
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	Chapter 01 – Who Was I.

	 

	The red motorcycle screamed up I–985, heading north out of Atlanta. The interstate highway gave way to a state highway, and as the traffic became thinner, the rider pushed the motorcycle even faster, at times topping a hundred miles per hour. The rider was dressed from head to toe in a red and black riding suit that offered no clues at all about who the rider was. Even the rider’s helmet that covered the entire head and the darkened full windscreen on it made the rider totally anonymous. Only the shape of the body inside that suit told the story of a woman with a young voluptuous figure.

	The further she went, the more rural and hilly the region became, making the Sunday morning ride into northern Georgia that much more enjoyable. It had been several years now since she had been by this way, but as long as she was travelling north, there was no way she wouldn’t make the brief stop.

	There was someone she wanted to see. Not talk to. Just see. From a distance. In fact, she dared not let that person know that she had ever been there. A number of times now, she had come this way, only to see her from afar. That’s as close as she dared to get. Closer might bring about a massive manhunt involving every authority from the local police to the FBI, to possibly even the CIA. She dared not let anyone know she was there. But she couldn’t help herself. He had been her first. And she couldn’t help but stop by once in a while just to see her. He…was now a she. Mostly because of what her mother had done to her…to him. But she had played a major part in it right from the beginning.

	Candy Girl the Handy Girl. That’s what her business cards read now. He used to be her high school math teacher. Now, Candy did handyman work and renovated and sold houses. The few little titbits she heard about him, or rather about her now, all said the same thing, she was doing pretty well for herself. She knew though that before he had become a total woman, he had managed to walk off with over a million dollars that rightfully belonged to her and her mother. But that money no longer mattered. A million dollars was nothing but pocket change to her now. Her mother made billions. She herself, what little she cared about making, made more than enough. But as her mother’s daughter, she had more money than she knew what to do with. 

	Playing with all that money was her mother’s hobby. Not hers. Her mother sometimes moved money between dozens of bank accounts all over the world, just for fun. As for herself, as long as her credit cards worked, she couldn’t care less. According to her mother though, with the money she had, she could probably buy her own airline if she wanted it. What would she do with an airline? Things like that didn’t interest her. Her interests were far more…unrefined.

	Her given name was Carol Stokley. At times, mostly now in the past, she went by Carol Edgewater. But for now, she was travelling with ID cards in the name of Judy Cunningham. An identity she had used on probably the last six trips back into the States. Judy Cunningham was nobody. Judy Cunningham wasn’t on anybody’s radar. Judy Cunningham could move freely and openly anywhere. But Carol Stokley was one of the most wanted fugitives in the world. Not just the United States, but the world. Surprisingly though, she was wanted, not for the things she had done in the last few years, which were possibly even worse than what her mother had ever done, but she was wanted just because she was her mother’s daughter…and she knew and had done things way back then that the authorities were still overly interested in.

	All that barely crossed her mind as she wound her way along country roads and through the small little communities until she saw her destination. The tiny little church building where the Free Spirit Nondenominational Church met. The congregation of that small church used to meet every week in an abandoned storefront. Now they had bought an old church that some other congregation had outgrown.

	She parked her bike at the very back of the parking lot in a place where she could see everyone coming out, but they wouldn’t see her clearly. She didn’t dare even raise the visor on her helmet so she could see better. It was too dangerous. She checked her watch. A little before twelve. She had timed it well. Now all she had to do was wait for church to end.

	The door opened and the people began spilling out. All of them appeared to be happy and at peace. Why wouldn’t they be? None of them knew that someone like her was around and watching them. Her eyes locked onto the figure of a woman. Her! Candy! She was wearing a nice coat over her dress. She would really love to see the dress. She would really love to see so much more of him…her. She dared not. Even this was too close.

	Carol watched as Candy stopped to talk pleasantly with several other women. They all seemed so happy. Why shouldn’t they be? She noted that Candy’s hairstyle still looked about the same. She was still wearing it loose, the light brown hair falling just over her shoulders. She watched as Candy said goodbye to the others and got into a car. Not a pickup truck, but a car. That was different. She could only guess though that Candy did still own a pickup truck. Her job would probably require it. But now Candy had driven to church in a car. A nice car she noted as it drove right past her out of the parking lot.

	She sighed as she watched the taillights of Candy’s new car disappear around the corner. She had seen, but as always, she had seen too little. All it did was to leave her hungry for more. Like it or not, it was time for her to get going again. Time to get back on the road. She still had a lot of miles to cover. Miles that she didn’t mind at all. She loved riding the big bike. One of several she had stashed around the United States for when she snuck back into this country.

	But now she had been summoned up to North Carolina to do a job. She had been summoned by Susan Wu. She owed everything to Susan and her father, including her life. Far more than her life. Susan had taught her much and had found other people to train her to do things most people would never even contemplate. All the things that made her who she was today. Candy, before she had become Candy, had once said that she was a monster. She smiled at that description. Candy, Roger back then, had no idea in the world what a monster she would one day become.

	Carol pushed her bike north. North towards North Carolina. North towards an area outside of Ashville. North…towards the Wu compound out in the middle of the woods, where nobody but those who were invited ever entered.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Hey kid. How ya’ doin?”

	“Uncle Vinny, why do you always call me kid?” Brandy asked teasingly.

	“Because you’ll always be like my own kid,” Vinny told her.

	Brandy laughed. “I love you too, Uncle Vinny.”

	“Yeah,” Vinny laughed. “Me too. Listen, Brandy. Before you go to Vegas, is there any way you can you stop for a day or two and help Dominic out in Dallas with a little problem that just came up?”

	“Sure. What kind of problem?”

	“Something about someone talking to someone they shouldn’t have. I’ll let Dominic give you the details.”

	“Sounds like fun.”

	“Only you would think of it that way.”

	“Uncle Vinny. You know how I am.”

	“Yeah. I do. And sometimes I don’t know whether to be appalled, just plain sick, or proud.

	But it makes no difference. I still love you as if you were my own daughter.”

	She laughed. “I practically am your daughter.”

	“Like I said, I couldn’t be prouder. When do you leave?”

	“I wasn’t scheduled to fly to Vegas for a few more days. I’ve got to stop in Chicago tomorrow for a quick job there, then I was coming home tomorrow night. I was going to leave for Vegas the next afternoon. Does Uncle Dominic need me there sooner?”

	“No. He says keep to your schedule. He knows you’ve got other things to handle.”

	“Then tell him the day after tomorrow. I’ll call Ralphie and have him change my hotel and flight reservations.”

	“How were you gettin’ to the airport?”

	“Sammy’s was going to drive me, as usual, Uncle Vinny.”

	“Of course! Good!”

	“I’ve got to go, Uncle Vinny. My mark is walking out towards his car right now.”

	“You be careful Brandy.”

	“Aren’t I always? I’ll be back tomorrow night. Love you Uncle Vinny.”

	“Love you too, kid.”

	Brandy hung up her phone, the call all but forgotten. In the semi–darkness, she could just see Conrad Harris heading across the parking lot toward his car. She pulled the simple feminine mask down from on top of her blonde wig so that the mask covered the top half of her face. She eased her car door open and got out. She almost closed her car door, but not quite. She would be able to get into it and away faster with it that far open. On silent feet, she followed Harris toward his car. She heard every swear word that left his mouth as he saw that all four tires on his car were flat.

	“You shouldn’t have done it,” Brandy said, her voice soft but threatening in the chilly evening air.

	Harris turned. He had to look around before he finally spotted her standing between two other cars. “Did you do this?”

	She shrugged. “Just a little something to get your attention,” she said. She moved forward toward him, knowing that with his car disabled he was less likely to try to take refuge inside it.

	“Who the hell are you?” Harris asked, now noticing the blonde color of her long hair.

	“Retribution,” Brandy replied.

	“Retro what?” Harris said, noting her lithe curvy figure as she approached. Her hips wagging invitingly from side to side were almost hypnotic.

	“Retribution,” Brandy repeated. She was close enough now. With a speed that few others possessed, her right leg kicked out and caught him under his chin. Knocking him backwards and nearly breaking his neck. At least she hoped she hadn’t broken his neck yet. She watched as his body was launched backwards and his head slammed into the hood of his car. He slipped down to the pavement, unconscious. Ugh! She had kicked him too hard. Such a bother. She needed him alive.

	She checked. He was still alive but unconscious. Good! She looked around. The parking lot was still deserted. She unfastened his pants and pulled them down to his ankles, exposing his hairy cock to the air. She rolled his body over and used a zip tie to fasten his hands behind his back. Then she rolled him over again so he could face her. She pulled a knife from her pocket, then started slapping his face. “Wake up, you turd!” she said softly. “Wake up!”

	Harris gradually came awake. His head hurt all over, front and back. His neck hurt, and so did his back. It was a moment before he realized he couldn’t bring his hands in front of him because they were tied behind his back. And that woman was sitting on top of him, looking at him. “Who are you?” he asked again.

	“I already told you,” she said. “Retribution. As far as you’re concerned anyway.”

	He struggled against his bonds, but it did him no good. “What do you want?” he asked, his mind in a total panic.

	“You took the money from the gambling casino. Where is it?”

	“What casino?”

	She moved sit further down on his legs. She grabbed his balls in her gloved hand.

	“No!” he screamed in fear.

	She crushed and twisted his balls in her hand as hard as she could, enjoying his screams of pain. She let him go after a moment, watching him breathing hard from the exertion. “Do you know what casino now?”

	“Yeah,” he breathed. “That casino.”

	“There isn’t another one operating in this part of the city, is there?” Brandy asked.

	“No. No. Not that I know of.”

	“Good!” Brandy said. “Now where’s the money. You took the bag of profits that was supposed to be delivered to Randal. Now where is it?”

	“It wasn’t me!” he tried.”

	“Really? Because we have someone who swears they saw you with it.”

	“It wasn’t me! I didn’t take it. “I swear!”

	“Uh–huh. And I don’t believe you.”

	“It wasn’t me!”

	She grabbed his cock and stuck the tip of her knife right up against the opening. She pushed gently. “I’m going to keep pushing this knife into your cock, slicing the silly thing all the way up, until you tell me where that money is.”

	“No! It wasn’t me!”

	She pushed a little harder on the knife.

	“No! Ow!” He cried. His panic was genuine. So was his pain. “It wasn’t… Ow! Okay! Okay!” he shouted through his pain. “I took it. Stop!”

	She kept pushing, slowly. “You haven’t told me where it is yet?”

	“In my car. In the trunk. Under the spare tire. Just please stop!”

	She stopped pushing on the knife. It had already sliced open a good half inch of his dick. “If it’s not there, I’ll be back to finish,” she told him. She got off him. Most cars now didn’t require a key to get in them. The key just had to be close. She tried the trunk and it opened. She pulled the spare tire up. Bingo! One bag. She checked it. Full of money. She pulled the bag out of the trunk and closed it.

