal arts are exercises in patience and repetition. The teacher’s role is to make corrections and let the student experience the lessons of the exercise.”

I nod my head appreciatively. “I fear I’m not a good teacher. I know I’m not patient by nature, and that is an important quality for a teacher.”

The gentleman nods. “It can be learned through a lifetime of practice. Persevere. You are her sifu. She is counting on you.”

“Yes, sir,” I answer respectfully. “My name is Jack Jerome, Sifu. Thank you for investing the time to coach me.”

The gentleman turns to face me and extends his hand. “It is a pleasure to meet you, Mr. Jerome. I am Qwan Li An.”

I shake his hand as I respond, “It is an honor, Mr. Qwan. Darcie Conroy is my student. We will be in Minneapolis on weekends for a few more weeks. Hopefully, I will get to see you again.”

Mr. Qwan gives me a short bow of the head and walks with his hands behind his back, to where his students are practicing. I see a few different faces working on the Yang Long Form, but I clearly recognize Cassandra, Emily, Marcy, David, and Zoe in the group.

Darcie and I go through the form one more time before guzzling down more water and hurrying back to the hotel.

Darcie murmurs, “Cassandra’s entourage was in Mr. Qwan’s class.”

I nod after sipping some water. “I noticed.”

“I didn’t feel as strongly attracted this time,” she observes.

“None of them were trying to attract your attention,” I tell her.

We hurry back to our room, shower, and pack, then head downstairs to check out, leaving our bags with the bell captain. We shoulder our backpacks and leave for Bohemian Flats Park. It’s less than a mile away, and we have plenty of time. We get to the box office, pay for our reserved tickets, and board the vessel. I had thought it might be a paddle wheeler from the name, but the Paradise Lady is more like a contemporary luxury yacht.

We’re shown to a table by a young lady with long tawny hair and way too much flesh pushed into a tight, short black dress. Almost immediately after we take our seats, a young man comes to take our drink orders. Our mimosas and water arrive, and we order ham, basted eggs, and O’Brien potatoes. The boat disembarks about midway through our meal. We finish our meal and then walk out onto the deck with our mimosas in time to watch the boat move through the locks. Darcie and I soak up the sun, and my pet looks glorious in a pale yellow version of the halter jumpsuit. I resist the temptation to open the clasps to see her perky breasts in the sunshine, but it is difficult.

Shortly after we pass through the locks on the return trip, a speedboat races toward us down the river. It swerves off a collision vector to cut a circular path across the water. Suddenly it veers back toward us. I catch sight of Angelique’s friend, the imp with the curly blond bob haircut, steering the boat. She has a wide grin on her face as she points the speedboat into our vessel’s stern. I pull Darcie back from the rail and duck inside. We squat down to the floor just before we feel the impact of the speedboat on our hull.

I stand and look for a life preserver for Darcie. She gives me a worried look. “I’m not a strong swimmer, Master.”

I nod, “Swimming with a pack while clothed is different than swimming in a pool. Let me find you a life preserver.”

An announcement comes across the PA. “Ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking. We have been struck by a small speedboat in the stern. Please remain calm. We have safety features to prevent sinking in just such an occurrence, but our engine has been flooded with river water. You can probably feel the stern, or the back of the boat, sinking slowly. Once the engine compartment is flooded, the boat will stabilize. Unfortunately, we can’t sail you back to the dock. We have contacted our operations and the Coast Guard. We will transfer everyone to another craft to get you safely ashore before we tow this vessel back to the dock. As a precaution, the crew is handing out life preservers. The bar is free until you disembark, but I don’t recommend overindulging as it will make it dangerous for you to transfer to another boat. Please stand by for further instructions.”

A Coast Guard tug pulls up in about fifteen minutes, followed shortly thereafter by two cabin cruisers with the company logo. Darcie and I are waiting to transfer to a cabin cruiser when a USCG ensign stops us and questions us. We tell the young lieutenant what we saw. He manages to keep from ogling Darcie well enough to ask coherent follow-ups. He seems rather irked that we don’t know Angelique’s phone number, but he takes note of her surname, the places we met her, a description of the blond driving the boat, and Charles Swenson’s contact information. He says either he or local law enforcement may contact us for follow-up questions.

We get back to the hotel about 2:30 pm, visit the restrooms, and retrieve our bags. My bag looks different. I set it on a chair in the lobby and open it.

When I packed, I had everything neatly folded with my laptop on the top. Now, my laptop is on the bottom and my clothes are stuffed in a ball, which explains why my bag looked different. Darcie’s bag is similarly tossed, but it looks like whoever did it was more careful. We turn our computers on. Instead of the normal screens, we get a skull and crossbones image on a black field.

I shut off the computer and have Darcie do the same. I look at her. “How do you feel about going computer shopping this afternoon?”

“As long as I’m with you, Master,” she says with a tight smile. I kiss her forehead and we take our bags to the car. I inspect it for obvious tampering, but I don’t find anything. So we mount up and drive to the nearest Best Buy. We get Darcie another Surface Pro, and I get the latest MacBook Air. Several thousand dollars poorer, we return to our home away from home in Faribault.

I park in front of our unit at the Vintage Suites and drag our bags inside. I pull a small electronic device from the room safe—a gift from my jarhead friend in the Church’s armory. I key it on and walk around the room. It lights up around both our bags and backpacks. I find the little bugs and flush them down the toilet. There are none in our suite.

We spend the late afternoon getting our new computers set up. Darcie is unusually quiet as we work.

Fortunately, I back everything up to the cloud. I’ve got Google, iDrive, and OneDrive cloud accounts and a big DropBox for backups. I had set Darcie up the same way, so our content is still safe. It doesn’t change our feeling of violation.

I change the passwords on all of my cloud accounts once I have the new machine set up, and I have Darcie do the same. We look through our work files, and it appears that all I lost were a couple of draft documents that I had stored locally. Darcie lost a draft Visio diagram she was working on, but she still has the meeting notes and pictures from the whiteboard to recreate it. We log onto Northwest Specialty Insurance’s network and change our passwords on those accounts, too. I send an email to the company’s Chief Information Security Officer, or CISO. I also inform Michael and Gerry about the computer and boat incidents. Michael told me to take tomorrow off if I need it. I told him I’d take him up on it.

Finally, I call Charles Swenson. “Hey, Charles. Jack here.”

He greets me cordially. “Hello, Jack. How are you? The police called me about a boat accident you were in.”

“Yeah,” I acknowledge. “Sorry to drag you into that. It looked like Angelique’s little blond friend was driving the boat that hit us. I don’t know the first thing about Angelique, so I gave them your contact info.”

Charles sighs, “Yeah. Angelique was rather pissed about that. I may be in the doghouse with her and with my wife. Either way, I’m glad you’re okay. Is Darcie all right, too?”

“Yes,” I answer. “We’re both safe. Again, I apologize for dragging you into it. I should have called sooner, but I’m afraid I’m a little addle-brained after that. Michael told me to take tomorrow off if I need to. I think I might. We moved to a different hotel, and we’ll be back in town Tuesday.”

“Okay,” Charles responds. “Just relax and recover. We’ll see you on Tuesday.”

“Sounds good. Bye, Charles.” I disconnect the call.

I send out a couple of emails to people and reschedule a couple of meetings. Once done with that, I start working my way through all my personal accounts and changing those passwords—banks, Amazon, PayPal, Facebook, LinkedIn, doctors, PornHub, etcetera. Darcie has considerably fewer than I do, but she still has to take care of a handful.

When she’s done, she sits curled up in a chair. I notice she’s shivering and staring off into the distance. I wrap her in my blazer and kiss her forehead. I get her a glass of water and set it beside her. Then I let her alone until she’s ready to talk.

Personally, I’m quietly fuming. They put my pet in danger, and that will not stand. I’ll kill them all.

I run a security scan on our phones. This is something special I got from Mort when I learned about how people can hack phones. It sends pings through the cell data network and counts the number of network IDs, or MAC addresses, that come back for a specific telephone number. Anything greater than one is bad. Both mine and Darcie’s come back with one. Apparently, they’re not as proficient at hacking phones as they are computers. I also scan them for malware, but they come back clean.

I text Mort via WhatsApp to call me when he gets a moment. Shortly, I get a call through the app.

“Hey,” I answer.

“Hey,” he answers. “I don’t have much to report on my research. Scuttlebutt is that over the last two years that particular firm has hired somewhere between eight and fifteen empties. I don’t have any more details on who is doing what.”

“Lovely,” I respond.

“The person you asked about is pretty much what you explained to me. He started a couple of years after you changed careers. He disappeared nearly three years ago. He hasn’t been back to his hometown since then,” Mort reports.

“In short, you’ve got just a little more than nothing,” I grouse.

“I’m afraid that’s true,” he admits.

“Okay. Thanks, sir. I’ll call later,” I say.

I hear Mort say goodbye as I disconnect.

Darcie takes a big drink of water and walks into the bedroom. I search the internet for a nearby indoor pistol range. I find a range in Morristown, about nine miles away. I note the phone number and set a reminder to call them when they open tomorrow. I look up to see a naked Darcie in the bedroom doorway.

She whispers, “Jack, I need you.” Her eyes are glistening solemnly.

I shut everything down and walk to wrap my pet in a tight hug. She wraps her arms around me and buries her face in my neck. She murmurs, “Make love to me, Master. Remind me I’m still alive.”

I scoop her up into a bridal carry and manage to not bang her head on the doorframe.
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Ilay Darcie down on the bed and kiss her lips gently, slowly building heat. I nibble down her jaw to suckle her neck gently. It’s apparent, even to someone as self-centered as I am, that she needs life-affirming affection.

“Jack, please make love to me,” she whispers. “Please make your pet feel alive, Master.” She starts to moan her approval of my actions.

I kiss my way down her neck, down her collarbone, and down her sternum until my lips are caressing the swell of her pert breasts. I kiss, nibble, and lightly lick my way around her right breast, spiraling ever upward to find her puffy areola and tumescent nipple. I suck the hard little nodule into my mouth and use my teeth to gently pull it.

Darcie moans in response.

I release her nipple and try to suck the whole peak of her breast off the cone while whipping the diamond-hard nipple with my tongue.

Darcie gasps, “Oh, yes!” My pet holds my head tightly to her breast, pushing it into my mouth. I continue lavishing affection on her pert little breast as I look into her eyes, which are glassy with lust.

Being a big fan of balance, I release her right breast and pinch the nipple with my left hand as I start to spiral up her left breast. Darcie’s hold tightens on my head again as I take her other nipple in my mouth and give it the same treatment as I did the first.

Darcie’s mewling gasps in addition to the lush delights of her body have my cock hard enough that the fly of my jeans is in serious danger.

I release Darcie’s breast to push myself up and roll to my back. I shuck my jeans rapidly, undulating to get them past my hips. Darcie just looks at me with a joyful smile as I kick them off my feet. I roll back to my knees and quickly whip off my polo before I waddle between Darcie’s knees.

I tease her labia and channel with the hard head of my member before I slot my cock into her moist folds.

“Please, Master,” she begs. “Please don’t make me wait for what I need so desperately. Make love to me, Master! Please!”

I slowly press my cock into her tight channel, which immediately starts milking me. I groan with pleasure and Darcie exclaims, “Yes, Master! Fuck me! Please, fuck my hungry pussy!”

I bottom out in her and start stroking in and out as I curl my torso down to kiss her. As I start to suckle her neck, Darcie raises her legs and locks them around my waist. I pummel her cunt with my ravenous cock while severely arching my back to suck and pull on her hard nipples.

“Oh! Jack! I’m gonna cum, Master!” she gasps.

“Give it to me, Pet!” I whisper fiercely. “Your orgasms belong to me. Don’t hold them back from me, Pet. Give them to me!”

“Nnnnnnh,” Darcie whines, followed by a gasping release as she slams her hips to meet mine. “YES!” she screams, and I feel her clamp tightly around me.

I think, Not a moment too soon, Pet! as I unload into Darcie’s clasping channel, releasing an endless number of squirts into her hot, wet pussy. I stretch over her to kiss her ravenously as my lower half delivers load after load. Darcie wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me back.

“Perfect, Master,” she murmurs dreamily.

“Yes, you are, Darcie,” I admit. I can’t believe how quickly I’ve gotten attached to this young woman.

I slide an arm under Darcie’s waist and adjust the position of her right leg before I roll to my left. I pop out of her, but she crawls up on my shoulder so we can cuddle for a bit.

Darcie lies on my shoulder as we enjoy our post-coital glow. She murmurs, “They were willing to kill all those people to get us.”

I nod, “Apparently. Unless they know about how the boats are constructed, which would mean they just wanted to scare us off.”

Darcie is quiet for a moment before saying, “They were still willing to sacrifice one of their own.”

“Did you see her grin? She thought it was all good fun,” I respond. “That indicates she was an imp. As long as the brain isn’t destroyed while they are possessing a zombie, they just return to their home dimension.”

“That’s still messed up, Master,” she murmurs into my neck.

“Yep,” I agree as my left hand drops to cup her pert ass cheek.
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The next morning, Darcie and I did a HIIT session before we worked hand-to-hand. I gave her some drills to work with a knife, and played her attacker for about an hour. Afterward, we showered and I called Ahlman’s Gun Shop while we ate breakfast. I reserved two lanes at their range for about an hour and agreed to pay extra for the privilege.

We made the short drive to the gun shop and range and saw a field gun on a pedestal that comprised the business sign. Whether it was from the Revolutionary or Civil War, I really couldn’t tell, since it’s not something I ever bothered to learn about. I was only able to guess that closely because as a former artilleryman, I saw a lot of old artillery pieces at Fort Sill, Oklahoma when I was at the Artillery School. Darcie and I checked in, filled out the safety acknowledgement forms, and received a briefing from the range officer on duty—a thirty-something Nordic woman with a no-nonsense attitude.

We burned through a couple hundred rounds each. Darcie was noticeably more focused, and her accuracy reflected it. We worked on pulling the pistol from the backpack and firing. We practiced drawing from an appendix holstered position, from cross-body, and from behind the back. If we could practice frequently, Darcie would be ready to try an action range within a couple of months—moving through the range while engaging targets. My pet learned fast. I thought about having her take up three-gun competitions to help build skills; I’d need to think about it. Maybe I’d have Warren set up a combat pistol range instead.

After lunch, we went to the dojo in Mankato. A couple of the instructors were there training, and I worked with them while Darcie worked on the exercises I’d been having her do. Mr. Qwan was right. I wasn’t nearly patient enough to be a good instructor for her. I’d need to find one for her.

I worked with one of the Tae Kwon Do and Hapkido instructors for about an hour. I told him to push me, but he was definitely in a competition rather than survival mindset, and exhibited more Tae Kwon Do than Hapkido. Regardless, he was skilled, and the session got me warmed up. Darcie switched from Kenpo skills drills to Taiji forms training as I finished with him at the end of the hour. I thanked him and spent another hour with the instructor for both Aikido and Bujutsu. That guy got it; martial arts are about survival. He pushed me about as hard as I had been pushed recently. Aikido-ka and Aiki-jiu-jitsu-ka were difficult to deal with because they approached things from a different perspective. After an hour of that, we did about thirty minutes defending and attacking with a variety of sticks and training knives. I finished, feeling both invigorated and exhausted. I arranged some time to work with him again on Thursday afternoon.

Darcie and I stopped to pick up some groceries on the way home. We pan-grilled chicken breasts, and I tried to make a bacon, garlic cream sauce for spaghetti. It turned out okay, but I put that one on my list to practice. Darcie made a salad and roasted some broccoli and cauliflower in the oven. She was starting to demonstrate some basic skills in the kitchen, and I told her I was proud of her. She glowed from the praise.

After dinner, Darcie selected three classes to take at Yavapai Community College mid-August while I caught up on email and prepped for the rest of the week.

After we finished working, I tried to put Darcie into a Shibari net dress and botched it. My mind was not focused. The combat training earlier today got me focused for a while, but my brain was an undisciplined mess by the time I started making dinner. Despite not getting the “happy knots” in the correct place, I was able to get Darcie off multiple times through other techniques. We dropped off to sleep a little before 10:30 pm.
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Work on Tuesday is a little weird. My brain is still not in the game. I’m definitely thinking more like a hunter than a consultant. After fighting to pay attention through two meetings, I take Darcie back to my office and have her suck me off under my desk. She’s thrilled to serve me, but I’m pissed at myself that it’s necessary.

The bottom line is something doesn’t feel right about the whole incident on the Paradise Lady. Emily’s attempts to pump us for information were weak at best. If she really was looking for intel, then pillow talk would have been the way to go. I guess she was just trying to figure out when we would be back in town.

That means that they probably learned that we were going to brunch on the boat from a bug. Tossing our bags and sabotaging our computers was an amateurish move. They could have put bugs in the bags, or even the computers, and we probably wouldn’t have noticed. At least, the odds of us discovering the bugs would have been less. Maybe they just wanted to scare us off.

Darcie and I have a working lunch and call it quits at about five. We’re at the stage in which we’re doing a lot of reviewing of work deliverables and coaching. Things are going pretty well, but I find it pretty boring.

Since it’s all new to Darcie, she seems to be eating it up. I listen in on a couple of review sessions she does with the IT Operations and the service desk employees on problems they’re working on. She really is a fast learner, and she remembers almost everything that I had gone over in the classes. When she sees something that doesn’t line up with what I taught, she flashes the guy or gal a bright smile and says, “Have you thought about trying…,” and launches into something that lines up better with what I taught.

One guy is getting to the point that he actually cringes when Darcie smiles. He just responds with, “What did I forget this time?” She always responds with a giggle and shares her observations. She doesn’t direct or correct, just points out differences between the curriculum and observed behavior.

Darcie learns quickly to ask, “Why did you do that?” I personally like that tactic because it lets the facilitator draw them out, making the person think about their reason more logically than they might have in the moment. There are a few occasions when Darcie responds to an explanation with, “That makes a lot of sense.” Usually, she follows the comment up by reinforcing the curriculum and then explaining her understanding of why the difference makes sense to her.

In short, she’s a natural. I don’t have half of her people skills. If we keep working together like this, she’s going to end up being the person the clients engage first.

Wednesday, I meet Charles for lunch while Darcie has a working lunch with a young woman from the service desk. Charles relates that Angelique is still upset. She hasn’t been to his apartment since Sunday, but she’s at least taking his phone calls. She misses her friend, Carmen, the blond that rammed the boat.

Thursday, I have a meeting with the head of Inland Marine Underwriting and the head of the PMO after my lunchtime martial arts workout. The topic of discussion is that money sump project I re-labeled and used as an example in the training workshops. The PMO exec picked up right away that my sample was the same as this live project. The underwriting exec had been one of the most outspoken voices to cancel the “sample project,” but has just now figured out that we were talking about his pet project. He is not amused.

I let him vent for about twenty minutes about all the great business outcomes the project will deliver before I point out that he’s already pissed away the equivalent of two-years-worth of benefits in six months trying to deliver it. Finally, he agrees that the project needs to be canceled. Then, I talk to him about what work product he can salvage and other ways he could get the benefits he’s looking for. We come up with a series of small changes that will get him close to his objectives without any capital outlay, and he leaves pretty happy.

The PMO exec invites Darcie and me to happy hour as a thanks for helping her win that battle. Her name is Janice Kirby, and she’s a middle-aged woman with frosted brunette hair in a pixie cut and a modestly curvy figure. I’m guessing she’s in her late thirties. She’s not an athlete, but she’s attractive in both face and figure—nice, fist-sized breasts, reasonably trim waist, straight limbs, and a round tushy. Janice gets a little drunk, and so we end up driving her home. She invites us in for coffee. While the pot is going, she excuses herself to change out of her work clothes. I’m pouring coffee when Janice returns wearing a lacy teddy and a lace robe over it.

I check out the view and look at Darcie. Darcie winks at me and says, “You look much more comfortable, Janice. Do you mind if I get more comfortable, too?”

Janice blushes. She says, “I think maybe we should skip the coffee and retire to my bedroom.”

“I’m in,” Darcie says. “What do you say, Master? I would like to fuck Janice. How about you?”

I sip my coffee and set it on the counter. “What are you interested in, Janice?”

“Anything,” she moans. “I’ve been divorced for nine months, and it’s been a long cruise, sailor.”

I chuckle. “Okay, I think we can help you out.” I wink at Darcie. “You in, Pet?”

“Most definitely, Master,” she responds breathily.
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Janice kept us well entertained until the early hours of the morning. The poor woman was starving for affection, and she really was willing to do anything. She took to eating Darcie’s pussy like an old pro despite claiming to never have done it before, and she definitely enjoyed Darcie’s reciprocal attention. I gave her a triple play, including fucking her ass while Darcie ate her pussy. Good times were had by all until we passed out sometime after two in the morning.

[image: ]


Friday morning, Darcie and I wake up at 6:30. We kiss Janice goodbye and drive back to our hotel apartment. When we arrive at the office, she joins us in my office for coffee. She makes it clear she’s going to be wanting a replay as often as she can get it for the rest of our stay, emphasizing her point by displaying her lack of panty and freshly shaved mons. I give her my regrets for the weekend, but we console her with an office quickie. Darcie sits in my office chair while Janice eats her pussy and I fuck the exec from behind. The ladies put themselves back together before we finish our “meeting,” but anyone who sees Janice will know where that glow has come from.

Darcie and I finish work at 3:00 pm. We head back to Faribault to pack weekend bags at the apartment before we drive to Minneapolis. We check into a new hotel, the Moxy Downtown. It’s got a kind of minimalist chic decor, and it’s less than a two-block walk to the Guthrie and just a little more than that to our favorite Taiji training park. We end up getting their OMG Suite, which has a lovely balcony facing toward the ballpark. We check in and deposit our bags, then Darcie changes into a mint green halter jumpsuit and I switch to jeans and a polo with a light cotton jacket.

We try a new place for dinner just around the corner, the Sanctuary. After dinner, we run by Trader Joe’s to stock up on water, wine, and mixed nuts.

Given how late we stayed up last night, we fall asleep early.

Saturday morning, we rise early, attend a yoga class, and do Taiji afterward. Angelique and her friends—Cassandra, Emily, Marcy, Zoe, David, and Milli, the svelte black imp girl—show up for yoga. Angelique talks for a bit, but seems distant. Milli says that they both miss their good friend Carmen, the blond that died in the boat wreck. We give each of the imps a hug to console them, which Milli uses as an excuse to caress my cock. I chuckle, and Darcie tells her she’s welcome to join us at the hotel after Taiji. Emily, Marcy, and Cassandra all flirt with us too, but they all leave after yoga.

In the afternoon, Darcie and I rent kayaks and spend a couple of hours on the water. Darcie enjoys herself despite not being comfortable with the idea of swimming in open water. She’s rather attached to her life preserver but has fun paddling, racing, and splashing me with her paddle.

We get back to the hotel with a slight tingle of sunburn on our arms and faces. We each drink a large bottle of water and collapse into bed to cuddle up for a long nap. We wake about five in the evening and shower to dress for the theater, and I take a moment to check for electronic bugs. I don’t find any. Darcie is wearing a forest green little cocktail dress with matching two-inch strap heels and nothing else. I go for black slacks, a slate blue open collar shirt, and a lightweight matching black jacket. Darcie puts her pistol and taser flashlight in her purse, and I stuff my taser flashlight into my right pocket with my clip knife. We saunter slowly towards the Guthrie arm-in-arm.

Even though Sea Change was really good, we decide to try the other restaurant at the Guthrie since I’m irked at them for carding Darcie. This time, we dine at Level Five Café for “comfort food with a twist.” Darcie goes directly for a club soda with lemon and lime, and I have a Stella Artois. We end up ransacking the appetizer menu, having soup, salads, and a dip and spread platter of hummus, baba ganoush, tapenade, and baguette crostini.

We finish dinner and head to our previous lounge for a couple of wine spritzers and enjoy them at a stand-up table. Two guys are chatting up Darcie when I reach the table with our drinks. One cold look from me, and they disappear like fog in the sunshine. We don’t have any chance encounters with the local demons, so we finish our drinks at a leisurely pace and flirt with each other. When the drinks are gone, we visit the toilets and find our seats.

The show tonight is Floyd’s. The synopsis reads, “A truck stop sandwich shop named after its tough-as-nails owner, Floyd’s is more than just a respite for truckers. It’s the first step for its formerly incarcerated employees and their last hope for survival. A motley crew of line cooks forms under Zen Master Montrellous to learn the secret art of making the perfect sandwich.”

Surprisingly, Floyd is a woman. There’s a lot of social commentary and humor mixed in. I personally like Guys and Dolls better, but I enjoy this one nonetheless. Darcie and I walk slowly back to the Moxy arm-in-arm, discussing the play and what we liked about it. I’m always amazed how minimal staging can make theater productions seem so real, and Darcie responds excitedly by telling me about some of what she learned about staging in high school productions.

We walk through the door into the reception lounge of the hotel, and I’m immediately overcome by a wave of raw sexuality. The perimeter of the lounge is packed with people trying to act casual, but every last one of them is focused on a lone figure sitting in the center of the lounge in the middle of a couch. The beautiful woman has placed herself primly on the edge of the seat with her hands clasped in her lap. Instead of the draping red gown we saw her wearing at the orchestra, she’s wearing a dark navy, pin-striped pencil skirt and a matching jacket that’s open just enough to show the curves of her large breasts draped seductively in silk and lace. She has a retro, 1950s-style navy hat perched jauntily on the right side of her head with just enough dark lace hanging in front of her eyes to add an air of mystery.

The gorgeous brunette stands on four-inch heels as she spots Darcie and me walking in. We approach as she steps forward, almost hesitantly. Darcie and I each lean in and kiss her on opposite cheeks, and she audibly sighs in relief.

“Hello, Madeleine,” I say.

She smiles shyly. “You know my name,” her husky voice murmurs.

Darcie says, “Angelique referred to us as ‘the couple that Madeleine mentioned.’ It wasn’t that much of an intuitive leap.”

Madeleine smirks. “I suppose not.” She bites her lip seductively. “Angelique told me your names and said you were in town this weekend. I asked her to call around the local hotels to find where you were staying. I hope it’s okay to meet you here.” She drops her face shyly before looking up through her lashes. “I’ve been thinking about your idea at the orchestra.”

“Ah,” I respond, and at the same, Darcie says excitedly, “Oh, yes!”

I offer an arm, and Madeleine slides her arm through it. Darcie takes Madeleine’s other arm and says loudly enough for everyone to hear, “Come on upstairs. We have wine and snacks. It’s a lovely evening to sit on the balcony and enjoy the cool weather. It’s high enough that mosquitos aren’t really a problem.”

Madeleine smiles and replies, “That sounds absolutely wonderful, Darcie. I would love to join you.”

We make our way at a leisurely pace to the elevators. At this point, I don’t know who’s the hunter and who’s the prey. All I know is we are going to have a fine time.
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We enter the suite, and I close the door as Darcie immediately cups Madeleine’s face and kisses her with rising passion.

I press my hardening cock between the globes of Madeleine’s generous, firm ass and nibble her neck. I murmur into her ear, “You look sexy as hell, Madeleine. I’d be hard-pressed to choose between you in this outfit or that gown at the orchestra.”

Madeleine breaks her kiss with Darcie and turns to cup my face. “I’m glad you are pleased, my Lord.” Then I get a taste of the ambrosia of Madeleine’s lips.

When I open my eyes, Darcie is nibbling Madeleine’s neck and fiddling with the buttons of her jacket.

I tell Darcie, “Take your time, Pet. We have all night. Madeleine is a rare treat, and we need to honor her and savor the experience.”

“Yes, Master. I’ll go pour wine,” she says. She caresses Madeleine’s face before turning to sashay into the room. She shakes herself gently to help lessen the sexual fog that’s threatening to take us over.

I decide to act innocent for now. “What is that perfume, Madeleine? I think it’s short-circuiting my brain.”

