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“Line on up and face the glass,” instructed the female security guard.

Sixth in the line of nine, Kurt stopped and turned. And there was his ruggedly handsome reflection staring right back; the slightly crooked nose, the dark hair and beard, the broad-shouldered body that was the definition of ripped. His eye landed on the number two-three-nine imprinted across one large pec. I’m surprised they haven’t branded it on my ass, he thought with black humoured amusement. Then his gaze was on the thick shock collar at his neck, a collar capable of delivering several high volts and dropping him to his knees at the mere press of a button, and the humour faded.

He looked like a caged animal. He was a caged animal. Wasn’t he?

“Look pretty boys. Time to shine,” said the guard.

On the other side of the darkened glass, Kurt glimpsed two women stepping into the viewing space. One of them was a statuesque strawberry blonde in a sharp cream trouser suit, who he recognised as some big shot from the facility. The other, the client, or the client’s procurer he supposed, was a voluptuous business looking women in knee length boots. They slowly began along the line up, inspecting each of the men – all of whom were naked but for the shock collars.

Kurt bristled, nose twitching as he picked up a chemical tang on the air. And now there wasn’t just irritation, there was arousal, too. Several of the others were already carrying wood. She wants us hard, thought Kurt, trying to hold his breath against the chemical inducer, but failing. Just like the others, his cock crept upwards.

The pair of heels and boots stepped in front of him. Through the glass Kurt met their eyes defiantly. They seemed to like that – his look of determined resistance. There were smiles, words exchanged back and forth. Kurt couldn’t hear what they were saying, but had a fair idea. The eyes drifted downwards and the smiles widened.

Kurt wondered how strong the glass was – shatter proof no doubt – but could it take his force? Most likely, they wouldn’t leave a thing like that to chance. Kurt knew it, and so he stood, look smouldering, nostrils flaring, chest rising and falling. Not just a caged animal. A prized possession to be experienced at the right price. What for? A rich woman’s party? A bachelorette do? Any number of women seeking to prove a point? Who knew. Who cared. It was all the same wasn’t it? Proof of a world swung off its axis gone mad. At least it was to Kurt.

He emitted a low breath as the two women moved on and he was left staring at that brooding reflection of his. He was an ape. A throwback. Men like him no longer existed out there, in their world. At least not without a short leash. Beyond the glass the two women stepped away from the line up and exited the viewing gallery.

“That’s it boys. Hope you left an impression,” said the young guard. “Let’s go. Out you come.”

One by one the men headed out, passing the pretty female making sure to get a good look at them and their jutting erections.

“Looking good boys,” she said, with barely concealed amusement.

She led the men back through the ultra-modern, shiny silver corridors of the facility. Kurt followed amongst the men, wondering if things were really so bad. I mean the cells were private and comfortable. The food tasty. There was the gym. Plenty of hours outside in the sunny lawned surrounds. And of course there was the women like this one. His gaze ran up and down the guard’s cute little ass. He swore some of them were only in here to get close to guys like him. Eliciting sex was certainly easier than you might expect.

So what was his problem? What was so bad if testosterone fuelled guys – unable to play by the girls’ rules – lived their lives in restricted facilities like this one? Kurt didn’t know, only had a nagging for something more, something better. And as the door to his cell swished shut and automatically locked, he made a vow to himself that if the chance of escape came, he’d grab it with both hands. It seemed somebody up there was listening.

Ten minutes later his cell door swished open.

“Can’t keep away, can you?” Kurt said from the bed, large bicep bulging, hand tucked behind his head.

The young guard gave a sarcastic smile. “Out you come two-three-nine.”

Kurt rolled from the bed, stepped out into the corridor. “So where’m I going?” he asked, following on behind the young guard.

“You know I wouldn’t tell you even if I was privy to that info.” She turned, eyes flicking quickly up and down him with a grin. “But I’m guessing there’s gonna be a lot of women. And they’re all gonna wanna a piece of you.”

“What’s new,” murmured Kurt.

More doors swished open till they were stepping out the main entrance into the warm Virginian sun. Here two more female guards waited to escort Kurt on to a waiting van.

“Have fun big boy,” said the young guard watching him go.

“Don’t I always,” said Kurt, without looking back.

In the back of the van ten other men were naked and collared, seated and cuffed. Kurt was ordered to sit, told to hold out his wrists. Both of which he did. He felt the cool grip of the cuffs as they snapped tight.

“Got an itch,” he said, meeting the female guard’s eye, dropping his own to his crotch. “You couldn’t…?”

She gave a smirk, then was climbing down, shutting the back doors of the van. “Good to go,” came her call as she pounded a fist on its side.

The van’s engine purred to life. It and its human cargo got moving.

“Whoot-whoo,” Nicole wolf whistled her approval as Eva came into the living room. “Hey sexy lady.”

“It’s not too much?” asked Eva, sweeping her palms down the back of the little black dress that hugged every one of her sumptuous curves.

“You look fantastic Eva. He’s one lucky guy.”

“Yeah, well, let’s just hope he’s not a complete meek.”

Nicole frowned slightly.

“What?”

“Nothing?”

“Nicole?”

“It’s just…don’t you think your expectations are a little high.”

Eva sighed as she marched for her purse. “We’ve had this conversation.”

Nicole, who was seated on the couch, pushed tabby cat, Missy, off her lap and rose. “Hey, hey, I just don’t wanna see you disappointed. Meek doesn’t have to mean bad.”

“I want a man Nicole. A real man.” They were on the porch now, Eva shutting the front door behind her.

“I just think we need to make compromises,” said Nicole. “I mean Gareth wasn’t so bad.”

“Gareth was a wimp,” snapped Eva with a disbelieving shake of her head as she started down the porch steps.

“Okay, okay, bad example,” said Nicole. “I’m just saying don’t dismiss this guy out of hand.”

Eva stopped and looked at her good friend. “You think I want to be shacked up alone for the rest of my life. You think I want to become that mad cat woman.”

“No,” said Nicole sympathetically.

“What’s wrong with me Nicole? Why can’t I find what you and Jerry have?”

“I thought you didn’t want a houseslave.”

Eva emitted a snort of amusement. “You know what I mean.”

“It’ll happen Eva. He’s out there. Maybe tonight’s the night,” Nicole smiled.

Eva smiled back at her and then the two friends were hugging.

“You sure you don’t want a ride?”

“No, I’ve got it,” said Eva, opening the door of her Micra and sliding into the driver’s seat.

Nicole leaned in the open door. “Call me. I want all the details.”

“Yeah, I know.” Eva gave the hem at her smooth thighs a tug. “You’re sure this dress isn’t too short?”

“Baby, you got it, flaunt it.”

Eva flashed her perfect teeth in a grin and reached for the door. “Don’t wait up on my account.”

“Let’s hope it’s a late one,” said Nicole, with a suggestive raise of her eyebrows.

“Let’s hope.” Eva pulled the car door shut, then was reversing out the drive. There was one last wave to Nicole before she was accelerating away.

The van came to a jolting stop for a fifth time and the back doors pulled open. “Out you get three-five-seven. And you, two-three-nine,” commanded the female guard.

Kurt rose, stooping slightly so as not to bang his head as he stepped down into the sunlight. There were grassy fields in all directions, no suggestion of human habitation as far as the eye could see.

“Hands,” said the guard.

Kurt lifted them to her and felt the tight pinch at his wrists disappear as the cuffs were removed. The second man, a black beefcake named Ruben, was also uncuffed. One of the ponytailed guards eyed them both with a smirk.

“Better get running boys. The easier you make it for ’em, the harder they’re gonna be.” She shared a chuckle with the other guard, then they were both climbing back into the van. Kurt watched it disappear down the rutted track.

“What the…? That’s it. They’re leaving us out here?”

Kurt looked to Ruben, who was staring puzzled. Which was about right. Few of the men from the facility had actual smarts. This one looked the archetype; all brawn no brains.

“Uh-huh, looks that way. I’m guessing it’s all part of the service,” said Kurt, turning from the sun and striking out south. Which seemed as good a direction as any.

There was a silence then, as Ruben came following. “Hey man, why would they do a thing like that?”

“Because we’re game,” said Kurt.

“Game?”

Kurt noted Ruben’s knotted brow. The cogs were turning but failing to find traction. “Jesus do I have to spell it out. We’re trophies. Prey. To be hunted down for their amusement.”

Ruben gulped in understanding.

“Yeah. And I’m guessing these aren’t the sort of women that’ll go easy on men like us,” said Kurt.

“What d’ya think they’ll do?”

Kurt had no intention of finding out. And his look said as much.

“So what, we just walk?”

“You can sit on your ass and wait to be recaptured for all I care,” said Kurt, striding on. “But me. I’m done with the facility. I’m done with all their bullshit.”

“Amen brother,” said Ruben. “A-fucking men.”

Naked and collared, the sun at their backs, the pair walked on.

Within half an hour, Kurt was slowing. “You hear that?”

Ruben listened. “No man. I don’t hear—”

“Shit!” swore Kurt, yanking Ruben down to the long grass.

Fifty metres ahead a man had burst out of a copse of trees and was running for his life, dick swinging, thighs pumping. Behind, rounding the trees, coming up fast were two female riders – wide grins etched on their faces as they whipped their mounts on. The man looked behind, stumbled, then was up again and running. But now they were all but on him. One of the riders, still on the gallop, twirled a lasso above her head, then let it fly. The rope snagged around the man’s ankles, dropped him to the ground.

The women brought their healthy-looking mounts to a stop. They wore tight jeans, checked shirts, cowgirl hats and boots. Kurt watched them energetically swing their legs over their saddles and hop down.

“Who-ee,” said one of the women hi-fiving the other. “Now that’s what I call a chase.”

“Some lassoing there, Leora.”

“Why thank you.” The flaxen haired woman tipped her hat playfully. Then the two women were approaching their catch with looks of predatory glee. Peeking from the long grass Kurt glanced at Ruben, pressed a silent finger to his lips.

“Why lookie what we got here,” said the plumper woman.