	“See how easy that was,” she told him as he writhed helplessly on the pavement next to the car. “All you had to do was tell me, and you would have saved yourself all that pain.” Leaving the bag out of the way, she bent down over him again. “Next time I won’t be so nice!” she hissed at him. “Next time, I’ll kill you – slowly! She grabbed his cock again and placed her knife in the bleeding slit she had already made.

	“No!” he screamed in terror.

	“This is to remind you, that there better not be a next time!” With that, she slit his penis from the tip to the base. He screamed again. His scream soon broke down into tears of pain. “No next times!” she hissed. She picked up the bag of money and walked back to her car.

	As she drove away, her mind was already on the trip to Dallas that Uncle Vinny wanted her to take. Uncle Dominic now needed her for a job? It wouldn’t be the first time, but she still found it unusual. Then after Dallas, she would be flying out to Vegas for a few days of business out there.

	But more than thinking about Vegas or what her Uncle Dominic wanted, the thought of Dallas brought her mind around to thinking about someone else. Her first. Her very first victim. Bobby.

	It had taken her years to figure out where Vinny had sent Bobby and his mother. She’d never dare mention to Vinny that she knew, let alone that she had seen him several times now, even though each time it was either from a distance or only on a video screen. Dominic knew that she now knew that Bobbie now lived there, and he did everything possible to make sure she never got near Bobby again. It was so frustrating! But at least Dominic arranged things so that that she could at least see him. Just…never up close, and never in any kind of situation where he could ever see her. Or rather, where she could see her.

	She yearned to talk to him…to her now. Bobby, was now Bobbie – permanently. Operations and all. Back in her junior year of high school, she had kept Bobby under her thumb so bad it had been hilarious! For her and her friends at least. Not so much for Bobby. But that was what it was all about. That was where the fun was. She had taken the boy, the stupid sissy boy, although he wasn’t a sissy then, not at all, and she had put him in diapers – for the entire school year! And nobody had stopped her! Not only that, but she had made him more and more of a stupid sissy, dressing in more and more feminine clothes – to school! And then eventually, even at home in front of his mother. And she had done it in such a way that even though it was something he never wanted or liked, she had made it stick. She found out later, that it had stuck well enough that he had been forced to undergo hormone and surgeries to make it permanent for the rest of his life. At least the part about dressing as a girl.

	Even now she didn’t know about the biggest thing she had put him through back then – the diapers. And Uncle Dominic refused to tell her anything more about Bobby except that Bobby was now totally Bobbie. For life. Especially since he had gone through an operation to give her a female vagina.

	Had she ever used the thing? With a man? Brandy desperately wondered about that. But even more so, she wondered about whether Bobbie was still in diapers or not. Sometimes she would bet that he was. Other times, it sounded nothing but ridiculous that he would still be stuck in them after all this time. She once tried to imagine Bobbie getting ready to have sex with a man, only to have her diapers get in the way. That was an interesting and fun little thought. 

	But either way, she had fixed things so that even though he didn’t want it, he had been forced to convince his mother that he wanted to be a girl instead of a boy. That had been…amazing! And it was all because she had done it to him. He, Bobby, now forever Bobbie, had been her first. It had been better than sex.

	She had done it to him, and he had been her first. Her very first. Everyone after him had been nothing but business. Well, there was Ralphie of course. He was fun too, but that still amounted to business. Her business!

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol stopped her bike at the little guard shack outside the gate. She pulled her entire helmet off her head, letting her long brown hair spill out around her shoulders. 

	“Is good to see you again, Miss Carol,” the Chinese gate guard said as he recognized her.

	“It’s good to be here,” Carol replied. 

	The guard radioed to another guard on the other side of the wall, who pushed a button. The heavy gate began sliding sideways. “I shall call up to the house and let them know you are here,” the guard told her. 

	“Thanks,” Carol replied as she stuck her helmet back on her head. Slowly, she moved her bike through the open gate, past the large wall that surrounded the entire compound. Coming in here now felt like coming home. More so than the island where she and her mother lived off the coast of Columbia. The island was dull and boring. This was where life happened! This was where her real training had begun. This was where Susan Wu lived.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Daughter,” Mr. Wu said softly as he stood in the doorway to Susan’s office.

	“Yes father?” Susan asked.

	“Carol has arrived. I heard her motorcycle before I got the call.”

	“She didn’t rev it up inside the compound again, did she?” Susan asked, concerned.

	“No. She was almost silent this time.”

	“Good,” Susan said, the smile returning to her face.

	“You are sending her to Vegas?”

	“Yes.”

	“A good decision, I think.”

	“Thank you,” Susan replied. After all the years they worked together, she was still grateful for the approving comments she got from her father. “I’m also going to send her on another little mission first.”

	“First?” her father asked. “The Vegas situation is very important.”

	“I know,” Susan replied. “But we have a candidate the committee has decided should be offered the chance to become a customer.”

	“We don’t usually send someone like Carol for something so simple.”

	“This one is not so simple. This one is more like Carol herself.”

	Wu’s face darkened. “I see. Who is that?”

	“Brandy Salvatori.”

	Her father nodded. “Dangerous indeed. Her name as come up before, but we were never able to get to her.”

	“Yes. This time, we’ve caused a little problem down in Dallas. We planted the seeds and the mafia down there has decided to bring her in to deal with it.”

	“And you’re hoping that Carol can intercept her there and convince her to at least consider our most generous offer.”

	“Yes, father.”

	“It would also be nice if we could offer her in our own catalog of services as well.”

	“Yes, it would. But with this one, I believe one small step at a time would be the wiser course.”

	Her father nodded. “I agree, daughter.” He smiled. “I will leave you to deal with her, as usual.”

	“Thank you, father,” Susan replied.

	Five minutes later, the soft knock at her door made Susan look up. One of the servant women was there. “Miss Susan,” she said. “Carol Stokley.”

	“Thank you,” Susan replied as she now saw Carol in the doorway. “Carol, come in.”

	“Hi Susan,” Carol replied. “It’s good to see you again.” “You too,” Susan told her. “Has everything been alright?” “Just fine,” Carol replied.

	Susan got up from behind her desk and headed for the seating area. She sat on the sofa and Carol took one of the chairs across from her. “I understand your mother has been busy,” Susan said, starting with polite small talk.

	“Yes. Your father makes sure of it.”

	Susan laughed. “Hardly. Maria Alverez constantly wants her services. She now secretly owns most of South America thanks to your mother, and your mother has been good enough to let all their transactions go through us.”

	“The money trail,” Carol said.”

	“Exactly. Untraceable.”

	“Mom loves her money!”

	“She earns it.”

	“True!”

	“And speaking of earning money. We have a job for you. Two actually.” “Two?” Carol asked, brightening.

	“The biggest one is in Las Vegas. I’ll let you see the folder tonight. But basically, someone out there is trying to stir up some trouble, not just for us, but for the entire underworld structure out there. We suspect that it’s some kind of take–over, but even we haven’t been able to find out who’s behind it or what’s really going on. We will pass on every bit of intelligence to you as we get it. We’re also moving in as many operatives as we feel safe doing. Their services will of course be available to you whenever you need them.” “Good,” Carol replied.

	“The other little job, isn’t something that’s in your usual line.”

	“It isn’t?”

	“No. We need you to go down to Dallas first and offer our services to a new candidate.”

	“Me?”

	“Yes. You!”

	“Why me?”

	“Because this one is too dangerous for most of our usual people to handle.” “That’s rare.”

	“Yes. We’ve tried getting to this one before, and we’ve never been able to manage it. She’s too well protected. Too cautious.”

	“She?”

	“Her name is Brandy Salvatori. She’s the niece of a mob boss up in Cleveland named Vinny

	Salduvicamervatori.”

	“What?”

	“I suggest you do like Vinny himself tells everyone. Just call him Vinny. All his brothers and the rest of his family changed the name to Salvatori years ago. He kept the original name.”

	“What’s wrong with him? A name like that is too much.”

	Susan smiled. “He seems to like his original name. He doesn’t know it yet, but Vinny will be getting one of our invitations too. But not until after we find out how things go with Brandy. She’s the one we’re really interested in. And we’re hoping that if she trusts us enough in the future, we can add her services to our catalog.”

	“Her services?”

	“Carol. This one is more like you than you think.”

	“Like me? I didn’t think there was anyone out there like me.”

	Susan sighed. “True. There isn’t. But she may be as close as someone can come. And let me offer you a little bit of advice with this woman, don’t get in a fight with her. As good as you are, for all the training you’ve had in hand to hand combat, this one will rip you apart faster than you’d believe.”

	Carol was skeptical. “That’s a bit of an exaggeration, isn’t it?”

	“No! It isn’t. Watch your ass. Like I said, she’s dangerous. Her uncle Vinny makes almost as much money renting her services out to other gangsters around the country as he makes from all his other business enterprises put together. She’s a master of disguise, she loves doing things that are overly cruel, and she doesn’t mind killing in the least.”

	Carol smiled. “I can’t wait to meet her. She does sound like me.”

	Susan nodded, but it was a very serious nod. “Watch yourself with this one. She’s very dangerous! Even for you.”

	“Don’t worry, I will.”

	“I will worry. We need you out in Vegas.”

	“And what happens when I find whoever we’re up against out there?” Carol asked.

	“Soften him up a bit, then hold him for your mother.”

	Carol nodded. “Mom. Nobody can get the full story out of someone like she can.”

	“Precisely!” Susan stood up. “Kimonos for dinner tonight, Carol. I’ll see you then.”

	 


Chapter 02 – Empty Warehouse.

	 

	The black limousine pulled up in front of a modern steel and glass structure in downtown Dallas. Brandy got out of the back seat and glanced at the road behind her. The motorcycle had just pulled over to the curb about fifty yards back. The red and black riding suit and helmet didn’t let her see anything about who was riding it, other than that it was a woman. She had seen the motorcycle following them from the airport. She had checked it a number times using the mirror in her powder compact. The driver was either very stupid, or was trying to make it obvious that she was following her. Her curiosity went way up when she saw the rider purposely nod toward her before revving her bike and speeding away past her. Her eyes followed the rider until she was out of sight. Either horribly brave, or horribly stupid. She turned and hurried into the building.

	As usual, she was escorted up to the top floor, up to her Uncle Dominic’s office. She wasn’t exactly sure how close a relative he was, other than that he was family, but she called a lot of the men in her family uncle. So in reality, the exact circumstances didn’t matter to her. Family, was family. Even though the only ones she really trusted were her closest family members. And Dominic wasn’t exactly in that group.

	“Brandy!” Dominic said as she walked in. “It’s good to see you again.”

	“You too Uncle Dominic,” she replied. She went over and hugged him, even though it wasn’t something she wanted to do. Games had to be played. Appearances were sometimes everything. The two of them sat down and spent a few moments talking pleasantries. But she ended that before long. “I was followed from the airport,” she suddenly told him.

	Dominic was immediately concerned. “Who?”

	“I don’t know who, but it was a red motorcycle. The rider was a woman wearing a red and black riding suit. I couldn’t tell anything else, other than that it was a woman.” “I’ll have my people watch for her,” Dominic told her.