“No perfume, Jack,” she responds and turns in my arms. Her almond-shaped brown eyes look up at me from under her lowered eyelashes. “But you already know that, don’t you, my Lord?”

I tell her, “Madeleine, the only thing I know is that your impact on Darcie and me hasn’t diminished despite the intervening weeks since we last saw you.”

I’m not ready to admit anything to her, yet. Madeleine smiles seductively at me, I lean in to kiss her slowly. We start gently, but the passion escalates quickly. Madeleine’s hands slide up my chest to cradle my head as we devour each other’s mouths.

We break the crushing kiss, and we both gasp. Madeleine’s eyes look wild as she says, “Wow, Jack!”

“I need to follow my own advice to Darcie, Madeleine. Please, come in,” I say. She slides under my right arm, holding me tight to her. With her heels on, Madeleine is probably close to six feet tall, but they are four-inch spikes. She’s probably only an inch taller than Darcie without them.

I smile as she stares at me. Darcie walks up and kisses each of us before handing us each a glass of a lovely New Zealand Sauvignon Blanc—some dry, mid-priced little gem we picked up at Trader Joe’s with a nice balance between fruitiness and tartness. Darcie returns with a glass of her own. We clink our glasses and take sips.

Darcie is nearly overwhelmed by Madeleine’s aura. Our guest must be a royal. Bernadette is the only succubus I’ve met with a power of seduction approaching this level, but I’ve never felt Bernadette put out this much sexual energy. Madeleine’s seductive power has a presence all its own.

Regardless, as I learned long ago, the best way to break the seductive spell of a succubus is to indulge her. Darcie catches my smirk as I think, It’s a dirty job, but someone has to do it.

Madeleine asks, “Do either of you mind if I make myself more comfortable?”

“No, sweetheart,” I murmur before sipping my wine.

Darcie smiles seductively and says, “Madeleine, if you show me yours, I’ll show you mine.”

Madeleine’s eyes don’t leave Darcie’s as she sets her wine on the bedside table. “I’m counting on it, Darcie.” She steps a little closer to my pet and starts unbuttoning her jacket. “In fact, I am counting on seeing yours, caressing yours, licking yours, nibbling yours, fingering yours, and rubbing yours while your master fucks me mercilessly.”

Darcie steps in and suckles Madeleine’s neck, causing the exotic beauty to abandon her buttons to cradle my pet’s head. I just barely hear Darcie murmur into Madeleine’s neck, “All that and more, beautiful.”

Madeleine nearly purrs with pleasure before she finds words. “You are so perfect, Darcie. No wonder your master adores you.”

“I do treasure my pet,” I respond as I set my glass aside and remove my jacket. I hang my jacket and return to find the women are still kissing and fondling each other.

I slide in behind Madeleine and reach around both women. I cup Darcie’s pert little ass as I press my cock into the cleft between the globes of Madeleine’s ass. Both women moan as they react, Madeleine pressing her ass back into me, Darcie threading her fingers into my hair.

I release Darcie’s tushy and slide my hands between them to release the last button of Madeleine’s jacket. I slide my hands up her abdomen, sensing what feels like a corset underneath the silk camisole. I press down gently with my left hand at the waistband of her skirt as my right hand strokes upward until it encounters a massive, heavy breast. I cup Madeleine’s breast and murmur into her ear, “Shall I take your jacket, gorgeous?”

Darcie releases my hair to cup Madeleine’s face to maintain their kiss as our gorgeous playmate extends her arms down and back. I slide the garment down her arms to reveal a rich, cream-colored, silk and lace camisole with the thinnest of spaghetti straps. The back is low-cut to reveal the equally silky, dusky skin of her back and shoulders.

I kiss her shoulder before walking away to hang the garment, trailing my fingers across Madeleine’s round ass as I break contact. I strip off my boots and socks before returning to my previous position.

I open the hook and eye closures at the back of Madeleine’s skirt, and it immediately starts to lose position to the forces of gravity. I expected the skirt to be stretched over the bounty of Madeleine’s wide hips and round ass, but it glides off easily, perfectly tailored to Madeleine’s lush physique.

The skirt drops to the floor, and I retrieve it. Madeleine lifts first one leg, then the other. I nuzzle her ass during the maneuver, nipping and nuzzling through the tightly stretched foundation garment she’s wearing under the skirt. It looks like a petite little black half slip that reaches about an inch below her goodies and the curve of her generous ass. It’s apparently some kind of alternative to a girdle that I’ve never seen. Her legs are lean, curved properly to show there’s some muscle in there. The shoes highlight her calves fabulously.

I drape a hand around her left calf and glide it up to cup her tushy before hanging her skirt.

I hear Darcie gasp, “Damn, Madeleine! Your breasts are huge! Gorgeous, but huge. How does your back not hurt?”

Madeleine chuckles sexily. “Apparently, I’m built for sin. I never have a problem with my back. And before you ask, they are F cups.”

“Wow!” Darcie exclaims. “Mine are barely B’s.”

“Yours are perfect,” Madeleine and I say at the same time.

I walk back to find Madeleine standing topless in a silver corset with black paisley print, her little slip, stockings, and heels. She tosses her camisole to the nearby armchair before smiling over her shoulder at me.

Madeleine purrs, “Give me just a little space, darling. Getting this off is going to require a little effort.”

I pick up Darcie in a bridal carry and sit on the armchair, then deposit her onto my lap.

Madeleine hooks her thumbs between the waistband of the garment and the corset before she shimmies side to side and pushes it down to reveal her mons and the tops of her thighs.

I tend to prefer more compact figures on women, like Darcie, Candice, and April. Bernadette and Janet, my ex, have the most lush figures that have ever caught my attention. Yet, as I watch Madeleine revealing herself I find myself mesmerized by her huge assets. Those F-cup breasts are topped by three-inch areola and large nipples, which are not only distended, but appear to be lactating. Those massive cones of breast flesh don’t sag, but rather stand proudly, pointing out from her chest.

When I saw that slip, I expected cellulite stippling on her upper thighs and ass. Admittedly, those aren’t things you expect from a succubus, but the idea of a girdle kind of planted the picture in my brain. Of course, there isn't any. The tops of her thighs are as smooth and sexy as the rest of her legs, and her bubble butt shows only acres of soft firm ass cheek.

“Damn!” I breathe out as I watch her bend to step out of the slip. When she stands, I take note of a garter belt that matches the corset and is holding up black stockings, the sparse landing strip on her mons, and dark labia. A cinched corset normally creates a bit of a bulge above and below it. Madeleine doesn’t have that; her abdomen is flat below the garment.

Madeleine pulls a couple pins out of her hair and removes her hat, releasing a cascade of black waves and curls that bounce off her shoulders, down to the middle of her back. She puts the pins in the hat and tosses it on the small table next to us.

She is unbelievably gorgeous. I nibble Darcie’s neck just above her collar, and she moans, grabbing my right hand and pressing it into her crotch. She whimpers, “Master, may I?”

I nip her ear, and Madeleine purrs. “Why don’t you show me what you have on under your dress, Darcie.”

“Do it, Pet,” I whisper before releasing her.

Darcie stands between Madeleine and me before she plants her feet wide. She sways from side to side as she caresses her own neck, abdomen, hips, and ass through the green silk of her cocktail dress. She teases us by dragging her hemline up and her spaghetti straps down. She turns to face me and winks before turning to look shyly over her shoulder at our new partner.

Madeleine is raptly watching every move Darcie makes.

Darcie slides her left arm out of its strap and holds the bodice of her dress against her abdomen. The garment slides down her torso to reveal her breasts. Darcie’s right arm slides out of its strap, and she sticks the tip of her right index into the corner of her mouth as she moans sexily and looks over her shoulder at Madeleine with hooded eyes.

Madeleine is mesmerized as Darcie slowly lets her dress slide down her body to barely hang from her hips.

Darcie cross-steps to face Madeleine, holds her pose for a moment, and then releases her dress to pool around her ankles. She kicks out of her low heels before stalking around Madeleine to the foot of the bed.

I get up and strip off the rest of my clothes as Madeleine tracks Darcie’s perfect little body.

Darcie crawls onto the bed slowly and positions herself in the middle of the king-size mattress. My pet lays her head down with her ass in the air. She caresses her ass and legs as she looks up at Madeleine seductively. “See anything you like, Madeleine?” Darcie purrs.

“I’m going to love you soo good, Darcie,” Madeleine sighs.

I walk up behind Madeleine and wrap my arms around her. “We’re going to love you so good, Madeleine,” I growl in her ear as I caress her massive breasts.

“I’m counting on it,” she moans.

My fingers get moist as I pull on her nipples. Madeleine moans again, “Yes! Milk me!”

“Are you lactating?” I ask. Darcie pops up onto her knees to look.

“Ye-e-esss,” the Middle Eastern beauty hisses in pleasure. “I have a condition that started when I was seventeen. Milk me, my lord. Feed your pet from my breasts.”

I’ve had breast milk before during sex, and I must say, it is a treat. “C’mere, Pet. I’m going to feed you.”

Darcie jumps off the bed to lick my wet fingers. “Open your mouth, Pet.”

As usual, Darcie obeys perfectly. I pull and pinch on Madeleine’s distended nipple, shooting a stream of milk into Darcie’s mouth. “Swallow, Pet,” I order.

Darcie does and closes her eyes in pleasure. “Mmmm! Master, her milk is yummy!”

I can’t respond because Madeleine has claimed my mouth. Instead, I crook a finger and beckon Darcie to come drink from the font. My left hand slides down to scissor fingers on either side of Madeleine’s clit. I squeeze her labia gently and rub my fingers along the outside of her sex. She moans in my mouth.

I release my kiss and murmur, “Madeleine, come morning, we’re going to own you.”

“Yesssss,” she hisses with pleasure. “Use all my holes, my Lord. I am prepared for you. Plant your seed everywhere in my body. I am here for the pleasure of you and your beautiful pet.”

“Darcie,” I murmur. “Resume your position.”

I hear a pop as she releases Madeleine’s nipple. “Yes, Master,” she answers breathily.

I gently rub Madeleine’s clit through its hood. “Face up, Madeleine. I want to see you lick Darcie’s pussy while I plough yours.”

Madeleine quakes in my arms and stumbles slightly. I hold her against me tightly until she’s steady enough to follow my direction.

Darcie is on the bed with her ass high in the air and legs splayed. She whines, “Master! May I touch myself?”

“You may,” I tell her.

Madeleine crawls on the bed and lies next to Darcie. She kisses Darcie and murmurs, “Please, Darcie. Allow me the pleasure of pleasuring you.”

“Please hurry, Madeleine,” Darcie groans. I can see her fingers working her love button. “I need an orgasm quickly.”

“Pet, I did not say you could have an orgasm, only that you could touch yourself,” I scold.

“Oooh! Master, please!” she moans in response.

“Not yet, Pet. I want your first one to be mind-blowing. You will wait until I tell you, or I’ll spank you and make you watch me loving Madeleine without touching yourself.” I can’t help but grin as we play our game.

Darcie whines as Madeleine’s fingers find their way to Darcie’s dripping pussy. “Master, pleease! I need it,” she snivels cutely as Madeleine does her very best to make Darcie come on her hand.

“No, Pet. You want it,” I correct her.

“But I want it really ba-ad, Ma-a-a…” I touch Madeleine’s shoulder, and she stops her ministrations. “...a-a-aaahh. Oh, Master! I was so close.”

Madeleine caresses Darcie’s back and ass while teasing her nipples, allowing Darcie to cool her jets momentarily.

“I know, Pet. I asked Madeleine to stop because I don’t want to set you up for failure,” I chide her. “Now, we’re going to play a game, my beautiful pets. The winner gets my cum wherever they want it. You have permission to have an orgasm as soon as the game starts, Darcie.”

“Oh, Master. I want to win. How do I win?” Darcie whimpers.

“Madeleine?” I ask. “Are you in for this game?”

“Yes, Lord!” she answers enthusiastically. Her eyes sparkle with excitement. I haven’t seen a flash of red at all from her, just authentic joy, lust, and excitement.

“Good, my lovelies,” I respond with a smile. “Madeleine will use her mouth and hands on Darcie’s pussy. I’ll use my cock on Madeleine’s pussy. If Darcie comes first, I’ll dump my seed in Madeleine. If Madeleine comes first, then Darcie gets the treat. Sound fair?

“I was just there, Master. It won’t take long for me,” Darcie says.

Madeleine says, “I had one from you sucking my breasts, and one from Master playing with my pussy. I’m probably at a disadvantage.”

Darcie responds happily, “Oh, okay!”

Madeleine looks up at me, down at my rigid shaft and back up to my eyes. She grins and says, “To make it completely fair, Master, you should have to use the same weapons that I’m using.” She starts scooting in position.

I’m liking this beautiful succubus calling me Master. I grin back and say, “I’m game.” Darcie lifts her leg to make it easier for Madeleine to get in position.

Darcie chortles, “Strategic error, Madeleine. He’s very good with his mouth and hands.”

Madeleine laughs lightly. “I’m counting on it, Darcie. Now here’s the question you need to worry about. Is our master better with his hands and mouth than I am?”

Darcie and I join in Madeleine’s laughter as I move into position and caress my new lover’s thighs. I get down on my elbows and kiss the inside of Madeleine’s thigh. I call out, “Are we ready, my pets?”

They answer back in unison, “Yes, Master!”

I dive into Madeleine’s moist pussy. I lick her from her taint to her clit with the flat of my tongue, and I hear her gasp a moment after Darcie does.

Madeleine’s womanhood smells divine. There are hints of spice in both her flavor and the smell underneath her slight muskiness. Her petals split readily after my second lick and her juices flow readily from her channel. I swirl my fingers in her juices as I suckle her petals, working my way up to her clit.

I can hear Darcie’s breathy moans of encouragement as I pull back the hood on Madeleine’s clitoris. I start rapidly licking her with short stabs of my tongue as I slide my right index finger inside her, curling it up to tickle that textured spot that brings women so much joy. She whines her pleasure as she focuses on getting Darcie off. Madeleine is starting to thrust into my finger, but I apparently haven’t distracted her enough to make it difficult for her to focus on Darcie.

So, I add another finger as I start to suckle her rather large clit.

Madeleine curses, “Damnit, Jack. That’s not fair!” I just hum happily and keep at it. She gasps violently, and I feel a little pulse around my fingers. I don’t think that was enough to qualify as an orgasm yet, so I keep going.

I can hear Darcie moaning her pleasure, but she’s also taunting Madeleine in a sing-song, gasping voice. “Yu-ou’re go-going doown, Leinie!”

Madeleine moans in response, “Li-like, he-hell, lit-t-tle girrrrl. Wa-watch thi-i-...," Her voice modulates down and groans out, “Oh fuck, Jack…” before resuming her earlier comment. “...watch this, Darcie!”

Darci cries out, “Oh no! Not the asshole! Not! Fair!” I can hear her trying to hold back.

I start stroking Madeleine with a rapid, come-hither gesture as I suck and lick her clitty, and she gasps out, “Shit!”

Then Darcie screams as she does for her most powerful orgasms. A short moment later, Madeleine gasps, “Yes!” as she squirts twice in my hand and bucks underneath me. My mouth loses its grip on her clit, and she continues to thrust her cunt onto my fingers. I choose to stab licks at her love button while she bucks on the fingers that continue to pummel her pussy.

Madeleine spirals up again and clamps down hard on my fingers. “Ooooh!” Madeleine gasps as she tries to suck in breaths.

I pull my fingers out as she slowly descends from her wave of bliss.

Darcie crawls up, and I offer her my fingers. She sucks them into her mouth and languidly licks them clean as I lay between Madeleine’s legs and lap up the juices streaming from her.

Madeleine wraps her legs loosely around my shoulders, and I look up at her enigmatic smile.

When I’m done, I respond to her expression. “Madeleine, if that’s the best smile you have after that treatment, I must have done something wrong.”

Slowly, a mischievous grin arrives on her face. “You have, Master. You haven’t given my prize to me.”

I smile up at her. “Where do you want it?” I ask.

Madeleine crawls up to rest on her elbows. “I want it right where your fingers were, but it seems only fair that I take it in my mouth this time. Maybe I can get another load in my other holes before morning.”

“I’ll do my very best, Pet,” I tell her. “It won’t take long. I’ve been rock hard since we walked in the room.”

She smiles at me, and I can’t help but crawl up and kiss her. We fall down into a clench as we devour each other’s mouths. I feel Darcie slide in behind Madeleine, so I open an arm and squeeze my favorite pet closer.

We break the kiss, and Madeleine grins at me. “Down my throat, my Lord. I’ll hang my head off the mattress, and you can fuck my mouth and throat until you come inside me. If I’m not choking on your cock, fuck me harder.”

I kiss her gently and roll off the bed. “As you wish, my pet.”

I’ve always liked this position because you literally can fuck the lady’s throat if she can take it. It’s not so good for tongue action on the sensitive underside of my cock, but Madeleine gets creative and manages to stroke me with her tongue occasionally in between leveraging the vacuum pump of her lips. As I start fucking her mouth more vigorously, she starts to make choking sounds and a red flush appears on her neck.

Darcie moans, “That’s so hot, Master. I can see your cock fucking her throat!”

I reach down and squirt some of Madeleine’s milk at Darcie as I pull and twist Madeleine’s nipples. Darcie scissor mounts Madeleine and starts grinding into her.

Madeleine moans around my cock, and I’m done—driving my hips forward and shooting load after load down Madeleine’s throat. When I finish squirting, I back up, and Madeleine returns to sucking me vigorously until she suddenly pats my leg rapidly.

Madeleine pikes up to grab Darcie's top leg and holds it firmly as the two beautiful women grind their pussies frantically against each other. I slide in behind Madeleine to hold her up and caress the underside of her huge, heaving breasts and nibble her neck.

Madeleine suddenly locks up rigidly and gasps, “Oh! Yesss!”

“Fuck, yeah,” Darcie gasps in response as she starts to tremble and fall over next to Madeleine.

We collapse into a pile as we all catch our breaths. After a while, Madeleine sighs, “Ooh...that was lovely, my darlings.”

I lean my head in and capture one of her nipples and refresh myself with her breast milk. “Mmmm. That’s nice too.”

Darcie gets up to fill a few water bottles and passes them around. She says, “Drink up, lovers. This pet is ready for round two.”

“Work, work, work,” I mutter teasingly. Darcie and Madeleine both flash brilliant smiles and break into girlish giggles.
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We tried just about every possible combination, every possible position, that two ladies and a man can do without toys. Our mouths, fingers, and my cock were all constantly busy. I fucked Madeleine while Darcie rode her face. Darcie ate her out, while I took my pet from behind. Darcie finger fucked her ass while Madeleine rode my cock. I fucked Madeleine’s ass and choked her slightly while she licked Darcie’s rosebud and finger fucked her pussy.

We had sex with Madeleine until about three in the morning. I managed to have seven orgasms throughout the night. I didn’t feel Madeleine power me up, so either she was very subtle, or the stamina glyph was doing its work. In truth, I believed she was just powerful enough to be subtle.

Darcie begged Madeleine to stay when she started getting ready to go. A sad expression took over Madeleine’s face. She said, “I would love to stay longer, chérie. Sadly, I only have a pass until daylight. In this season, that means I had better be back by four thirty if I want to avoid trouble.”

Darcie and I cuddled as we watched Madeleine put herself together. By the time she was done, you couldn’t tell that she just spent five hours doing some hard fucking. She looked as fresh as she did when we met her in the lobby.

I told her, “We’re back in town next Saturday for Leaves of Grass at the Guthrie. I can try to get you a seat with us if you like.”

She looked at me solemnly for a moment. A beautiful smile slowly bloomed on her face. “Really?”

Darcie gasped, “Yes! Please. I have to see you again. Please let Master and I take you on a date. Dinner, show, pithy conversation, and lovemaking. Can you get free?”

Madeleine replied, “Getting two Saturdays off in a row from the club is unlikely, but I will ask.”

“Key in my phone number,” I told her. She handed me her phone, and I texted my number, then Darcie’s.

Madeleine kissed each of us passionately. “I must go, my darlings. If I’m late, I’ll have no chance of going on our date next weekend.”

She bolted out the door.
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Darcie and I checked for surveillance bugs after Madeleine left. We found two, but the placement of them—in the light over the bed and in the vent in the bathroom—made me think they weren’t Madeleine’s work. It was most likely the work of housekeeping.

Rather than worry about them, I wrapped myself around Darcie and fell asleep for a few hours.

The alarm woke us much earlier than either of us wanted, but we dragged ourselves out of bed and walked down to the park for Taiji.

Darcie and I worked on our forms for about thirty minutes before Mr. Qwan turned his class over to a senior student and joined us. He alternated doing push hands with Darcie and me for about twenty minutes. Neither of us were able to tag him well enough to challenge his balance. I’ve worked with Taiji teachers who would sink their weight to the ground to maintain their balance. Mr. Qwan didn’t bother. Every time I would move to push him off-balance, he would have already shifted to an unassailable position. His hand would snake out to gently rest against my shoulder or chest, and I would have to adjust or drop to avoid falling or stepping to maintain my balance. The old gent just smiled gently as I struggled.

Afterward, we did some free sparring. I used my entire repertoire, and Mr. Qwan used a blend of Taiji, Xing Yi, and Bagua. His fighting style seamlessly flowed from one style into the other, and he was a formidable opponent despite being at least two decades older than me. His skill level was amazing.

Darcie and I said goodbye to Mr. Qwan before we returned to the hotel for showers. We packed and dressed casually. We took the bags to the car and walked to breakfast at the Hen House. The wait was significant, but we put the time to good use by sending thank you texts to Madeleine. Once we finally ate, we returned to the hotel, checked out, and drove back to Faribault. We stocked up on groceries, returned to the Vintage Suites, checked for bugs—there were none—and took a long nap.

Monday morning, I sent Darcie for coffee and asked Janice into my office to help me set up something special for Darcie’s birthday on Tuesday. I had to scold her for attacking me with her mouth immediately, but she pulled herself together. I gave her a shopping list, and Janice’s eyes popped open wide as she read it.

Janice looked at me and asked, “Really?”

I nodded solemnly and said, “I’ll need your participation to make it work. Are you up for it?”

Janice moaned, “Oh, God, yes! This is an extensive list. I better get busy. I’m not sure if I can get the big one delivered tomorrow, but I’ll make it happen if it’s at all possible.”

“Thank you, Janice,” I murmur quietly. “I’m sure you can handle it. I’ll ensure you are rewarded well for your help.”

She hugged me and hurried out the door on her way to the nearest sex shop to arrange a delivery to her house for Tuesday morning.

Tuesday was all about Darcie.

I made French toast for breakfast before we headed into the office. We stopped for coffee on the way in, and Darcie got one of the sugary coffee drinks that she used to drink before I took over her diet. Her face scrunched up at the overpowering sugary taste, and she pitched it in the bin in favor of a plain latte with whipped cream.

She said, “I used to love those; they were my guilty pleasure. But they’re just too sweet now.”

“Tastes change over time, Pet,” I responded.

I managed to fill the morning with meetings, so Darcie was focused on work while Pam Swenson, Michael’s executive assistant, helped me by having lunch brought in from Darcie’s favorite place in town. All of the admins helped Pam set up lunch in the boardroom while I kept Darcie busy.

After our last meeting, I told Darcie, “Pet, please go to the boardroom and ask Pam if she has the packet Michael wanted me to sign.”

Darcie frowned slightly, but murmured, “Of course, Master.”

I turned toward the restroom as she reached for the boardroom door. She opened the door, and everyone in the room yelled, “Happy Birthday, Darcie!”

The entire project team and all of the assistants were in the boardroom, and Darcie froze in the door from the surprise. She looked around to see my grinning face. I waved her into the room. She mouthed, “Oh my God!” before turning to walk into the room of her cheering fans and colleagues.

We burned about two hours celebrating Darcie’s birthday. We lied about Darcie’s age and told everyone she was turning twenty-two. No one would have believed that she was just nineteen, even if we had tried to tell them.

After the party, Darcie led an afternoon workshop while I checked on the preparations at Janice’s house. Everything looked good. I returned to the office before the end of Darcie’s workshop, and we left early for our apartment in Faribault.
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I start our preparations for the evening by giving Darcie an enema. After she’s clean inside, we shower together at a leisurely pace with lots of kisses and caresses between soaping and rinsing. Darcie applies a touch of makeup before pulling on black silk thigh-highs with three-inch heels while I dress in a classic tuxedo. When I finish dressing, I pull a small tub of coconut oil from the night table. Darcie bends over the bed with her ass in the air. I lube Darcie’s little rosebud, and she whines quietly as I insert a string of small Ben Wa balls into her back door. I pull a pair of heavier metal balls out of a box and suck them into my mouth until they’re warm and wet. I gently press first one, then the other, into Darcie’s pussy to the accompaniment of her sighs. I wipe my hands on a towel and help Darcie to her feet.

I kiss Darcie slowly as I caress her silky flesh. Darcie moans into my mouth.

I ask her, “Are you ready, Pet?”

Darcie looks up at me with hooded eyes. She says, “Jack, my wonderful master. You always make me feel like the most special woman on the planet, yet I know I’m not. Thank you, Master.”

“I think you are that special, Darcie,” I tell her before I kiss her again. “Get dressed, Pet.”

Darcie drops a little black silk dress over her head, and I watch the lucky fabric slide down her naked torso as I pull on my jacket. Darcie paints her lips with a clear gloss before she grabs her clutch, and we exit the apartment.

I lead Darcie from the apartment and seat her in the SUV. I wrap a black silk sash around her eyes before I get into the vehicle and drive her to Janice’s house.

I back the car into Janice’s driveway and park before assisting Darcie out of the car. I guide her up the sidewalk and to the front door. Janice opens the door, and I coach Darcie. “A step up, Pet. Now another. Great job, beautiful.”

Darcie moans, “Master, the balls in my pussy are making me horny as can be. They’re so heavy. I’m afraid they’re going to slide out of me.”

“Kegel, my Pet. They will only be in there for a short time longer,” I encourage.

“Yes, Master,” she whimpers in response.

Janice closes the door, and I scan over her curvy form draped in a black satin and lace camisole and tap panty ensemble topped with a long, black lace robe and accented with four-inch strappy sandals. I nod my approval as I guide Darcie to the dining room.

I set Darcie’s clutch on the hall tree next to Janice’s keys, before I lift Darcie’s dress over her head to leave her standing in her stockings and heels. Janice hands me a length of silk rope, and I use it to bind Darcie’s wrists behind her back while Janice takes Darcie’s dress to hang it in the closet.

I seat my pet at the table, and Janice uncovers a complete, catered Italian meal. I feed Darcie a light meal of osso buco, orzo, and broccoli in between my own bites. As we finish our meal, Janice crawls between Darcie’s thighs and pops the metal balls out of Darcie’s pussy to the accompaniment of my pet’s moans. Janice licks and sucks the metal balls clean before she leans in to lick Darcie’s dewy womanhood while I feed my pet a dessert of tiramisu with espresso whipped cream.

Darcie moans around the spoon in her mouth before she swallows the delicious morsel. She whispers, “Hello, Janice.”

Janice chuckles, “Happy birthday, Darcie.”

After we finish eating, I have Janice drop her clothing.

I move Darcie’s chair to face away from the table for easier access. I coat both of Janice’s nipples with espresso whipped cream and have her feed it to Darcie while I fuck our hostess from behind. With the aural stimulations of Darcie’s mmm’s and Janice’s moans of encouragement to us both, I unload inside Janice’s hot, wet cunt as soon as she climaxes.

I hold Janice until she is able to stand. Once she’s steady, I have her lie back on the table along the edge. I smear her bald pussy with more of the espresso whipped cream before moving Darcie to sit in front of her treat of my cream, whipped cream, and pussy juice. I tell Darcie, “Lean forward and eat, Pet.”