“Oh Darlene, he’s a hunky fella.”

The two women circled the forlorn figure rising breathlessly. “Ah, nice and slowly now,” said Darlene.

Kurt noticed a stunner stick in the larger woman’s belt. It wouldn’t be needed. The man – one-five-one the number at his chest indicated – looked as defeated as they come. And watching the two women circle him was like watching two matadors close in on an exhausted bull.

“Oh we’re gonna have fun with you, yes we are.”

The flaxen haired woman bound his wrists, then the both of them were remounting their horses. A static hum had the larger woman reaching for the walkie-talkie at her hip. “We just got ourselves one-five-one. How many left in the field?…Oh that so…Yep I here ya. Will be on the lookout.” She clipped the walkie-talkie back on her belt.

“Veronica reckons she saw two coming our way.”

“Interesting. You don’t think…?”

“She’s putting us off the scent so she can claim ’em herself?”

The women shared a smile. “If she’s telling the truth we’ll spot ’em. If not, that bitch is playing dirty.” There were chuckles. They were having fun all right.

Kurt held his breath as the horses passed less than two metres from where he and Ruben were crouching. Then came the exhausted wrist bound man, captee one-five-one dragged on behind.

“No dawdling back there,” shouted one of them women to more derisive hoots of laughter from the other.

Kurt watched until he could wait no longer, keeping low, made his move. “Come on,” he nudged Ruben.

The sun descended. Their slanting shadows lengthened out before them.

“I’m spent,” said Ruben, which just about summed up how Kurt was feeling.

How far they’d walked he had no idea, only that it felt many miles and miles and…Kurt stopped, screwing up his eyes and then staring once more to the horizon. “You see that?”

Ruben followed his eyeline. “I don’t see…” his words trailed away.

“It’s a fence,” said Kurt. And now they were both seeing the small dots of cars travelling on the road beyond it.

“Escape,” murmured Ruben.

Kurt gave him a smile, then was clomping him on the shoulder and striding out ahead. He’d taken no more than ten paces when the thud of hooves stopped and turned him on the spot. And there they were. The two riders charging hard. One clutched her cowgirl hat above her flowing flaxen hair. The other – plump and pink cheeked – crashed her whip down hard on the rump of her grimacing mount.

“Run!” yelled Kurt, doing exactly that.

They both ran as fast as their tired legs would allow. But they were no match for the riders. First Ruben stumbled to the dry grass as the lasso wrapped his legs. Then Kurt was brought down with a thud. He heard the boots of the pink cheeked rider as she dismounted and approached.

“Aww, so close,” she tittered. “But not quite.”

Kurt stared at the fence – high but climbable – tantalisingly within reach. Then was rolling over and facing the woman brandishing her stunner. Wearily he rose.
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It wasn’t that Jacob was completely hideous or anything like that. He was well groomed, well dressed and had a friendly smile. It was just…just what? wondered Eva, half cross with herself at her own apathy. There were no butterflies. No racing pulse. No crazy desire to rip his clothes off. She twirled a strand of spaghetti on her fork and glanced up, and there he was staring at her with those big eager to please eyes. Eyes that reminded Eva of a loyal puppy dog. Which was exactly the problem, wasn’t it?

She didn’t want obedience (well not primarily). She wanted passion and lust and strength. And Jacob radiated none of those things. Jacob was nice. Jacob was vanilla. Eva gave an awkward smile and slipped the forkful of spaghetti into her mouth. Immediately Jacob was leaning over offering his napkin.

“You’ve got a little,” he said, gesturing at his mouth.

“Oh,” said Eva, picking up her own napkin and dabbing the splodge of sauce from her lip. “All gone?”

“All gone,” Jacob nodded, smiling his inoffensive smile. He picked up his knife and fork, and returned to his scallops, non-the-wiser as to Eva’s lack of attraction towards him. There’d be no hanky-panky for Jacob tonight. There’d be no second dates. Eva had known that within minutes.

Her eye roamed the restaurant, taking in the strong, glamourous looking women. The men, other Jacob’s all but in name, displaying looks of soppy eyed adoration. Meeks, thought Eva, spotting one boy on his knees massaging a woman’s feet while she ate. Another woman fed her toy boy from her own plate. Yet another in a booth teased the two boys either side of her, hand on one of the male’s thighs while she spoke to the other. Eva turned back to Jacob. Why can’t I be happy with a nice, well-mannered meek? she wondered. She didn’t know why. Only that someone like Jacob could never be enough. Never.

The lodge was luxurious. A real five-star affair. No doubt the food was right up there too. Kurt imagined tasty little starters, mains of steak covered in some rich delicious sauce. He could hear the women dining in the other room; there laughing conversation, the clink of cutlery. It sent a tingle down his spine.

He glanced left at the nine men standing in a line alongside him naked and shackled at the wrists and ankles, each covered in a light oil that made their buff bodies shine after their washdowns. They’re far from done with us, he thought, not wrongly. We’re the after-dinner entertainment, dessert maybe. He turned his gaze right to one of the guard’s lingering discretely in the hallway. He calculated there’d be another by the front door. Maybe a couple more on site.

Kurt’s eye returned to the big shuttered French doors ahead. And now he was hearing the scrape of chairs, the click of heels. He watched the doors swing open, the women begin to filter through. Gone was the cowgirl gear, replaced by glamourous dresses, vertiginous heels.

“Aren’t they a picture,” one smooth skinned woman drawled. Her glossy hair was like burnished copper. Her grin as wide as they get. The other women approached with broad smiles of their own. They sipped from their champagne flutes. They perused the men and their naked bodies like they were at some kind of male cattle market.

“Get on your knees,” said one young woman sternly to one of the men.

The man stared, body tensing in resistance.

“What, you don’t like that big boy?” And now her hand was wrapped around his balls and yanking downwards. The man gave one final snort and dropped. “That’s right, down you go,” said the young woman in the white lace fringed dress.

The muscular man could have snapped her in two. But not here, here only one of them had all the power.

“Kiss it,” she said, sticking out a foot.

There was a split-second hesitation – enough to earn a stinging slap – then the man was lowering his head with a moody scowl and kissing the outstretched foot in the heeled shoe.

“Ah, ah, I didn’t say stop,” said the slender woman. “You keep going till I tell you otherwise.”

A hand at her hip, she sipped her champagne, while the man continued dotting kisses. There were titters. Chuckles from the other women.

“All they’re good for’s obeying,” remarked the voluptuous woman Kurt recognised from the facility.

“You,” said a sultry brunette looking the way of the hunk that was one-five-one. “Get that sweet ass over here. Don’t make me come over there.”

Eyes downcast he stepped out the line. He was soon strapped down front forwards to a padded bench. And now Kurt was noticing another woman – the flaxen haired woman named Leora who’d been so skilled with the lasso – striding slowly and purposely. Her sliver sequined dress was short. Her look predatory. Above creamy thighs a black strap-on pointed upwards at an angle. At sight of it Kurt’s eyes widened. The copper haired woman in the silky green dress, saw his look and casually draped an arm on his shoulder.

“Your friends about to get fucked up the ass,” she said, her tone carrying an unmistakable glee.

Kurt felt her eyes on him and tried not to give her the satisfaction of seeing him express his dismay. Yet there was a small gulp, a thickening of his Adam’s apple against the shock collar tight at his neck. That arm still draped on his shoulder, the woman turned back to proceedings.

“Winner of the hunt. With three catches. Boy catcher extraordinaire. Leora!” cried the sultry brunette with the succulent lips. She held Leora’s arm aloft to clapping from the other women. And Kurt suddenly understood. This was her prize. This was how they honoured the best hunter. It was Leora who would have the privilege of kicking off the night’s entertainment.

The flambeaux lighting flickered, the room was expectant and silent – until Leora landed a meaty slap on one-five-one’s backside and the room erupted with gales of laughter. She leaned over him, whispered something that had him shifting his bare ass and bracing. Positioned behind him, Leora grinned to the room, then in one smooth movement eased the thick black dildo in. Out it came, in it went again. And now Leora was pulling back a clump of the man’s sandy hair, while her hips thrust and thrust with ever more vigour.

“That’s right girl. You fuck that boy hard,” said one woman.

Another leant right in front of the man’s face and said, “I wanna hear you moan boy.”

And soon enough his moaning pants were sounding, much to the women’s amusement. Kurt glanced left to see that many of the men lined up had grown hard watching all this unfold. They’re institutionalised, he thought, they can’t help themselves. He, himself, took a little more encouragement. Which the woman leaning on his shoulder was only happy to provide. She slowly stroked his shaft, coaxing an erection.

“Admit it,” she purred at his ear. “You boys love being our playthings.”

Kurt met her eye and let out a low grumbling growl that was filled with anger, arousal, bristling frustration.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” smiled the woman, giving his hard cock a sharp slap.

Kurt grimaced, pecs involuntary twitching, balls tightening. Which only seemed to delight her all the more. She was nibbling an ear, tweaking a nipple, when the large, pink-cheeked woman Kurt recognised from the hunt, approached.

“That one’s mine Veronica,” she said.

“Oh don’t be such a sourpuss Darlene. I’m only having a little fun.”

“You can have all the fun you want. After I’m done. I caught him. I get first dibs. You know the rules,” said the larger woman resolutely.

Veronica gave a roll of her eyes, then was grasping Kurt’s butt cheek, whispering at his ear, “I’m gonna enjoy fucking this tight ass.”

There was a smirk his way before she was brushing past Darlene with barely an acknowledgment. Whatever ill feeling there was between the two of them, Darlene didn’t seem the least bit put out. Not with this hunk of man meat standing before her. She gave him a hungry, lascivious look, taking him in his entirety. Then, seemingly unable to wait a second longer, was grabbing the shackles at his wrists and dragging him forward.

Behind Kurt heard the groaning moan of the man strapped to the padded bench, quickly followed by his tormentor’s wild cackle as she thrust that dildo deep. There were other sounds too; the jangle of metal as some of the men were locked into bondage devices, the first crack of a whip.