	“Good. I don’t know who she was or what she wanted, but she was either being incredibly brave or incredibly stupid. The moves she made following us made her a bit too obvious, like she didn’t know what she was doing. But later, she took the time to stop and nod at me before taking off, so I have a feeling she wanted something.”

	“I’ll put extra guys on protecting you.”

	“Thanks. I’ve got enough to do without worrying about stupid junk.”

	Dominic nodded. “Yeah. And I appreciate you coming down this quick to help us out.”

	“So what’s up? You don’t usually need someone like me to do things for you. You’ve got your own people.”

	“Yeah, but in this case, someone suggested that we bring you in instead. Nobody local.”

	“Okay. I get that. So what’s the problem?”

	“Somebody dropped us a tip. Passed it on though some unusual channels.”

	“Unusual?”

	“One of our pimps got a strange phone call and there was no way to trace who the caller was. But he wanted the pimp to pass on…to me…that one of our…” He seemed to search around for a good term. “Accountants,” he finally continued, “has been talking to someone he shouldn’t be about our operation.”

	“Did he say who?”

	“A guy who works in one of our minor divisions. His name is Jerry Polvak.”

	“Did the caller say anything else?”

	“Oh yeah! Enough for us to worry that maybe this Jerry guy might have talked to someone.” “Did you investigate?”

	“Of course we did. The guy denies it of course.”

	“Of course.”

	“But the thing is, that the people he works with, none of them could believe that this guy would do something like that. According to them, Jerry is the poster child for Mister Loyal. Everything we’ve dug up says he didn’t do it. But still, how did the caller get that information?”

	“So just kill him and be done with it. Make some adjustments in your operation.”

	“We’ve already made the adjustments. Some of them. But we’ve still got to figure out what to do about this guy before we make any more. The problem is, the guy is kind of useful. He’s an accountant, but he’s more of an analysist. The stuff he can figure out with his computer is priceless!”

	“I see. So you need him.”

	“Not if he’s dirty. But at the same time, yeah. He’s damn useful.”

	“You know I’m not always…nice when I do a job.”

	“I’m well aware of that Brandy. We don’t call on you very often.”

	“No. And that’s good.”

	“But a lot of the reason we don’t call on you, is because you tend to go…above and beyond.”

	“I do what I want,” she told him. “Do you know where I can find Jerry, or do I need to go hunting?”

	“I’ll have Howie give you the total package on this, and him. He’s not running. He’s staying put. I think that he thinks we believe that he didn’t do it.”

	Brandy thought about that. “There’s been trouble in Vegas,” she said. “And I suspect that some of it might be similar to what you’ve got going here. The guys might have been clean, but someone made it look like they were dirty.”

	“I’m aware. And I’m glad Vegas isn’t my responsibility. But if they’re starting to move their operations this way too, then I want to put a stop to it fast. Real fast. By any means at all!”

	She smiled. “Of course, Uncle Dominic. Don’t worry. I’ll look into it.”

	“Good. Thanks Brandy. Howie will set you up with all the info you need. Including weapons.

	Anything else?”

	“Just the one thing.”

	Dominic’s face became stern. “I’m not letting you see your Bobbie toy. You know that.

	But…like usual. I will set something up so you can see her, but she can’t see you.”

	“I’m not happy about that.”

	“And you also know that Vinny would skin me alive if I let you get too close.”

	“Yeah. He would. And worse, he’d skin me alive too.” “I’ll set up something for you,” he told her.

	“Thanks.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The motorcycle was tailing again, but this time she barely knew it. This time she knew for sure that the rider was a pro. Still, there were a few little things she noticed that told her the rider wanted her to know she was there. She didn’t have time for shit like this. She wasn’t interested in dealing with anything like that. Dominic had four guys in two different cars tailing her. Let them deal with the motorcycle. She had more important things to think about.

	Jerry Polvak had a wife and kids. She didn’t care. Nothing mattered to her except the job she had to do. It was growing dark as she pulled into the parking lot of a hardware store. In the reflection from her mirrors she saw both the cars with Dominic’s men pull into different lots across the street. She had told them she would be making a brief stop. She didn’t see the motorcycle at all. As she went into the store, she checked the reflection of the road in the glass windows. Still no motorcycle. Was it gone? She doubted it. 

	Ten minutes later, she was back in her car and driving away. She knew Dominic’s men would follow her. She knew they were also watching for the mysterious woman on the motorcycle. Following the directions programed into the GPS of the car, she let it lead her right to Polvak’s address.

	Just before she pulled into the driveway, she saw a car backing out. She was too early, but not by much. She drove around the block. Then drove back again. She was sure that the car pulling out of the driveway had been his wife and daughters. According to the info she had been given, their mother usually drove the girls to dancing class at this time. She pulled into the driveway and parked. The red wig on her head was a favorite. She pulled down the red mask she had brought to go with it, then went directly to the front door. 

	She rang the doorbell. She kept her back turned to the door as she waited, in case someone tried to see who was calling before they opened the door. A minute later, she heard the door opening and she turned around.

	There was a glass outer door in front of the heavy wooden door that Polvak had opened. She saw the fear on his face the moment he got a look at her mask. She didn’t wait. Her foot went right through the glass door and caught him square in the chest, knocking him down onto the floor. She was in the house before he could recover enough to start getting to his feet. 

	“Jerry Polvak?” she asked as she walked over to him.

	“W…what do you want?”

	“You! And information.”

	“I can’t tell you anything.”

	“I guess that’s going to depend on what I decide to ask,” she replied. She stooped down over him, and before he knew what was happening, her fist launched out and caught him square in the jaw, driving his jaw backward and knocking him out. She hefted his heavy body up onto her shoulders, went out to her car, and threw him into the trunk. She looked around, no motorcycle. She could see a car parked along the road, way back, but she didn’t see anything else. The car she could see, she knew was one of the ones belonging to Dominic. She got in her car and let the GPS system lead her to an old warehouse where she had worked before on a couple of her trips to Dallas.

	When she parked her car in front of the warehouse door, she saw no other cars around, not even the ones that Dominic’s men were driving. But that was okay. They shouldn’t be seen. She checked the door and found it open, like it was supposed to be. Poking her head in, told her that some of the lights were on, but not all of them. The place was empty. Just like she asked for.

	She pulled a gun from the satchel she had slung over her shoulder and opened the trunk. She pointed the gun at Polvak. “Out!”

	Slowly and carefully, Polvak climbed out of the car. “Please,” he begged. “I have a wife and two daughters.”

	“Yeah, yeah. I know. Your wife is sitting at their dancing class right now watching them. The question is, will you be there when they get home like they’re expecting?” “Please,” he begged.

	“Inside!”

	She followed him in, keeping the gun trained on him the whole time. She closed the door behind them and made him go to the center of the room where most of the light was.

	“Please,” he begged again.

	Her leg lashed out and her foot caught him square in the side of the head, knocking him down and nearly knocking him out. She was quickly over him. Pulling rope from her satchel, she tied his arms behind his back, then she started removing his pants.

	“Please! Please! No!” he begged.

	She paid his words no mind. They always begged like that. In moments, his pants were off. She grabbed some thin cord from her satchel and tied it tightly around his balls. She pulled the cord up between his legs to his bound hands. She pulled it over the rope holding his hands and she pulled it tight. He screamed at the pain. She pulled harder, literally bending him backwards so his head was up off the ground. Then she tied the cord tightly to keep him like that. He tried to struggle, but the more he moved, the more it hurt his balls.

	Still kneeling over him, she grabbed her gun and stuck it under her arm, pointing it at an area near the door she had come through. She didn’t look back where she was pointing it. “I know you’re there,” she said. “I’ve got a gun on you.”

	“I know,” the voice came back. “And you’re probably just as aware of the gun I’m holding on you.”

	She looked back. She couldn’t see the woman in the totally black shadow, but something moved a bit into the light, and she saw the gun…with a silencer attached to the barrel. A pro. “I don’t have time for this,” Brandy told her. “I know. I just want to watch. I live for things like this.” “A voyeur?” Brandy laughed.

	“Not really. Just…another artist.”

	Her words were troubling for Brandy. “I’m busy now!” she insisted.

	“And I’ll stay out of your way. I promise. But later, we need to talk.”

	“About what?”

	“Later! You’ve got work to do, and I don’t want to get in your way.”

	“You’re already in the way.”

	“I know. But there’s nothing he can tell you that I don’t already know. So don’t worry about me listening.”

	That got Brandy’s full attention.”

	“So I should be doing this to you instead of him?”

	Carol laughed. “Good luck!”

	“You have no idea what I’m capable of.”

	“I know very well what you’re capable of, and what I’m capable of too. I’m not interested in fighting with you. That would get neither of us anywhere. And, it would be totally counterproductive.”

	Brandy stood up and faced her. She raised her gun and pointed it more securely at the shadow. “I don’t want you listening. I don’t want you here. What he says will be for me, and only me.” She heard the woman laugh, but the sound came from a different spot, further along the wall. She re–aimed her gun at about where the laughter had come from.

	“You’re going to ask him about where the information came from that the pimp downtown tried to pass along to Dominic,” Carol told her.

	“How did you know that?” Brandy asked. The woman laughed again, and again it came from somewhere else.

	“We already knew. That’s the biggest thing we deal in. Information.”

	“Who’s we?”

	“Later. When we’re alone.”

	“Now!”

	“Nope! You’ve got work to do, Brandy. I’ll just stay out of the way until you’re done. You do want to get the gentleman back home to his wife and kids, don’t you? Although, I’m betting it’s not going to happen.”

	“How would you know?”

	“Because we know. I’ll just stay here and wait. You have work to do.”

	“I could call my men to take care of you.”

	“Them? They’re all still back at his house. Sleeping.”

	“Did you kill them?”

	“No. I told you, they’re sleeping. They’ll probably wake up with a good headache, but that should be about it.”

	There was no doubt about it, Brandy was dealing with a professional. A determined one. The worst kind of headache. She didn’t have time for this. This wasn’t the place for this kind of thing to happen. She realized one other thing about the woman. She was silent as hell when she moved…and she kept moving. There was no steady place to aim at. But Brandy didn’t doubt for a moment that the woman didn’t keep her gun aimed at her. So how should she handle this?

	“Go to work, Brandy. I’ll wait. I just can’t wait forever. I have other obligations to meet. I have no doubt that you do too.”

	“I don’t like working with someone looking over my shoulder. Especially with a gun aimed at me.”

	Carole laughed. “Don’t worry about me. Like I said, I’m another artist. I live to do things like you’re about to do. I’m not going to spoil your fun.”

	“Fun?”

	“It’s fun for me. Maybe not the questioning so much, although I usually find it very stimulating. It’s what comes after that I enjoy so much. I’m not going to spoil anything for you. I’m just going to remain silent and out of the way. I especially don’t want to kill you.”

	“But you’re holding a gun on me.”

	“Certain situations…” Carol replied. “Do your job, Brandy. We can talk afterwards.”

	Brandy looked up and down the shadowed wall. The damn woman wasn’t giving her much of a choice. She finally turned around and paid attention to Polvak, but she kept her gun in her hand. She stooped down in front of him. He was in obvious pain.