Darcie releases a small squeal of pleasure when she discovers the treat I made for her.

Both women moan as Darcie eats her treat. I grab a fistful of Janice’s hair and pull her head to the edge of the table. I kiss the MILF’s mouth for a quick round of tongue tag before standing to slide my semi-rigid cock into her eager mouth. I pinch and pull her nipples as I fuck her hungry mouth. Janice holds my hips as I treat her mouth roughly. She keeps pulling me deeper until she gags on my now hard cock.

I look down the contours of Janice’s body to watch Darcie. She is so sexy with her arms tied behind her back, blindfold over eyes, licking our shared lover’s quim. Sensing my regard, Darcie smiles momentarily and returns to her treat. I murmur, “Happy birthday, Pet.”

Darcie stops her ministrations long enough to mouthing a silent “Thank you, Master” before flashing me a brilliant smile and dropping her face into the messy pussy in front of her.

Darcie has Janice pretty clean soon thereafter, so I pull out of Janice’s mouth, having accomplished my goal of being ready for the next round. She whimpers prettily and grabs my cock.

“Who’s my good little whore, Janice?” I ask her.

She looks scandalized. “I am, Master. I’m your good little whore,” she whispers with wide eyes.

“Are you getting paid sufficiently, my little whore?” I ask.

She quivers as another orgasm takes her. After her legs fall slack, releasing Darcie’s head, she responds, “You pay me very well, Master.”

“Good,” I reply smugly. “It’s time to take Darcie to your bedroom. Get up, my little whore.”

Janice gets up and kisses me quickly before darting off to the bedroom.

I lift Darcie gently by the arm before I kiss her, savoring all the flavors in her mouth. She moans into my mouth as our tongues chase each other. I palm her petite little breast and give it a gentle squeeze, and she presses forward into my hand.

After I break the kiss, Darcie lays her head on my shoulder. She murmurs, “You’re spoiling me rotten, Master.”

“Good,” I murmur in response before leading Darcie to Janice’s bedroom, holding my trousers up with one hand and Darcie in the other.

We enter the bedroom, and I stand Darcie in front of the Cross of St. Andrew that was mounted on the wall of Janice’s bedroom this morning. I leave Darcie standing for a moment as I kick out of my clothing. Janice hangs my garments while I untie the rope from Darcie’s wrists as she stands patiently, facing the cross. I rub her wrists to ensure that her circulation is good before I shackle her into the leather cuffs hanging from the cross.

I slowly guide Darcie backward until her hips have enough bend for me to easily fuck her from behind. Darcie’s arms are mildly stretched and her back is arched beautifully. I slot myself in her entrance and slowly press forward into her tight, moist folds. I pick up the pace after a few strokes, while Janice crawls under her to hang off Darcie’s hips and lick her clit.

Darcie orgasms quickly under the combined attention of Janice and me. A second climax follows shortly after the first.

I stick my fingers through the little loop at the end of the string and pop the Ben Wa balls from Darcie’s ass slowly after her second orgasm. The sensations are too much for her, and take her to her third climax.

I pull out of Darcie and remove the sash from over her eyes. I kiss her, and then I hand Janice the string of balls that just came from Darcie's asshole.

I tell Janice, “Clean them, my little whore.” Janice moans as she takes them and begins to follow my instructions. Granted, we ensured Darcie was clean beforehand, but it feels so naughty as Darcie and I watch Janice lick and suck the balls clean of coconut oil.

“Good job, my little whore,” I coo. “Now turn so we can watch you feed them into your own ass.”

Janice spins like her life depends on it. She puts her head on the floor and pushes her butt upward before she starts pushing the small balls past her rosebud. Darcie and I stare, transfixed, as the balls disappear one by one.

“Good job, Janice,” I tell her. “Now go get ready for what comes next.”

Janice stands and kisses Darcie hungrily. Then she slides out from under Darcie to give me a wet kiss before she finally goes to prepare for the next treat. I unshackle Darcie and turn her around on the cross, shackling her facing forward.

Janice returns with a strap-on; the glistening dildo that protrudes from the harness is five inches. The small phallus is only three-quarters of an inch in diameter, but it’s for a special purpose.

Janice steps in close to me and pulls the harness out a bit to show the larger end disappearing between her labia.

“I think I’m going to like this game, Jack,” she murmurs. “I like being your little whore.” She looks up at me with wide eyes.

I pick Darcie up in my arms and slide between her and the cross before I lift her knees. Janice smears coconut oil around Darcie’s rosebud and inside her rectum. Darcie whimpers as Janice’s slick digit invades her tight ring of muscle.

Once done with her preparations, Janice wipes her hands on a towel before she steps up and presses the tip of the silicone phallus into Darcie’s dark passage. Darcie moans at the slow intrusion of the small toy.

Janice leans in between Darcie’s open thighs and murmurs into her ear, “I’ve been so wet thinking about fucking your tight little ass, Darcie.”

“Yes,” Darcie gasps. “Fuck me, Janice. Open me up. I bet Master is going to follow you in.” She drops her heels to Janice’s shoulders.

Janice slowly builds speed, and Darcie’s moans turn to whimpers. I hold Darcie at an incline and kiss her lips and squeeze her thighs. Janice strums Darcie’s clit with her thumb until my pet orgasms from the combined stimulation. She gasps, “Oh God, YES!”

At that point, Janice pulls out of Darcie, and I slowly set my pet down on her feet. I step around Darcie, wrap an arm around her waist, and kiss her deeply as she hangs from the manacles and rides the remnants of her climax.

I release Darcie to stand on her own, and Janice slides in behind Darcie, cupping her breasts and nuzzling her neck. I kiss my pet again.

Darcie moans into my mouth, and when I release her she gasps, “Master. Fill me. Pleeease.”

I lift Darcie off the ground, and the manacles hang loose. I press my glans into Darcie’s pink little rosebud and press until it deigns to grant me entrance.

Darcie moans, “Yes, Master. Fill me. Use me.”

Darcie’s body slowly adjusts to my invasion, and I start a slow rhythm of long strokes, bottoming out in her ass each time.

Janice suckles Darcie’s neck and trapezius while aggressively stroking her clitoris.

I lean forward to kiss Darcie as I plunder her dark depths. She moans and whimpers in my mouth before her body starts to spasm. I release her mouth as her orgasm takes her.

“Jeez, Jack,” she moans. “What. Are. You. Doing. To. Me?” she gasps as her body shakes with yet another climax.

“I’m getting you warmed up, my darling pet,” I murmur into her ear. I look at my accomplice and order, “Get out of there, Janice.”

I pull out of Darcie slowly as Janice slides out from behind her. I set Darcie’s feet gently on the ground and hold her body close. I kiss her until she’s steady on her feet and her mouth begins to hungrily devour mine. When she releases my lips, I growl, “Mine.”

“Yes, Master,” Darcie purrs. “Yours. Your pet, Master. Yours to play with and use however you see fit. Lead me, Master. Tell me what to do.” Her eyes are at half-mast and filled with lust.

I kiss her quickly and tell her, “Watch this, Pet.”

I crook a finger and beckon Jance. Darcie’s eyes open wide and she leans back onto the cross as Janice crawls across the floor.

I say coldly, “Clean me, my little whore.”

Janice whimpers before squatting in front of me and taking my cock into her mouth. She sucks and licks my hard member aggressively. I tell her, “Play with your pussy while you clean my cock straight from Darcie’s ass, whore.”

Janice moans loudly as she uses her left hand to grab my hip and pull me deep into her throat to gag herself. Her right hand dives between her spread thighs. I can see her forearm working feverishly as her head pulls back and slams forward again. I’m guessing she’s pulling on the double-headed dildo she has secured into her pussy. With all the saliva escaping her mouth, my cock has to be clean by now.

Janice screams around my cock as she starts spasming violently and rolls backward off her heels to the floor.

I’m worried. “You didn’t hit your head, did you, Janice?”

Her querulous voice answers, “N-n-no, Ma-mas-master.”

“Are you okay?”

“Ooooh, yessss,” Janice moans. “I’m grrreat.”

I squat down and pick her up. “Recover here on the bed, Janice,” I order quietly. I lay her on the mattress and turn to find Darcie watching me intently. As I stalk toward her, she bites her lip. I reach up and pull her lip from her teeth with my thumb before I lean in and gently bite it myself. Darcie moans her approval as I transition to sucking on the plump lip.

I lift Darcie by the waist. Her legs open and rise of their own volition, and I press the head of my hard cock into her welcoming pussy. Her legs wrap around my waist as I devour her mouth. I reach out and release first one manacle, then the other. Darcie grinds on my cock and wraps her arms around my neck as I release each one.

I feel a soft hand on my left shoulder. I turn in that direction and walk to the bed. Janice crawls back onto the bed and stands on her knees at the edge with the small phallus pointing at its target. She grabs hold of Darcie’s hips and presses forward with her latex cock. I watch Darcie’s face as Janice pushes the small dildo into Darcie’s ass. I can feel the progress of the small intruder as Darcie’s eyes open wide and round.

Darcie moans, “Oh, Master. I’m so full!”

“Good, my Pet. That’s how I want you,” I murmur with a smile. Then I start to move.

Janice and I work to find a complimentary rhythm. Initially, we alternate; I withdraw as she thrusts and vice versa. Darcie whimpers, moans, and groans from the assault on her senses. She has a mild orgasm, followed shortly by a stronger one as Janice and I saw in and out of her body.

Then we coordinate our thrusts. On the first one, Darcie hangs slack from my shoulders with her mouth agape and eyes wide. I say, “Harder, Janice.”

Once. Twice. Thrice, we brutally thrust into my beautiful little pet.

Darcie gasps, “So full!" A moment later she keens, “I’m comiiiiing!”

On the fourth thrust, Darcie throws her head back and releases an ear-piercing scream as her vaginal walls clamp down on me hard.

Darcie shakes violently in my arms as Janice and I give her a couple more thrusts. Darcie tries to crawl off of me, so I hold her tightly and press against Janice’s abdomen. Our little MILF slut takes the clue to back out, and I thrust twice more into Darcie before I give in to the milking sensations of her clasping channel.

Darcie collapses onto my shoulders and her legs slowly slide down to hang limply. I stumble to turn and sit down on the mattress as we ride out our bliss. I fall back onto the mattress and roll to my side, pulling Darcie’s upper leg up to hook around my hip. Her eyes open slowly and a brilliant smile blooms on her face. We look into each other’s eyes as we lie there gasping to catch our breath.

I hear a couple snaps of quick-release buckles, and then Janice presses her sweaty body against us. I wrap an arm around her shoulders, and she wraps one around Darcie as we lie together, resting.

We eventually stir and get up. Janice says, “I’ll get some drinks, Master. I’m parched. You can stay and hold the birthday girl.” She pulls on her lace robe and disappears toward the kitchen.

Darcie and I move up to lie on the pillows. She places her hands on my chest and rests her chin on them while she surveys my face. She has a satisfied smile on her lips, and her eyes are sparkling.

I look down into her eyes. “Hello, beautiful.”

“Hello, Master,” she sighs happily.

“Are you having a good time?” I ask.

Her eyes open wide. “Such a good time!” she exclaims. “I hope you’re not suffering too much,” she teases.

“Work, work, work,” I tease in return.

Darcie blows a raspberry at me as Janice walks in carrying a breakfast tray with a champagne cooler, a pitcher of ice water, and three glasses for each beverage. The champagne flutes each have a strawberry in the bottom of them. Janice says, “I’m surprised you aren’t too parched to do that.”

Darcie smirks. “It doesn’t require much moisture, plus my tongue is pretty well recovered from eating your pussy earlier.”

Janice smirks. “You did a really good job on me. I’d offer to let you practice on me anytime, but you really don’t need any.”

Darcie giggles, “We can call it whatever you want as long as I can fill you up with espresso whipped cream and lick you clean. The mixture of your juices, Jack’s cum, and the whipped cream was very tasty indeed. We could make a killing if we could bottle it.”

Darcie and I sit up as Janice hands us each a glass of water. After we all hydrate, I pop the champagne open and fill the flutes.

After we take turns using the bathroom, we start sharing champagne kisses with each other. The flutes are quickly placed the side table. I lay out a towel, and Darcie lies on top of it. Janice crawls on top of Darcie into a sixty-nine position. I interrupt for a moment to dribble champagne on Darcie’s nether lips. She gasps before Janice dives in to lick her clean.

I watch the ladies for a bit, drinking some more water. My cock is starting to show signs of life, so I set the glass on the bedside table and move the tray to the chest of drawers in the hopes of avoiding a bigger mess than the one we’re already creating.

Once all is in order, I crawl onto the bed behind Janice’s bum. Darcie looks up at me from between Janice’s thighs and grins. I wink back at her and waddle forward to tap my semi-rigid cock on Darcie’s lips. She alternates her attention between my member and the treat Janice is presenting her.

I massage Janice’s ass, squeezing and massaging the muscles deeply as I enjoy the gentle moans the two ladies elicit from each other. Then I hook the little ring on top of Janice’s rosebud and slowly pull out one ball. I massage her ass again for a while, and then pop another ball out. I continue to alternate until all the balls are out of her anus, and then I pitch the string onto the floor next to the wall.

At this point, my cock is ready for action. I spank Janice’s ass and quietly demand, “Open up for me, little whore. Gape that asshole.”

Janice whimpers prettily and tries. God bless her, she actually manages to open it up a little way. I point my glans into the small opening and press forward. I find that I need to stand to get the best angle to penetrate Janice’s tight passage. I press forward until she has accepted me to the hilt, then I grab her hips and start to violently fuck her asshole.

“Oh God!” Janice exclaims as she starts to gasp from the abuse I’m dishing into her ass. Her head comes up, leaving Darcie without any loving. That causes me to pull out rapidly and spank her ass. I don’t even have to say anything; she just puts her mouth back to work pleasuring my pet.

Darcie hums happily as she pleasures Janice. I push roughly back into Janice’s dark passage and pummel her ass until I feel her body start to quiver violently underneath me. The stimulation of her tight sphincter is too much for me.

I unload into her ass as Janice’s head pops up and she gasps, “Stop! Please, stop! I-I can’t take any more!”

It takes me a moment to figure out what she’s saying, but I pull out quickly once I do. I fall down to lie beside the ladies. I’m concerned that I hurt her, but Janice is still spasming hard in a violent orgasm. She rolls off Darcie and lies back in my arms. I caress her breasts and stomach.

Darcie grins as she sits up. Her face is wet from Janice’s emissions. Darcie teases, “Somebody liked that.”

Janice groans as she shakes in my arms. “Yesssss. Verrry much.”

Darcie leans in to let me lick Janice’s juices from her face. Once she’s clean, she cuddles up to kiss Janice, as our hostess slowly coasts down from her bliss. Janice wraps her arms around Darcie and tries to catch her breath in between nibbling on Darcie’s lips. Darcie winks at me as I caress both ladies.

It doesn’t take long before the girls are kissing each other with intent. I feel Darcie’s hand pushing me away, so I slide out from under Janice and roll off the bed. I drink another glass of water and pour another half-flute of champagne. I slide carefully around the ladies to lean against the headboard.

Darcie slowly maneuvers herself to take the dominant position to scissor Janice. Darcie rubs her womanhood against Janice’s, which elicits a moan from each of them. They start to get more frantic, but Darcie has enough presence of mind to point at my cock and then to her mouth. I stand next to Darcie on the bed, and she leans in to suck my soiled member into her mouth.

“She cleaned out just like I did to you, Pet,” I murmur.

Darcie looks up to me with eyes hooded with lust. “Don’t care, Master. I just want your cock. I need it.”

Darcie sucks and licks my cock as both ladies’ hips thrust more and more frenetically. Janice starts to squeal, and Darcie whines through her nose as they get closer to their climaxes.

Janice gasps, “Ohmigod, yes!”

Darcie is visibly shaking and moaning around my cock as she pushes the invading member into her throat. Suddenly, she whines, “Nnnnnn” for nearly a minute before she pops off my cock and screams, “YES!”

The ladies lie down again to catch their breath, then Darcie slowly crawls off the bed and stumbles to the bathroom. I lie down facing Janice and kiss her deeply before telling her, “Thank you for helping me, Janice. I could have given her a good experience, but your participation has made it extra special.”

“Thank you, Jack,” she says shyly. “Can I still be your little whore?”

“You are my one and only little whore,” I reply with a chuckle. “Now open your legs, Janice. I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

She sighs dramatically. “Again? Okay, fine. I don’t need brains, anyway.” She grins at me and throws a leg over my hip before she attacks my mouth and tries to pin my tongue with hers. I suck her tongue roughly and reach behind her thigh to push my head into her entrance.

Janice moans as I work my way in as far as I can in this position. I start to thrust in and out of her and pull her hair back roughly to arch her back. I suck one of her breasts into my mouth and suckle her as she gasps in time with my thrusts.

I’m remotely aware of Darcie walking around the room as I give our hostess some loving. I slide a finger into Janice’s ass as I continue to suckle her breast and fuck her pussy.

I feel a tapping sensation on my right hand, and then someone pulls my hand away from Janice’s butt. A moment later, something invades Janice from behind before the hand pulls my arm to drape over Janice’s hip to caress Darcie’s behind.

“Oh, no!” Janice gasps as she squeezes my head to her breast. “Oh, no! Oh, no! Oh no...YES!”

Janice’s torso and legs clench, and I feel her pussy sucking on me voraciously. As Janice’s climax tapers off, Darcie murmurs, “Come for me, little whore. Come on my cock in your ass!”

Janice gasps, “Yes, mistress,” and bucks and spasms even harder than before.

Darcie whispers, “Master, Janice has been a good little whore. I think you should fill her pussy with your sperm and give her a baby. Imagine the shame she would endure in the office, walking around with the baby of a man who flew in to treat her like a whore.”

I didn’t think Janice could come any harder, but she proves me wrong with a primal scream as she bucks and clenches between Darcie and myself. I can’t help it—I unload in Janice’s spasming pussy.
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Interruption of Routine



An annoying beep wakes me up. I look around to get my bearings.

Darcie is lying on top of me with an arm draped across Janice, who is on my left shoulder.

The beep must be the second alarm on my phone. The classical guitar riff that normally wakes me up apparently came and went, leaving the annoying electronic horn sound.

I try to slide out from under Darcie without waking her, but I fail. I murmur, “Go back to sleep, Pet. You can come in with Janice later.”

She murmurs sleepily. “Thank you, Master. Was the best birthday ever.” She smiles brilliantly and kisses me quickly before sliding off me to permit my escape. I slide off the bed, and she moves to cuddle up tightly against Janice, promptly falling back asleep. I follow the beeping to Janice’s closet and find my shirt and tux. I reach into the jacket pocket to shut off the alarm on my phone and return to the bedroom to find the rest of my clothing.

I dress quickly and crawl onto the bed to kiss my two lovers goodbye. I expected to have an easy drive from Owatonna to Faribault, but traffic is busy in both directions as commuters to Minneapolis are starting their day.

Regardless, I get to the apartment and strip for a quick shower. I manage to get back on the road and drag myself into the office by 8:15. I guzzle a cup of coffee while I arrange for flowers to be sent to all the admins to thank them for helping out with Darcie’s birthday. Once that’s done, I start my morning schedule of check-ins with stakeholders.

I expect two people to create a little drama, but none of them do. Every single person starts the conversation by talking about Darcie’s birthday party yesterday, and two folks never leave the topic for the whole thirty-minute conversation. My pet definitely has some fans.

A little after noon, I return to my office to find Darcie and Janice setting out lunch on the conference room table. I do a double-take because they’ve managed to dress in very similar outfits.

Both women are wearing charcoal gray business suits with skirts ending at mid-thigh, royal blue blouses, stockings, and black heels. Janice’s hair has been brushed and teased to fall similarly to Darcie’s bob hairstyle. Darcie’s wearing heavier makeup to match Janice’s. They look like sisters—or maybe mother and daughter. Regardless, fantasies about locking the door and having my way with the matching pair bent over my desk suddenly become distracting.

I do manage to pull myself together and sit down to a lunch of deli sandwiches, sparkling water, and coleslaw with the two ladies. I keep the office door open, and Janice shoots looks at the door throughout lunch. Darcie giggles, and I ignore them both as I steer the conversation to the project portfolio. Janice really doesn’t want to talk about work, but I eventually move her attention away from sex and back to the work that I’m here to do.

After lunch, Janice gives us each a quick kiss before heading to her office to start her workday.

Darcie grabs her clutch and takes the trash down to the break room to throw it in the bin. I sort through emails until she returns.

Darcie closes the door and sits on my lap with a happy sigh. “I had to take all that foundation off. My skin felt like it was suffocating.” She wraps her arms loosely around my neck

“You look lovely, Pet,” I tell her sincerely.

She kisses me quickly and smiles. “I could look a horrid mess, and you’d still tell me I look lovely, Master.”

“You are a very pretty and sexy young lady, Pet,” I tell her seriously. “I can’t help but adore you.”

“I can’t help but adore you, Master,” she says seriously. “Another six weeks, and I’m yours forever.”

I lean in and nuzzle her neck.

Darcie murmurs in my ear, “Janice would willingly take your collar, Master.”

I chuckle, “Or yours, Darcie.”

Darcie giggles prettily. “True.”

I gently nip Darcie’s ear before murmuring, “I would never have picked Janice, but something about her does it for me.”

I feel Darcie nod against my face as she leans into my mouth. She says, “It’s her hunger. She’s so hungry for affection. Also, I know you like her willingness to do whatever you tell her. She said she was appalled when you first called her your little whore, but she got so wet that she wants to live up to the name now.”

“I suspected,” I tell her. “Something about her told me that a little humiliation would go a long way with her.”

Darcie says, “I placed a dollar on her bedside table when she was watching. It made her so horny! We would have been into the office an hour earlier otherwise.”

I laugh, and Darcie joins in.

After a moment of consideration, Darcie says, “She reminds me of Felicia. I think she would be the same way.”

“Maybe,” I respond. “I don’t think so, but maybe.” My thoughts turn back to our playmate from last night. “Sadly, since we started fucking, it’s nearly impossible to have an intelligent conversation with Janice unless there are others around.”

Darcie giggles. “Well, you do have that effect on your ladies, Master.” She pauses for a moment and cocks her head as she considers the problem. She says, “Just order her to be professional. She’s completely submitted to you. Explain the bedroom door concept, and then use positive and negative reinforcement to get her to behave.”

“Do you think spanking might help?” I ask, genuinely curious.

“Maybe,” she answers thoughtfully. “I think withholding sex would work better.” She nods decisively.

I nod. “We can try that. I’ll have to discuss it with her.”

“I’ll do it, Master,” Darcie says. “I need to reinforce to her that I’m Queen Pet. I’ll get her to submit to me, and then you won’t have to worry about a thing.”

“Perfect, Pet,” I tell her.

Darcie runs a couple of problem management workshops in the afternoon, and I sit in on the quarterly project portfolio meeting with Janice and the C-suite officers.

Janice gives me a flirty look when I walk into the conference room, and I cock an eyebrow in response. That’s all it takes to get her back into her professional persona.

After work, Darcie and I go home. We leverage the cardio machines and weights for a heavy workout before having a light dinner. After we clean up and shower, Darcie asks if she can go talk to Janice.

She says, “I won’t be long, Master. I think I need to meet with her outside of the office for this conversation. I won’t play with her, just have the talk and return.” She looks very serious and determined.

I have a hard time with the idea of letting her out on her own, but after I think about it for a minute, I decide it’s not any more dangerous than having her drive to school on her own. Finally, I respond. “Okay. Take your weapons and keep a round in the chamber of the pistol. Text me when you arrive and when you leave to come back.”

Darcie nods seriously. “I will, Master.”

She calls Janice to arrange to have a conversation with her, kisses me, and departs in a pair of yoga pants, Chuck Taylors, and her Led Zep T-shirt over a sports bra.

I’m on edge as soon as she closes the apartment door.

I get Darcie’s departure text—leaving now—and, thirty minutes later, she messages me again to let me know she has arrived at Janice’s. My stress reduces only minutely.

Another half-hour passes, and Darcie messages me that she’s coming back. Twenty-five minutes later, she texts I’m home, but I don’t relax until she opens the door of the apartment and walks in.

Darcie locks the door and stops at the little sideboard next to the door. She clears her weapon, puts the ejected round into the magazine, and releases the slide forward before she puts the magazine back in the weapon. I nod my approval as she tucks the weapon behind her back under her T-shirt.

“You were worried, Master,” she says as she bounds toward me. “I can see it in your eyes and your shoulders.”

I frown and respond, “That’s the first time I’ve sent you out on your own, Pet.”

“You’ve let me drive in the area before, Master. Don’t you trust me?” she asks seriously.

I stand and grasp her shoulders firmly before looking into her eyes and saying, “Pet, I trust you implicitly. Everyone else bears watching. Therefore, I was very worried because I wasn’t there to protect you.”

Darcie places her hands on either side of my face and gives me her special, brilliant smile. “I heard your voice in my head every step of the way, Master. It wasn’t as good as you being there, but it did the job.”

She leans in and kisses me, and I wrap my arms tightly around her, then drag her into the bedroom to show her how much I missed her.

Thursday morning, we work out, shower, have breakfast, and jump in the car to go to work.

Darcie explains as I drive, “Janice appreciated me coming to talk to her. She said she was worried when you didn’t smile at her when you walked into the portfolio review. I explained why you were being stern with her, and that I asked to intervene to save her bottom from a severe beating. She was most appreciative and tried to drag me off to the bedroom. I was stern with her, but she persisted. So I spun her around and bent her over the table and spanked her hard. She cried a lot, so I reminded her that I’m not as strong as you are and that it would’ve hurt a lot more if you had been the one spanking her. Then I kissed her tenderly and told her if she was a good girl at work today, we would come by tonight to reward her.”

I cock an eyebrow as I scan traffic and drive. “You did, did you?”

“Yes, Master. I hope it’s okay,” Darcie says earnestly. “I know we won’t see her tomorrow night, Saturday, or Sunday. I thought a little positive reinforcement would be good. It is positive reinforcement, right?”

I nod. “Yes. We’re planning to give her a reward for the behavior we want. It’s possible she may view it as negative reinforcement—we stop withholding sex when she behaves as expected—but I’m pretty certain she’ll see it as a reward. That’s very well thought out, my pet.”

Darcie preens at the praise. “I like it when you praise me, Master.”

I smirk and say, “Then I’ll have to ensure that I reward you, Pet.”

She grins at me as we pull into the parking garage.

Thursday is pretty slow for us. We get into the office early enough that I can reward Darcie quickly before starting the day. I only have two meetings in the morning, so the rest of the day I spend on updating status reports. I also send a dinner invitation to Janice for a local Japanese fusion restaurant. Darcie has two meetings right after lunch, and she returns fuming from the last one.

I’m about to ask what happened when Laurence Tibbet storms in with a handprint on his face. Laurence is a shift supervisor for IT Operations.

Laurence fumes, “I want that little bitch fired. She slapped me. I nearly blacked out!” I notice his wedding ring as he points to the vivid handprint on his face.

I get up and walk around to sit on the edge of my desk. I nod slowly and say, “Here are your choices, Laurence. One, I send Darcie to HR to explain to them why she smacked the shit out of you, followed by me driving Darcie to your house to explain it to your wife, too.” The guy’s eyes nearly bug out of his head.

“Two, I order Darcie to tell me what you did to earn that, and then you pray I don’t kill you,” I say.

His jaw drops in horror.

“Or three, you march back to your chair, count yourself lucky with only a smackdown, and pray Darcie doesn’t tell me what you did,” I tell him.

He’s shaking like a leaf as I lock eyes with him. “Yo-you can’t threaten me,” he whines pitifully.