“Ma’am we advise that the men remain in the entertainment space,” said the guard stationed in the hallway.

“I don’t give a rats ass what you advise,” Darlene shot back. “If I want some privacy I’ll have it.”

“Of course, ma’am.” The guard stepped out of their path, tilting her head at another in gesture to follow as Kurt was pulled on by the shackles at his wrist, and up the wooden staircase.

The large bedroom with its own en-suite, had the same pared back plushness as the rest of the place. Darlene shut the door behind her and plonked herself down on the big brass bed. As she did so Kurt caught sight of the top of the cylindrical stunner sticking out the belt still buckled around the pair jeans draped over the end of the bed. His eyes flicked back to Darlene, half lying as she regarded him with a look of pure wanton lust.

Her round cheeks were flushed pink. Her big breasts threatening to spill out of her plum dress, rose and fell.

“Get on your knees boy,” she said. “I wanna see you crawl.”

“What about these?” asked Kurt, holding up his shackled wrists.

“What about ’em?” replied Darlene. She clicked her fingers, pointed to the floor. “Down. Now.”

Kurt didn’t care much for that, he didn’t care much at all. He was nobody’s bitch. Who did these women think they were? The other guys might be willing to play ‘captured slave.’ But Kurt…

“Good boy,” said Darlene as he lowered his knees and laid his palms flat on the wooden boards. “Now crawl.”

Kurt did just that, muscles tensing, oiled body toned and taut. He looked strong and masculine and yet demeaned. Quite the sight. It had Darlene raising her shiny plum coloured dress, revealing the fat folds of flesh at her upper thighs and the hairiest of cunts.

“Come to momma,” she said, almost panting as she stroked a fat finger over that crevice.

Kurt padded over a thick white rug. The closer he got, the stronger the urge was to stand up and do what he so instinctively wanted to do. But if he didn’t get this right, that guard outside would be bursting through the door behind and God knows how many volts of electricity would be charging through his body. And so he held it together. He kept crawling. And when Darlene said, “Stick out your tongue boy,” he did.

She gave a chuckle, set her legs a little wider. There was no mistaking where she wanted him. Kurt closed the remaining distance, then was coming up between those fleshy thighs. Tongue poised, he looked her in the eye. Darlene grabbed him at the back of the head and pulled him towards her. And in that exact same moment two shackled hands were reaching towards the end of the bed. His fingers wrapped around the smooth cylinder, then were yanking upwards, jabbing downwards hard.

Kurt’s tongue felt the first shaggy bristles of pubic hair, sensed the moist warmth of her slit, as in the same instant the stunner dug into soft squishy flesh. Without hesitation, he pressed the button. Darlene collapsed backwards with a juddering jolt. There was a high-pitched yelp, thankfully from Kurt’s point of view a sound close enough to that of a woman expressing the most earth shattering of orgasms.

Indeed, if the guard had decided to poke her head round the door, she’d have observed Kurt’s head buried between the woman’s thighs as her arms flailed and her mountainous breast’s vibrated above. No doubt she’d have thought nothing amiss. As it was, Kurt dropped the stunner and came up like a diver gasping for oxygen. Then he was staring for a good five seconds. Darlene was alive, still breathing, but definitely out for the count. His gaze dropped to the chain at her neck. There were master keys. All the women had one (presumably another element of control they got off on).

Kurt found Darlene’s on the chain between her breasts. He used it to unlock the shackles, then was quickly up and at the window. It opened out, just far enough for him to squeeze on through. He crouched on the flat roof, hearing the chatty voices of a pair of guards on one side. He scurried down the drainpipe on the other. And ran – heart thumping – into the humid, moonlit night.
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“Please,” said Eva from behind the wheel. “Give me a break.”

“What?” came Nicole’s voice back at her through speaker phone. “Cute. Submissive. Hanging off your every word like an eager puppy. He sounds all right to me.”

“Nicole, there was zero chemistry. Zero.”

“Maybe if you’d taken him back to yours and—”

“Are you even listening to me? He was a meek Nicole. Through and through.”

“Honey, they’re all meeks. And that ain’t no bad thing.”

Eva emitted a long sigh. “Yeah don’t I know it.” She was beginning to question whether there really was a man out there who could live up to her ideal. A strong, masculine man. A man who just felt…right.

“Listen this is just a bump in the road,” said ever positive Nicole. “We’ll meet up tomorrow. Discuss an action plan.”

“Action plan?”

“Yeah, narrow down a list of potentials.”

“I don’t know Nicole. I’m sorta done with dates.”

“Sweetie, you’re gettin’ back on that bull. I’ll be damned if I can’t find a boy that’s worthy of you.” A pause. “Tomorrow. Jen’s Diner. Say eleven…Yes?”

“Yes,” said Eva, unable not to smile at her friend’s irrepressibility. Who was she to say no to Nicole?

“A bump in the road. All this, it’s just is a bump in the road.”

“Goodnight Nicole.” Eva pressed a button, ending the call. Only now in the silence did she feel the first real bitter pang of disappointment. So much for getting all dolled up, she thought, suddenly also feeling silly. I knocked his socks off all right. If only he’d done the same to me.

“Men,” she murmured, jabbing on the radio and turning up the volume on some country tune. “Who needs yo—”

The figure stumbled on to the road. Eva’s heeled foot hit the brake hard. The wheels locked. The car came to a sudden, screeching halt. Eva, thrown forward on to the wheel, would’ve most likely gone through the windscreen if not for the seat belt tight at her chest. She lifted her head, swept the dark hair back from her face.

“Jesus,” she exhaled on a shaky breath, seeing the figure, the man, standing naked in front of her car headlights. Hardly had she taken him in, or rather merely glimpsed him given her bewildered shock, than he was dashing forward, opening the back door and getting in.

“Drive,” instructed the smooth deep voice.

“What? I…”

And now he was reaching forward, punching off the still blaring radio. “I said drive Goddammit!”

Eva felt the loose, but surely threatening grip of the big hand at the side of her neck. Her gaze flicked up to the rear-view to see grey-blue eyes, a sweat slicked brow, a bearded face. She shifted stick, and put her foot down on the accelerator.

The grip released at her neck and the man settled back with a grunt. Eva’s heart was still beating hard, but some kind of joined up thinking was returning as her nerves steadied. Her eyes drifted back to the rear-view and the reflection of the man tugging at an uncomfortable looking thick navy collar at his neck. She hadn’t noticed the collar till now. She hadn’t noticed much besides the man’s muscular bulk.

He’d been naked, hadn’t he? Hadn’t he? In her mind’s eye she saw him all lit up in the headlights. He’d been topless that much she was certain about, the rest, the rest was just a passing blur.

“You gotta place?” he asked. And there was that voice again. The grey-blue eyes met hers in the mirror and Eva’s gaze darted back to the road.

“Yeah, I do,” she replied. Then in panicked afterthought, “My boyfriend’s probably waiting up for me right now.”

There was a silence. And when Eva lifted her gaze to the mirror those intense eyes were studying her. Considering what she’d said. Once again she looked back to the road.

“Make for it,” said the voice.

Eva’s fingers tightened on the steering wheel. There was more than a little panic, there was irritation. Of all the people this maniac had to jump out on, it had to be me. What a night. First the wet blanket that was Jacob, now this crazy.

“So what,” she said, “you gotta a death a wish?”

The man in the mirror fiddling with the collar didn’t respond. Which wasn’t what a girl like Eva was used to. In her world when a woman addressed a male, he responded openly and politely. Without exception.

“I said have you gotta death wish?”

“Nope,” came the blunt reply.

“Then what? Why were you—”

“Less talk. More driving,” he said, giving up on the collar.

A little pant of disbelief left Eva’s open mouth. Who did this son of…think he was? But even then, irksome irritation rumbling through her, she couldn’t help but think the dark stranger wasn’t altogether unattractive. She bit her lip, cussing herself for thinking such a thought in this of all situations. For the third and final time her eyes left the mirror and fixed on the road ahead. They didn’t leave it for the next twenty minutes.

“So this is it?”

“Yes,” said Eva, slowing the car to a stop on the driveway of the single storey suburban house.

Kurt peered between the two front seats. “Don’t look like nobody’s in to me.”

“Guess my boyfriend got tired waiting up.”

“Tired? With you dressed like that?”

Did he just pay me a compliment? wondered Eva, glancing at a face she was finding more ruggedly handsome each and every time she looked at it.

Kurt flicked his chin forward. “Drive us in.”

The automatic garage doors opened, Eva eased the car in. “What now?” she asked.

“You get out. Give me the tour.”

“And if I refuse to move?”

“Then I drag you out.”

“You would, wouldn’t you?”

“Get out,” said Kurt.

Eva gave a disbelieving snort as she shook her head and reached for the handle. No sooner was she out, there he was, firmly gripping her arm, pushing her on ahead of him. “You really know how to treat a lady, don’t you?”

“Bedroom, which way?”

“Figure it out yourself,” said Eva, as she was pushed through into the main house.

Kurt did just that; nudging open the door of the bathroom, then spare room, finally the main bedroom. He flicked on the light revealing the recently made bed, the empty bed.

“Guess something came up,” said Eva, seeing Kurt’s questioning look. “But he’s sure to be back any second now.”

“You’re a terrible liar,” scoffed Kurt. A sound swung him back to the hallway, and in that split instant Eva felt nothing but satisfaction seeing his smug look replaced by intense concern.

“Cats,” said Kurt, looking down at the tabby brushing past the hallway stand, giving a meow. “I hate cats.”

Eva crouched, gave Missy a stroke as she picked her up. “It’s all right mommy’s home.”

A second later she was hearing the clatter of cupboards. She walked through to the open living room to see Kurt in the kitchen, bicep bulging as he twisted a screwdriver in the lock at the back of that thick collar at his neck. And that’s not all she was seeing

Her gaze drifted up hairy manly legs, lingered a moment on an ass that looked firm enough to crack walnuts, then was continuing upwards to broad muscular shoulders. When Kurt gave a loud, “Ah-ha,” as the lock turned and the collar sprung, she almost jumped out of her skin. She watched him put the collar in the microwave, turn it up to full power. There was a frazzling zap. Kurt dinged the door open, picked out the steaming collar.