	“Please. Please release me. It hurts! I didn’t do anything!” he begged.

	“Yeah? Well we’ll see,” Brandy replied. “Certain information has gotten out. And we were told that that certain information came from you.”

	“It wasn’t me!” Polvak told her quickly. “I swear! It wasn’t me!”

	“Don’t swear. I don’t like it. If it wasn’t you that handed out the information, then why were we told it came from you?”

	“I don’t know. I swear!”

	“Yeah. You covered that already. And I told you, I don’t like swearing.”

	“Please release me,” he begged again. “This is killing me.”

	“It’ll do more than that if you don’t hold still and answer my questions.”

	“I’m trying!”

	“Good. Then tell me, you did a report that gave statistics for the last quarter prostitution, gambling, and drugs, comparing the profits and losses of it all.”

	“I do that every quarter. I do weekly and monthly analysis too. Now please!”

	“In this report, you mentioned that the gambling figures had slipped, and you made a recommendation that the management should look into the handling of the money from the it.”

	“Yes! Yes! I think someone is skimming funds.”

	“Do you often find things like that?”

	“No. Not often. I have no proof, but I thought they should look into it.”

	“That’s a good suggestion. Good work all around. So why did that information get out on the street?”

	“I don’t know! Maybe whoever I gave it to.”

	“Dominic himself? The report was labeled for his eyes only.”

	“It was? I don’t know. I just put it together and pass it on to my boss.”

	“Who’s your boss?”

	“Andrew. Andrew Davik.”

	“Tell me something Mr. Polvak. Do you ever discuss the contents of these reports with your boss?”

	“Sure. All the time.”

	“Did you discuss that report with him?”

	“Yes. He sat down right across from my desk and asked me questions while he looked it over for mistakes.”

	“Would he know a mistake if he saw it?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“I’m guessing not. I hear you’re very good at your job.”

	“I am. And I didn’t talk to anyone! I swear!” “I almost believe you,” Brandy said.

	“I didn’t talk to anyone! I swear!” Polvak said again.

	“But you did talk to someone. You talked to your boss.”

	“But he’s my boss!”

	“Yeah. But is he supposed to read those reports and discuss them with you, so he understands what’s in them?”

	“What do you mean? He’s my boss.”

	“Has he always read and discussed those reports with you?”

	“Not always.”

	“How long has he been doing it now?”

	“I don’t know for sure. A couple of months.”

	“Months!”

	“Yes. Please.”

	Brandy had talked to a lot of people in her time, and she had a feeling that this guy was clean. But his boss, Andrew Davik, he might be something totally different.

	“So what should I do with you, Mr. Polvak?” she asked, more to herself than to him.

	“Let me go. Please!” he begged. “My wife. My daughters!”

	“I’m not going to kill you,” Mr. Polvak,” she told him. “It seems that no matter what, Dominic wants you to stick around for a bit. But that doesn’t mean I’m not going to punish you for talking to your boss about this stuff.”

	“But he’s my boss! If he says I have to tell him, then what am I supposed to do?”

	“Good question, Mr. Polvik. Tell you what I’m going to do.”

	“What?”

	But Brandy didn’t bother answering. Instead, she went around behind him and pulled even harder on the cord that was coming close to ripping his balls off. She tied it off while he was still screaming his head off. She left him there and went in search of something. She found an old wooden pallet and carted it back over toward him. She set it down right in front of his face.

	“What…what are you going to do?” he begged. “Please, my balls. I’ll die!”

	“No you won’t,” Brandy told him. “As long as you hold still and don’t move. Although, yeah, you’re pretty close to ripping your own balls right off your body. But hopefully, not for long.”

	“Please!” he begged again.

	Brandy chuckled. She grabbed him and pulled just his head up onto the wooden pallet, ignoring his screams of pain as she moved him. Kneeling down on the wooden pallet just in front of his face, she grabbed a pair of pliers she had bought at the hardware store. As he was screaming, she suddenly stuck the pliers into his mouth, grabbed his tongue and pulled it out as far as she could. His screaming and struggling increased, but the more he tried to struggle, the more it hurt him, so he couldn’t struggle. She grabbed the hammer and the large nail she had gotten at the hardware store too. Very quickly, she stuck the nail right through his tongue, pinning it to the wood below. She grabbed the hammer and nailed his tongue solidly down to the wooden pallet. He was screaming like crazy, but there was nothing he could do about it. She set the hammer down near his face. She went around and cut the cord attached to his balls, freeing them. She cut the rope tying his hands behind his back. But with his tongue nailed to the pallet, he could still barely move.

	She laid the knife down near his head next to the hammer. “Dominic didn’t want you killed. It seems he likes you more than I do. So I’m giving you a choice. If you’re innocent, then you can use the hammer to get the nail out. But if I find out later that you’re really guilty, then if the tip of your tongue isn’t cut off, I’ll kill you instead. And I might do it right in front of your wife and daughters. Your choice Mr. Polvak. Innocent or guilty. Hammer, or knife.

	“Nice.”

	Brandy looked up to see the woman in the motorcycle suit standing over them, looking on. The gun was in her hand, but it was pointed at the floor. No helmet this time so she could see her face. She judged the woman to be about her own age.

	“I did one recently where instead of nailing his tongue down, I made him nail his own penis to a tree stump. Two nails, one just behind the head and the other up near his body. Then I made him drive a nail through each of his balls, nailing them to the tree stump too. I only left him a knife though. He had no choice but to cut his own cock and balls off to get free. Brandy laughed despite the situation. “Nice. I’ll remember that one.” “Drink?” Carol asked.

	Brandy looked up at her for a moment. “Yeah. Let’s get this over with.”

	“Good. You choose the place.”

	“The last bar we passed before getting here,” Brandy decided. “I want to get this over with as soon as possible.”

	“Works for me.”

	Turning her back, Carol walked toward the door, hoping that Brandy wouldn’t shoot her in the back. She got lucky. Brandy was considering it.

	 


Chapter 03 – Ride a Cowboy.

	 

	Brandy almost didn’t pull into the bar. She almost went back to her hotel instead. But she figured whoever the woman was, she would only find her there. Besides, she was curious now. The woman was waiting for her in the parking lot. She noticed the obvious gun in her hand where she was standing out front, but the gun was pointed at the ground. She kept her own gun in her hand as she climbed out of her car. As she approached the woman, she watched as she purposely held the gun out to her side, then she slowly brought the gun up against her leg. A moment later, the gun was not only gone from her hand, it had appeared to disappear completely into her riding suit. She stopped and put her own gun away. A truce had been called between them.

	She followed the woman in the riding suit inside. She grunted when she got through the door. The place looked like a dump – from the pool tables at one end to the way the men inside were dressed. A little piece of dirty cowboy heaven. Not her style at all. The woman in the riding suit stopped in front of a booth at the far end of the room. There were empty booths on both sides of it. As she had guessed, this wouldn’t be a conversation for others to hear. “I picked a bad bar,” Brandy told the woman. “This place is a dump.” She moved into one side of the booth and the woman moved into the other side.

	“Bad?” Carol said as she looked around. “In some ways maybe. Compared to most of the bars I go in, this is the Ritz!”

	“Huh! You don’t hang out in very decent places then.”

	“Not often. I do a lot of work in South America where this would be practically a palace.”

	“South America? What are you doing here then?”

	“I work all over the world. From what little I know about you, what you do here in the States, I do pretty much everywhere.”

	From what Brandy had seen of her so far, she believed it.

	“What can I get for you?” the waitress asked.

	“Wine, red…if you have anything other than beer,” Brandy told her.

	“No problem. And for you?”

	“Bring a bottle for both of us,” Carol told her.

	The waitress left. “Who are you?” Brandy asked.

	Carol sighed. “Nobody anymore. Right now, I’m going by the name Judy, but I’ve used that name for my last few trips to the States, so I have no doubt they’ll make me change it again soon.”

	“Make you change it?”

	“For my own safety.”

	“Who, is they?”

	“Exactly what I wanted to talk to you about. Have you ever heard of Wu Enterprises?”

	“No. Should I have?”

	“No. You shouldn’t.”

	“Then why ask?”

	“Because sometimes, people hear things. We do everything possible to keep the organization as secret as possible. But there are circumstances, like now, where the name gets put out there, but for some unknown reason, the person we approach isn’t interested.”

	“Interested in what?”

	“Becoming a client.”

	“A client?”

	“First requirement for perspective clients – they can keep their mouth’s shut. And your name wouldn’t have come up as a candidate unless you’ve already proven that.”

	“And how would you know?”

	“The biggest thing that Wu Enterprises offers, is information. There are many other services available as well, but information is the biggest thing.”

	“And why would I need that?”

	Carol shrugged. “Sometimes, we all need a little more information. But to be honest, information is near the bottom of the list of things that they’ve helped me with. The company literally saved my life, and my mother’s life, before the authorities could come and get us. They watch out for their clients Brandy. They have to. They only have a select few that they deal with. And now they’re offering you a chance to become one of them.”

	“And how much will all this cost me?”

	“Their services don’t come cheap, but you get what you pay for. They pride themselves on that. The best service possible! And no, there’s no membership fees or anything like that. They only ask that you keep all knowledge that the company even exists, a secret.”

	“I’m not exactly interested, but just for laughs what else can they do for me?”

	“Weapons. Passports. Drivers licenses. Anything for a new identity. And Brandy, their documents are pretty much real! I travel all over the world, all the time, and I’ve never had a problem with anything they’ve given me.”

	“And what do some of those things cost you?”

	That question stopped Carol. “I don’t know. I know they probably charge me. But to be honest, I’ve got so much money that I pay no attention to any of it. I know they pay me for the jobs they ask me to do, but I don’t even know how much.”

	“You don’t know how much they pay you?”

	“Nope. And I don’t care. As long as they keep providing me with some fun once in a while, I don’t care.”

	“And what if your money suddenly runs out because you weren’t watching it?”

	“Brandy, I’ve got billions! According to my mother, I could buy my own airline if I wanted it, or a nuclear submarine. Have you even ridden on a nuclear submarine?”

	“No. Why would I”

	“It’s interesting the first time, but it gets boring after about an hour. Beyond that, it’s a great place to catch up on sleep or get some reading done. That’s about it though.”

	“You’ve ridden on a nuclear sub?”

	“Sometimes it’s the best way to move me from one country to another.”

	The waitress interrupted them as she brought the bottle of wine and two glasses. Carol poured the red wine for both of them.

	“So I’m guessing they probably pay you well then,” Brand asked.

	“Most likely. Like I said, I really have no idea.” She came to a quick decision. “Brandy. Eventually, you could get money from them too if you allowed them to offer your services through their catalog.”

	“Catalog?”

	“That’s what they call their package of things that they offer. But to be honest, if a client has a need, they’ll bend over backwards to get it for them, whatever it is.” “It sounds too good to be true,” Brandy replied half–mockingly.

	“Trust me, it’s all true.”

	“Sorry, but I’m not interested.”

	“I was afraid of that. But I had to ask.”

	“So part of your job is to go around and offer this…service, to people like me?”