“Okay, Laurence. Number one it is. Darcie, call Melissa Anders to come down here,” I say without looking away from the pissant in front of me.

“Yes, Master,” Darcie says quietly. She walks behind my desk and picks up the phone.

I hear her say, “Hi, Carole. This is Darcie. Mr. Jerome has an urgent need to talk to Melissa. Can she join us in his office?” There’s a pause. “Oh. I’ll go get her. Please send her a text that I’m coming. Thanks, Carole.”

Darcie walks around the desk. She leans in to whisper in my ear. “Please let me talk to Melissa alone, Master. I don’t want you to get in trouble for killing him.”

I keep staring at Laurence but respond, “I appreciate your concern, Pet. Go talk to Melissa while I keep Laurence company.”

I text Mort for some information and point to a chair at my conference table.

Twenty minutes later, Melissa Anders storms into the office to find Laurence sitting in a chair and shaking like a leaf. There are security guards behind her, and I see Darcie standing in the back. She nods at me and gives me a gentle smile.

Melissa asks, “Jack, may I use your office?”

“Certainly, Melissa. Are you done with Darcie? I think I should get her out of the office for the rest of the day,” I answer.

Melissa responds, “I recorded her telling me about the incident, but I need to have one of my people take her statement. It should go pretty quickly. Can you come get her at three o’clock from my office?”

“Sure,” I answer. I pack my attaché, eyeballing the side pocket where my Sig sits. Darcie grabs her bag, and I tell Melissa, “Please lock the door when you’re done.”

I escort Darcie to the HR office, and then I stop by Michael Hollis’ office. I pause at his assistant’s desk. “Hello, Pam. Is Michael in?”

She smiles, “Certainly, Mr. Jerome. And thank you for the beautiful flowers.”

I smile in return. “You’re very welcome, Pam. You made Darcie very happy, and I thought the flowers were the least I could do.”

Pam smiles at me, but says, “Your mouth is smiling, but your eyes aren’t, Jack. I’m guessing you have something to share with Michael. Let me see if he can be disturbed.”

I nod, “Thanks, Pam.”

I’m let in to see Michael, and I give him a short rundown of what I know about Darcie’s encounter with Laurence Tibbet.

Michael says, “Don’t kill him, Jack.”

I cock an eyebrow. “Why would you say that, Michael?”

“Your eyes remind me of some of my squad mates’ in Afghanistan before a raid,” he says. “Let us deal with it.”

“Well, we’re going with option one, so there was no physical harm involved with that one,” I respond with a frown. “I’ll see you tomorrow, boss.”

He nods and says, “Goodnight, Jack.”

My phone pings as I walk past Pam and wave goodbye. I look at the address that Mort has sent and grin grimly.

I pick Darcie up at the HR office, and we drive over to Laurence’s house. We knock on the door, and a harried, overweight woman answers the door with a toddler in her arm.

I let Darcie talk to her while I lean against the back of the SUV. I hear the fat woman scream, “No! Liar!” I can barely hear Darcie’s voice at all—not well enough to tell what she’s saying.

Darcie eventually walks up and brushes my arm. “Please take me home, Master.”

We drive back to Faribault, change into workout clothes, and drive to the dojo in Mankato. We work our frustrations out on the bags and instructors, and we’re both soaked and exhausted by the time they start the evening classes.

We get back to the apartment and shower quickly. We dress and make it to the restaurant ten minutes late; Janice is already waiting at our table.

As we eat, Darcie shares what happened this afternoon. She says, “We were sitting in the conference room, walking through some of the open problem records Laurence is managing. He scooted close and dropped an arm around my shoulder. He tried to pull me in for a kiss. His other hand landed on my thigh and started sliding under my skirt. I launched out of my chair, and he tried to push me against the wall. I punched him in the solar plexus like Jack taught me. As he stood up, I slapped him.”

She looks at me and bites her lip. “I used my whole body like you taught me, Master. I’m afraid I forgot to cock my hand properly to hit him with a wedge.” She takes a sip of wine and finishes. “He stumbled, and I grabbed my stuff and hurried back to the office.”

Janice asks me, “You’re going to kill him, aren’t you?”

I just look at her and ponder the question. “If I kill him, the wife and kids would have to figure out how to survive. Then again, no one gets to accost my pet. One way or the other, he must be punished.”

I shrug just before Darcie says, “I don’t think it’s necessary. He’s not going to hurt me, and he’s likely going to go on the sex offenders list. A police officer was present during my interview with HR, so I expect sexual assault charges will have him locked away for some time. His wife is crushed. I think she may divorce him. He’s going to live in a hell of his own creation.”

I’m not certain that’s severe enough, but I hold my own counsel for now.

We finish the meal and follow Janice back to her house. Rather than jumping straight into bed, we cuddle on the couch for about an hour before giving Janice her reward, which consists of Janice and me comforting Darcie.

Friday in the office is awkward. Darcie gets lots of sympathy from both female and male colleagues, but everyone looks at me like I might explode at any moment.

I get fed up with it fast, but since Darcie has a couple of meetings, I sit in a corner and nurse a cup of coffee. Listening to her coach professionals that have been in the business of IT nearly as long as she’s been alive is a joy. She’s intelligent, humorous, and engaging. I should put her in charge of my business and retire. I’m just not sure what I would do with the spare time.

Darcie and I finish work around two in the afternoon before we run by the apartment to quickly pack our bags. As I drive to Minneapolis from Faribault, she asks me, “Master, is it wrong that I’m excited about our date with Madeleine?”

“Why would it be wrong, Pet?” I ask in return.

I glance to my right to see Darcie bite her lip gently. Finally, she says, “I enjoy making love to women, especially when you’re with me. All of the ones you’ve shared with me have been a source of joy and pleasure. Bernadette’s ladies, Chelsea, April, Janice. I want to try it with Maddy and Felicia eventually. I acknowledge that I’m attracted to women.”

She lays her hand on my thigh and turns to face me. “I enjoy making love to you more, but Madeleine scares me. I think she could take me from you.”

“That’s part of her power, Pet,” I assure her. “Our friend Bernadette is a powerful succubus, but Madeleine’s power makes Bernadette look like a child. I hate to think what her heritage is. If I weren’t aware of what she was doing, Madeleine could turn me, too. I like to think I have a strong will, but I don’t know what would happen if she released her full power on me. I think she could generate an all-consuming lust in a person that could make them forget everyone and everything else.”

I drop a hand and squeeze Darcie’s hand. “I think Madeleine is looking for something. I don’t know what it is, but it almost feels like she’s looking for romance, or a connection. The way she reacted to being asked on a date was very telling. I wouldn’t expect that from a professional escort, prostitute, or succubus.”

Darcie raises my hand and kisses it. “Thank you for being understanding, Master,” she murmurs.

“Of course, Darcie,” I respond immediately. “Your attraction to Madeleine doesn’t worry me, and I actually find it reassuring that you’re able to discuss it with me,” I tell her.

Darcie massages my thigh for a few miles before she speaks again. “We have to kill her, don’t we?” she whispers.

“Yes, Darcie. We do,” I acknowledge quietly. “We have to kill her host to send her to her home dimension. We don’t have to do it in a way that gives her a final death.”

“Jack, I couldn’t do it,” Darcie sobs.

“You’re too much of a loving, caring person for that, Darcie. It’ll be difficult for me, too, but I will do it,” I murmur in response. “They can’t come here and kill people.”

“Have you done it before?” she asks. “Killed a demon that you’ve made love to?”

“That I’ve had sex with, yes. But that I’ve made love to, no,” I answer quietly. “And certainly not any that have been friends like Bernadette or Madeleine.”

“Madeleine could be more than a friend, Jack,” she says. “That’s why I couldn’t do it, Master. I could fall in love with her. I couldn’t kill her.”

I nod quietly. “You won’t have to, Darcie. And when it’s all done, I will need you to rescue me. I’ve killed a lot of people—a lot of demons and zombies, too. I believe that taking someone’s life takes a little piece of your soul, and I’ve lost lots of little parts. Candice has helped me try to put myself back together after Janet left me and those old wounds began to fester. I’m going to need you to do it again after this job.”

“I will, Master. You are worth the effort,” Darcie says before lifting my hand to kiss it again.

We drive quietly for a while. As we exit the freeway into downtown Minneapolis, I say, “Pet, you neglected to address me properly several times during this drive. You must be punished for your transgressions.”

Darcie’s head whips to look at me. Slowly a bright smile blooms on her face. “Of course, Master.”
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A Date with Madeleine



Darcie and I settle into the same suite at the Moxy as last weekend. After putting our clothes away, we take turns using the bathroom, and then I have Darcie strip to her stockings. I give her an enema and strip off my clothes while she moans in discomfort, lying on a towel on the bed. I let her relieve herself and ensure she’s clean before I use her bra to tie her hands behind her back and lead her to the bed.

Sitting on the edge of the mattress, I pull Darcie’s nubile form across my knee and spank her pert ass until it’s red. I throw a pillow on the floor and push Darcie to kneel on it. As she gasps for breath, I push my rigid cock between her sweet lips. She struggles for just a moment before she starts working to devour me. I fuck her mouth and throat brutally as I fist my hands in her silky auburn hair. Darcie’s tear-stained eyes look up at me—first in pain, then in joy, and finally in a fog of lust as she gags on the abuse of her orifice. She continues to suck on me as I pump in and out of her mouth, down into her throat. Finally, she presses all the way forward until her nose is buried against my abdomen. That takes me over the edge. I unload into her throat as the ridged muscles of her swallowing throat milk my jism from me. After a couple of squirts, I back out enough to let her suck the remnants from my still hard member.

I lift Darcie’s slack body to lie on the edge of the bed and lean over her and murmur, “Open, Pet.”

Darcie obediently opens her mouth, which I stuff her lacy panty into. I retrieve a small container of coconut oil from my shaving kit and place it on the bed before slotting my still hard member into Darcie’s wet channel and pushing roughly into her.

Darcie moans loudly around the cloth in her mouth as I stroke slowly out, and then back in her hot hungry depths. I pick up the coconut oil and smear it liberally around Darcie’s precious little rosebud before pressing my finger into the tightly coiled ring of muscle. Darcie squeals into her gag and orgasms, clenching my manhood tightly as she quivers.

I pull both my finger and cock from Darcie’s body and grease up my cock with coconut oil, taking a moment to close the container before I press the head of my cock into her sphincter. Darcie arches up off the mattress, so I smack her taut little ass cheeks. She drops back down.

I command quietly, “Squeeze me and push onto me, Pet.” She does, relaxing her sphincter enough to welcome me into her tight dark passage. “Good girl, Pet,” I grunt as I slide in.

I fuck her tight little ass even more brutally than I did her throat. Darcie’s body begins to accept me, and she begins to shake and quiver before I unload into her bowels. I manage to collapse onto my elbows rather than her bound arms.

After I catch my breath, I murmur into her ear. “Good girl, Pet. Such a good girl."

Darcie whimpers and rubs her cheek against my lips. I pull out of her and roll her to her side, then crawl up onto the mattress and pull the panty from her mouth. I wipe my semi-rigid member with the garment and toss it aside. “Clean me, Pet.”

Darcie’s head darts forward like a snake strike to suck my cock into her mouth. She laves me vigorously with her tongue and sucks me back to hardness quickly.

I pull out of her mouth and pick Darcie up by the waist. She squeals delightfully as I resume my seat on the edge of the bed and lower her toward my waiting cock. Darcie opens her stocking-clad legs and wraps them around my waist with a moan as I find my way into her channel. I hold her tightly against me and cup her face with my right hand.

“Who am I, Darcie?” I ask gently.

Darcie looks at me adoringly. “You are Jack Jerome, my Master.”

“Who are you, Darcie?”

She lowers her eyes shyly before looking deeply into mine. “I am Darcie Conroy-Jerome. The pet that you own, body and soul.”

I’m shaken by how much that sounds like a declaration of love. I lean in and kiss her lips gently. The kiss grows more passionate quickly.

We make love well into the early morning hours.
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I wake up famished the next morning. Darcie and I split a bag of almonds before brushing our teeth and getting ready for yoga.

Darcie comments as we pass a group of young ladies in the lobby, “Anal was more enjoyable last night, Master.” Then she smiles at them and waves. They all giggle and blush.

“Maybe you need it again this afternoon, Pet,” I reply.

I hear the girls remark, “Oh my god!” as they walk away behind us.

Darcie just grins up at me and says, “It’s still not my favorite, but I will do whatever my master wants.”

I spank her pert round ass before we hurry out of the hotel and jog to the park. We get there just as Cassandra’s entourage arrives. We pay the instructor and lay our mats out on the grass. I wave to Cassandra and crew, but Cassandra looks at me strangely and isn’t flirtatious at all. The rest of the group are all very reserved.

Darcie and I practice Taiji after yoga. Then, we head back to the showers and order a room service breakfast. Afterward, we take an afternoon walk along the river, followed by a two-hour nap and cuddles.

Then we start getting ready for our date with Madeleine.
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I walk out of the bathroom toweling my hair in time to see Darcie gently pulling the second black stocking up her shapely leg until the wide black lace cinches gently around her leg, just past the midpoint of her thigh. She stands without acknowledging me, and I lean against the wall to watch as she casually steps onto four-inch strappy sandals with the grace of a ballerina. She squats to fasten the straps with a serene look on her face.

I’m struck by how the innocent girl of just a few weeks ago has turned into a woman of poise and grace. I knew she was special when I met her, but I’ve come to realize just what a treasure she is. I hope I didn’t use up all my luck finding her.

Darcie stands to look at me and presents me with the gift of a brilliant smile. She walks up to me with just a touch of a twitch to her hips. She gently pulls my mouth down to kiss her.

“What are you looking at, Master?” she teases.

“The glory of Darcie Conroy,” I tell her.

She cocks an eye at me. “Since I belong to you, shouldn’t you refer to me as Darcie Conroy-Jerome, Master?”

I feel a bit of ice in my gut as I realize that is a name she could probably use if we married. She said it before, but it didn’t hit the first time. I suppose I’ll have to remind her eventually that marriage isn’t in the cards.

I let a smile bloom on my face. “I think the perfect thing to call you is ‘Pet,’ my pet.”

“You’re right, Master,” she says as she smiles up at me and rubs her small pert breasts against my naked chest. “That’s absolutely perfect.”

I grab a handful of her pretty little ass and kiss her deeply. Darcie moans into my mouth as our lips part. She says, “Master, I’m going to need an appetizer before our date if you keep that up.” She bites her lip seductively as she stares at me with hooded eyes.

I kiss her nose gently. “Get ready, Pet. We barely have enough time to dress and walk to the theater before Madeleine will get there. I expect her to show up fashionably late, which means we need to be there on time to get the full effect.”

Darcie brushes her lips against my chest before she slides out of my arms to strut to the bathroom. I dress in boxers, socks, a tuxedo shirt, and tux pants. I pull on my boots before I stand before the hall mirror to tie the cravat-style tie that Darcie asked me to wear. I button braces onto the trousers and tuck the shirt in. I step into the bathroom to comb my hair into place as Darcie leans toward the mirror to paint a pink gloss on her lips. As she caps the warpaint tube, she gives me a flirtatious little moue in the mirror before strutting out of the small bathroom, trailing her fingers across my back.

“Looking good, Master,” her voice floats behind her. I smirk and decide that this is the best I can do today.

I step into the short hall and don my tux jacket. It’s supposed to be very warm tonight, so I hope I don’t regret my choice of attire on the walk to the theater.

I turn to see a midnight blue sheath slide down Darcie’s arms to settle onto her petite frame. I stop for a moment to take in the view as Darcie shakes her hair to get her short locks to fall in place.

The dress is nearly a micro cocktail dress. The hemline is indecently short—barely covering her treasures and revealing the lace at the top of her stockings. Spaghetti straps hold the clinging silk to her naked torso.

“I swear, Pet. If we didn’t have our date, I’d have to give you a snack.”

“You like, Master?” she says coquettishly before biting her bottom lip.

“Very much,” I admit in a low, rumbling voice.

She moans, “I love it when your voice drops like that. It makes my pussy quiver, Master.”

I kiss her below her left ear, and she hugs me tightly.

We part, and Darcie tucks her gloss, ID, taser flashlight, and compact into a clutch that barely holds it all. I hand her a new pepper spray, which she manages to squeeze into the last small available space. I tuck my own belongings, including my lockback knife and pepper spray, into my various pockets, then double-check that I have my wallet and the tickets. I finish by sticking a white handkerchief into my left pocket.

“Ready, Master?”

“Ready, Pet,” I agree. “Let date night begin.”

I ensure we have keys for the room before we make our way out the door to walk to the Guthrie. We keep a leisurely pace, trying to stay in the shade as much as possible.

Darcie says as we walk, “Bernadette said that if I’m doing it right, getting ready for you should be like a meditation. I think I was almost there, Master.”

“You looked like you were definitely in the moment, Pet.”

Once we gain the refuge of the Guthrie’s air-conditioned lobby, we survey the crowd and see that our date isn’t here yet. I secure a couple of white wine spritzers while Darcie grabs a table. I hand Darcie her glass, and we toast just before a hush descends upon the room.

We turn to see Madeleine standing inside the entrance surveying the room. She’s wearing a navy silk cocktail dress that modestly ends just a couple of inches above her knee. The conservative hemline is balanced by the racy bodice—wide swaths of silk that wrap around her torso to barely cover her massive, gravity-defying breasts and expose a small window of her svelte abdomen. Her legs are encased in black stockings, and her feet are planted in four-inch, open-toe fuck me pumps. Her luxurious long, dark hair is piled on her head with gold pins, leaving a long wavy tail resting on the caramel skin of her left shoulder. She looks like Hugh Hefner’s idea of an Arabic queen out on the town.

There’s a wave of urgent whispers as a crowd of people surge toward her, but she gracefully slides between them with several murmurs of “Excuse me, please.” I walk forward quickly to wrap an arm around her. We kiss gently as the wards on my back light up, and then I escort her to our table.

Darcie collects a fairly chaste kiss, considering Madeleine’s heritage. Darcie moans, “You look beautiful, Madeleine.”

“So do you, chérie,” Madeleine says quietly and intensely as her eyes bore into Darcie’s. She breaks eye contact with my pet and adds, “And it appears our man went all out.” Those dark brown eyes lock on mine. “Tux and cravat, Jack? Very nice,” she purrs.

“I had to up my game, sweetie. With two beauties on my arm, I can’t just show up in chinos and a polo,” I chuckle.

“Yes you could, Jack,” Madeleine says seriously. “I would go anywhere with you regardless of what you wear.”

I kiss her lightly as the three of us press into each other.

“Dinner reservations are in fifteen minutes, ladies,” I observe. “I figured you would show up fashionably late, Madeleine. Would you prefer drinks here or go up early? I’m sure our table is ready.”

“I was too excited to play those kinds of games,” Madeleine says. “Let’s go up. Hopefully, there will be fewer gawkers.”

“You have that impact, Madeleine,” Darcie says as she caresses our date’s cheek. Madeleine leans into the gentle caress.

I acknowledge her nature subtly. “You exude an air of sensuality that’s palpable, Madeleine.” She looks mildly embarrassed as I continue. “You can’t help it; it’s an integral part of who you are. We don’t mind. In fact, it’s probably what drew our attention to you at first. Then we got to know that you’re not just beautiful on the outside.”

She smiles gently at me and turns to catch Darcie’s vehement nod.

Madeleine hugs us both tightly and says, “This is why I treasure every moment with the two of you. You make me feel like a person rather than just a freak with enormous boobs.”

“You’re no freak, lover,” Darcie murmurs. “Let’s go eat. If last weekend was any indicator, we’re going to need our strength for tonight.”

Madeleine flashes her a brilliant smile with raised eyebrows. “Right?” she asks like a debutante.

Darcie laughs, grabs her glass, and hooks an arm through Madeleine’s. I do the same on the other side, and lead the ladies to Sea Change.

We chatter as we peruse the menu, and Madeleine finally points at the ring on my hand. “I don’t see a match on Darcie’s hand, Jack. Why is that?” she asks.

Darcie finishes her sip of a spritzer before she growls, “We don’t talk about her, Madeleine. If not for her, I could spend every night with my master. That’s why we’re taking more traveling gigs, so we can leave her in Phoenix and be with each other.”

“Why not divorce her?” Madeleine asks, seeming genuinely curious.

“She owns a chunk of my business,” I explain. “If I divorce her, I’d have to liquidate. I don’t have enough stashed away to buy her out, yet. It’ll be a couple more years. She’s not suffering. The last message I had from her, she was taking a Danube river cruise. I’m willing to bet she has at least one cabin boy eating out of her hand. Part of our prenup required separate finances, so at least there’s a chance to buy her out.”

“That’s a strange marriage, Jack,” Madeleine says as she takes a dainty bite of her trout.

“It works for me unless we’re back in Arizona,” Darcie says. “Then I have to wait for the bitch to leave town or for Master to take me out of town.” She leans in conspiratorially and whispers, “He often works late in my apartment.”

Madeleine smiles and nods as Darcie has a bite of her scallop dish. “I suppose that could work,” the succubus says.

I decide to press her buttons a bit. “What would you think about being Darcie’s roommate?” I ask quietly.

Madeleine looks at me seriously, and I can see her eyes moisten. “I can’t, Jack,” she says. She turns to Darcie, laying a hand on her arm. “I’d love that,” she says, turning back to me, “but I have obligations here. I don’t know when I’ll be able to break free.”

I hold her hand, and Darcie does the same. “Don’t fret, Madeleine,” I tell her urgently. “We would love to keep you in our lives, but I suspected it wasn’t possible. However, I also don’t want you to think that we don’t want you with us.”

“Thank you,” she replies as she leans forward to rest her huge breasts on the table to collect a kiss from me. She does the same to Darcie, holding both of our hands in a death grip.

We leisurely finish our meal and share a split of prosecco while the server processes my card. We finish the prosecco about fifteen minutes before the show starts and head downstairs. After using the restroom, we walk to the theater arm-in-arm and hand over our tickets. An usher leads us to our seats. We end up in the middle to get three seats together, but we manage to get past our fellow audience members with smiles and excuses.

Darcie and I sit on either side of Madeleine. Madeleine opens the program, and Darcie and I lean in to read the synopsis of the play.

When Walt Whitman published Leaves of Grass, it sparked controversy—his sexuality was promptly criticized and his poems were later censored for their explicit imagery. Through a unique combination of theater, dance, video and solo performance, the infamous poet’s life and work are presented with fascinating relevance and reveal his many sides. This is not the Whitman you learned about in literature class; this Whitman will challenge you to step out of the shadows and be your authentic self.

I look over at Darcie. “Do you think that will be enough to warm you up, Pet?”

Darcie rests her chin on Madeleine’s breast and replies. “I don’t need a warm-up, Master. I’m always wet and ready for you. With Madeleine here, I’m dripping.”

I hear a “Jesus!” behind me. I look over my shoulder to see two pretty young ladies in sundresses taking a seat. The one next to me is coltish with small breasts pointing sharply into the cotton of her yellow dress, lightly tanned skin, long white hair, and cornflower blue eyes. Her companion is slightly more buxom. She’s athletic and darkly tanned with shoulder-length dark brown hair, a dress that matches her companion’s eyes, and inquisitive brown eyes of her own. Her C-cup breasts fill out the top of her dress nicely.

“Extra credit for summer term?” I ask the young ladies.

“How did you know?” the blond gasps.

“I went to college once,” I said. “Theater appreciation is probably better than art appreciation. I hated that class. Theatre is at least generally entertaining.”

They shrug, and I turn my attention back to my ladies. The curtain rises, and we watch the recitation and skits set to the more controversial and sensual poems in the collection. I suspect it was quite risqué in 1855, but it’s pretty calm for 2019. Regardless, I stroke Madeleine’s knee with my left hand while caressing Darcie’s shoulders and back with the right. Madeleine has a hand moving constantly over the legs on either side of her throughout the first act. By the time intermission arrives, I’ve got a tent in my pants. Madeleine cups my package just before we stand up.

The little blond gasps, and her brunette friend giggles as Madeleine withdraws her hand. I look down at them. “You’ll enjoy the second act more if you get up and move around. Maybe go to the restroom and get a drink.” I offer a hand, and the blond puts her hand in mine to lever herself out of her seat. Her little brunette friend turns to her left and levers herself up using the armrest. Her full, round tushy creates some interesting curves in her sundress as she looks over her shoulder at me.

I wink at her, and the girl blushes and giggles as she slides out toward the aisle.

Darcie gets a table while Madeleine and I retrieve glasses of prosecco and club soda. The ladies get in line for the restroom while I stand at the table guarding their drinks and sipping mine. I notice them returning just before the little blond steps in front of me with her little brunette friend standing to her left.

“What makes you think you can satisfy two gorgeous women like that?” she demands with her hands on her narrow hips. It’s not a good look on her.

I manage not to snort prosecco out my nose as I laugh. “Experience and skill, little girl,” I finally reply with a laugh.

Darcie slides up behind the brunette and wraps her arms around her as she looks at the blond. The brunette presses back into her as Darcie says, “I gave my virginity to Master, and I am satisfied beyond belief. After this play, I’m going home with Master and Madeleine, and he’s going to fuck me to about ten orgasms while I lick Madeleine to multiples. Then I’ll ride Madeleine’s face while Master fucks her to at least as many orgasms. I suspect at that point he’ll shoot his seed all over our breasts, so we can lick each other clean. That’s just the warm-up, sweetie.”

Madeleine wraps her arms around the little blond. “That is about how last weekend went—right up until sunrise,” she murmurs seductively into the little blond’s ear. “If you weren’t underage, I’d let you come watch.”

“I turned eighteen in October,” the blond says petulantly.

“I’m nineteen,” the brunette says hopefully.

I chuckle, “Let’s not tempt fate, my lovers.”

Darcie says, “We could take this one back with us, Jack. She reminds me of a young Felicia.”

I cock an eyebrow, “True, but I’m focused on you two. I don’t need any other pets tonight, Pet.”

Darcie leans in and kisses the brunette on the cheek. “Maybe next time, sexy.”

The girls dash off, and I share an evil laugh with my ladies.

The second act goes much like the first except Madeleine openly strokes my cock through my trousers—just enough to ensure that I stay firm throughout the show. The brunette is sitting next to me this time, and I think she spends more time watching Madeleine’s hand than the show.

Regardless, we enjoy the show and make our way back to the hotel to enact Darcie’s plan for the evening.
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I wake up buried under the soft, naked flesh of Madeleine and Darcie. The sun is just rising as Madeleine stirs. I’m surprised I’m not hungry, but then I did feed well off Madeleine’s milk shortly before passing out.

“Good morning, beautiful,” I murmur to the lush succubus.

“I need to get back, Jack,” she whimpers. “I don’t want to, but I’m late. I’ll have to earn an additional $10,000 this week if I don’t hurry.”

“Don’t go back,” I tell her. “Darcie and I would be happy to have you with us.”

“Obligations,” she says as she buries her face in my chest. She raises her lips to mine and kisses me passionately. Then she slides out of bed and starts putting on her dress. Unfortunately, we broke the straps last night. I kiss Darcie and slide out of bed, then snag my tux shirt and hold it for Madeleine to slide her arms into. I wrap my arms around her and nibble her neck as I fasten enough buttons to protect her virtue as she walks down the street.

Madeleine grabs a tissue and wipes the mascara from her tearing eyes. I hear Darcie gasp, “Damn, Leinie. You look hot in Jack’s shirt.”

“Thanks, Darcie. I need to run, lover.” She steps into heels without her stockings and tosses her dress into the waste bin. She runs a brush through her hair before rushing over to kiss Darcie to the succubus standard of chaste—only a couple of seconds of tongue play.

Madeleine hurries to the door, and I follow her in my birthday suit. She opens the door and leans on it to hide me from view as I step in to kiss her goodbye.