“What was that?” asked Eva.

Kurt flicked open the lid of the bin, dropped the collar inside. “Tracker,” he said, turning to her – and now for the first time he was facing her head on – and Eva couldn’t help looking downward. Or staying there.

“You gotta any clothes by any chance? I’m kinda feeling a little exposed here.”

“No. Yes. I mean,” stammered Eva, voice pitched a couple of octaves higher. She cleared her throat. “I think I might have something.”

She found a pair of Gareth’s old jeans, along with a grey t-shirt of his buried at the back of the closet. They were a tight fit, Gareth had been no beefcake. But this guy. Who was he? Where had he come from? And why the hell was he settling into that armchair?

“I’ll be out your hair by morning,” said Kurt.

He looked tired, sleepy. Certainly no real threat. Eva watched kitty cat, Missy, jump up onto his lap. He might not like her, but she sure liked him. Kurt stroked the cat, keeping his gaze on Eva the entire time. It had been a long time since she’d been looked at like that.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

The stare – direct and unapologetic – had butterflies fluttering in her chest. Had her feeling like a little girl. “Eva,” she answered.

“Nice name.”

“You?”

“Kurt.”

“Mm.” Eva felt the tug at her lips and suddenly she was smiling. She didn’t know why. Just that she couldn’t not. And still he was looking at her in that way that made her feel simultaneously jittery and warm all over. This is ridiculous, he’s some random stranger in God knows what kind of trouble. And yet Eva had to summon some willpower to take her eyes off him. She slipped off her heels, picked them up and made for her bedroom. Missy jumped off Kurt’s lap, following.

“Good night dark stranger. It was nice meeting you.”

“Same,” came that soothing base of a voice, steady and strong, and like the rest of the package, oh so appealing.

Eva shut the bedroom door behind her, before she did something really stupid.

“Uh-uh-uh-uh…”

Hanna Sorenson was on top. She was always on top. A wedge of silvery moonlight imperceptibly crept across a corner of the bed. The satin sheets were scrunched back. The big bed was rocking.

“Uh-uh-uh…” her loud moans of pleasure sounded louder still. Her lips parted on one of these moans, eyes momentarily closing as she swept two hands through her strawberry hair, down over her creamy skin. Her eyes opened on the lantern-jawed stud beneath her. His look was both enthralled and determined. And yet also full of surrender. How could it not be with his wrists cuffed to the headboard behind like that?

It was Hanna controlling the pace. She riding him like a jockey in the saddle. All he could do was keep up. Up and down she went, two palms flat on his chest now as the increasing friction threatened to start a fire. A mobile buzzed on the bedside table. Hanna ignored it. She was almost, “Uh-uh-uh-uuuuhhh…”

There was one last grinding downward thrust as all that pleasure narrowed to a single point before splintering off in to what felt like a thousand directions. Hanna collapsed forward, pressing her brow to that of the hot stud as she absorbed the last few undulating tremors. Finally she reached for the still buzzing phone.

“What is it?” she asked, in a tone that wasn’t much different to how it always was; stern and direct.

The voice down the line told it to her straight.

“I’ll be right there,” was all she said back.

She hung up, climbed off the bed. Within five minutes had her hair pinned up and one of those sharp trouser suits – this one sky-blue – covering that smooth creamy skin.

“What about me?” asked the still hard stud, cuffed naked on the bed.

“You be a good boy and wait right there. I’ll be back for round two in no time.”

“But…”

Chain of the cuffs being pulled taut in struggle behind, Hanna strode from the bedroom, a smile at her lips.
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The lasso tightened at his waist. Downwards he stumbled.

“Get ’em!” sounded the jubilant cry.

Kurt woke with a jolt, a hand snapping to his chest. He took in the homely sitting room – the party, his escape, the car and woman, all streaming into his conscious in the time it took for his gaze to swing to the sound of sizzling coming from the open kitchen. And there she was; juicy jean clad ass, bare slender arms, light mocha skin. She must have felt his look because she turned, breaking into a smile. And what a smile.

“I’ve got coffee,” she said, turning back to the pan. “Some pancakes if you’re interested.”

Kurt pushed up out the armchair. He could see it was early from the bluish light outside. He’d overslept, but he had time, didn’t he? Stomach rumbling at the delicious smells wafting, answered in the affirmative.

“Yeah,” he said, settling on a stool behind the kitchen counter. “I’m interested.”

His gaze ran up Eva’s fine figure a second time, and she turned, meeting his eye as she placed the mug of coffee in front of him.

“You never told me what you were running from last night.”

Kurt took a sip of the coffee, strong and dark, just the way he liked it. “Wasn’t that obvious?”

“Not to me.”

And now the plate of pancakes was in front of him, Kurt picked up a fork and dived straight in. “Hm, these are good. Real good.” He looked up to see Eva leaning against the counter opposite. Her look was inquisitive, slightly irritated even.

“Given everything, don’t you think you owe me an explanation?”

Kurt ate another forkful, chewed, swallowed. “They loan us out sometimes,” he said. “As playthings to the women rich enough to afford us.”

Eva folded those smooth arms across her white t-shirt. “Who’s they?”

“The facility. You’ve heard of ’em of right?” An upward twitch of Eva’s eyebrows said she had. “Yeah that’s right. Who hasn’t heard about the bad boys? Men deemed too unfit for this modern female led society. Till they want us out. Till they want their fun.” He paused to allow another forkful of pancake to slip easily down. “Yep, that’s me. That’s what I’m running from.”

Eva uncrossed her arms, gripped the countertop behind her. “To where exactly?”

“There’s a place out west,” said Kurt, sipping the coffee, gaze on her the entire time. “Where men are rule makers. Not rule takers. I aim to get to it.”

“Hmm,” Eva contemplated. She looked him in the eye, gave a smile. “Sounds like an adventure.”

Each of their gazes lingered on the other. She really was something, thought Kurt, feeling a lustful twinge. But he knew where such twinges got you. He’d been down that road before. Outside it was getting all too light. It was time to get moving. He drained the last of the coffee, had barely placed the mug back on the counter, when there was a knock at the front door. His eyes locked on Eva’s as he slipped from the stool.

“Expecting someone?”

She shook her head. And now he was heading for the front window, peeking between the shutters, seeing the two officious looking women in their navy uniforms. Uniforms he recognised at once.

“Shit, it’s them,” he said, feeling his pulse quicken and his breakfast sink like a stone. Eva was at the window looking, then suddenly making for the door. “What are you doing?” murmured Kurt.

“Wait right there. Don’t move.”

Before he could say anything, do anything, her hand was unlocking the latch, opening the front door. “Yes, can I help you?” she asked.

Kurt bit his lip, shut his eyes. He was glued to the wall, already chastising himself for not getting his dumb ass out of here. Pancakes, you stayed for pancakes! You stupid fool!

“You tell us,” said the female voice typically curt. “This man, you seen him by any chance?” There was a silence in which Kurt presumed some mugshot of himself was being held up.

“Nope,” said Eva. “Can’t say I have.”

“Well we’ve good reason to believe he’s in the vicinity. This man’s dangerous. Potentially violent.”

“Can I ask what he’s done wrong?”

“Darlin’ boys like this one are born wrong. You see him. You don’t hesitate to contact us.”

“Of course,” said Eva.

Kurt watched her take the card handed to her. Then the door was being closed and he was breathing a sigh of relief. He peeked through the shutters to see the two guards disappear down the path and move on to the next house. Any sense of ease was undone at sight of two more guards stationed at the end of the street.

“We need to get you out of here,” said Eva.

“No shit,” said Kurt. He glanced from the window to her. She was looking at him, seemingly mulling something over. “What?”

“Come with me,” she said decisively, grabbing her purse and heading for the back door.

Kurt gave one last peek out on to the street, to a silver SUV pulling up, a trouser suited lady stepping out. Sight of her had a cool shiver running down his spine. “The big shot,” he murmured, feeling his insides clench.

He turned to see Eva, hand on the handle of the back door. He gave her a nod. “Let’s go.”

They crossed the garden, climbed the back fence at its end, hurried over the lawn of the next property.

“You know these people?” asked Kurt as Eva tapped the window, getting the attention of a man at the stove preparing breakfast.

“They’re friends,” she said.

A glass door was slid open. In Eva went, in Kurt followed. Nicole sat at the round breakfast table in her dressing gown. She looked up from the morning’s paper. “I thought we weren’t meeting till eleven,” she said.

“We weren’t. We’re not,” spluttered Eva. “Something’s come up.”

Nicole’s gaze landed on Kurt. “You said the date went bad.”

“It did. This isn’t him Nicole.”

“I should say. This one looks positively scrumptious.”

Kurt who’d made straight for the front window, saw no heat. “I think it’s clear,” he said, glancing back to Eva.

“I need to borrow your car Nicole,” said Eva.

Nicole considered Eva for a handful of seconds and maybe saw something that said this isn’t the time for questions, I’m asking this for all the favours I’ve ever done you. Either way she dropped her gaze back to the paper, said, “Keys are in the bowl by the door.”

Eva smiled. “You’re a good friend Nicole.”

“Have fun you two.”

Eva picked the key from the bowl, dashed through the door Kurt already held open. The red Fords car doors opened, then slammed closed. The next thing Eva knew she was reversing out the driveway with a jolt. She glanced at Kurt peeking round to an empty road. Dangerous, potentially violent, those words of the guard popped into her head. Maybe she was stupid. Maybe flat out crazy. One thing was sure – rationality didn’t come into it. As Kurt swung his urgent gaze to her, she slammed her foot on the accelerator.

“What have we got?” asked Hanna, heels clicking as she purposely strode up the driveway.

“Not sure ma’am,” replied the guard. “Found nothing. So did a second sweep of the street. This one ain’t opening.”

“Originally.”

“A woman. Said she’d seen nothing.”

Hanna looked left to right across the front of the single storey house. “Open her up,” she said.