	“No. I haven’t done this work in years. Only when I first started out.”

	“Then why are you here now instead of someone else?”

	“Because of you. They tried to get to you before to offer this, but they couldn’t. And evidently they deemed you too dangerous for a normal person to try to deal with.”

	Brandy grunted. “Probably a good decision. And what happens if I go and blab all about your organization to someone else?”

	“As I said, we hope you’ll keep your knowledge of it a secret. I can tell you though, that your Uncle Vinny in Cleveland will be getting an invitation as well. But they didn’t want to approach him until after they saw how things went with you. I’m disappointed that you’re not interested, but I understand.”

	“So that’s it? No hard sell?”

	“Oh darlins!”

	They both looked up as a “cowboy” drunkenly came over to the table. He had a pool cue in his hand.

	“Two of the purdiest little ladies I’ve seen in this place in years.”

	“Oh God!” Brandy breathed. “I really picked the wrong place.” Carol laughed.

	“Now all the guys and me, we figure that two fine lookin’ gals like you, you got to be experts when it comes to takin’ care of a guy.”

	“Taking care of a guy?” Brandy asked unbelievingly. She was getting ready to get out of the booth and have at him when Carol quickly reached across the table and put her hand on her arm.

	“Please,” Carol said. “Let me. I love things like this. And cowboys are near the top of my can’t–stand list. Just…see if you can do something to keep the management from phoning the police.”

	“Now which one of you two hookers is going to be the first to suck my dick?”

	“Hookers?” Carol asked. “Do we look like hookers to you?”

	“Well, you’re sure purdy enough.” “Moron!” Brandy muttered.

	Carol got up from the booth. “Your cock needs sucking?” she asked.

	“It sure does darlin’” the cowboy replied happily.

	“How about your friends? Any of them want their cocks sucked too?”

	“Oh, hell yeah!” one of his friends said as a bunch of guys started crossing the room to join in.

	“Need some help?” Brandy asked.

	“Are you kidding? This will be fun.”

	Brandy sat back in the booth where she could watch and put her wine glass to her lips. 

	Carol found herself surrounded by eight big drunken guys. “Now who needed their cock sucked first. Or should I just handle all of you at once?”

	“Me!” the first cowboy replied as he started unfastening his pants.

	Brandy automatically analyzed the situation. She knew what move she would make first, so when Carol did the exact same thing and launched herself at one of them with a speed that she hadn’t expected, she wasn’t that surprised. She sipped at her wine and started counting seconds. One…two… Hmm! Nice technique, she noted. Some Chinese style. Oh, there was a move she never saw before. And another one. Eight…nine…. The men fell faster than most people would believe. Brandy grabbed her gun and left the booth quickly.

	Fourteen…fifteen…sixteen! The last man fell unconscious to the floor.

	The sound of Brandy cocking her pistol as she aimed it at the bar manager could suddenly be heard through the entire stunned house. “Nobody better even try to call the police. In fact, I don’t want to see anyone using a phone at all until we’re long gone.” She looked around and knew that her gun had gotten the point across. She un–cocked the gun and watched to see what Carol was doing now. She was surprised to see her removing one of the men’s pants. “What are you doing now?” she asked.

	Carol looked up and smiled. “Brandy, would you be a dear please. I keep some rope in one of the saddle bags on my bike. Would you get it for me please?” “Sure,” Brandy agreed.

	“Better bring all of it,” Carol decided as she surveyed what she needed to do.

	Brandy went out to the big bike and opened one of the saddle bags. There was nothing in it except three brand new hanks of fairly thin rope, still in their plastic packaging. She grabbed all three. She checked the other saddle bag and found it empty. When she carried the rope back inside, she saw that Brandy was now removing the pants and underwear from the third guy. “Need some help?” Brandy asked.

	“Sure. Why not.”

	All eight guys were still unconscious with no sign that they would wake up anytime soon. Brandy began stripping them from the waist down, while Carol grabbed the rope and went to work. Brandy quickly realized that Carol was an expert when it came to bondage. The way she tied them together was nothing less than amazing. But it was what she was really doing with them that Brandy loved the most. Before tying them up to each other, Carol was lodging the cocks of each of them into the mouth of another, then tying them in such a way that they couldn’t pull their heads away no matter how hard they tried. One by one, Carol linked all eight guys into a circle, so that they were all sucking someone else’s cock.

	A few of them started to wake up before she was done, but by then, none of them could do anything about it. There was a lot of muffled complaints from the men, but nothing comprehensible at all. The other people in the bar all stood around, stunned. But none of them said a word or made a move. They only watched. Brandy was sure that between Carol taking them all out so quickly, and her threat with the gun, nobody was going to get in their way.

	When she was done, Carol went back to the booth where Brandy was already sipping at her wine again. She poured herself a fresh glass from the bottle and sat back to watch. “Which of them do you think will cum first?” she asked.

	“I don’t know,” Brandy admitted. “I’m guessing the little guy over on the other side there. But there’s a few up from him that look like they’re finding out what it feels like to have a cock start growing in their mouth.”

	“Hmm.” Carol grunted. “Guys!” she called to the circle of men on the floor. “Nobody gets loose or goes home, until every last one of you gets to cum. So I suggest you all get started. Put the stupid tongues of yours that can’t speak proper English to work. Now get busy! All of you!”

	“I’ve got another one for you,” Brandy said. “They’ve all been drinking too much. Will any of them piss in someone’s mouth before the last one gets off?”

	Carol smiled. “I can’t wait to find out.”

	The two of them sat and sipped at their wine while they watched. “Oh shit!” Brandy said suddenly. “That one over there is cumming first. He wasn’t even in my list of top three!”

	“Mine either,” Carol replied, amused by how hard the man on the receiving end was trying to stop it or get away, while the man who was in the middle of his orgasm, was moving differently. 

	“There goes another one,” Brandy noticed.

	It was like a domino effect. Once one started, the extra movement from him and the even greater distressed movement from the man who had his cock in his mouth, started causing others to start. They were getting toward the last man, who it was obvious wouldn’t be able to hold out much longer, when Carol suddenly started laughing and pointed at one of the men. “Look, he’s peeing in his mouth!”

	Brandy looked to the other side of the circle. Sure enough, one of them was going crazy as pee started leaking out of his mouth to fall all over the floor around them.

	“Come on,” Carol suggested. “Maybe we better get out of here.” “Good idea,” Brandy agreed.

	The two of them left the bar. “Brandy,” Carol said as soon as they got near her bike. “You might want to call Dominic and tell him that he should promote that guy you nailed earlier. He didn’t do it. His boss, Davik, has been taking that information and has been trying to sell it to a few other men in town. He’s the one responsible for the leak. Not the man you questioned tonight.”

	“You’re just telling me this now?”

	“I didn’t want to spoil your fun.”

	Brandy just looked at her, unsure about things. “Thanks for the offer, but no thanks.”

	“No problem. It’s your life. I was just happy to meet someone else like me. If we had wound up fighting, I have no doubt it would have been an interesting one.”

	“No doubt!” Brandy agreed. “You studied in China. I noticed some of your style.”

	“China, Cambodia, Columbia, all over the world. But I was warned that if it came down to it, you would still most likely manage to kick my ass.”

	“Maybe,” Brandy agreed. “But it would be interesting to see.”

	“Someday,” Carol replied, “I would love to get the chance to see you in action instead.” “Let’s hope not!”

	Carol nodded. She donned her helmet and straddled the bike. She started the engine. “Good luck, Brandy. Sorry it didn’t work out.” She revved the engine, and was soon gone.

	 


Chapter 04 – Two Firsts.

	 

	Early the next morning, Brandy got out of the limousine. Six other men, all with guns were already there. Brandy looked the situation over. “This is it? This is the best you could do?”

	“This is as good as we could arrange and still make sure you’re not seen,” one of the men told her.

	Brandy wasn’t happy, but she knew she’d have to live with it. In truth, it was no worse than any of the other times they had let her see Bobbie. She was at least a hundred yards away. As close as she would ever get to him again. One of the men handed her a pair of binoculars. She put them to her eyes to study the people on the other side of the school playground. Bobbie was easy to spot. She was the only adult out there amid about twenty kindergarten kids.

	Bobbie had become a teacher. Word was that Bobbie seemed to be very happy doing it. More information than that, she couldn’t get. Especially no information about other aspects of her life. But here, she got to stand and watch from a distance as Bobbie took care of all her kids on the playground.

	She was fascinated by how caring Bobbie was with them. How she played with them and laughed with them. Almost like a loving mother to each of them. Her mind went back to high school when she had secretly watched Bobby and his mother. The two of them had been so close, so loving. Her own mother had barely ever talked to her. In high school, she had her own wing upstairs in the big house with everything she could ever want. But her mother had never bothered with her much at all. What was it like to have a mother who was that caring? She had secretly watched Bobby and his mother. She had done things to Bobby that should have permanently torn the two of them apart. But as she watched, day after day, the two of them had managed to mend all their differences, and their love for each other kept them together. The result…Bobby, was now Bobbie, with a bunch of her own kids in her charge to spread her love on.

	The sound of a motorcycle driving up behind her caused her to look. All the men had their guns out and were pointing them at the rider. “Put your guns away!” she told them quickly. Then a bit softer she said, “You probably couldn’t hit her anyway. And I know for a fact she could kill all of you before any of you knew it was happening.” She saw the men were still hesitant about lowering their guns. “Let her through!” she told them all. “She’s good!” She watched as reluctantly the men did lower their guns.

	Carol took her hand off her gun and removed her helmet. She climbed off her bike and walked toward Brandy. She was more than aware of all the men watching her closely.

	“Give us some space,” Brandy told the guys. “A lot of space.” The men backed away. Some. “What are you doing here?” Brandy asked. “I thought you’d be long gone by now.”

	“I’m on my way out of town now. I just thought I’d stop one last time and check to make sure you haven’t changed your mind.”

	“So you followed me again?”

	“It was on my way.”

	Brandy didn’t reply to that. Instead, she turned and faced the children in the distance. “What if I called someone about your offer last night?” she asked.

	“I’m guessing you called Vinny.”

	“Yes. I did. Does that get me in trouble with you?”

	“With me? No. Probably not with anyone. Did you mention to Vinny that we were going to offer the service to him too?”

	“I did.”

	“And what did he say?”

	Brandy turned to face Carol. “Before I told him you were interested in him too, he started ranting and raving about how he’d give his eye tooth to be on your client list. Evidently, it’s some kind of honor to him.”

	“I guess, some people might see it that way. It’s not intended to be.”

	“Well he thinks it is. He told me I was crazy to turn you down. And then when I told him you were going to offer it to him too, he suddenly got real happy. I got the feeling he can’t wait to hear from you.”

	“Good. Let him know we’ll be in touch. And you? Are you still not interested?”

	“Vinny said if I ever got the chance again, I should go for it.”

	“Then you’re interested?”

	“Yes. But only since Vinny said I should.”

	“Good enough. I’ll have whoever contacts your uncle, get in touch with you right afterwards to give you all the access information. I don’t carry that stuff. Like I told you last night, I don’t do this stuff anymore.”