She bites her lip before speaking. “I won’t get to go out on a third consecutive Saturday, Jack. However, if I earn enough during the week, I could spend Saturday night with you and Darcie at the club. Would you come visit me?”

I hesitate, but Darcie says, “Yes, Madeleine. We’ll be there. Just send me the details of when and where.”

“I will,” she says with a sad smile. She kisses Darcie and me once more before disappearing. I close and lock the doors.

Darcie and I crawl onto the soiled sheets, and I pull the comforter up over us. Darcie’s mouth is right next to my left ear when she murmurs, “This is it?”

I nod before we both fall to sleep.


21
Showdown



The following week went by without any major drama. We spent a couple of evenings with Janice, and then headed back to stay at the Moxy on Friday night. We spent Saturday morning in the park for yoga and Taiji, the early afternoon walking along the river, and mid-afternoon napping. After our nap, we disabled the two bugs in our room, showered, and grabbed a light room service dinner while preparing our weapons.

After our weapons were cleaned and loaded, we dressed for our evening out. I donned black twill trousers, a blue on white Oxford, my navy blazer, and boots. Darcie wore a red sundress with a generous flounce ending a couple of inches above her knees and matching red espadrille flats.
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Darcie straps one of the P365XLs to the inside of her left thigh with a rig we got for her a couple of weeks ago. She also straps a sheath knife to the outside of her right thigh.

I strap the Glock 43 with a spare magazine onto my right ankle before pulling my boot back on. I drop the two silencers for the Sigs in and slide a small black rubber wedge between them before pulling the pant leg down.

Darcie asked, “Where did you get the silencers?”

“Mort,” I answer tersely. “They came with the guns. Suppressor is the correct term, Pet.”

The other of Mort’s Sigs goes into a shoulder rig with a spare magazine in the holder. I’m happy to not see an imprint in my jacket when I look in the mirror.

Darcie answers quietly, “I didn’t notice.” She packs her clutch as she did for our date last weekend before grabbing Madeleine’s repaired and cleaned dress.

I hook the clasp knife into my pocket, and the taser flashlight goes into my left jacket pocket, while the pepper spray goes into the other. Three spare magazines for the Sig go into my left sock inside my boot.

We each grab a magnetic door key.

I caress Darcie’s cheek and kiss her gently. “Are you ready, Pet?”

“No,” she answers immediately. “I’m horrified by what we’re about to do.” She sighs heavily, “What’s worse is the terror I feel about what could happen to you if I don’t go with you.”

“I’ll take care of everything, Darcie,” I tell her solemnly. “You just watch my back and hand me spare magazines as needed.”

“I should have more training for this,” she says quietly as she looks at me with wide hazel eyes.

“If you were going to do more assault work, yes. For this, you have the skills you need.” I kiss her forehead reassuringly as I send up a quick prayer that I’m right.

I look down into her beautiful hazel eyes as I tell her, “There is no one I trust more than you to cover me.”

“Yes, Master,” she says with a gentle smile.

We leave the room and leave the hotel. I take the dress bag from Darcie in my left hand and hang it over my shoulder. Darcie rests her hand lightly in the crook of my elbow as we walk across Washington Avenue before we turn right and make our way to 10th Avenue. We cross the street and follow 10th Avenue toward the river until we reach the entrance to the Bridgewater Lofts condos.

We walk through the glass front door into a reception area that reminds me of some big office buildings. If there is a security desk, it’s not manned. We make our way to the elevator and are soon whisked to the sixth floor.

We reach door number 602. I try the door, and it opens easily. We walk immediately into a bar area where a couple of patrons are talking to Milli and Cassandra. I wave but we approach the bar instead of interrupting them. There’s a pretty woman with dirty-blond hair, the face of a Russian model, a nice figure, and the dead eyes of a zombie. She’s wearing a white tuxedo shirt with gold braces. The top of the shirt is open enough to give just a shadow of décolletage. The woman’s mouth smiles brightly as she polishes a highball glass behind the bar. The smile doesn’t reach her eyes as she asks, “How may I help you?”

“Madeleine invited us,” I tell her just before Darcie gasps.

I turn to catch a glimpse of Madeleine with her hair spilling down onto her left shoulder. I notice that her lace gown leaves nothing to the imagination just before Darcie hugs her. Madeleine’s about three inches taller than Darcie in her fuck-me pumps.

Madeleine purs, “Welcome to my home, chérie.” It sounds so delightful with her English accent.

The ladies approach me and I collect a hug and a kiss from the beauty. I tell her, “You left something at our place, lover.”

She gasps with joy to see that I’m carrying her dress.

Darcie says, “I had it repaired and cleaned, so it’s ready for our next date.” She bites her lip as she looks hopefully up at Madeleine.

Madeleine laughs delightfully. “I will ensure I wear it, beloved.”

I ask, “Shall I get drinks?”

“Prosecco?” Madeleine suggests.

“I was thinking a nice brut champagne,” I counter.

“Perfect,” she laughs. “And a bottle of San Pelligrino please, Vesta,” she says to the bartender. “Please put the glassware in my suite. We’ll carry the bottles.”

“Of course,” Vesta responds. “A credit card, sir?”

“Cash, please,” I reply.

“Two hundred twenty, please,” she says with a bright smile.

I pull out my wallet and peel off two one hundred bills and a fifty. “Please keep the change for your service, Vesta,” I tell her with a smile as Madeleine and Darcie cuddle next to me.

She tucks the three bills into her pocket. “Right away, sir,” she says as she sets two bottle coolers on the bar. She puts a 750ml bottle of Moët & Chandon Imperial into one cooler and a liter of San Pelligrino in the other. She sets a tray on the bar and loads it with three flutes, three highball glasses, and a small ice bucket.

Darcie says, “I love your hairstyle, Madeleine, the way the comb holds the right side back, and the tail over here.” Darcie pets the wavy tail of dark hair as it crowns Madeleine’s breast. “Beautiful,” Darcie whispers breathlessly.

Madeleine rewards Darcie with a sultry smile. “As are you, Darcie. I’m so glad you came to see me.” They kiss as I turn back to watch the bartender.

Vesta picks up the tray and smiles as she walks down the hallway. She’s got a petite little ass in high waisted black trousers that sport fine gold pinstripes. Her feet are in little black ankle boots, and her flared hips sway from side to side. It’s a lovely sight, but it can’t compare to Madeleine or Darcie.

I murmur to Madeleine, “Two hundred twenty for a sixty dollar bottle of champagne and a two-dollar bottle of water? You guys must make quite a profit.”

“Let’s not discuss money, chéri,” Madeleine says to me. “It’s so tawdry. I met my target for the week yesterday, so I can spend all night with the two of you. I’ve spent the last two hours getting ready for you. Come.” I carry the two bottle coolers, and Madeleine hooks my right arm. Darcie hooks her other arm and carries Madeleine’s dress in her free hand.

We follow Vesta down the hall past a sitting room with several comfortable couches, love seats, and arm chairs. I see Robert and Marcy talking to a couple of people. I nod and smile. They both nod in acknowledgement as they continue their conversation.

We proceed down a hallway, and I see Vesta exit the last door on the left. I let her pass before following Madeleine’s heart-shaped ass into her suite.

“Please set the bottles on the doily on top of the chest of drawers,” she says as I walk in.

Madeleine closes and locks the door. She holds a finger to her lips and turns on some music. Then she takes the glasses to the bathroom and washes them thoroughly with a small bottle of detergent she pulls from the vanity. I watch what she’s doing as I reach down and pull out the rubber wedge from my boot and push it under the door.

Darcie calls out, “Leinie, I’m going to hang your dress in the closet.” She does just that before she removes her two thigh holsters. She tucks them into a large, empty Coach tote bag sitting on the floor.

I join Darcie and remove my jacket and shoulder holster. Darcie tucks the pistol and magazine in the tote while I hang the holster on a hanger and then hang my jacket over it. Darcie strips out of her dress, panty, and shoes.

I sit down on the edge of the bed and slide off my boots and socks. Darcie takes them as Madeleine sticks her head out of the bathroom. She smiles seductively. “Someone’s in a hurry.”

I laugh and reply, “I know the treat we’re in for.”

Madeleine smiles sadly as she rinses the glassware. She calls out, “Please open the champagne, darling.”

“Of course,” I reply and walk to the chest of drawers, pull off the foil and cage, and ease the cork out of the bottle with a tiny pop. I inhale the vapor from the bottle and smile. I do like the smell of a good champagne, and I don’t detect anything other than a nice bottle of bubbly.

Madeleine sets the tray of glasses back on the wine table between two classic wingback chairs. I fill the three flutes, and then I fill the three water glasses without ice. Darcie walks up to Madeleine without a stitch on, and Madeleine devours Darcie with her eyes. I do notice her taking note of the small impressions from the elastic holsters in her thighs. Madeleine smiles and says, “You look perfect, Darcie.”

Darcie replies as she takes a glass from me. “I can’t compare with you, Leinie, but I want to give you everything. Sharing you with Master is like heaven to me.”

“I love my nickname, Darcie,” Madeleine responds and caresses Darcie’s ass before accepting a flute from me.

We all three raise our glasses, and I pronounce a toast, “To our beautiful and gracious hostess.”

Madeleine blushes slightly as we touch our glasses. We set them down on the table, and then I take Madeleine into my arms and devour her mouth. Darcie wraps an arm around each of us and I feel her caressing my back.

I murmur into Madeleine’s right ear as Darcie’s mouth suckles her neck. “It’s been a long week without you, Madeleine. My pet has been pining for you.”

Darcie moans, “So has my master.”

“I couldn’t get the two of you out of mind all week,” Madeleine moans. “Please. Make love to me.”
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Darcie and I maneuvered Madeleine to the center of the bed. I pushed her lace gown up to her waist, baring her lower body, and immediately began kissing up her thighs to start licking her treasures. Her lips were dewy and smelled heavenly. I suckled her labia and licked her clit while Darcie kissed her and fed off Madeleine’s lactating breasts through the lace covering them. Madeleine hit her first orgasm quickly, and her second, accompanied by my fingers sliding into her hungry channel. I gave my tongue a break, and Darcie took my place between her legs.

I stuck my fingers in Madeleine’s mouth, and she sucked them feverishly while I unbuttoned my shirt carefully with my left hand. I jumped off the bed and stripped off quickly before waddling back to Madeleine on my knees. I kissed her passionately, tasting her nether lips on her mouth as her right hand grasped my rampant cock.

“In my mouth, Jack,” she murmured. “I want to taste you.” I piked back up to my knees and waddled forward to lay my cock across her lips. Her aura of lust invaded my senses as she sucked on my cock like she was starved.

We made love for hours. I sat Madeleine on my cock and bounced her on it, while Darcie pulled her gown over her head. Darcie ate my cum from Madeleine’s overflowing pussy while I fucked my pet from behind. Madeleine pulled out a double dildo with straps, so I fucked her ass while Darcie fucked her pussy. Darcie and I switched as soon as I recovered from unloading in Madeleine’s back door. I fed off Madeleine’s breast as we laid on our side, and Darcie fucked that beautiful heart-shaped ass. Darcie laid on top of Madeleine so the ladies could kiss, rubbing their breasts and pussies against each other while I recovered. Then I had them roll on their sides so that I could alternate fucking first one pretty pussy, and then the other. Back and forth I went until I unloaded inside Darcie. We collapsed onto the bed and cuddled for a while.

I got up to pee, and I heard the two women talking softly as I relieved myself. I washed up and collected a kiss from Darcie as she passed me to take a seat. I laid down next to Madeleine and kissed her.
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As I release Madeleine’s lips she sighs. “Jack, you’re not meant to leave here alive.”

I nod, “I expected as much.”

“Cassandra felt magic on you the first time she met you and reported you,” Madeleine said. “Robert was expecting a hunter team to show up, but apparently the magic you carry confused him. He eventually decided you were a threat and sent Marcy to feed on you both unto death, but she was scared of you. I was supposed to kill you the first night I spent with you, but you were both so kind and loving. I couldn’t do that to you. Instead, I fed off your lust until I was bloated.”

Darcie crawls in on the other side of her and kisses her and cuddles up closely. She says, “I love you, Leinie. You touch me as only one other person has. I would give up all others to have you and Master with me forever.”

“That would be lovely,” Madeleine murmurs with a smile. “But you’re here to shut us down, aren’t you, Jack?”

“Yes. Sorry, Madeleine. I’m very fond of you, beautiful,” I murmur quietly. “And yes, I know what you are.”

She kisses me and then Darcie before staring up at the ceiling. “I was twenty-two and still couldn’t get my hunger under control. Cassandra had been here for many years. She’s a distant cousin to the Empress, and I’m a royal from the same planet. My mother sent me to Cassandra to get my hunger under control. It’s taken eight years to finally get control of myself. Many humans have died in the process.” Suddenly, Madeleine sobs piteously, “It was horrible.”

I cuddle her close and kiss her temple. Darcie hugs her tight and buries her face into her neck.

She whispers through her tears, “Cassandra, Emily, Marcy, and Krystal like to feed off death throes. I’ve been trying not to, and they do it intentionally. Then the imps—I’ve seen them drive at least a dozen men to suicide. This is a horrible place.”

Eventually she takes a big breath. “I have until dawn to drain the two of you. If I don’t finish the job, Robert will.”

“What is the full situation?” I ask quietly.

Madeleine says, “Cassandra’s room is across the corridor. The other succubae and the imps have smaller suites. There are eight zombie guards, not counting the bartender. She will just stay there. Try to leave her alive. She’s very sweet for an unsouled person. Robert is standing by to attack you as you leave in case you survive me.”

“Okay,” I tell her, and I kiss her gently.

“Is it time for you to kill me?” she asks.

I look away when I realize that the thought of ending this beautiful creature is filling me with dread. Madeleine sobs, “I just want to go home.”

I slide out of bed and grab Darcie’s sheath knife from the tote. It has a five-inch, narrow, double-edged blade.

I take a moment to calm my nerves before crawling back into bed. “I can choose to end you or to send you home. I’m going to send you home, Madeleine.” I stand on my knees and tell her, “I’ll make it as painless as I can, lover. I wish I could make it completely painless, but it will hurt. I’m not certain if breaking your neck would guarantee your return home, so I’ll push a knife directly into your heart. It’s probably the next least painful option that will guarantee your survival.”

She nods slowly before she gives Darcie a passionate kiss goodbye. She sucks in a big breath and lets it out. She murmurs, “I’m grateful to you, Jack. Not just for sending me home. You’ve been very loving to me. I’ve never been courted like the two of you have courted me. I had never been on a date until last weekend.”

I lay the point of the knife in place beneath her breast bone. I lean down and tell her, “I’m glad we could give you that experience. I’m quite fond of you, Madeleine. I’m going to miss you. Goodbye, sweetie.”

I kiss her passionately and withdraw my tongue just before pushing the knife home. She gasps and whimpers. I hold her hand and watch the light quickly go out of her eyes. I brush my hands over her eyelids to close her eyes and murmur, “Godspeed, Madeleine.”

Darcie is crying softly. I walk around the bed and wrap her in a tight hug. I kiss her and hold her for a few minutes. Eventually, she sniffs, “I’m okay, Master. I just didn’t expect to care for her so much.”

I nod. “We didn’t know her well, Pet,” I tell her softly. “From what she said, she had killed multiple humans. Despite that, I liked her too. If we had met under different circumstances...who knows. At least she’s still alive back in her home dimension.”

Darcie nods and sniffs. Eventually she disengages and grabs a few tissues to blow her nose and dry her eyes. She pulls on her panty and her flats, while I pull on my boxer briefs, socks, and boots.

Darcie takes the tote bag from Madeleine’s closet and sets it next to Madeleine’s cooling body. She roots through the chest of drawers and pulls on one of Madeleine’s long T-shirts.

I pull on the shoulder rig as Darcie puts her dress into the tote; I add my trousers and Oxford.

Darcie sets her pistol on the bed and pulls her taser flashlight from her purse. The purse and taser go back in the tote, followed by my spare magazines.

I put a suppressor on Darcie’s pistol before doing my own. I have my clip knife in the waistband of my underwear. The Glock is clipped to the inside of my right boot.

We look at each other quietly for a long moment, and then we kiss gently.

As I’m nibbling Darcie’s lips, a knock sounds on the door. A female voice calls, “Madeleine? Are you okay?”

I nod at Darcie, and she nods back before she walks over and kicks the wedge out from under the door. Then she opens it, staying out of sight behind the door. David is in the doorway and Cassandra is looking over his shoulder.

I shoot Cassandra between her eyes and then shoot David in the heart as he reaches for a weapon.

I cross the hall and clear Cassandra’s room. Milli the imp is on her bed. She inhales sharply, and I shoot her in the head.

I pull David and Cassandra’s bodies into Cassandra’s room.

From what Madeleine said, that leaves Zoe, Emily, Marcy, Angelique, Krystal, six other zombie guards, the bartender, Robert, and their sorcerer. I nod to Darcie. She nods back solemnly and takes a big breath before releasing an unearthly scream.

Three zombie guards—two big athletic fellas and a female bodybuilder—run down the corridor from the sitting room. Darcie and I stand next to each other outside Madeleine’s suite and shoot them. I get two, but she does get one.

Marcie sticks her head out a door, and I shoot her in her left eye.

I hear a male voice gasp, “Oh my god.” I slip into Marcie’s room, and shoot the guy in the bed.

I hear Darcie shoot twice and a body hits the floor. I step across the hall over Krystal’s body. There is an older woman in her bed. I shoot her in the head.

I step out into the hall in time to see Zoe somersaulting down the hall with a knife in her mouth. I time my shot and put a round right under her nose as her head ascends.

I drop the magazine, and Darcie hands me a spare. I seat it, giving me thirteen shots in the weapon.

I kick in the door of the room on my left, and find it empty. Darcie clears it while I cross the hall.

I find Angelique riding Charles. I sneak in behind them, and press the Glock to the back of Angelique’s head. The silenced Sig shoots Charles in the chest—after all, the Church can’t have any witnesses—as Angelique’s skull explodes with a popping noise, her skull effectively acting as a sound suppressor.

I turn around to see a guard rush into the room where Darcie is. I shoot him in the back of his head as his back sprouts an exit wound. That bullet barely misses me.

I holster the Glock in my boot and check the hallway in time to catch another guard running around the corner. I shoot her from less than a yard away. She drops a short shotgun, but fortunately, it doesn’t go off.

I make my way carefully to the sitting room to find Robert Davis holding a gun to Emily’s head. He’s wearing ballistic armor and a helmet.

I shoot him in the right shoulder, which causes him to drop his gun, and Emily scoots out of Robert’s grasp. I shoot him in his left shoulder, then in each hip. At least one is an arterial bleeder. I stand over him and shoot Emily in the head as she tries to scoot away. I switch out my magazine for the one in my shoulder rig before I kick Robert’s gun away and open his vest.

I kneel on his chest and pull my clip knife off my waistband and open it with my thumb before I place it between the two ribs over his heart.

He looks confused as he moans, “Mons...prom…ist.”

I tell the bewildered ex-hunter, “He lied. What did Monsignor David promise?” His eyes are slowly losing their light. He’s grimacing in pain, and I decide to end his suffering. I place my hands over his eyes and drive the knife into his heart.

Darcie covers my back as I clear the rooms off the parlor. We only find one more guard in the remaining rooms. We check the kitchen, dining room, two powder rooms, a large bathroom, four more bedrooms—one with bunk beds, and a security office with a guard, who I shoot—and a business office.

Then we find the shocker.


22
Joss and Aftermath



Jocelynn Hostler, call sign Pussycat, is naked, chained to the floor by a collar around her neck.

The once beautiful woman is emaciated and kneeling in filth next to a permanent summoning circle on the floor. She has dark circles under her eyes, and her gorgeous chocolate-brown skin looks gray. She looks nearly dead.

She looks up at me. “Jack?” she whispers.

“I’m here, Joss,” I murmur.

She sobs and falls over on her side. I sit down next to her and pull her into my lap. She weighs next to nothing.

She wraps her arms around me and shakily hugs me. She mutters, “I knew that retirement story was fake. I told Motown, ‘They’ll send Hunter after you.’ He said, ‘Hunter is just like the boogie man. He doesn’t exist.’ I tried to tell him that I knew you, and that you were very real. He didn’t believe me, or didn’t care. And he wouldn’t stop.”

“Joss, I am retired,” I whisper emphatically. “The monsignor called me back to get Robert and shut this place down. Dutch’s team is on backup, and I expect they will be here shortly.”

“The monsignor," she scoffs weakly. “He’s an evil fuck.”

I nod my agreement as I caress her matted hair. She reeks of urine and feces.

“As Robert was dying, he said something,” I said. “It sounded like ‘Mons-prom-ist.’ I thought it was ‘Monsignor promised,’ but he was suffering. I finished him.”

Joss shakes her head against my chest and mutters, “I don’t know, Jack.” After a short pause, she says, “I asked to be on your team. Monsignor said you wouldn’t be around much longer.”

I hug her gently before I ask, “How did Robert kill off the other hunter teams, Joss?”

“Robert had all kinds of insider information,” she explains weakly. “He had an elf-tech device that would alert when anyone with the locator glyph came within a kilometer. It could also activate a kill-switch in the locator glyph if he could get them close enough. Robert would invite them in and activate it.”

She took a breath before continuing. “I summoned imps for the snipers. He always knew they were here. He thought there might be another hunter team coming, and was getting frustrated because no one was showing up. He said the succubae had run into someone he thought might be a cop. Cassandra said you had magic, but Robert wasn’t worried initially because you had no locator. He decided to kill you just to be safe since no hunter teams ever showed up.”

“Why did Robert set up here?” I ask.

“I don’t know, Jack,” she murmured into my neck. “We came directly here from Chicago, supposedly to shut it down. Motown shot Zephyr in the back of the head as he and I led the way into the lounge. As I saw Zephyr fall, Motown knocked me out, and I woke up chained next to this circle. It was already here.”

She pauses for a moment before continuing, “I thought maybe the monsignor set us up to kill off the teams, but it doesn’t make any sense for him to do that.”

She takes a moment to catch her breath, leaning on my shoulder. Eventually, she says, “Finish me, Jack. I’m nearly dead anyway.”

“I’d rather not, Joss,” I tell her as I caress her bony back and recall making love to her as an idealistic young trainee.

“Jack, they will torture me to find out what happened. The Department is not like it was before you disappeared,” she whispers. “Even the archbishop has been acting weird. He backs up the monsignor regardless of how many of us he gets killed.” She sobs. “Please, Hunter. I’m your prey. Finish me. Please.”

I sigh heavily at the thought of killing this once vivacious young woman. “Okay, Joss.” I gently kiss her forehead. I open my knife and place the point in the dimple behind her ear and pray out loud.

“God in Heaven, your warrior Jocelyn has suffered to serve you. Please take her home, take away her pain, and let her know your love.” I drive the knife into her skull. She shakes several times before falling slack in my lap.

I pull out the knife, kiss her forehead again, and slide out from under her limp body.

I walk out of the summoning room, and Darcie says, “Master, you’re crying.”

“They had Joss, Jocelyn, er...Pussycat, chained to the floor. She looked drained. She deserved better than that.” I wipe my wrist across my eyes.

Darcie hugs me. “What do we do now, Master?”

“Pick up any cash, jewelry, or valuables from all the dead. The Church considers it plunder of war,” I explain. “Remember, I got Fergus and David to agree to it explicitly. Put it in a pillowcase.”

I check the office and find banking records.

I call Monsignor David from the phone on the desk. It goes to voicemail. I call again twice more before the priest answers.

I hear a growled “What!” through the earpiece.

I say, “Send a cleanup crew. You know where.”

I disconnect before he can say anything else.

I return to Angelique’s bedroom and dig the bullet from the Glock out of the headboard with my knife. I carry the boogered slug with me as I leave the room, trying not to look at the accusatory look in Charles’ eyes.

In theory, the weapons from the Church are clean, but I’ve stayed out of prison by being careful and not taking unnecessary chances. It’s why we wore cotton gloves to load the rounds into the magazines. It’s also why the primary weapons I used were from someone that I trust considerably more than Monsignor David Lewis.

I check Robert’s room for notes and cash. I don’t find anything that incriminates Monsignor David, but I feel he’s behind this somehow. I find a metal cash box and jimmy the lock with my knife. I pull out $20,000 in cash, a couple of $10,000 bearer bonds, and two concussion grenades in the box. I leave the grenades and take the bills and bonds.

Under a false bottom in a large desk drawer, I find a golden, metallic device with gemstones and crystals embedded in it. Definitely Elven. This must be the kill switch.

Darcie brings a pillowcase full of loot, and I pour it all out on the coffee table. I set aside all the cash, about $28,000 total. Darcie puts the cash in the tote. I add the bullet from the Glock, the kill switch, the bonds, and a necklace with a dozen diamonds in it. “For Mort,” I tell her. “We’ll leave the rest of the jewelry for the cleaning crew. There’s a lot of it.”

I get a call from Dutch on my cell. He says, “Be there in twenty.”

“Okay. We’re about to leave, but we’ll wait for you,” I tell him.

I take Darcie into a bathroom next to the sitting room.

She strips off Madeleine’s T-shirt, and I wipe her down with a wet washcloth to get rid of the worst of the blood from her face, arms, and neck. Thankfully, she’s not very blood-splattered. She has a bigger task on me.

I scrub my face and neck—Angelique’s head wound gave me a lot of blow-back. Darcie checks my work and cleans what I missed. Once my face and neck are reasonably clean, I scrub the filth I’m covered in from holding Joss.

I scrub my underwear in cold water and roll it in a towel. Darcie puts it in her tote. I pull on my trousers commando style, tuck my Oxford into my waistband as Darcie walks out, leaving me to finish my cleanup. I wipe down my boots with the damp washcloth and put them back on. I tuck the Glock into my waistband behind my back. Darcie returns with my blazer and my tuxedo shirt.

“It still smells of her,” Darcie sobs. “It was all I could do not to lie next to her and hold her.”

I hold her closely and kiss her temple. “I know, sweetheart. I’m going to struggle with this for quite a while.”

Darcie looks up at me and caresses my cheek. “I’m here for you, Jack. Always. You are my master, and there is nothing I wouldn’t do for you.”

We kiss gently and slowly slide apart. I pull on my jacket and scan the room.

I call off a mental checklist. “Clothes. Magazines. Oh, my shoulder rig.”

Darcie responds, “Check. Check. On the bathroom door handle.”

She points, and I retrieve it, then put it in the tote.

Darcie says, “The Sigs and suppressors are in the tote. I wiped down the handle of my knife, but I left it in Madeleine.” She’s wracked by a sob, but swallows the next ones.

“Thigh holsters?” I ask gently.

“Tote.”

I nod my head slowly. “Okay. Let’s go, Pet.”

We leave the sitting area and return to the lounge. The pretty female zombie, Vesta, is behind the bar, still cleaning glassware. There’s no one else around.

“Why didn’t you come to help them?” I ask.

She shrugs, “They didn’t call. I heard a silenced pistol, but I’ve been told repeatedly, ‘Just take care of the fucking bar.’ So that’s what I did.”

She doesn’t look particularly upset or belligerent, just indifferent.

Darcie pulls the stack of cash from the tote and lays it on the bar. She looks at me and I nod. She says quietly, “Here’s your severance payment."

I tell Vesta, “You should leave soon. The Church is sending a cleanup crew from Chicago. You’re just a mess they would clean up.”

She wipes her hands. “I’ll sleep in my car until morning. Thank you for the warning.” She grabs her purse, the cash, and a light jacket and leaves quickly.

I sit in a lounge chair, and Darcie crawls into my lap. We hold each other tightly while we wait for the cleanup crew.

Darcie murmurs in my ear, “Thank you, Master. I need this.”

“Me too, Pet,” I murmur as I nuzzle her hair.