A pair of guards had the steel cylindrical ram ready. They brought it forward. Launched it at the front door. On the second swing it burst open. In the three guards went, tasers pointed. Lastly in went Hanna.

“Clear,” came the call from one room.

“Clear,” from another.

Hanna stepped into the tasteful sitting room, stopping and staring a moment at a set of framed pictures on a dresser showing a Hispanic woman, smiley and pretty.

“He was here ma’am,” came the voice from the open kitchen.

Hanna looked up to see the guard dangling the collar that had been picked from the bin on the end of her nightstick.

“Not too long ago by the look of it either.”

Hanna approached, taking in the empty plate on the counter, smelling coffee and pancake. She reached out touching the mug, feeling its warmth. Her gaze snapped to the back door and now she was bounding for it. She pushed out into the garden, pausing a moment in the early morning rays of sunlight just peeking above the neighbour’s trees, before once more striding forward. This time across the turf, eyes locked on the back fence. When she reached it, she tilted her head, taking in the scuff marks of a shoe.

“What is it ma’am?” asked the guard right behind.

Hanna was now looking directly over the fence to the property beyond. “Get over to that house. Find out what they saw. What they know.” Her tone was icy. Her blood hot. She heard the tread of the guard as she hurried back up the garden. Then Hanna was determinedly striding the same way. Nobody made a fool of her. Nobody escaped the facility under her watch. Nobody.

“I had no idea. He seemed such a sweetheart,” said Nicole, stroking the tabby on her lap.

“Do you have any idea where they might be heading?” asked the guard. “Anywhere?”

“Uh-uh. Can’t say I do.”

Hanna had heard enough of this waffle. She spun from the door and out the house, striding over to another ponytailed guard leaning against the silver SUV. “Run the plates,” she said, passing her a slip of paper. “See what you can find.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

She watched the woman hurry off, then peeked in the vehicles open window. Inside sat Steven swiping at his phone. Steven wasn’t just an assistant good with tech, Steven was blonde and cute and good at taking punishment. All necessary requirements for a PA as far as Hanna was concerned.

Her eye lingered on the strong arms – a crisp white shirt was rolled to the elbows. She’d considered keeping him naked, but thought that might be deemed inappropriate given the jobs official capacity. Maybe she’d review that. “What have we got?”

“Kurt Lomax. Criminal history one count of GBH,” he read from the phone. “Mother and father deceased. No brothers, sisters. Had a girlfriend in upstate New York.”

“You think he’d go there?”

“Don’t think so. That flame looks long dead.”

“Anything on her?”

“Graduate of Duke. Works in interior design. Parents, two sisters in Miami. Lives a real clean healthy lifestyle as far as I can tell.”

“But does she like a bad boy, Steven, that’s the question.”

Steven looked from the phone for the first time, gulping. “I wouldn’t know ma’am.”

“No, you wouldn’t would you. You being such a sweet, obedient, submissive and all.” Hanna let the smile come. She thoroughly enjoyed teasing him. It was in the main why she kept him around. “You know you’re due a maintenance spanking any day now. And the way today’s gone so far I’m gonna enjoy every second of it.”

She kept her smiling eyes on him a moment. How she revelled in that look. That knowledge that he was hers to do with as she pleased. Every boy should be like that, she thought, every single one of them. She straightened, tapping the roof of the SUV, feeling a little better.

“Ma’am,” came the voice. “Gotta a match on the plates heading west on interstate I-7.”

“Good work,” said Hanna, popping the driver’s door of the SUV open.

“You want us to come with?”

“No, this one’s mine.”

Behind the wheel, Hanna called through the open window. “There is one thing though. My place. Bedroom.” She slipped the key from a trouser pocket, handed it over. “Feel free to have some fun before you release him. Make him sweat.”

The two women shared a smile, then Hanna, shades on, was rolling the vehicle from the curb. She slapped a hand on Steven’s muscular thigh, making him jump. Gave a squeeze. “Better hope for the sake of that ass of yours that we find ’em.”

Steven gave her a nervous look.

“You think you’re up to this?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied in pretty much the only way he could.

Hanna gave that thigh of his a couple of gentle pats. “We’ll see,” she said. “We’ll see.” After all, he would be far from the first boy that she’d broken.

“You know I wouldn’t hold it against you if you kicked me out right here. Turned around. Went back to that nice little life you’ve got.”

“Nice,” Eva scoffed. “That just about sums it up.”

“You ain’t happy?”

Eva glanced from the road to the passenger she’d known, what? Less than twenty-four-hours. And yet why did it feel like she’d known him all her life. “Everybody’s looking for more, ain’t they?”

“I hear ya,” said Kurt, looking back to the window and the tangle of trees of the typically winding Virginian road. “I hear ya.”

“I said I’d get you a good start Kurt.”

“And I’m mighty grateful.”

Once more she felt the pull of his gaze, once more felt that squishy warmth inside as she briefly looked into his eyes.

“You know you could get into a lot of trouble for this,” he said.

“Kidnapped by a dangerous fugitive. I don’t think so,” said Eva, while simultaneously thinking she was already in a world of trouble.

They pulled into the car park long after dark. Kurt waited in the car while Eva got a room from the boxy motel reception. Then was watching as she made her way past the various rooms of the single storey block to room 18. God she moved sexy. He waited till she had the key in the lock, then got out, discretely followed her in. Kurt drew the curtain. Eva turned on a lamp.

“Oh,” she exclaimed, seeing the single double bed.

“Don’t worry,” Kurt grinned. “I’ll take the couch.”

They stood a moment in the small space. There wasn’t much to look at besides the couch, the bed, an old busted up looking TV.

“Tired?” asked Kurt.

“Not really, actually kind of feel a little buzzed.”

Kurt didn’t feel dissimilar, there was something about this woman that made him feel energised. “What?” he asked of her stare.

“Nothing. I’ve just never met anyone like you.”

“In a good way?”

“Yes,” she chuckled.

And there was that smile. It pulled him to her. In two steps he was all but pressed up against her. That animal attraction that had between there between them from the off, pulsing hot and heavy and irresistible. She looked up at him. He looked down slightly at her. Then like magnets unable to resist, they were moving to one another.

The kiss was slow and tender and deep. It was everything a kiss should be. Their lips parted, but not much. Kurt felt her warm breath. Smelt her sweet perfume.

“Your friend earlier today said you’d been on a date last night.”

“I was. He wasn’t my type.”

“Poor guy,” said Kurt, closing that hairs breadth of a gap and tasting those delicious lips again.

There was no stopping them now. Kurt’s t-shirt that he’d been threatening to burst out of all day, came off. Eva’s fingertips outlined his pecs, ever so gently travelled down over his abs in exploration. Her touch was electric. He lifted the white t-shirt off over her head, tossed it aside. There was soon a trail of clothing around it; jeans, boxers, panties, bra.

Naked and kissing, they fell to the bed. There was no shyness. No hesitation. Just that pure, raw, animal attraction. Kurt broke from the kiss, feeling the hard point of her nipples, the soft press of her breasts below. He grasped one of her smooth thighs drawn up at his side. Between them his rigid cock brushed her silky opening.

“Yes,” Eva panted, every fibre of her being beckoning him forward.

Kurt pushed inside. He felt her wetness. He felt her want. She locked her ankles around him. He continued to rhythmically thrust. Her panting moans rising above his grunting groans. As sparks flew. As a fire burned between them.
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Hanna’s eyes blinked open at the phone’s chirpy ringtone. She took in the cornfield surrounds of the road they’d pulled over on late last night. She took in snoring Steven, head leant against the car window. Then picked up the phone. “What?”

“We’ve got some activity on the girl’s card ma’am,” said the female voice.

“Where?”

“Motel One. Off interstate I-75. I’ll send you the coordinates.”

“Got ya,” said Hanna, tapping off the call. She rolled out a kink in her neck, buckled up, nudged Steven awake.

“What…where…?” he spluttered.

“Good morning Steven. Be a good boy and buckle up,” said Hanna, spewing a cloud of dust up behind as she careered the SUV back onto the road.

“How did you end up in the facility?” asked Eva, tracing a finger over those numbers inked on Kurt’s chest as she lay pressed up against him.

“Stupid delinquent stuff,” said Kurt, staring up at the ceiling and what felt a lifetime ago. “Brawling mostly.”

“You ever hit a woman?”

Kurt looked at Eva directly. “Never,” he said.

Eva planted a smoochy kiss on his lips and rolled from the bed. Kurt followed her ever so peachy behind as she headed for the bathroom.

“Where you going?”

“Taking a shower.”

“Want some company?”

Her grin back towards him had Kurt smiling, then rolling off the bed and up.

After they’d showered – had their fun – Eva picked up some bagels and they hit the road. They turned left out of the motel car park with the sun barely up at 6.26. At 6.46, precisely twenty minutes later, the SUV turned in from the opposite direction. The driver’s door swung open, a nude heeled shoe, a sky-blue suited leg appeared as the driver quickly exited. You wouldn’t have guessed she’d spent a night parked up on the shoulder. She looked pretty flawless as she strode straight for the boxy reception.

There, words were spoken with the woman behind the counter. A second later she was appearing with a key and making straight for room 18. Now the hunky blonde that was Steven, fell in behind her. Hanna tossed him the room key, taser pointed to the door, told him to open it up. Which being her ever so obedient assistant, he did. Finger on the trigger of the taser, Hanna swept inside.

“God damn it,” she cursed, having cleared the room.

She holstered the taser, hands on hips, turned Steven’s way. “Get those pants down,” she said, her broiling anger not just at missing them, but also at the thought they’d spent a comfy night here, while she’d spent a decidedly uncomfortable one in the SUV.

Steven was wise not to dally. Though of course that wouldn’t spare him. He unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers, tugged them down to his ankles along with his boxers, then, legs apart – he knew what was coming – presented himself to her.