	“I’ll let my uncle know,” Brandy told her.

	“Good.” Carol nodded towards the kids in the distance. “You thinking about kids?”

	“Me? Heaven forbid! No. See the woman with them, the only adult out there?” “Yeah.”

	“He…was my first.”

	“He?”

	“My first…victim.”

	“Ah! But you said he. So he, is now a she?”

	“Yes. He was my junior year high school project.” She handed over the binoculars to Carol. “At the beginning of the school year, I took one of the boys in the school…he was just an average kid, nothing wrong with him at all except that he was a year behind me…and I manipulated him like you wouldn’t believe. I forced him to wear and use diapers at school for the entire school year. After a while, I had him wearing them at home too. And all the while I was gradually making him wear more and more feminine stuff at school, then later at home too, right in front of his mother. Now…he…even though he didn’t want it at all, is stuck as a she. But he was my first. Unfortunately, now Uncle Vinny won’t let me get anywhere near him…or her. He’d skin me alive if he even knew I was this close.”

	Carol kept looking at the woman through the binoculars for a moment more before she handed them back to Brandy. She pulled out her cellphone while Brandy watched the woman in the distance. She sorted through what few pictures she had. “Here,” she said to Brandy,” as she held the phone out for her to take. “She’s my first.”

	“Your first?” Brandy asked as she took the phone. “This woman?”

	“That woman used to be my high school math teacher. His name used to be Roger. Now he’s known as Candy girl the handy girl.”

	“You took your high school math teacher and turned him into a woman?”

	“Well, my mother was mostly responsible, but he was all mine to play with first. And what you see in that picture, is the result.”

	“Your mother?”

	“Mom doesn’t like men, and she raised me to be the same way. According to her, Roger was one of the few decent men she had ever met in her life. But she couldn’t leave him that way. Turning him into a woman was in her opinion a major step up in his life. A reward of sorts.

	But even though she made sure it happened, he was still my very first.” “So we both got started in high school,” Brandy noted.

	“Both of us in our junior year,” Carol added.

	“And both of us, one way or another, turned our first victims from men, into women.” “Something like that,” Carol replied.

	Brandy studied the strange woman next to her. “We’re more alike than we thought.”

	Carol nodded. “Strange, isn’t it.”

	“Yeah. It really is.”

	Brandy turned and trained the binoculars on Bobbie in the distance again. “Did your mother love you?” she asked as she continued to look. “Did she really love you? Did she spend any time with you?”

	Carol considered it an odd question. “Of course she did. She still does. Mom and me are very close. She’s dedicated her whole life to me.”

	“I can’t even imagine what that’s like,” Brandy told her. “Bobbie out there, was incredibly attached to his mother too. What I did to him somewhat pulled them apart for a while. They both seemed to cry over it a lot, but they still got close again. He refused to give up on her, and she refused to give up on him. They had each other, and I never knew what to make of it. I never understood how they could be that close.” “What happened to your mother?” Carol asked.

	“We may have lived in the same house, but I barely knew her. She never spent any time with me. I was raised more by our servants than by her. When my father was murdered, it got worse. Uncle Vinny took real good care of us though. Especially me. I have him to thank for everything. He’s more like my father than an uncle.”

	“Hm!” Carol chuckled. “Finally, we found one way that we’re not alike.”

	Brandy turned and smiled at her, but it was a very muted smile. She turned back to looking through the binoculars. “Have you ever been back to see your first?”

	“Just a few days ago. But like you, it had to be only from a distance. I didn’t dare get much closer than you are now. I kept my helmet on and my face shield down. She never knew I was there.”

	“So you’ve never talked to her?”

	“I dare not. It’s too dangerous for me. If anyone ever found out I was even in this country, it would most likely start a major manhunt. I don’t need that.”

	“So one way or another, you can’t talk to your first either,” Brandy noted. “Once again, we’re alike.”

	“Once again,” Carol had to agree.

	 


Chapter 05 – Dinner for Two.

	 

	The hotel in Vegas was certainly nice. Brandy had no doubt that Ralphie had done his best to book her a nice room. In this case, Ralphie had gone overboard and booked her the best suite he could find. Top floor. As she rode up in the elevator with the bellboy and a luggage cart holding all her bags, her mind turned again to the strange woman she had met, Judy. Judy…for now. They were alike in so many ways. But that one single big difference they had found, the love of their mothers, she envied her for that.

	The bellboy opened a door for her to a room at the end of the hall, then turned the key over before going back for the luggage. She looked around. Beautiful. Sumptuous. Better than most places she had stayed in before. And two bedrooms. She didn’t know why Ralphie had gotten her a place with two bedrooms. The room was far more than she needed. Probably far more than she wanted to pay. But now that she was here and seeing it, she wouldn’t give it up for anything. She tipped the bellboy generously and closed the door behind him. The nice room was certainly an unexpected treat, but she had work to do.

	As she unpacked her bags, her mind tried to figure out where to start. Someone was causing trouble. Killing people. But she had nothing to go on yet. She had no place to look yet. Not even a single name she could talk to.

	She had phoned Uncle Vinny earlier from the airport in Dallas, but he had no leads for her to look into yet. He told her to check in with Johnny Morrow who had requested that she come in to help. But he also knew that Johnny was in New York for a meeting there and wouldn’t be back for another day. He suggested she might possibly start with Romo Geovelli, the biggest mafia boss in Vegas.

	Romo Geovelli. In the past she had done two different jobs for him. Vinny’s suggestion to try him first was the only thing she could do so far. She called Geovelli’s office, but he wasn’t in. Not even for her. Ten minutes later, she got a return phone call. Geovelli would be back in Vegas tomorrow morning. He would be more than happy to meet with her then. She was guessing he was in New York too along with Johnny Morrow. She was stuck until tomorrow. Oh well, a little R&R in Vegas wasn’t going to hurt her.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol turned the key to her bike over to the parking valet and carried her small bag into the hotel. Nice place. Ritzy! But then almost all the hotels in Vegas were like that. Still, this one seemed better than most she had been in. She checked the front desk for a reservation for Judy Cunningham. The reservation was found immediately. When the desk clerk asked her if someone could help her with her luggage, she declined, holding up her small bag and her helmet, the only things she had. “I’ll be doing some shopping,” she told the desk clerk.

	She took the elevator up to her room. Top floor she noted. Wu Enterprises had certainly gotten her more than was necessary. Her room was at the far end of the hall. She walked in and looked around. Beautiful. More than beautiful. What was she going to do in a place like this? But still, she was grateful. And now that she was there, she decided a little bit of luxury might be nice for a change.

	She needed a good long bath. She had worn nothing but her riding suit for days now. But she also needed clean clothes to put on…among other things. Because she felt so filthy, she took a quick shower before getting dressed again. While she was in the shower, her mind went back to work on her current problem. Where should she start? She knew already that the Wu’s had moved a lot of people into the area. And that was on top of the permanent office they already had out here. An office she had been to a few times before. While still in the shower, she decided her only choice was to call the office to see about any updates. 

	With that decision made, her mind turned again to Brandy. Brandy had been on her mind for much of the long ride here from Dallas. She might never see Brandy again, but she had felt something different with her. Something she had never felt before. A kinship of sorts. The two of them were alike in so many ways. Except…for their mothers. She was lucky enough to have a mother who loved her. Brandy had basically grown up with a mother who couldn’t have cared less about her. She couldn’t help it, she felt sorry for Brandy because of that. She felt something else for Brandy too. An attraction like she had felt for few other women in her life. She wondered how Brandy would be in bed. She had a feeling that Brandy would be sensational.

	She turned the water off and dressed in just a pair of shorts and a t–shirt. The only clothes she had other than her riding suit. Shopping time. And after looking around at such a nice room, maybe she would indulge and get some…nicer things for a change. That would be different. A pleasant change.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	At seven thirty in the evening, Brandy stood in front of the big full–length mirror in one of the suite’s bedrooms and stared at her reflection. She was dressed to the nines…and then some. Only because for once in her life, she wanted to. Maybe it was the elegant room. Maybe the nice hotel. Or maybe, she just needed a change from all the dirty work she usually did. But as long as she had the time, she had decided, why not, and she had gone shopping and bought the beautiful gown and the overly extravagant jewelry to go with it. A gown she knew she didn’t need just to go to dinner, then do some gambling.

	She checked the black sequined purse that matched her gown. Everything was there including the gun that had been in the package that had been waiting for her when she checked in.

	After one last long glance at her strange reflection, noticing again how her one leg teasingly exposed itself through the slit in her skirt, she headed for the door, hoping to get a seat in the award–winning restaurant downstairs. 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol almost didn’t recognize herself. For all the money she had, she dressed up so rarely. But tonight…for some reason, she couldn’t help herself. She had seen the gorgeous gown and had bought it…along with the shoes, the jewelry, the purse, the makeup…everything! It was a stupid indulgence because she knew that, like most of the clothes she bought wherever she went, it would all only get left behind when she was done in Vegas. But why did she really need to care about something like that? According to her mother, she could buy her own airline if she wanted it. That didn’t make it seem any less strange to her though.

	She checked her shiny gold purse that went with her dress. Her room key, her credit card, some cash, her gun, and her smallest knife were all there. The only things she should need just to have dinner downstairs and then do some gambling. She was overdressed for dinner and she knew it, but she rarely ever had a chance to dress up anymore. Almost never. At home, on the island off the coast of Columbia, bathing suits were what she wore mostly. Other than that, it was work clothes. Clothes she could kill people in. Not that she couldn’t kill someone while wearing the dress she had on. She had made sure to get one with a slit that went all the way up the skirt so she could still fight if she needed to.

	After shaking her head at her own figure in the mirror, she left her room to go to dinner. Her room was at the end of the hall. Walking in the high heels felt strange, but nice. She felt nice. She felt different. She noticed the woman walking toward her from the end of the hallway on the far side. She was wearing a beautiful black gown. Carol felt a bit better. She wasn’t the only woman in the hotel who was dressed so nicely.

	The closer she got to the other woman, the more she slowed. She couldn’t take her eyes off her if she wanted to. It couldn’t be!

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Brandy stared as her steps grew slower. She didn’t know if she should feel angry or what. Angry absolutely! In front of her, wearing a gorgeous gold gown, was Judy. The two women stopped about ten feet apart. Both women said exactly the same thing, at exactly the same time. “What are you doing here?”

	“You’re following me again!” Brandy said angrily. “Why?”

	“I’m not following you,” Carol replied. “I had no idea you were staying here.”

	“Isn’t information the biggest thing you people deal in?”

	That stopped Carol. “Yes, it is. But I swear, I had no idea you were staying in the same hotel.” “I find that hard to believe.”

	“I find it hard to believe we’re both in the same place too,” Carol told her.

	“And both on the same floor? That’s a bit too much of a coincidence.”

	“Yes, it is,” Carol replied suspiciously. “I’ll look into it.” “So will I.”

	Their eyes seemed to roam all over each other.

	“You clean up nicely,” Brandy told her. “I love your dress.”

	“I love yours too. With your black hair, it makes an incredible impact.”