Dutch leads a quartet of technicians through the front door about five minutes later. Michael, AKA Flower, and Jill, call sign Butch, follow.

Darcie and I get up, and I walk them through the scene. I point them to the bathroom we used to clean up, and one of them gets a big bottle of Drano and dumps it into the sink.

Dutch and I walk back out to the bar area. “Hey, Dutch. We’ve got a few more weeks on the contract. Are you going to be our ride home?” I ask.

Dutch shrugs, “I don’t know, Hunter. It might be another crew.”

I nod and say, “Okay. Be well, Dutch.”

“You too, Hunter,” the morose hunter says.

I stop with my hand on the door handle, held with my handkerchief. I look into Dutch’s tired face and say, “Dutch, get those locator wards removed. They’re Elven glyphs, one of which is a kill switch.”

His soul-weary eyes just stare at me for a moment. Finally he says, “That might be a blessing.”

I shake my head and lead Darcie out the front door.

Butch calls out, “Thanks, Hunter. I’ll get it taken care of.” I nod to her before pulling the door closed.

Darcie and I get back to the hotel about three in the morning. I have each of us take a couple valerian root tablets, and then we shower. By the time we’re done, we’re pretty exhausted; the day’s events are beginning to weigh on us. Darcie and I crawl into bed and drift off to sleep.

We get up for Taiji after the sun comes up and arrive at the park a little later than normal. Mr. Qwan checks in with us once we’ve gone through the form the first time.

I tell him, “We will miss you next weekend. We have to go to Chicago next weekend, so we’ll see you in two weeks.”

He wishes us safe travels. After Taiji, Darcie and I grab a quick room service breakfast while we clean up and pack.

After the food arrives, we break down the Sig pistols I got from Mort and put the parts and the recovered bullet in Madeleine’s tote bag. We check out of the hotel wearing shorts and T-shirts.

We detour to Lake Minnetonka on our way back to Faribault. Upon arriving at the lake, we rent a canoe. We paddle around the lake for a couple of hours, dropping pieces of the weapons all over the lake. After we return the canoe, we stop at a little country diner for lunch before we drive back to Faribault.

Getting back to our hotel apartment feels like returning to sanctuary. We put our clothes in the wash, shower again, and slowly make love, trying to affirm that we are still alive. We order a pizza for dinner and go to bed early.
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Monday was pretty dull after the mix of excitement and horror of the weekend. Essentially, the day was more of the same as last week—status meetings and reports, check-ins with stakeholders, workshops.

There were only two notable events of the day. The first was Charles’ failure to show up for work. The second was that Laurence Tibbet died in a car wreck Friday night. Apparently, he was driving drunk and ran off the road into a huge oak tree at about fifty miles per hour.

Darcie and I went to dinner with Janice Monday night, but we begged off sex with her. We agreed that it would be disrespectful to Madeleine. Instead, Darcie and I made love in our apartment.

Tuesday was boring and fairly normal. Darcie reported that most of the males were very careful to keep appropriate distance and not be the least bit flirtatious. She said, “Pam Swenson informed me that the men are afraid of you. Apparently, there’s a rumor going around that you caused Laurence to kill himself.”

I shrugged. “I was thinking about just snapping his neck, but I hadn’t gotten around to planning how to arrange it so I could get away with it.”

Darcie crawled onto my lap and whispered, “You make me feel so safe and...treasured, Master.” She kissed my cheek and added, “Pam Swenson is also worried about Charles. She’s married to his brother.”

“Not much we can do about that,” I responded coldly. “Maybe after the police make an announcement.”

Darcie nodded and hugged me tightly.

Later that afternoon after work, Darcie and I went to martial arts training.

Wednesday, Janice asked, “Have I done something wrong, Jack?”

I frowned and answered immediately, “No, Janice. Why do you ask?”

“You’re distant. It’s like you’ve shut me out,” she said. Darcie walked into my office at that point and hugged Janice before closing the door.

I shook my head and said, “No, Janice. Darcie and I lost someone close to us this weekend. We’re both mourning her. Darcie’s had to work hard to keep me engaged.”

Janice said, “Come over tonight. Let me pamper the two of you.”

Darcie nodded, “I think we should, Master.”

So that night we had dinner at Janice’s house. We took a change of clothes. We started out pretty cuddly, but I eventually had Janice and Darcie by turns on the Cross of St. Andrew before we wore ourselves out around midnight in Janice’s bed.

Thursday morning, Michael Hollis called me into his office. After offering me a seat, he said, “Jack, Charles Swenson has disappeared. Pam reported him as a missing person to the police on Monday. She told them she thought he might be suicidal, because of his divorce. The police in Minneapolis went to his apartment and found it was cleaned out. Completely empty. Personal items, furnishings, everything was gone. They can’t find his girlfriend, either. Did you see him over the weekend?”

I told him, “We had planned to meet for dinner with him and Angelique, his girlfriend, but they never showed.”

Michael said, “Please let Pam know if you hear from him.”

“I will,” I replied.

That evening after martial arts class, Janice brought over Italian takeout to our apartment. We ate, conversed, and had a heart-to-heart with Janice. I told her that we liked and cared for her, but that we wouldn’t be taking her with us when we left. She claimed that she understood, and that she had no intention of leaving Minneapolis to be our fuck toy. Once the conversation was over, she went about showing us how good of a fuck toy she could be until early in the morning.

Friday, Darcie and I left the office at lunchtime and drove to Chicago. We stayed in a Hampton Inn near Mort’s shop Friday night, and visited him Saturday morning after we checked out.

We gave Mort the Church’s Sig P320 and Glock 43, and he replaced them with a new pair of Sig P365XLs. He asked how the weapons performed.

Darcie said, “I like it better than my P320 at home. It fits my hand better.”

I told him, “I found the grip a little small, but I’ve practiced with it enough to make it a good concealed carry option. I liked the Glock too, but the grip was a little short.”

He told me, “They have an ‘X’ version of the Glock model. Ten rounds out of the box, but there are already aftermarket fifteen-round magazines for it.”

I’ve been a Sig snob for quite a while, but after hearing this, I may have to investigate the Glock.

Darcie went off to chat with Alanna since she was between customers, and I wrapped up with Mort. I paid him the diamond necklace and told him about what I found at the Bridgewater.

Darcie and I collected hugs from Alanna and Mort before leaving. We immediately drove back to Owatonna.

The following week was pretty much a repeat of the previous. The disappearance of Charles Swenson and death of Laurence Tibbet both lost their shock value going into the second week. Darcie and I started working on exit reports as we continued to have workshops. Janice and I had a two-hour meeting on next steps for managing the project portfolio. Other than a kiss on the cheek upon my arrival and departure, she was all business.

Thursday night in her bed, I mentioned that instance to her. She replied, “You and Darcie found me when I was severely out of balance. Your affection has helped me tremendously. I was surprised that I was able to sit alone with you in a room for two hours and not even flirt. Once we started talking about business, the thought didn’t even cross my mind until I kissed your cheek the second time.”

Darcie said, “Master’s attention can do wonderful things to a woman. I’m living proof.”

I told them, “You’re both amazing women. I would probably offer for you to join our group if you were in Phoenix, Jan. I’m just not willing to have you relocate for that.”

She shook her head. “I’ve worked too long and too hard to walk away from this job. Your professional help has given me the foundation to take this company to the next level on our projects. I’m not about to walk away from that—even for both of you.” She cocked an eyebrow and grinned. “However, if you two want to stay in the Minneapolis area, I could easily continue as your little whore.”

We all had a chuckle over that before I rolled Janice over so that I could fuck her as she licked my cum from Darcie’s pussy.

Darcie and I left for our apartment a couple of hours later. On the way back, Darcie asked, “Minneapolis this weekend?”

“That’s right, Pet.”

“Good,” she replied quietly.
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As I park in the garage at the Elliot Park Hotel, Darcie says, “Master, I would like to see Leaves of Grass again.”

I look at her solemnly. “It won’t be the same, Pet.”

She dabs her eyes with a tissue. “I know, Master. It just feels like the right thing to do. To honor her.”

I kiss Darcie’s cheek gently. “To honor her,” I agree. “I’m afraid that I didn’t bring my tux, Pet.”

Darcie smiles at me gently. “That’s okay, Master. I plan to dress differently too.”

I smile in return. Darcie cups my face in her hands. “Master, I adore you. It’s breaking my heart to see your dead eyes when you smile at me. You haven’t really smiled since we kissed Madeleine goodbye. I love your smile. Please let your smile light your eyes again.”

I grimace. “I’m sorry, Pet. I'm trying. But it’s not just Madeleine. It’s the horror of all the killing. It wears on the soul. I saw it in Dutch’s face when he came to clean up. He’s lost his will to live. I was the same way when I retired. Janet rescued me. Then Candice rescued me after my divorce. You save me every day, Darcie. You are more special than I deserve, and you give yourself freely to me. You’re helping me heal. Please don’t stop. Don’t give up on me.”

“Never, Master,” she says intensely. “I belong to you. I don’t want a life without you in it. I’m with you until I no longer draw breath. I’m the best pet you could have chosen. I. Am. Yours!”

I nod and hug her across the console of our rental. “Good,” I murmur into her ear. I’m nearly tearing up. I release her and get out of the car before my man card gets revoked.

I tell her as I walk back to pull our bags out of the hatch, “Make reservations, Pet. As soon as we get inside. She deserves the memorial, and we deserve to say goodbye.”

Saturday morning, we do yoga and Taiji. It seems weird to not see Cassandra and her entourage. Darcie hangs my tuxedo shirt in the bathroom while we shower to steam the wrinkles out. We take a long walk along the river in the afternoon, stopping for lunch around 1:00.

After we return, we strip, and I lay Darcie down on the bed and kiss my way languidly down her body. I suckle and lick her flesh, laving the sweat from her skin all the way down to her feet. I suckle a big toe to the accompaniment of her soft giggles.

“Ew!” she teases. “Toe funk.”

“Your toe funk,” I reply as I kiss my way up the inside of her leg until I arrive at her blooming petals.

I lick and suckle her pussy lips until she grabs my short hair in her fingers. I slide first one finger, and then another, into her warm wet channel. I curl my fingers inside her to stimulate the textured spot just inside her. It only takes a moment before Darcie has her first orgasm.

I suckle her clit and lash it with my tongue as she squirms on my fingers. “Ohmigod, Master. I just keep coming. Nnnnnnn…” Her abs and legs quiver uncontrollably as another wave of bliss takes her.

I release her clit and suck a mark onto her left thigh as I continue to finger fuck her. Once I’m satisfied, I work my way up her torso, leaving a mark about every four inches. I start rubbing her clit with my thumb as I suck a mark onto first the bottom of her left breast and then her right.

I stop my branding of her to suckle her nipples as I continue to pleasure Darcie with my right hand. She clamps down on my fingers and holds my head to her breasts.

As she starts to come down off that wave, I resume branding her with my mouth, leaving a mark above the swell of each breast and another in the hollow of each collar bone.

At that point, I remove my fingers from Darcie and kiss her with all the passion inside me.

When we break the kiss, her eyes sparkle with joy and lust. She says, “You’re marking me as yours.”

“Yes,” I admit. “I’m going to leave your legs below the hemline, but I’m going to mark your back, and your neck is going to be one solid hickey.”

She gasps, “Yes, Master, please! Everyone will see I’m yours.”

I smirk, “The collar kinda says that already, Pet.”

She grins back at me and giggles. “They may think it’s just a necklace. You marking me with your mouth is impossible to misinterpret.”

“True enough, Pet,” I agree. “Roll over.”

I mark the lower side of each of her perfect, petite ass cheeks before I mark the top of each little globe. I follow that by inserting my fingers slowly back into her pussy. My thumb tickles her sphincter as my fingers plunder her channel and my mouth marks her back, suckling up toward her neck on either side of her spine.

I remove my fingers from Darcie as the aftershocks dwindle after the last mark I left on her right trapezius. I roll Darcie over with no help from her slack body and crawl between her limp thighs.

She comes to life again with a low moan as I slide my cock into her hot, wet pussy.

“Oh, Jack!” she exclaims as I seat myself balls deep inside my little pet.

“Come to me, Pet,” I say as I lift her by the waist. She wraps her arms around my neck as I plant my left hand on the bed and pivot to seat her on my cock. I open my knees into a butterfly position and suckle her neck hard as I fuck her slowly. Darcie orgasms continuously as I maul her. When both sides of her neck are purple, I kiss her ravenously and post again to lay her on her back. I start driving hard into her, and we kiss passionately as we drive ourselves to a mutual climax.
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We’re walking to the Guthrie. I’m in a black suit, white shirt, and no tie. Darcie is only wearing my tuxedo shirt with a wide black belt around her waist and black ankle boots on her feet. She’s wearing heavy eyeliner, but otherwise has on her normal light makeup. She has black combs holding her silky auburn hair back tight against her skull. She explained as we left the hotel that the whole ensemble was for Madeleine. I can vouch that the shirt does still hold Madeleine’s scent.

We eat at Sea Change again, and then we’re seated in the middle of the house about half-way back—maybe two rows back from where we sat with Madeleine. Darcie works her way through about half of a pocket-packet of tissues by intermission. Her eyeliner is smudged and her cheeks are stained.

I get drinks at the bar as she goes to repair her makeup in the restroom. She returns pretty quickly and takes a sip of her spritzer. We raise our glasses.

I toast, “To Madeleine. May she find happiness where she is equal or more than what she planted in our hearts.”

Darcie murmurs, “To Madeleine” before taking a sip.

I see a flash of red in my peripheral vision as I lower my glass. I hear a sweet, alto voice with a French accent observe, “This Madeleine must be very special to generate such emotion.”

I look and have to shake my head at how much the woman reminds me of our beloved succubus. I’d guess her heritage as Italian. Her figure is compact yet lush—D-cup breasts, flared hips, and an impossibly narrow waist draped in a clingy red gown that is nearly identical to the one Madeleine wore when we first met her. The beauty turns to show acres of tanned, bare back above a gorgeous heart-shaped ass.

I finally find my voice. “More special than you can know.”

The gorgeous woman smiles and her golden brown eyes light with joy just before I’m struck by a familiar wave of sexuality and lust.

Darcie gasps before we both break into huge smiles.

“Leinie,” Darcie sobs.
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Welcome Back



The Italian beauty leans in to hug Darcie and kisses her on her lips with just a little taste of tongue—the succubus standard of chaste. Then she does the same with me. There’s no doubt it’s Madeleine despite the physical differences. She is about an inch shorter than her zombie body, but she fits into our arms perfectly.

She looks at me for a moment before saying, “I had hoped I would find you both here. Can we talk?”

Darcie sobs and wraps her arms around the succubus. She cries, “I was so sad when you… when you left.”

“Me too, chérie,” Madeleine says. “I didn’t want to leave either of you.” Madeleine looks at Darcie and says, “You’re wearing my favorite shirtdress. I used to sleep in it.”

Darcie sobs and hugs her again. I hear her murmur, “It still smells like you, but you smell different now.”

Madeleine whispers into Darcie’s ear. Darcie gasps and leans back to look at her.

Madeleine looks at us and says, “Shall we skip the second half? I’ve seen this show before.”

Darcie and I look at each other. I cock an eyebrow, and she nods minutely.

I tell Madeleine, “It’s a twelve-block walk back to our suite. Those shoes will make that uncomfortable.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “I figured you’d be at the Moxy.”

“Too many ghosts,” Darcie says with a smile. “We’re at the Elliot Park Hotel.”

I grin, “I bet we could get a cab. Let’s go.”

Darcie and I shoot back our drinks, and we each grab one of Madeleine’s arms. There are a couple of cabs outside the door, so we walk through the lobby of our hotel in less than five minutes.

We close the door of our suite and Darcie immediately attacks Madeleine, kissing the beautiful woman like her lips were life itself. I hug their clenched bodies before I slide past and remove my jacket and boots before pouring wine for each of us.

Darcie leads Madeleine into the suite and seats her at one of the two easy chairs on either side of a small round table. She takes the other seat, and I serve them each a glass. I slide the desk chair over and set my glass on the table, then cup Madeleine’s cheek and kiss her gently. I give my pet the same treatment before I sit on the desk chair.

“So, first, I’d like to know what your real name is,” I tell the succubus.

“My name really is Madeleine,” she says and pauses. “Madeleine Luxure.”

“Holy shit,” I murmur. “From the Luxure family? You’re not even a royal; you’re an imperial.”

Madeleine nods seriously. “Yes, Jack. I am the second-youngest daughter of Yvette Luxure, Empress of all the Succubae. I am the thirtieth in line for the imperial throne and the family’s biggest embarrassment for my inability to control my hunger. My younger sister mastered hers within two weeks of her curse arriving. While I was here, my body reached its full maturity. This is my real body, in its human form. If you kill this body, I will die forever.”

Darcie gasps in horror at the thought, but Madeleine reaches over to caress my pet’s shoulder. “Don’t worry, chérie. I don’t plan to do anything that would earn it. There are benefits to finally being an adult. My hunger is relatively easy to control. I have my human form. And I can travel back here at will if I have an anchor.” She looks deeply into Darcie’s wide eyes. “You, chérie, are my anchor.” She looks at me. “You too, Jack. I am bound to both of you.”

“How?” I ask as my professional curiosity kicks in. “We haven’t performed any binding right. Neither of us has any form of magic. How can you be bound to us?”

Madeleine smiles at me shyly. “Intimacy and choice,” she says quietly. “The emotional connection and intimacy between the two of you is intoxicating, and you wrapped me in it, poured your love for each other into me, and made what was a binary connection into a trinary one.”

Her use of the L-word triggers me. I launch out of my chair muttering, “Excuse me,” and retreat to the bathroom. I close the door and lean on the counter looking at the sorry bastard in the mirror.

I can’t deny my connection to Darcie, but love? I shake my head in denial. As I stand here lying to myself, I realize that relieving myself is becoming a better idea by the minute. I take a leak, wash my hands, and then splash water on my face. I return to scrutinizing the broken fucker in the mirror as I dry my face and hands with one of the softest towels on the planet. I hang the towel, raise my middle finger to my reflection, and open the door.

I hear the ladies murmuring, but I can’t quite discern individual words. I find them standing in front of the little table hugging and caressing as they look earnestly into each other’s eyes. They turn to look at me and smile before locking their gazes on each other and gently closing the distance until their lips touch. Their heads tilt and their mouths open to taste each other. The kiss breaks and they slowly part and resume their seats, hands holding to the last possible instant and fingertips sliding slowly to break contact.

I lean in to kiss first Darcie and then Madeleine before taking a seat and sipping my wine. “So, you can come back at will?” I ask as if nothing had happened and the L-word hadn’t been mentioned.

“Yes,” she says. “But I can only return to the condo or wherever one of you is. I’ve thought about how we can work the logistics so I don’t freak anyone out by popping into a crowded room.”

We all chuckle at the mental picture.

Darcie asks, “Leinie, have you had enough of home already?”

Madeleine shakes her head gently. “No, chérie. Mother was very happy to have me home and hear that I had gotten my hunger under control. It was different being back in my body again. Not having wings and a tail for nearly nine years meant that my native form took some getting used to. I’m looking forward to flying again when I return. As a girl, I would love to ride thermals for hours. So, no. I wanted to come back and reassure you that I survived and am well, but I want to go back home soon.”

“Can we meet your family?” Darcie asks.

“Not without magical assistance,” Madeleine replies. “Besides, Mother is upset about Cassandra’s true death. She was a favored cousin. I don’t think she would be very welcoming to either of you right now.”

“That’s on me,” I interject. “Make certain she holds no grudge against Darcie. I know that it’s not impossible to send people here on a mission. I don’t want anyone coming after Darcie.”

“Of course not,” Madeleine agrees readily. “You either, Jack.” She cocks her head and releases a sultry look and a wave of raw sexuality. “The only one coming for you is me, and I’d really like to come now.”

“Yes, please,” Darcie whispers softly. She’s looking at me hungrily. I crook a finger, and Darcie launches out of her chair and into my arms. We kiss ravenously. I release Darcie’s mouth and spin her in place and nibble her neck.

“Oh, Master! That feels so good,” Darcie moans.

I unbuckle her belt as I suckle the sensitive purple flesh of her neck. I drop the belt and slowly unbutton my tux shirt that she’s wearing as a dress. I open the shirt to display the marks that I’ve lavished upon Darcie’s flesh.

I look into Madeleine’s hungry eyes. “I’ve marked Darcie to show everyone that she’s mine, Madeleine.” The beautiful woman is nearly panting from desire as she watches my left hand slide over Darcie’s beautiful body to cup her right breast.

I ask, “Are you, Madeleine? Are you mine?” My right hand slides down Darcie’s torso to land my fingers on her clit. Darcie whimpers and grinds her pussy into my fingers as I rub her love button and pinch her nipple firmly.

Madeleine whispers, “Yes.”

Her eyes are roaming over my hands, Darcie’s face, and into my eyes. “Are you my pet succubus, Madeleine?” I ask.

Again she whispers, “Yes.”

“Are you certain, Madeleine? You don’t sound very certain.”

“Yes!” she exclaims.

“What are you certain of, Madeleine?”

“Yes, I’m your pet succubus, Master,” Madeleine pants. Darcie whimpers and shivers in my embrace.

I declare, “Darcie is my queen pet, Madeleine. What does that mean?” Darcie starts to quiver in my embrace.”

Madeleine whispers, “That I’m her pet succubus, too, and that she is my mistress.”

Darcie clenches hard at Madeleine’s declaration and gasps, “Oh, yes!”

I suckle Darcie’s earlobe for a moment before saying, “Exactly, Madeleine.”

I hold Darcie through her climax until she catches her breath. I look back at Madeleine. “Pet, I’m going to mark you like I’ve marked Darcie. When you return, everyone will know you belong to me. When you visit us next, I will put a collar on you.”

Darcie sucks in a big breath and moans as I slide a finger into her channel. She looks up into my eyes and kisses me passionately. We stare into each other’s eyes for a moment before Darcie turns her head and murmurs. “You look gorgeous in that dress, Leinie, but I’d really like to see you out of it.”

Madeleine stands quickly and says, “Yes, Mistress.” Her hands fly up and release the clasp behind her neck. She slowly lowers her hands, bringing the halter with it to reveal her heavy breasts and beautiful torso. When she pulls the garment past her navel, Madeleine releases the fabric and the clingy garment slides down past her hips to pool at her feet.

“You’re even more beautiful than before,” I murmur. I take in her slender torso and her heavy pointed breasts with small dark areolae and distended nipples to match. Each nipple is pierced with a thin, golden ring. I take in the three small gold rings piercing the cartilage of each ear, and another piercing the hood of her clitoris.

Madeleine giggles slightly. “Lazenna Hammadi would be disappointed to hear that, Master. She always thought her huge breasts made her a freak until you loved her. Sadly, I don’t lactate like she did.”

My curiosity distracts me as I pick up that Lazenna Hammadi was the name of her zombie. “Isn’t it normal to use the host’s name?”

Madeleine nods. “When I started getting control of my hunger, I started using my own name. Cassandra’s real name was Cassandra, but it was also the name of her host. Enough questions for now, Master. Mark me as yours. Please!”

Darcie reaches for her, and Madeleine slides into her arms. The two kiss, and Madeleine grinds into the knuckles of the hand I have buried inside Darcie. Madeleine releases Darcie’s mouth to capture mine.

Madeleine murmurs, “Mistress, is it my imagination, or is Master wearing way too many clothes?”

Darcie murmurs, “You are absolutely correct, Pet. Please help our master disrobe.”

I withdraw my finger from Darcie and release her. The two ladies step to the side and Darcie lets the shirt slide off her shoulders and arms to pool at her feet. I stand and unbutton my Oxford as fast as I can while Madeleine unbuckles my belt and opens my trousers. She follows my trousers and boxer briefs to the ground and catches my erect member in her mouth as I throw my shirt across the room.

Darcie wraps her arms around me for a passionate kiss. When we part, she winks at me lasciviously and sinks next to Madeleine. The two beautiful women take turns licking me, sucking my cock and balls, and kissing each other.

I growl, “Bed. Now.”

The two vixens jump to their feet and launch to the bed. I kick my trousers off my ankles, pull off my socks, and follow.

The two ladies lay kissing each other voraciously. I command, “Madeleine, flat on your back.”

Darcie presses her lover into the requested position as I say, “Beg your Mistress to mark you as her own.”

“Oh, Mistress Darcie, please mark me as your treasured pet,” Madeleine simpers prettily. “Please!”

Darcie pops up to a sitting position and looks at me. I nod and tell her, “The right half of her body is yours. From her knee to her ear, ensure no one will doubt she belongs to you, Pet.”

Darcie says breathily, “Yes, Master.” She looks down at Madeleine and says, “As you wish, Pet.”

Darcie starts at her neck, and I start on her left thigh.

Darcie and I spend nearly an hour marking Madeleine’s flesh both front and back before we finally graduate to intercourse. Darcie gets my first load, but Madeleine crawls between her thighs afterward to lick her clean.

As I watch them and start to recover, I tell Darcie, “Pet, when Leinie is done cleaning you, put a pillow on the floor and prepare to service me.”

“Yes, Master,” she replies with a bright smile.

Darcie tosses a pillow next to the bed, and I sit on the very edge. I pull Madeleine up to sit astride my lap. I catch Darcie’s eyes. “Pet, start sucking me off. When I point to a spot on Leinie, apply your mouth there until I give you further direction.”

“Yes, Master,” she whispers before sucking my cock deep.

I lift Madeleine by her taut buttocks to give Darcie room. Then I command, “Show me your native form, Madeleine.”

She gasps. “You may not like that form, Jack. Wings. Tail. Claws.” She bites her lip for a moment. “I definitely look inhuman in my native form.”

I look deep into her eyes, leaving them open as I kiss her gently. “Leinie, I can’t mark your native form as mine unless you reveal it to me. So, are you really mine?”

She doesn’t say a word as she locks her gaze on mine. Suddenly her features shift. Where a beautiful Italian-looking woman with golden brown eyes was in my arms a moment ago, there is now a gorgeous, red-skinned, dark-haired, winged female resting her ass cheeks in my palms. She has oblong pupils that are probably slitted in bright light. The irises of her eyes are golden, and the sclerae are pink. Two short, black horns poke out of her hairline. The tan hands with manicured nails that were resting on my chest are now red with black claws growing out of the nail beds of the fingers.

Darcie pops up to her feet. “Ohmigod, Madeleine. You’re beautiful!”

I lean in and kiss her lips gently, but Madeleine quickly ramps up the passion until we’re devouring each other. When we break for a breath, Darcie steps up to kiss her, too.

“Madeleine, you are absolutely gorgeous,” I murmur into her right ear as she holds me close while playing tongue tag with Darcie. “I find your human form perfect, but your native form is equally beautiful.”

Madeleine releases Darcie’s mouth as her light gray wings wrap around us both. Tears stream down her cheeks as she opens her eyes. “I was afraid you wouldn’t like it. I meant it when I surrendered myself to be your pet. So I had to obey, but I was so afraid you would reject me. There’s a reason my people have evolved to have a second form.”

“Leinie, you don’t look that different in this form than you do in your human form,” I observe. “There’s just more of you to love.”

The succubus smiles brightly and looks at Darcie, and Darcie matches her smile and winks at Madeleine.

I lean in toward her neck. “I thought black wing feathers were the rule,” I say before my mouth latches onto the right side of her neck.

“Imperials have more Angelic blood than royals. I have a sibling that looks like a red-tinted angel, complete with white wings and both male and female genitalia. They are very popular in Mother’s court,” she murmurs as I mark the right side of her neck.

“They?” I ask as I feel Darcie’s mouth engulfs my cock. I set to work on marking Madeleine before she answers.

“Hmmm, that’s nice, Master. Apparently, on Earth, ‘they’ is the appropriate pronoun for someone of ambiguous gender.”