Hanna was amused to see the tiny steel chastity she’d trained him to take, the smooth juicy looking balls – no doubt desperate for release – hanging below. Though sight of neither was enough to cool that simmering inside. Steven, holding up the hem of his shirt, visibly tensed at the sound of her clicking heels. She took two steps to him, before said heel was lifting off the floor, drawing back, snapping forward at those ever so vulnerable looking balls.

She struck them once, then twice, then again.

“Thank you. Thank you. Thank you,” Steven gasped.

“Shut up,” said Hanna.

And now there was only that fleshy thwack off balls taking a busting. How satisfying that sound was.

“Don’t you dare go down,” said Hanna. She stilled her leg momentarily. Steven’s legs shook. A pathetic squeak escaped his lips. Then she was driving that foot forward. And this was the breaker. Despite what she’d said, she wanted him on the ground. And that’s exactly where he went, knees buckling, mouth wide in silent yelp.

Hanna strode right past him. Outside she closed her eyes and exhaled a slow breath. She did actually feel a little better; how ballbusting never failed to smooth out any irritations, she marvelled. She put on her shades, called back to Steven, only just picking himself off the floor. “Get your ass out here. We’re leaving.”

Then was striding back towards the SUV with renewed focus. That Lomax is mine. And when I get my hands on him…

Eva glanced at Kurt chomping into a bagel, and couldn’t but break into a broad smile. Last night’s sex had been the best sex of her life, this morning’s not far behind. Who’d have ever thought that what she was looking for would stumble into her headlights one dark night. Eyes back on the road, she scraped her teeth over her lower lip, recalling his touch, his body, the lovemaking that ended in such climactic highs. He was all man. There was no doubt about that. And any thought of leaving him, abandoning him to his fate, receded as fast as that road behind. She was going with it, staying on this ride for as long as it would go.

The days passed in a heady blur. The daytimes hot. The nights even hotter. They sped from east to west through the southern states swept along on a whirlwind of passion and lust and scorching desire. Did they have any idea of their chasers? How close they were at times? There was a sense of threat for sure. And it only served to imbue their lovemaking with the kind of frantic desire some are lucky enough to experience at least once in a lifetime. As it was, it wasn’t their chasers that were about to bring the whole screeching, panting, moaning, shebang to a halt. But two others entirely.
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The suns warmth slanted through the car windscreen. The seemingly endless road stretched on as flat as a dime. Eva dozed, bare feet up on the dash. Kurt driving, giving her a break, found his gaze traveling up her smooth legs. An orange dress, bought at some roadside store, ended at her upper thighs. Kurt turned back to the road, feeling an uncontrollable stirring below. He had every intention of taking care of that itch later. But for now, simply enjoyed the meditative hum of the engine, the light breeze through the open window. The miles ticked by. All felt serene, was serene. And then…

The bleep of the siren sounded behind and Kurt’s eyes flicked up to the rear-view, Eva’s feet came down as she swung to look. Both of them saw what they dreaded. The patrol car drew level, one of two female state troopers gestured for them to pull up. Any thought of trying to outrun them didn’t come in to the equation. Stomach knotted, Kurt slowed the car.

“Don’t speak. Don’t even look at her unless she addresses you,” said Eva.

“I know,” Kurt replied, seeing the khaki uniformed trooper – a busty blonde in aviator shades – approach. His grip tightened on the wheel. He suddenly had a mighty bad feeling about this. The trooper leaned down, looked through the open driver side window. The hair on Kurt’s bare arms prickled. He felt her leering look, but kept his eyes downcast.

“Step out of the car big boy,” came the voice.

And now he was aware of a thumping heart.

“There a problem officer?” asked Eva.

“There don’t have to be. Out,” she repeated, pulling open the driver door.

Kurt looked at Eva – a look that said this wasn’t good – then was unbuckling his seat belt, stepping on out.

“Hands on the car. Legs, spread ’em,” ordered the trooper.

Kurt did just that, placing his hands on the roof, widening his stance. The woman’s all too touchy hands were quickly patting his flanks, reaching under the t-shirt, having a good feel of his abs, before starting on his crotch.

“What we got?” asked the second trooper, this one was mischievous looking with a streak of purple in her hair.

“A real tasty one, that’s for sure.”

Kurt couldn’t see the busty blonde’s smirk, but sure felt her having a good grope.

“Gimme those hands.”

And now as he drew back his arms, he was feeling nothing but the metal locking tight at his wrists, hearing the familiar click.

“Wait! You can’t just take him!” protested Eva.

“You his handler, miss?” asked the slimmer trooper, with the purple streak.

“No. Not officially. But—”

“Then seems to me we can do whatever we want.”

“Go home,” said the blonde.

Eva was still remonstrating as Kurt was pushed forward, then down into the patrol car. The doors slammed shut. From the backseat Kurt looked around. And there Eva was, hands clutched behind her neck disconsolate as the car pulled away.

“You know what you are Steven?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Dangerous. Every single one of you are dangerous.” The curved palm came down, sweeping across his buttocks in scuffing motion. They already shone a glorious red in the lamplight. Had already taken quite a beating this past week. Hanna took in the glossy sheen with an inward chuckle, a little of that frustration slowly seeping away.

“That’s why you need a strict female hand showing you the way. Reminding you of your inferior status. Don’t you say?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Hanna raised her hand once more and watched those buttocks tense in anticipation of the hit. She waited a couple of seconds longer then, just as they were relaxing, brought her palm down hard. Steven grunted, his weight shifting slightly across her lap, but knew better than to cry out.

“Of course there are some beyond saving.” And now her hand was feeling between his legs, taking hold of those full balls. “Some that should be castrated outright. Like dogs.” Her grip tightened.

“Yes, ma’am. Yes, ma’am,” Steven gasped.

Hanna let go, stroked her fingers over that red ass of his, making him shudder. “I’m glad you agree Steven,” she said. “Glad you understand woman’s superiority to you in every conceivable way. Can you imagine a world in which you boys had free rein to do whatever you liked? Can you imagine the carnage?”

“It would be a disaster ma’am.”

“That’s right Steven.” Hanna half smiled. “Without me. Without this…” Her palm rose then cut downward through the air delivering another of those scuffing spanks. Steven sucked in a whimpering breath, his entire body tensing. “You’d be a danger to yourself.”

Hanna teased her fingers over that hot red skin, raised her hand, was on the verge of giving Steven another hard spank when the phone on the bed next to her burst into life. She answered the call. “Yes?”

“We’ve got him ma’am,” said the voice down the line.

“Where?”

“Two state troopers picked him up. Have him held at a station in the town of Fremont.”

“Tell them I’ll be there in the hour.”

Hanna ended the call. “You hear that, looks like we got our boy,” she said, gripping Steven’s bare ass, making him gasp. She couldn’t resist giving it one last firm slap before pushing him off her lap.

“Get dressed,” she said, slipping on her suit blazer, striding for the door. “You’re not out in the SUV in two, I’m leaving without you.”

There was a look back at Steven yanking his pants on over that bright red butt, then she was stepping out, striding across the lot, beeping the SUV open and getting in. A minute and thirty seconds later, Steven came half hopping, half running, several buttons of his shirt still undone. With a wince his ass hit the leather of the passenger seat with a second to spare. Motor already running, Hanna reversed them back out the space with a jolt. Then tyres spinning, forward with a roar.

“And there we was thinking we had you all to ourselves,” said the busty blonde named Melissa.

“Seems you’ve been a bad boy,” tutted her partner Sheryl, brushing a nightstick across the cells steel bars. “That a certain someone wants you back bad.”

“Still, we’ve got time to have some fun.” A big grin from the blonde. Then the key was in the lock and the cell door was opening with a rusty squeak. The two troopers stepped inside.

“Stand up,” said Sheryl.

Kurt rose from the bench, watching the blonde lock the cell door, slide the key into her left pocket. “You’re a big boy ain’t ya,” she said.

“You gonna play nice?” asked the one Kurt had nicknamed purple.

The two uniformed women glanced at one another, there was a whisper between them, then Sheryl said, “Take off the t-shirt. Let’s get a good look at those muscles.”

Now Kurt was noticing the handguns at their hips. He gripped the bottom of the t-shirt, scooped it off over his head in one smooth movement. The blonde’s lips formed an ‘O’, wolf whistle echoing around the cell.

“Well, well, would you get a load of that body,” leered Sheryl.

“I reckon we should see what else he’s hiding from us,” said Melissa, with a look that could only be described as gleefully lusting.

“You think?”

“Can’t be too safe, can we?”

There was a smirk between them both, before their attention was fully focused on the half-naked hunk before them.

“You heard the lady,” said Sheryl. “Get those pants off. Strip.”

Kurt unbuttoned the jeans, yanking them down revealing those muscular manly legs. He didn’t waste time with the boxers either. Utterly naked, he straightened, baring all to the two ogling troopers.

“Told you he was packing Mel, didn’t I?”

“He’s packing all right,” said the wide eyed blonde.

“Go on, give it a stroke. Get hard for us,” encouraged Sheryl.

“How about you give me a hand,” said Kurt.

“You are a naughty boy ain’t ya.”

“The naughtiest,” said Kurt, meeting her gaze with his most smouldering of looks.

Sheryl started forward, only for the hand to stop her at the shoulder.

“Me first,” said Melissa. The blonde strode past her partner with greedy lust filled eyes. She reached out, her fingers slowly trailing across Kurt’s pecs, down his abs, sliding lower and lower till she was almost upon the base of the thick shaft. It was now that Kurt made his move; grabbing and turning her with one hand, simultaneously sliding the handgun from the holster with the other. Sheryl was no slouch and had her own gun pointed in double quick time. But not fast enough.

“Drop it!” said Kurt, cocking the trigger of the pistol aimed at the blonde’s head. “I’m not fuckin’ around! Drop it!”

“Okay, okay.” Sheryl slowly lowered her gun.

“Now get on the floor. Flat on your belly. Do it!”

Kurt watched her follow his instruction, then slipped the key from the blonde’s pocket. “You too,” he said.

Down she went, lacing her fingers behind her head. Kurt picked up his clothes, opened the cell, stepped out and locked it shut.