	“And the gold goes perfectly with your brown hair.”

	“You know,” Carol said, “I liked that red mask you wore last night too. Very cute.”

	“Yeah. I’ve got a number of different ones that I wear. I like that one with the red wig.”

	“Of course. Red on red.”

	“I like that riding suit you wear,” Brandy told her. “And it seems to have some handy little pockets for things.”

	“You have no idea. I can get you one if you want. Do you ride?”

	“Not much, but I’ve ridden.”

	“Maybe sometime….” She stopped. “What are we doing? I swear, I had no idea you’d be here.”

	“Me either,” Brandy replied. “Where are you off to? A party?”

	“No. Just dinner. I just got into the room and… I don’t know. I’ve only had a reason to dress this nice maybe two or three times in my entire life. I saw the dress and…” “And you just had to buy it. Just like me,” Brandy finished.

	“And what party are you going to?” Carol asked.

	“Like you, no party. I saw the dress this afternoon and had to have it. I was going to dinner, then the casino afterwards. I’m a bit overdressed, but damn, I never get to dress up.”

	“So we’re both over dressed for dinner, then the casino. This is getting a bit awkward.” “Do you think?”

	“Dinner?” Carol asked.

	“Why not?”

	–––––– o0o ––––––

	Both women knew they were turning heads as they walked through the hotel. When they got to the restaurant, Carol didn’t even hesitate. The two one–hundred–dollar bills she gave the maître d’ not only got them into the restaurant without a reservation, it got them a nice table right away.

	“So how did you pick this hotel?” Carol asked.

	“I didn’t. Ralphie booked it for me.”

	“Ralphie?”

	“He’s kind of like my personal secretary.”

	“A personal secretary. How nice.”

	She laughed. “Actually, Ralphie is one of my little toys. I met him on a job a few years ago. He was a pimp out on the streets. He thought I would make a good addition to his stable of girls. Now, his whole life revolves around me instead, and I make sure he gets all the sex he can handle, but only on the receiving end from other guys.” She smiled. “I go out of my way to try to make his whole life miserable.”

	Carol laughed. “Sounds delightful.”

	“He is. I don’t know why he booked me a suite. And a two–room suite at that. He doesn’t usually, and I don’t need it. But once I got there, I decided I liked it. So this time, I’ll pay for it. How about you? Why did you pick this hotel?”

	“I didn’t. Wu Enterprises books my rooms for me, although not usually anything so luxurious as I have now. I’ve only got one room though. I have no idea what I’d ever do with two. Most of the places I stay in are dumps. But this one…pure luxury. Hence…” She looked down at her dress. “This!”

	Brandy chuckled. “Since I’ve got two rooms, I’m considering bringing Ralphie out here, just to have some fun with him.”

	“You can’t find someone else here to have fun with? I can arrange something for you if you want.”

	“No, don’t bother. I have no problem finding someone to enjoy myself with. But humiliating Ralphie is kind of a special icing on the cake for me.” She briefly eyed Carol again. “Especially when I’m…entertaining someone else.”

	“Well this is a surprise.”

	The women looked up to see another woman approaching them. “Susan!” Carol exclaimed. “What are you doing here?”

	“I came to meet you,” Susan Wu replied. You weren’t in your room, so I decided to check here before I called you. But now I see you’re having dinner with our latest client.”

	“Brandy,” Carol said. “You have no idea how honored you should be. Almost nobody meets Susan Wu. Susan, this is Brandy.”

	Brandy nodded her head cautiously. “Nice to meet you.”

	Susan pulled out a chair and sat down. “Did your rooms meet your expectations?” “You mean you arranged for both of us to be staying here?” Brandy asked.

	“Yes. Earlier today we discovered that you were staying at this hotel. We upped you from a regular room to one of the better suites…at our expense.”

	“With two bedrooms?”

	“We needed two suites and the rooms were the only ones we could get on that floor for you. You got one and we moved…Judy here, over to this hotel to stay in the other one.” She looked them over briefly. “Hot dates tonight?” she asked.

	“No,” Carol replied. “We both…. It’s a long story. I don’t get to dress up much.” “No. You never do,” Susan agreed.

	“So this was all orchestrated by you?” Brandy asked.

	“Only some of it. We were told that you had changed your mind and had decided to accept our offer. When we discovered you were coming here to Vegas, we could only guess that it was for the same reason that Car…Judy…is here as well. We thought it might be helpful if you two could at least confer once in a while.”

	Brandy looked over to Carol. “And you didn’t know about this?”

	“Not at all. I had no idea. Like I said, I didn’t even know you were coming to Vegas.”

	Brandy looked back to Susan. “What is it you want?”

	“I’m guessing the same thing that you and your people want. To find out who’s been trying to destroy the system that’s kept Vegas in business all these years, and stop them.”

	Brandy stared at her for a moment. “I don’t work with others.”

	“Neither does Ca…Judy.”

	It was the second time that Brandy had noticed the small slip in the name. “I won’t work with her unless it’s cleared by someone else.”

	“I would expect nothing less. Judy…already has our permission to work with you.” That was news to Carol.

	“If we do work together,” Brandy said, “where are we supposed to start?”

	Susan shook her head. “If we knew that, we wouldn’t need either of you. By the way, one of our people should have contacted your Uncle Vinny a little while ago. Call him.”

	“Maybe I will,” Brandy replied cautiously, never taking her eyes off of Susan. She fished her cellphone out of her purse and still watching Susan, called her Uncle Vinny.

	“Uncle Vinny?”

	“Hey Kid!” Vinny’s voice came back, sounding very happy. “Are you in Vegas?”

	“Yes. And I’m sitting here with some woman who works for Wu Enterprises. She says she wants me to work with another person on the same thing.”

	“I might know a little about that,” Vinny admitted. “I talked with someone a little while ago who mentioned it. Who’s the other person you’ll be working with?”

	“I don’t know her real name. Even she admits that the one she gave me is false. But Vinny, she and I are so much alike, it scares the hell out of me.”

	“Alike? Like you? Uh–oh.”

	“Uh–oh? What’s that supposed to mean?”

	“Listen Brandy. I may have a sneaking suspicion about who that other woman is.”

	“Who?”

	“I don’t know her name. Nobody does. The few times I heard about her, they just said that death came. So if it’s who I suspect it is, then whatever you do, don’t get in a fight with her.” “Who do you suspect it is?” Brandy asked.

	“Like I said, I don’t know her name. Just that they have someone like you, only better. So

	Brandy, watch your ass, because she could probably kill you.”

	“Tell me something I don’t already know. How about working with her?”

	“Brandy, if she’s like you, and you’re both trying to figure this thing out, then yeah, go for it. Besides, maybe getting on her good side could be a good thing. And with two of you working on that mess out there, hopefully it will get sorted out faster.”

	“Okay, Uncle Vinny. Was it Wu Enterprises that contacted you about this?”

	“Yes kid, they did. The guy I talked with said there was a chance they wanted you to work with one of their people out there. And I’m happy to add, that I am now a charter member with them. The guy told me that you said you were going to sign up as well.”

	“Yeah, I agreed to it, on your recommendation.”

	“Good! I’m proud you kid. But whatever you do, watch your back. If that’s the girl I think it is, that girl is deadly.”

	“I know that already Uncle Vinny. See you when I get back.”

	“Love you, kid.”

	“Love you too.”

	She hung up the phone. She noted the amused look on Susan’s face. “Okay,” she said. “I’m in.”

	“Good!” Susan replied. She got up from the table. “I’ll leave you two ladies to get better acquainted. And Carol, maybe we can find you someplace once in a while to dress up like that. It would do you good. To tell the truth, you look sensational. You too Brandy. See you around.”

	They watched as Susan walked out.

	“Carol? She called you Carol, and she almost called you that several times.”

	Carol sighed. “An old name. Actually, I’ve been a few different Carols. I’ve been a few different…lots of names.”

	“Does it ever get confusing?”

	“It used to. You get used to it after a while.”

	“Would it be bad if I called you Carol instead of Judy? I’d rather deal with a name that I feel is a bit more real.”

	“It doesn’t matter what you call me,” Carol replied. “I answer to almost anything anymore.”

	“Ladies…” the wine steward said as he arrived at the table with a bottle of red wine. “I was asked to bring you this. Compliments of the lady who just departed.”

	“How nice,” Brandy said. While the wine steward poured their wine, she asked. “Do you get treated like this all the time?”

	Carol laughed. “I told you about the bars I usually go into. That’s the kind of life I usually lead. All this is so out of the norm for me, I hardly know what to do about it.”

	Brandy smiled slyly. “Well, that dress seems like a good start to me.”

	Carol smiled back. “Yours too.”

	The two of them stared at each other for a moment, then Brandy sighed and decided it was time to get down to business. “So where do we start with this thing?” she asked.

	“I’m not sure. Wu Enterprises has a small office here in town, but when I called them earlier, they had nothing new for me. I asked them to put together a list for me of all the big bosses in the city. Tomorrow, I was going to try to talk to as many as I could to find out from each of them what’s really been happening.”

	Brandy nodded. “Good idea. I’ve already got an appointment tomorrow morning with Romo Geovelli, then another one tomorrow afternoon with Johnny Morrow. He’s the one who asked Uncle Vinny to send me in. Want to come?”

	“Geovelli and Morrow?” Carol replied cautiously. “I’m not sure about Geovelli. I met him once and he may remember me. He paid the big bucks to hire my mother for something. I had another job nearby and I stopped to visit while she was working.”

	“If you don’t want to go, don’t worry about it. It’s fine with me. I’ll fill you in when I get back.”

	Carol shook her head. “No, I’ll go. Even if he does recognize me, hopefully it won’t matter.”

	After dinner, they wandered slowly out into the casino. At first, they split up. An hour later, they found themselves at the same craps table. They didn’t separate for the rest of the night. They played. They won. They lost. They drank. And they laughed. Finally, they walked into an elevator together and took it to the top floor of the hotel. They stepped out of the elevator, turned, and looked at each other.

	“I enjoyed that,” Brandy told her.

	“You have no idea how much I enjoyed tonight too.” “Busy day tomorrow,” Brandy noted.

	“I’m sure it will be,” Carol replied. She started to take a chance. “Brandy….”

	“Yeah?”

	“Never mind. I shouldn’t ask.”

	Brandy stared at her for a moment. “Let me guess. You feel it too.”

	“Is it that obvious?”

	Brandy shrugged. “I notice things like that. Especially when…. Never mind.”

	“When you feel it too.”

	“Maybe.”

	“Maybe you would like to come to my room for a drink?” Carol asked.

	Brandy nodded. “Maybe.”

	That night, Carol discovered what she already suspected. Brandy was sensational in bed.

	 


Chapter 06 – Death and Retribution.

	 

	Carol opened her eyes. There was too much light pouring into the room from the big windows that looked out over the city. She didn’t care. Her whole body felt relaxed and amazingly satisfied. Brandy was lying on her stomach right next to her. Brandy’s arm was over top of one of Carol’s. The two of them were still naked and the room smelled heavily of sex. What a night.