I personally think “it” is the correct word in English for gender-ambiguous personal pronouns and hermaphrodites, but that does sound like something the politically-correct crowd would come up with. I don’t bother interrupting my important work to debate it. I tap Madeleine’s pussy, and Darcie moves to lick the dark red flesh between our pet’s legs as I lift Madeleine higher. I suckle her trapezius and move to her collarbone when Darcie gasps, “Oh, oh, oh, what are you doing, Leinie?”

Madeleine purs, “You have accepted me as I am, Mistress. So I feel obligated to show you how handy having a tail can be.”

“So good,” Darcie moans. I tap Madeleine’s sphincter. Shortly after, there is a wet tongue sliding past my finger to lick Madeleine’s dark passage.

Madeleine moans, “Oh! Tongues are nice, too, Mistress.”

I slot my cock into her channel and push Madeleine down onto my phallus. “Oh, yes! So good, Master!"

I grab a handful of her hair to arch her back, and then start marking her chest and breasts.

Darcie and I spend the next hour marking Madeleine and making love to her. Once we’re satisfied with our work, Darcie eats Madeleine while I fuck Darcie’s tight little pussy. Then we switch. I take a turn on the bottom with Darcie riding me cowgirl and Madeleine riding my face, which is how I learn the underside of Madeleine’s tail at the base is an erogenous zone. Massaging the claws on her heels is also apparently a turn-on.

Around midnight, I discover that a prehensile tail poking at your asshole is freaky, but getting a tickle from a heel claw as you fuck a beautiful demon isn’t so bad. Still, I can’t say that I’m really wired for getting pegged no matter how beautiful the woman is. I also learn that regardless of the sharp claws on her finger tips, the flesh of Madeleine’s fingers is as silky as the rest of her flesh. Despite that, I end up with some pretty deep claw marks on my back as we take a couple more rotations before we fall asleep in the early morning hours with Darcie on my right side and Madeleine on my left, her left wing draped over Darcie and me.
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My alarm rings at about 6:30. I don’t see my phone anywhere.

Darcie whimpers, “Make it go away, Master.”

Madeleine sits up, spreads her wings slightly and disappears, only to reappear in the corner of the room. She squats down and picks my phone up out of my pants pocket. She uses her pinky to shut off the alarm and sets my phone on the table, then crawls across my feet to return to her previous spot in bed.

Madeleine whimpers, “Master, why is the alarm waking us? Can’t we sleep until noon?”

“No, Pet. We can’t,” I say firmly despite my desire to do just that.

“Taiji,” Darcie mutters sleepily. “Need to say goodbye to Master Qwan.”

Madeleine sighs and kisses me before she sits up. “I don’t know how to do that. Cassandra kept trying to get me to join them, but I was afraid of looking like a freak with the watermelons on my chest.”

I tell her, “Honey, you were beautiful then; although, you are definitely more beautiful now.”

Darcie kisses my cheek and grinds her crotch into my hip.

Madeleine says, “I bet I would create a stir if I went out in public like this.”

“Definitely,” I agree. “However, we can probably find you shorts and a T-shirt so you could accompany us to the park in your human form.”

“When do you need to be back?” Darcie asks.

“Today or tomorrow. I have a little flexibility” is Madeleine’s response. “What are you thinking, Mistress?”

That gets Darcie to open her eyes and smile. “Well, Pet,” she replies. “I’m thinking you put on that sexy dress and FMPs, take Master's credit card, and get a couple of outfits. Then go back to Owatonna with us. You can go back home tomorrow.”

“Stores won’t be open for hours, Darcie,” I point out. “T-shirts and flip-flops are available in the gift shop, but I don’t know about shorts.”

Darcie says, “Maybe she can wear your workout shorts, Master. I think mine might be a little tight on that lovely ass.”

“True. Then again, you can try it first,” I muse. “If not, I have a spare, clean T-shirt and a polo to wear home. She could wear my workout shorts, and I can wear the cargo shorts. Either way, she still needs some kind of shoes other than FMPs.”

Darcie kisses me and pops to her feet beside the bed. “Get up, Pet,” she commands Madeleine. “You and I are going shopping.”

Darcie squeezes Madeleine into her spare pair of workout shorts after all, and my T-shirt fits her well, draping her full breasts. Darcie dresses in a light blue yoga top, boy shorts, and white trainers. They hurry out to raid the gift shop for flip flops while I get ready and pack a backpack. I grab my key and hustle downstairs to join the ladies in the lobby.

The ladies find a cheap set of sneakers, two T-shirts, a pair of shorts, and two water bottles—all with a variety of Minneapolis tourist logos on them. Madeleine is wearing one of the T-shirts and the sneakers, so she stuffs my T-shirt and the rest of her purchases into the bag on my back.

We traipse down to the park, and start our Taiji practice.

We show Madeleine the first small bit of the form, and she practices that off to the side while Darcie and I train.

Master Qwan comes over to observe. Darcie and I take a break and introduce him to Madeleine. We resume training and continue to work for a solid hour and a half. We bid Master Qwan adieu and walk back to the room for lovemaking, showers, and room service.
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End of Mission



Iclose my eyes as I towel my hair, and my mind is flooded with images of my murder spree. Milli’s head snapping back from the bullet. Charles’ look of surprise as his face is splattered with Angelique’s brains before I shoot him. Marcy’s look of sadness as she sees me raise the pistol.

I’m hit by a wave of melancholy. I open my eyes and sigh as I walk out of the bathroom.

Madeleine sits on the foot of the bed as I exit the bathroom. She says, “Jack, may I have an email to contact you? There is a network of sorcerers that summon succubae for brothels. This would allow me to send a message through with a summoned succubus or incubus to you. You could send messages back the other way.”

I growl, “I’m not really excited about the idea of sharing personal notes through intermediaries, especially ones I don’t know.” I lean and kiss her cheek to soften the blow from the gruff tone of my voice.

Madeleine nods in acknowledgement and reaches up to her left nipple with both hands. She pulls on the golden ring in her nipple until the ends extract from her tender flesh. She holds it up. “How about a token?" She asks. “It will allow me to feel your desire for me to visit, as well as let you feel my desire to visit you. It also transmits acknowledgements in both directions.”

“Like a slave mark?” I ask.

She grimaces as Darcie joins us. “A slave mark is a glyph that has to be powered by magic. I’m very strong in lust magic, but I have none of the Angelic magic required to make that work,” she explains with a grimace. “Just one more disappointment for my family to bear.” She shakes off the embarrassment. “The tokens I'm offering are just that—passive devices that are a conduit for our emotional connection. It will look like a thin gold band. I recommend putting it on your non-dominant pinky finger—like this.”

Madeleine holds her right hand up to demonstrate the thin gold ring on her pinky finger.

Darcie nods, “I’m willing, Leinie.” She looks at me, “Master, may I?”

I ask for confirmation, “There’s no subjugation involved?”

“None,” Madeleine says. “It really is just a physical token, but the symbolism allows us to have an empathic link, courtesy of my innate nature. I swear it on my life, Master.”

I nod skeptically. “Darcie, you may try it, but only on your finger.”

Darcie holds out her left hand, and Madeleine forms the small piece of gold into a pinky ring. She looks up at Darcie and asks, “Can you feel this?”

A wave of lust strikes me in the chest, and I laugh. “I felt that, Madeleine, and I don’t have a ring on. You’re just super powerful with the lust you generate.”

Darcie says, “Not that, Master. Yes, Leinie. I felt it. Like a kiss on my soul. I can feel that you want to be with me.” She looks deep into Madeleine’s eyes. “Always.”

“Now, just think ‘not now’ with intention,” Madeleine instructions. Darcie closes her eyes, and Madeleine purs, “Perfect. Just like that, Mistress.”

Darcie smiles and winks before closing her eyes again. Madeleine whimpers and smiles as the empathic link gives her joy.

I murmur, “I’ll use Darcie to communicate with you for now, Madeleine. The ring will be noticed. Everyone at work will think I gave it to her. Maybe next time we visit.”

“You could press it into your flesh, Master,” Madeleine says. “Then it wouldn’t be visible. Regardless, your wish is my command.”

“Not right now, Madeleine,” I reiterate. “We need to check out and get on the road.”

“Okay, Master,” Madeleine replied. “It’s likely that I will only get to come visit once or twice over the next year regardless. Mother is arranging an extensive training program to prepare for my debut at the imperial court. Since she was busy arranging everything, I decided to come back while our connection is still fresh.”

Darcie says, “Master, please take the ring. You can keep it in your pocket. Then you could take it out and hold it periodically to let Madeleine know you’re thinking of her. I bet she would find it a comfort, Master.”

Madeleine gives me an imploring look, so I sigh and hold my left hand out. She pulls the ring from her right nipple and forms it into a pinkie ring on my left pinkie.

I look down at the ring and think, I miss you, my pet.

I hear Madeleine whimper before I sense a response in the deepest part of my being. I get a sense of Madeleine’s voice saying, I am yours for all time, Master. I belong to you and my Mistress completely.

I open my eyes to see tears of joy streaming down Madeleine’s face. I cup her face and kiss her gently.

I stand and remove the ring, and put it into a zippered leather coin purse that I habitually keep in my left pocket.

A knock at the door startles us as a voice calls out, “Room service!”

Darcie pulls on my tux shirt from last night as she responds, “Just a second!” She buttons it quickly and grabs her pistol.

I pull on a pair of shorts and hold my pistol ready. Madeleine crawls under the covers.

Darcie opens the door and says, “Please come in. Set up service for three on the table.” I put my pistol in my attaché and pull on a shirt as she stands next to the television with her pistol behind her back.

A young, fit black man with closely cropped hair and goatee wheels in a cart and deftly sets up the service on the table despite several distracted glances at the two barely-covered pretty ladies. He stands, adjusts the vest of his uniform, and asks, “Will that be all?”

“Yes, thank you,” I reply as I hand him a twenty for a tip. He grins and waves before departing rapidly. Darcie follows him to lock the deadbolt and slider lock.

My shirt sails through the air to land on the bed, and a naked Darcie follows quickly. She tucks her pistol away. She gives me a sultry look and says, “Master, I’m hungry.”
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We ended up eating breakfast and then making love long enough that we were late in checking out.

As I hustled to get dressed, Darcie took Madeleine’s measurements and a photo so she could have Viktorija make some nice garments for Madeleine.

As my beautiful pets dressed, I got our bags all packed, and we arrived at reception just before noon. The gentleman at reception was lacking in humor, but he didn’t charge us another night. So, we got on the road about twenty minutes after noon.

Madeleine rode back to Faribault with us. We unpacked and immediately retired to the bed. Darcie and I took turns driving our beautiful pet to orgasm after orgasm. I thought we might eventually wear her out, but she was insatiable until the early morning light started to make the shades on the window glow. Madeleine re-energized my flagging cock a couple times during the night, but neither Darcie or I appeared to manifest any ill effects from being driven on by our combined lust.

As the sun rose, Darcie took Madeleine to the shower while I made coffee and breakfast. Madeleine joined me for breakfast while Darcie stayed in the bathroom to get ready for work. Madeleine and I ate quietly, holding each other’s hands between bites for a bit.

Eventually Madeleine looked at me intensely. She said, “You are aware that she is deeply in love with you, Jack.” It wasn’t a question.

I lowered my eyes to my plate and cut another bite of sausage. “I can feel it, Jack,” the succubus continued. “My kind can tell the difference between lust and love. Lust is good food, but love is haute cuisine, darling Master. I’ve fed well from both of you. Your love for her easily matches hers for you.”

“I can’t love anyone, Madeleine,” I muttered quietly. “It only leads to heartache.”

Madeleine rose gracefully from her chair and wrapped her arms around neck. Her breasts pressed into my back as she said, “Don’t lie to yourself, Jack. You only deprive Darcie and yourself.” She kissed the top of my ear before breathing quietly, “You are both too precious to me, and denying your love for each other can only hurt you both. I can also feel your love for me and all of your other pets. I don’t even know them, but I can feel how you love them all. You can’t help yourself. I wish you could feel our love for you like I do.”

She kissed my ear and resumed her seat. I dismissed her words as I watched her move, and I was pleased by how perfect she looked with the marks from my mouth, and Darcie’s, claiming our ownership of the beautiful succubus.

Darcie appeared in a lightweight gray suit with a French blue blouse and a mid-thigh hemline on her skirt. The blouse had white collar and cuffs. It had always been one of my favorites from her work outfits. She checked to ensure that the lace of her brassiere didn’t show from the open buttons, and then came to kiss me. I enjoyed her lips for a moment before she sat, and I got up and served her breakfast. I wolfed the remnants of mine before hurrying off for my own shower. I dressed in khaki chinos, an Oxford with blue pinstripes, and my blazer. I pulled on my boots and returned to the dinette to find Madeleine dressed in her red gown again. I pulled her into a hug as Darcie put the dishes into the dishwasher before joining us. I embraced them both fiercely and tried not to think about the brief conversation I had just had with Madeleine.

Madeleine kissed each of us and squeezed our asses. “It is time for me to return, my darling master and mistress. I am proud to wear your marks all over my body, and I want you to know you have marked my soul equally well.”

I squeezed her firm, round ass and told her, “I’m very fond of you Madeleine. Thank you for coming back to find us. It makes the weight of what I’ve done a little easier to bear.”

“My pleasure, Master,” she said and kissed me again. She turned to Darcie and said, “I belong to you equally, Mistress. I will come for either of you just as I will for both of you—once my training is completed, of course.” She kissed Darcie deeply, and my sore cock stirred as I watched my queen pet moan into the mouth of our Imperial Princess Madeleine Luxure.

Madeleine released the kiss and squeezed us both tightly before stepping out of our embrace. Darcie slid into my arms and leaned on my shoulder as we watched Madeleine change to her native form. She opened her wings wide as though she were going to fly, and then, in a blink of an eye, our lover was gone.

Darcie sighed heavily before looking up into my face with a smile. She said, “I’m going to miss her desperately, Master. I’m so glad she came back.”

“Me too, Pet,” I told her. “Shall we go wrap this job up?”

“Yes, Master,” she replied with a bright smile. We kissed and then grabbed our attachés.

As I drove to the office, Darcie got a text. She checked her messages and gasped in surprise. “Master!” she exclaimed. “April’s going to be in Chicago again this week. I’ll let her know we’ll be there on the weekend.”
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We finished our last week with the client, our time spent devoted to delivering exit reports and giving final briefings on findings, progress, and next steps.

Darcie and I worked Janice over hard Wednesday night, putting the Cross of St. Andrew to good use, marking her from knee to shoulders with our mouths, and plundering all of Janice’s holes repeatedly. We were all a little tardy for work on Thursday.

Thursday we had a celebratory closing lunch. I briefed the C-suite executives immediately after lunch before calling it a day early. Darcie and I spent the afternoon and night christening every surface we could with the juices of our lovemaking before passing out about 1:30 in the morning. We checked out of the hotel at roughly 10:30 Friday morning and drove back to Chicago. We dropped the car off at the agency, and grabbed a cab to the Fairmont Chicago Millennium Park.
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Darcie sends a text to April as our taxi pulls up to the entrance of the hotel. I pay the driver and wait beside the taxi as he gets our bags out. As I grab our belongings, Darcie emits a squeal of joy and rushes off. I turn to see Darcie releasing April’s lips from a passionate hello.

Darcie steps slightly away from April so that I can drink in the sight of the supermodel. April is wearing a very short, navy blue print poplin sundress that hangs from her square lean shoulders by spaghetti straps, and a pair of flip flops. Her normally dusky, nearly-Caucasian skin tone is now more like a light café-au-lait color. She smiles at me brightly and launches into my arms.

Darcie rescues the bags and wheels them to the entrance as April whispers in my ear.

“I’ve missed you so much, Master,” April whimpers before I devour her mouth.

A taxi honks, and I turn to see a cabbie waving us off the driveway. I wave back and escort April to follow Darcie.

April guides us to the elevators, handing each of us a key card enroute. A uniformed security officer stops us to see our key cards, and then we take an elevator to the floor where April’s suite sits. We enter the suite, and April kicks off her shoes and shimmies out of her dress before the door even closes.

I smile gently as I lock the deadbolt and the sliding lock before turning to see April release Darcie’s lips. April slides down to the ground to wrap her arms around Darcie’s waist. She turns slightly and extends a hand to me as she rubs her face against Darcie’s abdomen.

Darcie smiles indulgently and holds April’s head gently. “We’ve missed you too, April,” Darcie murmurs. “I enjoyed our talks, texts, and emails, lover. Master enjoyed them, too.”

I chuckle as I take my jacket off and hang it before taking April’s hand. I lift her up and hug her. “I think I answered your emails and texts pretty well, Pet,” I murmur.

“You did, Master,” April responds. “It just wasn’t enough. I longed to be with you.” She ducked her head and murmurs, “Unfortunately, I had to work. I really wanted to come to Minneapolis with you, but I’ve been in demand. My popularity will start to wane in the next five years. I have maybe eight years of this career remaining. I need to make the most of the time I have left.”

“You’ll always have a home, Pet,” I tell her. “All you have to do is claim it.”

April cups my face in her hands. “I’m working on it, Master. I told you how I’ve had to fight to keep my earnings. I don’t think you would do that to me, but it’s hard to leave my caution behind. I want to be with you. Please don’t give up on me.”

“Never,” Darcie says emphatically. “You belong to Master. You belong to me. We don’t give up on our pets, April.”

April and I turn to look at Darcie as her hands rise to the magnetic clasp at the back of her halter. She tugs gently and pulls the straps down before lowering her hands to allow the garment to glide down her flesh to pool around her ankles.

“Damn,” April and I exclaim.

April added, “You’ve gotta tell me where I can get some of those.”

Darcie giggled, “Sexy, comfortable, practical, and easy to take off. What more could a pet ask for?”

I cup April’s breast and murmur into her ear, “I think you and Darcie would look fabulous dressed identically, slowly stripping each other and making love to each other.”

Darcie picks up the garment and hangs it over a chair before joining us in a clench. She kisses me and says, “I think you’re overdressed, Master.”

Darcie starts to unbutton my shirt, and April works to unbuckle my belt and drop my trousers.

I growl, “Get onto the bed, my pets.”

I kick out of my boots and follow the two sexy young ladies as they back onto the bed with hungry looks in their eyes.

I lean my legs against the foot of the bed with my hard cock pointing at my two pets. The two sexy nymphs crawl forward and latch onto my shaft from either side with hungry mouths—April on the left and Darcie on the right. They both lock eyes with me as they suck and lick backward to the head of my cock lasciviously before playing tongue tag with each other. They moan into each other’s mouths as they close their eyes and devour each other.

I reach down and grab a handful of hair from each woman’s head. Their eyes pop open to look adoringly up at me. I slide into Darcie’s gasping mouth, and I push April into position to lick my balls.

Holding each sexy nymph in place, I push deep into Darcie’s willing mouth while April adoringly licks my balls. Darcie licks and sucks me rabidly, and I smile down at her as she gags slightly and her mouth drips saliva from the corner of her mouth.

I pull out of Darcie’s mouth and lift April’s head to line up with her wide open mouth. She gags slightly as I slide into her tight throat. She fights to ignore the reflex and swallows me hard to pull my head into her throat until her lips are sealed around the base of my member.

April’s tongue works my cock as she swallows me repeatedly and gasps air in and out of her nose. I murmur, “Such a good girl, April. I think you missed me.”

“Oh, she has, Master,” Darcie gasps. “She has missed you. Please let your joy in your reunion shine in your eyes, Master. She needs your joy and approval.”

I look down at April. “I adore you, Pet. It’s unbelievable that I found Darcie. I can’t imagine how I could deserve you, too. You are a treasure, April,” I tell her sincerely.

April whimpers as she sucks me vigorously with adoration in her eyes. I can’t fight the overwhelming physical and visual sensations April is lavishing up on me, and I explode into her mouth.
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Darcie and I spent all of Friday evening and all morning Saturday with April. We made love to her, fucked her, and abused her. April ate Darcie while I fucked her. She rode Darcie’s face while I fucked my queen pet. I took April in the ass while Darcie strapped on and took her from the front.

Making love to them made me feel more alive—at least for a little while.

I took a break Saturday afternoon when Mort and Alanna came by the hotel to collect the wedding ring and the second set of Sigs we got from him a couple weeks ago. Darcie stayed in the room with April while I met with Mort and Alanna in the hotel bar and turned everything over to them in a gift bag with one of Madeleine’s T-shirts on top. I struggled to engage with them despite knowing that I owed them both for their help surviving this last mission. I pasted a smile on my face and thanked them, wishing them well before going back to the suite to find the two insatiable women in a clench, panting and tribbing.

I leaned against the wall and watched them drive each other to higher peaks of pleasure. Both gasped and squealed in pleasure before Darcie dropped down to lie next to April. They held each other close as they caught their breath.

I quietly basked in the affection the two women radiated toward each other. It helped lessen the weight of my recent murder spree on my soul.

Eventually, April asked Darcie, “What happened to Jack, Darcie? It’s like the weight of the world is on his shoulders.”

“I can’t tell you about it, April,” Darcie said. “This assignment had some…ugly side effects. It’s weighing heavily on Jack’s mind. Just keep giving him your love. He needs us to make him feel alive again. Don’t let him bring you down, Pet.”

April grinned at Darcie. “Should I call you Mistress, Queen Pet?” she asked with raised eyebrows.

“You should, Pet,” Darcie giggled. “Now clean that sticky mess from between my thighs, Pet.”

“Yes, Mistress,” April giggled in return and moved into position.

I watched for a couple of minutes, and Darcie eventually noticed me as I kicked out of my boots. She winked at me before she gasped and closed her eyes from the tremor that took her body. I stripped completely, walked up behind April, and entered her from behind in one long stroke. April clamped down on me immediately as I started sawing in and out of the supermodel’s hot, wet pussy. With that, we resumed our orgiastic reunion until late into the night.

Sunday morning, Darcie, April, and I all shared a cab to the airport. We kissed April goodbye at security before she took a flight to Miami to meet Maddy for another shoot and an industry event. Darcie and I took a cab to the archbishop’s offices, where I debriefed Archbishop Fergus and Monsignor David that afternoon. I did not mention letting the zombie bartender go nor Madeleine’s return. Darcie sat next to me the whole time and held my hand.

Every time one of them would ask her a question, she would reply, “Oh, I really wouldn’t know. Master just had me for his cover story.”

David handed me an envelope after they were satisfied, and I counted it all right there to confirm it was the amount we agreed. Fergus looked a little pained that I would do it, but it didn’t slow me down a bit.

Once I was satisfied that our pay was as expected, I told Fergus, “Your Grace, since I’m being gauche already, let me remind you of your commitment that I won’t be recalled again. I am too old for this shit, and quite honestly, I don’t know if I have enough soul left to survive doing it this time, let alone doing it again.”

Fergus looked pained as he said, “Of course, Jack. This was a very unusual circumstance.”

I replied, “It was an unusual circumstance that David engineered. I’m not sure how. I have no idea why, other than Motown’s dying words were ‘Monsignor promised.’ David is as evil as any devourer or greater imp that I’ve ever met.” I turned to look at the priest. “Don’t call again, David. I will refuse, and I’ll kill anyone you send.”

The priest sneered at me as I picked up the envelope of cash. I shook Fergus’ hand and flipped off David. Then Darcie and I hurried downstairs to grab another taxi for the airport.

We were able to take an evening flight to Phoenix, and Chelsea picked us up at the airport, wearing her sexy little chauffeur outfit. I was surprised to find the buxom Australian receptionist from the hotel, Phryne, in the front seat with her. Chelsea took us all to the house in north Peoria, and the two of them helped Darcie and I get our bags into the house.

Darcie took Chelsea and Phryne upstairs to catch up while she changed out of her work clothes. I caught the eye of the voluptuous, strawberry-blond Aussie, and she responded with a shy smile and a finger wave before following the girls upstairs. I took the opportunity to call Felicia to let her know we were home and see how she was doing since Maddy was out of town. She sounded a little down, so I invited her to dinner. Having her vivacious personality around would be good considering how drained I had felt since the murders in Minnesota.

I took a pitcher of water and four glasses upstairs to ensure the girls stayed hydrated. I walked into the bedroom to find clothes strewn everywhere and three nearly naked women striking a pose—each wearing one of my dress shirts with no buttons closed. I stopped and gawked at the three sexy ladies for a moment.

Chelsea, the shortest of the three, had an arm around Phryne and was wearing a white Oxford. She looked like she’d lost some of the inflammation from her illness, but she still looked soft, cute, and sexy. Her curly ash-blond hair had highlights that weren’t there before, and her thatch was gone.

Phryne stood in the middle. She looked to be a couple of inches taller than Darcie, and she was wearing one of my light blue dress shirts. The shirt laid outside her large, melon-shaped breasts to reveal a slightly tapered waist, wide hips, and a full, strawberry-blond thatch with Darcie’s fingers entwined in it.

My queen pet was wearing my tux shirt. She wasn’t showing as much flesh because she was pressed against Phryne’s left side, leaning on the taller woman’s shoulder with one foot cocked in the air behind her.

“Um,” I responded eloquently. “I brought water.”

The girls broke into giggles and broke up their tableau. Finally, I got my wits about me enough to add, “You had better find another shirt. Felicia is coming for dinner.”

Darcie asked, “Is she okay? She said she always feels down when Maddy is away.”

I nodded. “That’s where she’s at,” I confirmed.

Darcie replied, “I’ll order a delivery from Greek Wraps. It won’t take long to get here, and Felicia likes it.”

“Sounds like a good plan, Pet,” I agreed quietly as I drank in the view.

“You’re smiling, Master,” Darcie said as she bounded forward to wrap her arms around my neck.

“You make me happy, Pet,” I told her.

“Do I make you happy, Master?” Chelsea asked as she dropped the shirt from her shoulders to the ground.

I chuckled darkly, “Yes, you do, Pet.” I looked at Chelsea’s ginger friend. “I bet I could make you happy too, Phryne.”

The tall Aussie woman followed Chelsea’s lead by dropping her shirt to the ground before she said, “I bet you could, Master.”
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Darcie ordered our food while I had a quick grope with Chelsea and Phryne. We all fell onto the bed and stayed there until the doorbell rang. Darcie pushed Chelsea’s head from her vulva, pulled the tux shirt on, and dashed downstairs to get the door.

Chelsea rode Phryne’s face to an orgasm while I fucked my newest pet to two orgasms.

Darcie called upstairs, “Master, Felicia is here!”

“On my way,” I gasped as I deposited a load of cream into Phryne’s willing body. We slowly crawled off the bed and dressed. I grabbed an aquamarine Oxford that I rarely wore before hurrying down to greet our neighbor.

Felicia stripped out of her swimsuit and coverup to don my shirt, and I introduced Chelsea and Phryne. The food arrived shortly after I served wine to all the ladies.

We sat down to eat and visited. Felicia slowly warmed from slightly melancholy to laughing and happy as Darcie and I shared stories about where we went in Minneapolis. Chelsea and Phryne turned out to be the real entertainment of the evening by sharing stories about passengers and hotel guests.

Maddy called toward the end of the meal. Felicia went to a corner to talk to her privately for a couple of minutes, but then she came over and put Maddy on speaker.

I heard Maddy’s voice say, “Hello, neighbors. I have someone that wants to say hello.”

April’s voice came across the speaker, “I miss you, Master and Mistress.”

I laughed as Darcie answered, “We miss you too, Pet. Are you being good?”

“I’m trying to be, but Maddy is just so damned sexy,” April said in a pouty voice.

I said, “Hello, Pet. We miss you, too. You were such a good girl this weekend that I’ll reward you. If Felicia says it’s okay, you can play with Maddy.”

Felicia said, “So long as I get to play with both of you when you get home, April.”

Maddy added, “I release you from our promise, Fel.”