“You won’t get far,” said Sheryl. “After this every cop in the states gonna wanna piece of that ass of yours.”

“Trust me, I’m used to it,” said Kurt, sliding on his boxers, quickly dressing. “Keep those heads down ladies,” he shouted back, before he was dropping the gun in a flowerpot in the corridor, peeking out to reception. A young male employee played on his phone behind the counter. Kurt silently crept past him and out.

Go home. The race is run. It’s over.

And yet here Eva sat in this dead-end town, staring at the police station across the road up ahead. He’s in there, I know he’s there. Which means there’s still a…chance. Who are you kidding? What you gonna do, go in there and bust him out like you’re six draw Sally? Eva scooped a clump of hair in her grasp, leaning on the car window emitted a dispirited sigh. He’s gone. Gone, gone, go…

The figure stumbled from the entrance out onto the sidewalk. Eva lifted her head off her resting hand scarcely believing what she was seeing. Even with only the dimness of the street lights to go by, she’d recognise those broad shoulders, the muscular arms, the fine jean clad tush, anywhere. She quickly turned the ignition.

“Need a ride stranger?” she smiled, pulling up alongside the bounding figure.

“Am I glad to see you,” said Kurt, wasting no time getting in.

Half an hour later and Eva was pulling off the highway down a sloping track, rolling the car to a stop, killing the lights. “I thought I’d lost you,” she said, only now with him back with her, realising how much the thought pained her.

Kurt held her gaze, his unwavering stare filled with desire. It alone was enough to turn the dial of Eva’s fluttering arousal up to nine. And knowing it, feeling it, each closed the gap. Lips meeting, tongues massaging, Eva straddled his lap. His hands ran up over her thighs, under her dress, squeezing her ass. And now that thrumming arousal was spinning out of control.

“I want you inside me,” she panted between kisses. She unbuttoned his jeans. Still kissing, felt him already hard in her grasp. Eva tugged her panties aside, slipped him inside with a moan. How he filled her. How good it felt. Up and down she bounced, the mingling of their wet juices, making the way slippery smooth.

Above, the sound of the traffic on the highway still sounded, but neither no longer heard it. They were lost in the others body, lost in an intensifying pleasure that made everything and everyone outside themselves cease to exist. Which of course couldn’t possibly be true.
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The silver SUV came to a screeching halt right outside the police station. Out stepped the statuesque strawberry blonde from the driver’s side. Out stepped her assistant, rubbing at his ass, from the other. Hanna headed straight in, Steven followed in her wake.

“Where is he?” she demanded of two female troopers, rising from their chairs in reception at sight of her. At her question there was a sheepish glance between them. “Don’t tell me you lost him.”

“He’s gone,” said the brunette with the streak of purple.

“But can’t have gotten far,” offered the blonde as if by way of compensation.

Hanna pinched the bridge of her nose, eyes shut, exhaled a breath to steady herself. “How did this happen?”

Sheryl and Melissa were silent, but the direction of their looks made their meaning clear. Hanna swung, following their eyeline to the male desk clerk behind the counter. “You, get over here,” she said sternly.

The clerk put down his phone and rounded the counter, following her order just like all good males should. Weedy in frame, at least a good four inches shorter, his neck tilted upwards as he looked to Hanna’s stern gaze. It was met by an unforgiving slap, then another and another.

“Weak, snivelling, impudent, idiotic, pathetic…” And now the slaps were alternating left, right, left, right.

A watching Steven dropped his eyes to his shoes, like he’d seen it all before, which of course he had. As for the two troopers, they couldn’t but titter. They certainly had no intention of taking the blame for what was surely their fault, when this one could do it for them.

“…downright measly excuse for a human being,” Hanna finally finished, leaving the clerks eyes tearing up, his cheeks burning crimson. She spun on the spot, said to the troopers, “Send out an alert. I want every officer within three hundred miles to know who we’re after, what he looks like.”

They dipped their heads, hurried away. Hanna stood a moment, hands on hips pushing back her open blazer. She glanced at the male desk clerk still standing nearby, head bowed. A tear was running down his cheek.

“Pathetic. Absolutely pathetic,” she said with a shake of the head as she strode right by, Steven of course falling in behind.

“You know we can’t stay here?”

“I know,” said Eva, only just properly catching her breath, only just coming back to herself after the most earth shattering of orgasms. She scooped the thin strap that had fallen away back onto her shoulder, half glancing at Kurt. He was staring ahead into the darkness, seemingly lost in thought.

“I know somewhere,” she said. “Somewhere we should be safe for the night at least.” She folded her hand in his. Her skin glowed. Her eyes sparkled. “I’m not letting them have you.”

Kurt delicately squeezed her hand, raised it to his lips giving it the tenderest of kisses. Not so much as a word spoken, Eva started the engine, reversed them back onto the highway.

The yellow light of the farmhouse spilled out into the surrounding darkness. And now as the car slowed, Kurt understood this was their destination. “You know these people?”

“Extended family. I’ve not seen them in years,” said Eva.

“But they’ll be cool?’

“They’re family Kurt,” replied Eva, then after a pause. “Besides, they don’t have to know what we don’t tell them.”

“Yeah, I’m guessing that’s the way to go.”

Eva brought the car to a stop adjacent to a couple of pickups.

“Give me a sec,” she said, getting right out.

Kurt watched her step up onto the wrap around porch, swing back the big knocker. A moment later she was hugging and being hugged by a woman of similar Hispanic look and age (a cousin Kurt could only assume). Over from the living room window he noticed a boy peeking round the curtain. Then he was seeing Eva gesturing him over. Out he got.

“I hope you’re hungry,” said the cousin who’d introduced herself as Louisa.

“Now you come to mention it, we are a little peckish,” said Eva.

“Starving,” said Kurt, responding to her look.

“I’ll have them fix two more plates,” smiled Louisa. She gestured them through into the sitting room where an older woman with strands of grey at her temples dozed in an armchair, and a couple of kids played in that helter-skelter way of theirs.

“Matteo,” Louisa rebuked, grabbing the boy, giving his bottom a firm slap, much to the amusement of the girl whom he was chasing. “Behave herself.”

The boy settled over by some toys. Kurt couldn’t help notice as Louisa bid them to sit, then wandered off to the kitchen, the girl whispering in the boy’s ear. Teasing words, no doubt. A nudge at Kurt’s side had him looking to Eva whose troubled expression swung him to a television turned down low in the corner. On it a mugshot image of himself stared back, the band of local nightly news rolling beneath: Dangerous fugitive on the run. Do not approach. Any sighting call: 911656.

Kurt looked at Eva. Eva stared back at him. Then she was grabbing the remote, switching it off just as the old woman came to from her nap. Her name was Esme – the matriarch of the clan. And she greeted Eva, “Maria’s daughter,” with a warm wistful smile. Kurt, he got the once over, then her eye was back on Eva.

“What a beautiful woman you’ve grown into. So like your mother.”

“Thank you,” replied Eva.

“And what brings you to us?”

“Well, we’re on a road trip,” said Eva. “Sorta found ourselves out on a limb if I’m honest.”

“I see,” said the older woman, gaze flicking briefly to Kurt then back again like she suspected there was something more going on – which of course she’d have been right about. But she didn’t pry, merely said, “It’s a delight to have you. You and your…”

“Oh, this is Kurt. He’s my…travel companion I s’pose you could say.”

“Looks like a strong boy. Been a while since I’ve seen such a fine male specimen,” said Esme with a twinkle in her eye.

Eva let out a breath.

“Grub’s up,” Louisa’s call from the hallway came just in time.

The boy jumped up from the floor, went running. Esme reached out scragging him at the arm. “Your sister goes first. You know that.”

The girl sauntered past, smiling a taunting smile at her brother. Only then did Esme release her hold. “Boys,” she scoffed. “Born thinking they have the run of the place. Lucky we’re around to teach them otherwise.”

Best get used to it kiddo, thought Kurt, seeing the boy’s stroppy expression as he slunk away. Which he had to admit was a bit rich coming from him of all people.

The family was large; sisters, mothers, daughters, female cousins seated around the main table. The men demoted to a slightly lower one by the wall. The inference was clear – the female was more important. In this house like every other, women ruled the roost. And it was their spirited high voices, their laughter and gossipy conversation that filled the room.

Kurt ate in silence like all the other men, which wasn’t hard – the fine spread of tortillas and corncobs and sauces was delicious. After all was eaten, he joined the men in washing up, drying the plates and cutlery while the women went off and had their fun. If those at the facility could see me now. Out of the cage and yet…

Half an hour later, Eva had sneaked him away from the women wanting to know (see) plenty more of him. He peered from the window of one of the small snug rooms kept available for farmhands, at a teenage girl teasing two of the farm boys; kissing one, then the other, before leading them both by the hand off into the barn.

“It’s a woman’s world,” he muttered to no one and everyone.

Eva wrapped her arms around his waist. “Does that have to be so bad?”

Did it? Could he let go of that hard stone in his gut? Did he have a choice? He unclasped Eva’s hands, went and lay on the bed. A second later Eva snuggled up alongside him.

Hanna gripped the sheets, a tremulous moan of pleasure rising from her lungs. Between her creamy thighs Steven’s head bobbed as he licked upwards with thick tongued strokes. She’d trained him well. He knew when to speed up and slow down. He knew how to manipulate his tongue just the way she wanted it. He knew when to switch his focus to the powerhouse of pleasure that was her clit. Which is exactly what he did.

“Good boy. Good, good…” And now came the shuddering orgasm, blanking out reality, blanking out all thought. Clearing her head entirely. Which was just the way she liked to start the day. The overwhelming high rolled through her body like a breaking wave. She savoured every second of it, then pushed up onto her elbows.

Steven knelt obediently, lips wet, cock no doubt desperately trying to lengthen in that tiny chastity. Maybe she’d let him out today. Maybe that full ball sack would get some release finally. But that all depended on one thing.

“Go get me a coffee and a muffin,” said Hanna. She watched Steven rise, put on his underwear, smiling at the sight of his red buttocks. Then she was striding for the shower. She’d had enough of these motel rooms. She’d had enough of living like a roadie. But she had a good feeling about today. She felt it in her bones. The net was closing in. It couldn’t be long now. Sure enough, the call came as she was heading for the SUV.

“We’ve got a sighting,” said the woman at the other end.

“Stay on their tail. But do not approach,” replied Hanna. “I repeat do not approach.”

There’d been enough screw ups. If you want a job done well, do it yourself. Hanna tossed the coffee cup in a trash can and climbed in the SUV.

“Good to go,” said Eva, dropping back into the passenger seat with that bouncy, upbeat energy Kurt had come to love so much. Her shades were on. Her fine figure rocking that skimpy summer dress. He leant to her. She leant to him. And they had a good smooch. Then, a smile at his lips, tank filled, water and snacks replenished, he pulled them back onto the open road. He didn’t notice the unmarked patrol car follow them out the gas station at a distance. Neither did Eva.

“So this is the last leg huh?”

“Yep,” nodded Kurt, knowing what she thinking – what did this mean for them? He himself didn’t know, only that he didn’t want to lose her. He gave her thigh a gentle squeeze and said as much.

Eva looked to the window, brushed a hand through her hair. “What do you hope to find out there?” she asked him.

“Shangri-La,” joked Kurt. Then more seriously, seeing Eva didn’t seem to find it so funny, “A place where men are free.”

Eva considered this. “You know why they do it, don’t you?”

“Who?”

“Women. They think men like you are a threat. A danger to their whole way of living.”

“And that makes it all right.”

“Aren’t you – a threat I mean?”

“What do you think?”

“I think you’re Kurt. And I like Kurt just fine.”

He shook his head. “Jesus where’ve you been all my life?”

“Waiting I suppose.”

But still Kurt didn’t know what it all meant, whether there really could be a future for them. One thing he was certain about, was that there was no going back. Not on your life. The sun arced across the sky. The miles ticked by. Morning becoming afternoon. New Mexico becoming Arizona. The landscape become rocky and arid.

Following the coordinates, he had burned into his memory, Kurt turned them off the highway and on to a barely perceptible track, where the long dry sun-bleached grass was downtrodden. The track soon disappeared altogether. Nothing but flat open country stretching in every direction. It felt like they were heading to the ends of the earth. But then, at least a couple of hours after leaving the highway, some sort of compound appeared up ahead.

“This is it,” said Kurt, feeling his pulse tick a little faster. Had he really thought he’d make it? Had he really thought this place properly existed and wasn’t just apocryphal, a myth for men like him to cling on to? No, not entirely. And yet now as he drove closer, saw the rubble of a wall, the first of the destroyed buildings beyond, hope was replaced by plunging despair.

He got out the car, stepped over the torn down wall, into a site where weeds poked through the dilapidated shells of buildings and whatever community had existed, had long been dismantled. “It’s over,” he said, dropping to the bare earth, clutching some of it in his hand, before letting the wind take it. “There’s no place left for men like me.”

Eva lay a hand on his shoulder. “That can’t be true Kurt.”

“Look around Eva. They’re gone. All—” Kurt’s words dried up as he swung to the sound of motors. He saw the SUV. He saw the two patrol cars. And now there was nothing but a chuckle. “Of course.”

He rose, began to make his way towards them.

“What are you doing?” asked Eva.

He stopped at her words and turned back to her. “It was fun while it lasted,” he said, brushing her upper arm.

There was joy and despair and exasperation all rolled into her look. And Kurt knew exactly how she felt. She sprung forward, hugging, then kissing. And Kurt savoured every last second, before they were closing in, ordering him to the ground.
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There was a relaxed nonchalance to Hanna’s walk. Her heels clicked on the polished corridors beige tiles, a black briefcase dangled between her pink nails. There was no rush. She knew exactly what was waiting for her. And the thought alone was enough to have her feeling the gentle throb of arousal below. Power. It was all about power. She had it. He didn’t. Which made her wet. Oh, so wet.

She felt the slippery moistness between her thighs as she turned a corner, came to the door of the room in which he was held. She touched her wrist band to the control panel. Red changed to green. The door swished open. Inside she stepped. “Leave us,” she said to the two guard’s stationed by the small interrogation like rooms entrance.

Boots sounding, the door swished open and closed. Now they were alone, though Hanna still didn’t look at him. She placed the briefcase on a rectangular steel table, clicked the hinges open and tilted back the lid. One by one – humming a carefree tune to herself – lifted out each of the items. First a thick leather paddle, then a pair of nipple clamps, finally a thick black strap-on, harnessed ready for use. She made sure he got a good look at this last one, positioning it upright so there was no mistaking its size and girth.

“That’s a big cock,” she said. “You think you can take him for me.” And now there was a smirking look his way.

Kurt, strung up at the wrists, ankles spread by a metal bar, merely scowled. Just as he had been for days now during these one-on-ones.

“Oh well, guess we’ll find out soon enough,” shrugged Hanna. She picked up the clamps, made towards him. His nipples were already red raw, but that didn’t stop her pinching the clamps onto them. It had him tensing. It had him groaning. Sweet music to her ears.

“So sensitive,” she said, giving them a playful flick.

He grimaced, suppressed a groan, muscles tensing.

“Still so reluctant to show vulnerability. And yet…” Her fingers looped around his balls. Big, heavy balls. Which wasn’t surprising given she’d had him locked in chastity the entire time she’d had him. It would stay that way, till he was begging. “…so, so, fragile by design,” she said squeezing, making him wince, making his entire body tremble.

There were few other feelings like it; gripping what a male holds most dear there right in your hand.

“Maybe I should rip them off. Maybe then you’d learn to obey me.”

Kurt lifted his head, held her gaze with that determined look of his. It only made her arousal pulse deeper. She let go of his balls, leaving him gasping, and spun for the table. She tapped her red nails on its surface.

“So many ways to break you. So much fun to be had.”

She left the items where they were, heels clicking stepped back over to him. Her fingers gently trailed down his spine, then were suddenly grasping a buttock that had already been beaten purple.

“You’ve caused me a lot of stress. Wasted a lot of my valuable time.” She leant to his ear, dropped her voice to a husky whisper. “And for that I’m going to fuck you.”

She gave his ass a single hard spank and strode to the table. She picked up the strap-on, was about to step into its harness when the door suddenly swished open.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked of the two guards marching right in, releasing Kurt from the cuffs at his wrist, the bar spreader at his ankles.

“We’ve got orders,” said one of the guards.

“From who?”

“Head office.”

“I am head office!”

“That so,” said the powerful looking woman in the black suit – about fiftyish – standing in the doorway.

“Ms Miller. Ma’am. I didn’t see you there.”

“Bring him out,” she said.

“But what is this? Where are you taking him?” asked Hanna, following out along the corridor.

“There’s been an application for him. Someone willing to act as guardian. Which means if he signs the papers, he’s no longer our priority.”

“You can’t be serious. But who? Who would…” Yet now as they came out into the lobby area, Hanna saw and understood. “I don’t believe this,” she murmured, then, stridently, “That’s her ma’am. The one who helped him evade recapture for so long.”

“We have no evidence of that.”

“Please…” But now all was happening around her; papers being passed to-and-fro.

“All you have to do is sign on the dotted line and you’ll be free,” said Eva to Kurt.

“Free! Don’t make me laugh,” said Hanna. “You’ll be hers! Every single square inch of you.”

Kurt picked up the pen, looking her dead in the eye, half a smile at his lips, scrawled his signature. “Sounds good to me.”

“Key,” said Ms Miller, firmly.

“What key?”

“You know which key.”

With childish exasperation, Hanna removed the key from her necklace, handed it over. In turn it was handed to Eva.

“Ma’am you seriously can’t just let them go like this.”

“It’s the rules Hanna. And we play by the rules.”

“But, but…”

“No buts,” said her senior, striding away.

Hanna watched Kurt and Eva – him with his arm draped over her shoulder, her with hers around his waist – disappear down the corridor. Then she was spinning, hands balled to fists, anger blossoming her normally milky white cheeks, yelling for, “Steven!” That strap-on certainly wasn’t going to waste.

“Here we are, home sweet home,” said Eva, pulling into the driveway of the house Kurt had fled from all those weeks ago. He stared ahead towards it. “What? What are you thinking?”

“I’m grateful Eva. Grateful that you—”

“Shh,” she silenced him with a finger at his lips. “I thought I’d lost you Kurt. I thought I’d never see you again. I couldn’t have let that happen.”

A broad smile spread across his face. He couldn’t have stopped it even if he’d wanted to. She had that effect on him. She had a number of effects on him. A glance at his crotch and Eva saw another of them.

“Come on,” she said, popping the car door open.

“Feels almost like déjà vu,” said Kurt, stepping into the sunlit living room, hearing the purr of Missy, as the cat brushed his ankle.

“Looks like she’s glad to have you back,” grinned Eva.

Kurt looked across at her. She wore a horizontally striped black and white dress. Jeez she looked good. But then again, she’d look good in pretty much anything. Or nothing. Speaking of which.

“Why is it I always seem to end up butt naked around you?”

“I don’t know. But I like it. I’m kinda thinking I’ll keep you this way.”

“Oh, so it’s like that is it?”

They each closed the gap between the other. “Here,” said Eva, key in hand. She bent, clicked open the mini padlock and slid off the chastity. She smoothed a palm down over his already stirring manhood. “Feel better?”

“Oh yeah,” said Kurt, breathing in a deep breath, growing hard before her very eyes.

Neither could hold off any longer. The kiss was all a kiss should be; deep and passionate and intoxicating. And only sparking more lustful desire.

“You know I never got a proper look at that bedroom of yours.”

“Maybe we should take another look.”

“Maybe.”

Kurt went in for another kiss. Which was very much reciprocated. He scooped a squealing, then chuckling Eva up in his big arms. Cock pointing the way, carried her to the bedroom. He nudged the door shut on Missy, on the wider world. He’d found his woman. She’d found her man. And nothing felt more right.
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