Felicia shook her head adamantly. “No, Maddy. I will keep that promise; although, I might stay here if I can join a cuddle puddle.”

“Sounds good, Fel,” Maddy said lovingly. “I’ll be home Thursday night, my love.”

“I love you, Maddy,” Felicia said quietly with a slight smile. “Have fun, darling. You can tell me all about it when you get home.”

“Okay,” Maddy agrees. “Bye, Fel.”

After dinner, Darcie, Chelsea, and Phryne joined me in bed while Felicia watched from the wingback by the bed, pleasuring herself in time with our moans. She didn’t join us until we were all thoroughly worn out and lying in the promised cuddle puddle.
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Monday morning, Chelsea took Phryne to work early, and Felicia went home to call Maddy before she started her day. Chelsea returned to the house for breakfast and more lovemaking. Later in the morning, she took us to Bernadette’s salon for Darcie to set up a contract with Viktorija for clothes for Madeleine, April, Chelsea, and Phryne.

Clarice led me to the parlor before leading Darcie and Chelsea off to work with Viktorija. I sat quietly in the parlor, musing to myself. I’m afraid I was rather short with Candice when she brought me water and coffee. I gave her a hug and a kiss, but I was otherwise fairly quiet. Bernadette got similar treatment when she stopped in to say hello—a hug, a squeeze of her ass, and chaste kiss as far as the succubus standard goes. I was lost in my head thinking about all the death I had dealt during this trip, wondering if I was as big of a monster as I felt. As a result, I didn’t make either my hostess or my second pet feel as appreciated as I should have.

When we were done, Chelsea ran us by the house to pick up our bags before she drove us up to Prescott. She stayed with us overnight and headed back to Phoenix early Tuesday morning, picking up a fare for the return trip.

Darcie went to her first class at Yavapai County Community College later that morning, and I tried to get my head on straight so I could build the life I envisioned when I picked her up on the roadside.
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Epilogue - Unwinding and Settling In



Over the next couple of weeks, I started trying to organize our life and pull myself out of my funk. Darcie was a big help with both. I would work out with her early every morning, then I would take my pleasure from her willing body. Her complete submission and devotion were like a balm to my soul. While Darcie was in class in the mornings, I would root through my emails for prospects and reach out to former customers, hustling for work. Darcie would come home for lunch, but we’d usually end up in the bedroom first, or with her bent over the furniture while I claimed her as mine after her morning absence. We’d frequently eat a light lunch, and then Darcie would study for the bulk of the afternoon while I continued to search for work. Evenings were spent walking to local restaurants for a good meal, followed by languid lovemaking until we fell asleep.

The first weekend, we went car shopping. I figured Darcy should have a set of wheels of her own just in case circumstances arose. After shopping around, we decided on a silver 2017 RAV4. It was a stretch for me as I had viewed the CR-V as the pinnacle of practical human transportation for quite a few years, but I didn’t like the selection of used CR-Vs available. Darcie liked the RAV4, so we went with the slightly inferior but still good Toyota product. I just had trouble sitting up straight in the damned thing since it appeared Toyota liked making their vehicles for people under six feet. At nearly 6’3”, I needed to recline my seat significantly. But my pet grinned like a fiend when she drove it, so it was worth it.

Going into the second week, I picked up a couple of easy telephone consulting gigs for about half a day each before I finally got a line on a contract with another health insurance company that would take me until early December to finish.

Darcie asked, “Master, why do you push yourself to find work? You don’t need the money, do you?”

I grimaced before answering. With a shrug, I said, “I need to keep busy, Pet. Idle hands are the devil’s playground. If I don’t find constructive work to do, then I might get pissed off and kill a bunch of deserving bastards. It’s better for everyone if I find work.”

She said, “This job doesn’t start for another week. What are you going to do in the meantime?”

The answer to that question was to take a tactical shotgun course at the nearby Gunsite Academy in Paulden. I would head out early in lieu of our morning workout and fuck sessions to get there in time to start the coursework each day. I preferred to commute rather than camp on-site so that I could sleep with Darcie. That allowed me to make up for missing our morning sessions every evening.

Labor Day weekend, we drove over the mountain, through Jerome and Cottonwood to Sedona. We walked around town, sampled some great restaurants, and hiked some of the easier trails around the posh, new age town. We managed to grab an opportunity for al fresco lovemaking on early Saturday morning on top of a sun-warmed, flat, red stone. Our attempt at a repeat on Sunday was foiled by a large family stumbling upon us in flagrante delicto. Despite the interruption, I finished in Darcie, and we pulled on our clothes before waving at the middle-aged parents and six children as we departed.

Sunday evening, we stayed at the Tavern Hotel in Cottonwood and ate at Pizzeria Bocce down the street. Despite all the good food in Prescott, it was hard to find a good pizza. Bocce delivered pretty well; although, no one has built a pizza better than the spicy Italian pizza at V’s Taproom down in the Phoenix Valley.

I pulled out some of my notes after dinner and practiced some basic Shibari on Darcie. Despite having taken a class, I had never gotten very proficient at it. Candice and Chantelle had both let me practice on them in the past, but I still struggled to attain even novice-level rope-tying. Bernadette has told me that I was too impatient, thinking about the kinky prize at the end. She could be onto something.

I started tying up Darcie with a basic binding, a box tie.

The box tie construct bound the subject’s hands behind the back so that the forearms were bound together, running perpendicular to the spine, like folding your arms behind you. Ropes ran around the torso to hold the bound arms close to the body.

Since my skill level wasn’t very high, I kept things simple, using only the bare minimum passes around Darcie’s torso and arms to effectively bind her. As usual, I struggled with getting the optimal tension in the ropes. Knowing I had problems with this, I overcompensated on my first attempt. That resulted in Darcie rapidly having difficulty breathing and her arms tingling. I cut the ropes and massaged her limbs before we tried it again. That time resulted in pretty good knots, but I somehow managed to leave enough slack in the ropes that Darcie had too much room for movement.

Darcie giggled and wiggled until the ropes around her torso fell in slack loops around her torso, but the knots holding her forearms together held. I stepped back and scratched my head, trying to figure out how the hell I did that. Eventually, I gave up and cut her loose.

The one thing I had managed to consistently manage in rope bondage is fashioning manacles from rope with a boola boola tie. I had always struggled with the bowline and Prusik variants, which was part of my problem with the body constructs. So I finished my practice by sticking to my strength, tying Darcie spread eagle on the bed like a St. Andrew’s cross. I fucked her mercilessly until I was exhausted. I had just enough left in me afterward to cut the ropes, massage her wrists and ankles, and wrap my arms around her before we both fell asleep.

The next morning, we woke up around 7:30 am—late for us. We got up, did some stretches, and then fucked in the shower. I was sorely tempted to go back to bed after pounding Darcie against the tiled wall of the shower and unloading into her, but my habitual discipline kicked in. I carefully and gently washed her, and she reciprocated. We dried each other languidly with the fluffy white towels the hotel provided and got dressed.

After showering, we went to breakfast at Crema across the street before checking out and driving up to Jerome, over the mountain, and out to the farm.

We spent the afternoon shooting with Warren. Darcie worked on her pistol while I practiced what I learned at the Gunsite course. I thought Warren must have been feeding off me because by the time we left, I felt lighter than I’d felt since we arrived in Minneapolis. Darcie’s attentions had been helping tremendously, but I believed Warren just fed on my angst until it was gone. Having a vampire for a friend had some serious advantages.

After dinner with Warren, we returned to Prescott to get ready for the coming week.
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Two weeks after Labor Day weekend, I’m sitting in Bernadette’s parlor after spending some quality time with Darcie and Candice in a playroom on Friday night.

Bernadette and I are seated in wingback chairs around a small wine table. Tanu brings coffee service for us; she’s wearing an orange sari that contrasts nicely with her golden-brown skin. She pours for us and bows before backing from the room, leaving the service on the table. She seems colder towards me, and I wonder what I’ve done to offend her.

Bernadette says quietly, “Jack, I’m making plans to deal with the pending arrival of the greater imp lord, Xranalazny. I know it’s really a family problem, but I’d like your help if you’re willing.”

I frown slightly and ask, “What are you thinking?” I take a sip of coffee to hide my concern.

Bernadette says, “I’m going to send Shryl home with a message this coming weekend. I would like you to be here for it.”

I ask, “Why? You want me to kill Vanessa to send her back?”

Bernadette scolds, “No, Jack. Don’t be so bloodthirsty all the time.” I barely cringe as she gives me her best schoolmarm look. “The sorcerer from New York City, the one who sent me the original message to summon Shryl, gets a new message every time he summons a succubus. Apparently he’s contracted with a high-end brothel that caters to the wealthy and powerful of New York. He summons a succubus at least once a day. I’ve been getting emails daily.”

“Okay,” I respond noncommittally.

Bernadette continues, “I need to send her back with a personal message for our queen. I found a necromancer to help.”

I fail utterly to hide my surprise. “Where did you find one? You didn’t get a Church necromancer, did you?” I ask.

“No,” Bernadette replies. Her piled curls bounce seductively as she shakes her head before continuing. “He is not formally trained. He’s in his early forties and recently discovered that he has power. He’s managed some amazing feats despite having no training.”

“Like what?” I ask, not hiding my skepticism at all.

“Well, darling. He has resurrected two ghosts, and he has three more under his control. He sucked a zombie dry while the zombie was trying to kill him,” Bernadette explains. “I called him for some business we were transacting, and he mentioned that he had another encounter with a sociopath and had a disagreement with someone in his craft group. I translated that to mean he killed another zombie and had a duel with another necromancer.”

“Wow,” I say with admiration. “How’d he do that without training? All of those are master level tasks.”

Bernadette shakes her head again. “I don’t know, but he seems to have good instincts about a wide variety of things. He’s a former soldier, too. I think you would get along with him. I’m confident in his power.”

“Why are you so confident?” I query.

Bernadette smiles before answering. “I caught him in an unguarded moment. His aura is like the sun; he is very powerful. Also, I have a good feeling about him. I’ve known him for roughly three years. He loves his women as much as you love your pets. I’m fairly certain that he would kill just as quickly to protect his women as you did to protect Darcie. Yet he is kinder than you are. He connects more easily and more completely.”

I object immediately. “I connect. I’ve connected with you, Candice, Chantelle, and Clarice. And then there’s Darcie. And don’t forget Janet. I still check in with her regularly.”

I realize I didn’t deny loving Darcie. Maybe Madeleine’s words had more of an influence on me than I had thought.

Bernadette eyes scold me as she says, “Yes, but then you snubbed all us on your last visit. You hurt Candice and Clarice in particular. All the girls present that day are quite wroth with you. As you might expect, I am rather angry with you over hurting them.”

I lean forward and run my hands through my hair as I sigh. “I told you I was called out of retirement by the Church in June for a specific mission. I was sent to kill a rogue hunter in Minneapolis.”

I lean on my knees and consider what to say before continuing. Finally, I decide to share the highlights. I tell her, “The theory I was told at the beginning was that he was enthralled by a succubus in a nest of five succubae. They were eating the death throes of their victims, and he was protecting them with a handful of zombie guards that he had recruited. There were also three imps working as prostitutes who were playing johns against each other and destroying marriages to feed off the chaos that resulted. After being there, I think there was something else going on connected to the monsignor, but I didn’t find any evidence to prove it. In the end, I killed them all.”

I sit back and sigh. “Darcie has helped me since I finished the job. She went with me on my cover job as my PA, by the way. You trained her well.” I pause a moment. “Her attention has me feeling nearly human again, but I had to disconnect to survive that.”

Bernadette leans forward to rest a hand on my knee. “I hope you’re feeling better, Jack, truly.” She sits back in her chair. “By the way, you didn’t offend Chantelle, but the rest could use a hug and an explanation.”

I drop my head and nod while pondering her words. After a short pause, I look up and respond, “Candice didn’t seem all that wroth with me last night.”

Bernadette doesn’t crack a smile. “She loves you too much. She’ll forgive you for anything as long as you keep coming back to her. Sharing Darcie with her didn’t hurt like I expected it would. We all love your sweet pet.”

Bernadette waves her hand negligently and continues to explain her plan. “Steven Cheung’s daughter, Audrey, is going to do the banishment. Steven has her trained to the master level. She has completed her first master-level work, but based on what she did, it probably counts as two. My necromancer friend will pull Shryl out of Vanessa. I’d like you to be here when we send Shryl home. I don’t expect anything to go wrong, but having a hunter on standby would be a comfort. Plus…” she pauses for a moment. “I think getting you all working together before we bring Xranalazny across would be a good thing.”

I think about it carefully for a moment, but don’t find any downside to the part about sending Shryl home. Finally, I respond, “I can do that. And perhaps I could meet with the ladies for a bit to reconnect this afternoon. Just a visit and cuddles. I’ll explain what happened.”

Bernadette chuckles. “It might take longer than you think. I think Chantelle dragged Darcie up to her room. You may have to pry Darcie loose from her clutches.”

Jack chuckles. “Maybe everyone gets cuddles and kisses, but Chantelle gets a bonus. Darcie would like to spend some more time with Candice while we’re in town, too. Maybe we’ll take her home.”

“You can afford it,” Bernadette says with a flirtatious gentle laugh. “It would be good for her, too. Let’s make that the plan.”

I get up, and Bernadette rises with me. We embrace and kiss deeply. As I slide a hand inside her gown to cup her breast, I sense something I never expected from any succubus—reserve. Despite that, Bernadette doesn’t pull away as I pull on her nipple and devour her mouth.

We break the kiss and part. I quip, “Well, like Darcie says, work, work, work! Enjoy your afternoon, Bernadette.”

I make my way to the dormitories to find Chantelle’s room. As I walk slowly, I pull my coin purse out and hold Madeleine’s ring in my hand, letting her know that I’m thinking about her. I feel an answering feeling of affection immediately. Then I put the ring away and mount the stairs to the dormitory.

As a general rule, the staff keeps their guests out of their personal quarters, so Chantelle’s actions are out of character. I hear a sewing machine as I walk down the hall to Chantelle’s room. I look in to see Viktorija sewing.

She stabs a finger emphatically toward Chantelle’s room as I take in the computers, dress dummies, sculptures, and easel; she does have quite an artistic side. It looks more like a studio than a bedroom, like she rarely spends any time here other than to work on her projects. I find this side of her intriguing, but I just can’t warm up to her.

I shrug as she stabs her finger again. I mutter a sarcastic “Excuse me” before continuing down the hallway.

I hear Chantelle’s voice moaning encouragingly in her room. I knock quietly and slide inside to find the former Olympic athlete naked, lying supine with her knees splayed out to the side. Darcie is clad in a short, silken, forest green kimono as she kneels between Chantelle’s chocolatey thighs, her head nodding as she licks the black beauty to ecstasy. Sprawled across the arms of an occasional chair is Candice—one leg hooked over each arm, her eyes locked on the two women on the bed, with her right thumb stroking her own clit, the adjacent index finger inside her tight little pussy, and her left hand caressing and pinching her own breasts.

Candice releases her fixed stare from the two lovers on the bed to acknowledge me with a wanton look. “Master, I’m all alone,” she moans.

I walk over and pick up the petite Asian beauty and place her on the bed, pulling the red kimono off her body. I position Candice so her face is near Chantelle’s breast, her knees are on the edge of the bed, and her pussy is staring up at my face.

I order, “Candice, suckle Chantelle’s breast and keep diddling your clitty while I fuck you.”

Candice moans, “Oh, yes, Master.”

She sucks Chantelle’s dark chocolate nipple and areola into her mouth as I unzip and pull out my hardening cock. I rub the helmet of my member along Candice’s moist folds before I insert it into her slot. I’m still sore from fucking Candice and Darcie for hours last night. Despite that, I feel no reticence as the blood swells my manhood to its full size, and I press into the tight, moist folds of my lover.

Candice moans into Chantelle’s breast and orgasms before I’m completely hilted in her. Chantelle gasps, “Yesssss,” as she follows Candice’s example.

I saw my cock in long, deep strokes into the tiny woman’s tight, hot, sopping wet pussy. She moans her pleasure around Chantelle’s breast while Darcie stuffs two fingers into Chantelle’s hungry pussy while whipping the pink clit with her tongue. Candice continues to orgasm around me, and I’m getting closer despite having had every drop wrung from me last night. Darcie adds another finger and drives the trio deep into Chantelle’s snatch.

Candice is whimpering continuously, while Chantelle keeps gasping “Omigod, omigod, omigod.” I’m starting to feel that tensing and tingling behind my cock that foretells a coming explosion.

Chantelle bridges off the mattress and squeals. Darcie rides her upward, creating a suction cup with her mouth over Chantelle’s clit and continues to drive the three fingers into the bigger woman’s pussy.

Candice spirals up into a continuous orgasm as Chantelle collapses back to the mattress. Darcie releases Chantelle’s sensitive nerve center and whispers, “Fill her up, Master. Fill her like you filled me last night. I’ve been dripping your cum all morning.”

“Shit,” I moan at the mental picture of that, and Darcie grins impishly as I unload inside Candice’s pussy.

After my body stops clenching, I fall forward over Candice’s body, enjoying the feel of her dwindling orgasm around my softening flesh.

Darcie leans over and kisses me. “Master, you are amazing. I can’t believe you delivered me from my previous life to this one filled with wonder and love. Thank you.”

I smile gently as I nuzzle Candice’s hair. “You’re welcome, Darcie. It’s my pleasure.”

She grins at me before whispering into my ear. “It’s been three months, Master. I’m officially yours forever.”

I arch up my back to look down at her while I mentally do the math. I think, She’s right!

I look at her seriously. “Last chance to back out, Pet.”

She grins hugely, “Nope. Last night was my last chance. That ship has sailed. I’m yours. Forever, Master.”

A smile slowly blooms on my face. “Yes, Pet,” I agree. “You are. Maybe I should get you a new collar.”

“I love this one, Master,” she says as she fingers the medallion hanging off the metal coils. “Obviously, your judgment prevails, but I’d like to keep this one even if you do decide to give me another one.”

Candice cups Darcie’s cheek. “Congratulations, Darcie.”

“No,” Chantelle sobs and rolls away. Darcie crawls up to hold her.

I slowly pull out of Candice as I whisper in her ear. “Go check with Bernadette and get clearance to stay with us. I want you with us as long as she can spare you this week.” Candice looks up at me and then slides out from under me to grab her robe with a happy grin.

Darcie says, “Master, could you take Candice? I need to have a private word with Chantelle, if you don’t mind.”

I kiss Darcie’s cheek as I caress Chantelle’s hair. “Of course, Pet,” I reply. “I look forward to seeing you again, Chantelle. Please know how important you are to me. Be well, dear.”

“Thanks, Jack,” she sobs. I push off the bed and fasten my pants.

Candice slides in and kisses Chantelle’s cheek. I can barely hear her say, “Talk about it, Chan. Tell Darcy, me, Mistress, Jack, a shrink—just tell someone. Don’t let it tear you apart. I love you.”

Chantelle sniffs, “Thanks, Candi. I will. Love you, too.”

“Candice, let’s go,” I murmur gently.

We leave Chantelle’s room and close the door gently. Candice says, “I need to put clothes on, Lord. I’m not permitted to be in the public areas without being at least clean, dressed, and lightly put together.”

I laugh, “Pet, I’ve seen you prancing around in nothing but a camisole and panty downstairs.”

Candice murmurs, “That was a performance. Mistress Bernadette wanted to create a tableau to fire your lust.” She looks over her shoulder as she opens the door of her room with a smirk. “As I recall, we were quite successful.”

I chuckle, “Yes, you were. Have you reconsidered my offer to buy out your contract?”

Candice steps into her room and waves me in. “Jack, if you keep borrowing me like this, you’ll have me over the line whether you buy my contract or not,” she says solemnly. She locks eyes with me. She says quietly, “If you want me badly enough to pay Bernadette’s prices, I don’t have the willpower to say no.”

“I want you to say yes, Candice,” I tell her. “I want you in my house. I want you to be my pet for the rest of our lives.”

She looks up at me with dark, inscrutable eyes. Finally she asks, “With you and Darcie?”

I don’t hesitate. “Yes, Candice. You’re a part of me. You belong in my family—you, Darcie, and me.”

“Darcie, you, me, and the other pets,” she says, eyes not moving from mine. “Darcie told me about them.”

“Yes,” I respond. “They’re lovely women.”

“I know,” she says solemnly before a smile slowly blooms on her face. “That sounds lovely. Darcie will dominate me, won’t she?"

“Yes,” I answer with a grin.

“Absolutely fabulous,” Candice says as a dreamy expression takes her face.

After a long moment lost in the vision, Candice says excitedly, “Let’s go see Mistress Bernadette!”

She runs to the bathroom, and I hear the shower start immediately. I chuckle, and sit on the occasional chair in the corner to wait.

Quicker than I thought possible, I hear the shower shut off. A minute later, Candice’s sexy little naked body appears. She towels her hair vigorously as she makes her way to the chest of drawers. Candice sends a sultry look over her shoulder before she throws the towel at me before pulling undergarments from the drawers. Her hair looks mostly dry.

Candice quickly yet seductively pulls on a lacy pair of black boy shorts and a matching strapless bra before she pulls a short, paisley, strapless sundress in gray and blue over her head and adjusts the stretchy bust to fit her small assets.

She asks, “How do I look, Master?” Her short hair bounces flirtatiously as she spins, while her short flounce just barely manages to hide her black panty.

“You look good enough to eat, Candice,” I tell her with a smirk.

“Soon enough, Master,” she retorts. She pulls a couple of sets of cook whites from her closet and folds them, putting them in a bag. She says, “I still have classes at the Cordon Bleu in Scottsdale this week.”

“When do you finish?” I ask as she grabs some additional garments, a roll of knives, hair nets, a hat, and a pair of clunky shoes, packing them all quickly and carefully into a rolling bag.

“Just before Christmas,” she responds. “I’m still getting credit for my work here, but I have to get Mistress Bernadette’s sign-off on a timesheet each week. I start interning at Culinary Dropout in two weeks, so this is about the last time I could do this until the end of the year.”

“They’re going to want to keep you,” I tell her.

“Maybe,” she says. “That might not be so bad. I can’t be a whore forever.”

“Do you really think of yourself that way?” I ask.

She gives me a look like she can’t believe I would ask that. “Jack, I trade my body for my education, shelter, meals, and upkeep. I am a whore, even though the business model is rather unconventional,” she says. A slight smile appears on her lips. “I would happily trade up to be your concubine—er, pet. I could cook for you. With as many women as you’re stringing along, a Cordon Bleu chef might come in kind of handy.” She giggles as I think about that and nod.

“I’m sure the pay scale would be to your liking,” I quip.

With a seductive smile, she says, “As long as I get paid by getting pleasured by you, Master.”

She zips her suitcase closed, and I carry it downstairs. Candice knocks on Bernadette’s office door, and enters when Bernadette calls, “Come in.”

I stay by the door and spot Darcie walking up to me, dressed in a mint green halter jumpsuit, which I’m beginning to think of as “Pet Wear”—like a semi-standard uniform for my pets. Like Darcie says, it’s sexy, comfortable, practical, and easy to take off. What more could I ask for?

Chantelle follows a few steps behind. I smile at both of them affectionately and watch Bernadette come around her desk. She pulls Candice to her bosom and kisses her gently like a lover saying farewell. She murmurs quietly, and Candice nods. They kiss again, and Bernadette returns to her desk. As she sits, she says, “I’ll send you an invoice for catering, Jack.”

“Sounds good, Bernadette,” I agree as Darcie slides in for a hug. Despite not getting along with her, I can’t help but admire Viktorija’s design talent.

I look down and see the concern on Darcie’s face. “Problem, Pet?” ask quietly.

Darcie shakes her head. “No, Master.”

Chantelle is wearing a goldenrod version of the halter jumpsuit that contrasts beautifully with her dark skin. She slides in to hug me and whispers into my ear. “I’m so sorry, Jack. I shouldn’t want her like I do.”

I murmur back, “Maybe we need to have you over for a weekend.”

Chantelle shakes her head gently. “It’s probably better if I lose myself in athletes for a while. Between the Cardinals, the Suns, the Mercury, and visiting teams, I’m rather in demand at the moment. I even had a Sun’s dancer last week.”

“Top tier clientele for a classy woman,” I tell her as I kiss her cheek. “Still, I want you to be happy. I’ll extend the offer again.”

She smiles shyly and nods as she backs away. Darcie cups her face and kisses her, well past the succubus standard of chaste. “I’m always here for you, Chan. I’m just not Cressida. I can’t be her for you; I can only be me. My arms will be open to you so long as my master allows it, but I can’t be her. I can’t be what you wanted with her. I hope you can make peace with that.” Darcie kisses her again. “I’ll call you later to check on you, okay?”

“You don’t have my number,” Chantelle whimpers.

“I do, Chan,” Candice says. “We’ll both call you later.” She looks at me. “Is that okay, Master?”

“Of course, Pet. Let’s go home,” I reply.

End
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This story started out as three chapters of pure erotic self-indulgence on Patreon with the intent that it would be a straight, erotic story similar to Surrender. The first group of chapters turned into the Master of the Road novella that I released in January 2022. As I developed the Zombieverse in the Accidental Necromancer series, Jack and Darcie became embroiled in the affairs of the Department of Spiritual Security, and I continued to feed the chapters into my Patreon site while continuing to wrap the storyline and provide more of erotic self-indulgence that my patrons seem to enjoy.

I’m pretty happy with how this story turned out, and I have a small team to thank for the result.
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Please let me know how I did. I would value your feedback. As you know, Amazon is driven by reviews, so please leave one—especially if you liked it!

Those 5-star reviews are critical because I’ll get more exposure to new readers based on the ratings of each book. Plus, it helps to counteract the haters out there. As not all readers will love what I write, it’s important to hear from those of you that do, so I can reach a wider audience. As a part-time author, I would appreciate the help.

I mentioned that I have a simple Patreon site, which has just one tier of $1/story posting, plus other free, patron-only posts. Master of the Road, or MoR, has been the linchpin of my Patreon site. I will continue to add installments of Jack and Darcie’s story for a while, but I’m undecided whether I will publish any more of them as books. Otherwise, I’ll continue to share chapters and one-off short stories with my patrons.

Next up is Accidental Necromancer (AN4), plus Marcus, Denise, and Aliyah are bugging me to tell more of their story and Max has started to tell me about the next installment of his adventures in ancient Saxony.

As a part-time author, I sacrifice a lot of my reading time to write. However, I’ve been trying to keep up. So, when I am too fried to write, I’m generally reading favorite sci-fi, fantasy, harem-lit, and erotica authors. Some of my favorite authors are Michael Scott-Earle, Eric Vall, Daniel Schinhofen, P.S. Power, Shawn Keys, Eden Redd, and William D. Arand, but there are many others I enjoy. If you’re curious, I’ve got a “what I’m reading” blog on my website.

I’m on my Facebook page two to three times each week. I’m a member of several groups, plus you can message me there. Here are the places I can usually be found hanging out:

	Eden’s Lewd Fantasy & Sci-fi Garden. This is Eden Redd’s group. Lots of fun to be had, and a lot of the harem-lit authors hang there. I always make a point to drop in and see what’s going on. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/158209654749089

	Fantasy/Science/Fiction group—actually a family of groups around this one and I troll them all. Good times. Very little in the way of politics. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/584252842052663/

	Mischief. More twisted humor. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/AppleSaws/

	Sci-fi & Fantasy Authors & Readers. Pretty much what it sounds like. Marketplace for authors to share their work. Address is https://www.facebook.com/groups/ScifiandFantasyAuthorsandReaders



Amazon won’t tell you when my next book lands. The best way to find out is to follow me on my Amazon page or Facebook.

It’s time for me to get back to writing. Watch my Facebook, Patreon, and Amazon Author Page for updates.

’Til next time.

-JG Jerome
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