	Carol shifted her arm a little and the movement woke Brandy. She rolled over enough so that her head was facing her. “Is it morning already? I’m not sure we ever went to bed.”

	Carol laughed. “Oh, we went to bed alright. We just forgot to go to sleep.”

	Brandy shifted her body over on top of Carol’s and the two locked their mouths together in a hungry kiss. When they separated for a moment, Carol said, “If we keep this up, we won’t get anything done.”

	“Screw ‘em,” Brandy replied. “They waited this long, what’s another few minutes.”

	They kissed again, and the kiss led to other kisses, and other things, and a few minutes became another hour. They each were ready to go back to sleep when the maid knocking on the door disturbed them. Like it or not, they got out of bed. Carol stuck her head out the door and told the maid to go away and not bother, while Brandy got herself dressed enough to walk to her room at the other side of the long hallway.

	“See you in half an hour?” Carol asked just before Brandy left the room.

	Brandy nodded. Half an hour.

	Forty–five minutes later, they met at the elevator and rode it downstairs. They had each dressed in decent looking pants outfits that would be comfortable for the day. They both wore flat shoes that tied onto their feet. They both had bags that were slung across their bodies. To a normal person they wouldn’t look it, but they were both ready for trouble.

	They took a cab to the building where Romo Geovelli had his offices. Geovelli was generally considered the biggest of the six criminal bosses in the city. The city was too big, too busy, for only one criminal boss. Those days of Vegas had passed a long time ago. Brandy was expected and the two women were escorted on the elevator up to the top floor. They didn’t have to wait to get in to see Geovelli.

	Romo Geovelli took one look at who walked in with Brandy Salvatori, and his face turned white. “Fuuuck!” he said, unable to take his eyes off of Carol. His frightened eyes went from Carol to Brandy. Back and forth. “Fuuuck!” he said again.

	“I’m guessing he recognized me,” Carol said to Brandy.

	“I’m guessing you’re right. You must have made quite an impression on him before.”

	“I shouldn’t have. I never did any jobs for him. He was just there that one time when I stopped in to say hi to my mother. Maybe it had something to do with what she did. Mom always makes an impact.”

	“Someday, you’re really going to have to let me meet her.”

	“Sure!”

	“Fuuuck!” Geovelli breathed again.

	“Romo!” Brandy said sternly. “If you don’t stop swearing, I’m going to stick my fist down your throat and rip out your vocal cords.”

	“Fu…” He stopped himself and tried to get mind back to business. “You were supposed to be here earlier.”

	“Sorry, it was a busy morning.”

	“Busy night last night too,” Carol mentioned.

	“Very!” Brandy agreed with a smile. “But we’re here now,” she told Geovelli.

	“Fuuuck!” Geovelli said again as he watched the two of them together.

	“Romo! Trust me, I will rip out your vocal cords if you don’t stop that!”

	“Well what am I supposed to think when…” He nodded towards Carol. “Death.” He nodded his head toward Brandy. “And Retribution…come walking in my door…together. At the same time!”

	Carol looked to Brandy. “Retribution?”

	Brandy shrugged. “It’s a nickname. Death?”

	It was Carol’s turn to shrug. “It’s a nickname.”

	“Cool!”

	“You two are…” Geovelli started to say.

	“Yes, we’re working together,” Brandy told him.

	“Fuu…”

	“Romo!” Brandy shouted.

	He shut up fast and closed his mouth.

	“This is getting us a lot of nowhere,” Carol said.

	Brandy walked over to stand right in front of his desk. “We’re trying to find out exactly what’s been happening, and we decided to start with you.”

	Romo looked between the two women. “You two walk in here together? You’re both here in town at the same time? I know now what’s been going on. You two have been killing everyone. You took out two of my men just last night! And I’m betting it was her that did it,” he said as he nodded toward Carol.

	Brandy shook her head. “I can guarantee she didn’t kill anyone last night.”

	“And I can guarantee that she didn’t kill anyone either,” Carol told him. “Last night, we were…busy.” The two women looked at each other and smiled again.

	“Fuuuck!” Romo breathed as he realized what had to have happened between the two women. “You two…together?”

	“We’re working together,” Carol told him.

	“F…” He stopped himself quickly. “I don’t know if you two being here is a good thing or not,” he said to Brandy. “After the last job you did for me, I swore I’d never hire you again.”

	“You didn’t hire me this time. Someone else did.”

	“Yeah, I know. Johnny stinkin’ Morrow! And I warned him it would be a bad idea.”

	“I got you the results you needed,” Brandy told him. “I solved your problem.”

	“Yeah, but at what cost? Did you have to hurt all my men? They were there to help you!”

	“They were in my way, and I didn’t actually kill any of them.”

	“But did you have to brand all of them…with a branding iron from my rival’s ranch?” “You branded all his men?” Carol asked.

	Brandy shrugged. “It was the first chance I ever had to use a branding iron. I was curious. And there were only about ten of them.” “Fourteen!” Geovelli complained.

	“The more I hang out with you,” Carol told her, “the more I like you.”

	“Fuuu…”

	“Romo! Stop that! Now what the hell has happened in your organization. All of it, from the beginning. I’m tired of you sitting there with your mouth open and getting us nowhere.”

	Romo stared at Brandy, then over at Carl. “Death and Retribution, working together. Just one of you being around would be bad enough.” He shook his head. “As long as you’re not here for me.”

	“If you keep delaying things,” Brandy told him, “we might be here for you.”

	He finally nodded. “Let’s sit where it’s more comfortable. This might take a while.” He got up from behind his desk and headed to the leather seats near the window. “Want a drink?” he asked.

	“Wine might be nice,” Brandy told him.

	“Me too,” Carol agreed.

	While the two women sat, Romo poured them each a glass of wine from the bar near the seats. He started to close the bottle before pouring himself something different. “We’ll all have the wine. Same bottle!” Carol told him.

	Romo looked back, then poured himself a glass from the same bottle. 

	When the three were seated, Brandy asked, “So what happened? When did it start for you?”

	“For me? For us here?” Romo replied. “I guess about a month ago now, Tony Bolero got murdered. Someone slit his throat.”

	“Tony Bolero? Who was he?”

	“Kind of an up and coming enforcer. He wasn’t the best, but he was learning. Him getting wacked ticked me off, but that same night, one of my better pimps got hit as well. Same M.O. Throat slit.”

	“Somebody likes knives,” Carol noted.

	Brandy agreed.

	“Someone getting murdered happens in our business,” Romo continued. “You know that. It just…happens. We get mad, sometimes we get even, and we move on. After that, while we were still trying to figure out who was responsible, I heard about two other guys winding up dead the next night. Both from different organizations.”

	“Someone was busy.”

	“You’re telling me. But it’s been like that every night ever since, all over the city. Someone from each of our organizations gets killed. Not always me, not always some of the others, but every night, someone from at least one organization gets murdered. And now it’s getting worse because whoever is doing it is starting to move up the ladder to the men who have more influence. So far, none of the higher people yet, but the direction seems to be clear. Last night I lost two more managers.”

	“Have you met with any of the other organizations to discuss it?” Brandy asked.

	“Three times. Nobody has a clue. Mostly, we meet and blame everybody else. After the last meeting, I talked to Johnny Morrow, that was when he told me he was going to try to get hold of you. Like I said, I told him not to. When he insisted, I warned him that he better watch his back, and in the end, he might be sorry.”

	“It sounds to me like someone is slowly trying to whittle away everyone else out there,” Carol noted.

	Brandy said nothing for a moment. She was thinking. “Romo, what would happen, if all the low–level managers were removed, then the ones above them, then finally the big bosses like you?”

	Romo’s eyes nearly bulged out of his head. “There would be no organizations. Anybody who tried to take over the organization wouldn’t know enough about the business for it to continue.”

	“That’s what I thought.”

	“Do you have any reason to believe one of the organizations might be more responsible than another?” Carol asked.

	“Nothing solid. But if I were to make bets, I’d look at Vince the Beast.” “Beast?” Carol asked.

	“Don’t ask. His moniker, not mine. Actually, his name is Vince Beastman, but he just likes being called Vince the Beast. But he’s black, and so is everyone else who works for him. And he’s mean as a snake. Of course, he claims it’s not him. At the last meeting, he also claimed that he lost three men. But as of last week, it was only three.”

	“I’ve never heard of him,” Brandy noted. “But then I’m not out here that much.”

	“He’s only been around a few years, but he takes chances like you wouldn’t believe. We’ve shot it out with his men more than once. He seems to have gotten his foot in this city, and ever since, he’s been trying to get a lot more of it. Reasonable and him don’t go together. And he has no respect at all for the way things work here.” “Sounds like he needs a good talking to,” Carol noted.

	“Huh! Good luck getting in to talk to him. He don’t talk to nobody! Except at the last meeting we had. He was there, in person! To be honest, I’m betting even he was scared.” “We’ll talk to him,” Brandy replied.

	“Huh!” Romo got up and went to his desk. He opened a drawer and pulled out a stack of money and held it up. “If you do talk to him, I got ten–grand here if you can take him down a few notches and make it stick. And by take him down, I mean either kill him and make sure none of his guys take over for him, or at least do something so that he starts playing ball with the rest of us.”

	“Ten grand isn’t much,” Brandy told him.

	“Yeah, but I know you. You do it because you like it.” He looked over at Carol. “And her…she just scares me to death. And that’s not even counting what her mother does.”

	Brandy looked at Carol. “One of these days we’re going to have to talk about your mother. I really want to meet her now.”

	“I’m hoping she’ll be out here soon. I’ll let you know when she arrives.”

	“Great!”

	Romo’s eyes were nearly bulging out of his head. “Your mother, is coming here?”

	“You know she’s been here a few times before. You hired her once.”

	“Yeah, I did. I couldn’t believe she could do what they claimed. I’m a believer now. And it’s something I never want to see again.”

	Carol stood up. “Then you better pray you never have to.” She looked to Brandy. “Are we done here?”

	Brandy stood as well. “I think so.” She looked to Romo. “We’ll be in touch.”

	“Do you like Chinese food?” Carol asked Brandy once they had gotten outside.

	“Sure. Why not?”

	“Good. I asked for a report from my people. I want to see if it’s ready yet. It’s a list of all the crime bosses in the city and where to find them.”

	“Great idea! But what does that have to do with Chinese food?”

	Carol smiled. “You can learn a lot from Chinese food…if you know the right things to order.” They took another taxi, this time Carol gave the driver the address. Once inside, both women looked over the menu.

	“You wanted to come here?” Brandy asked, looking around. “We passed at least six other Chinese restaurants on the way.”

	“This one is better,” Carol told her.

	A Chinese woman came to their table to take their order.

	“I’ll have the…” Brandy started.

	“Wait!” Carol stopped her. She looked at the waitress. “I’ll have 5 egg–drop soups. Nine egg rolls. Four orders of the Kung Pao chicken. Three orders of the teriyaki chicken. Six orders of the broccoli beef. Four Cokes. And one fortune cookie.”

	Brandy couldn’t believe it. She watched as the waitress wrote it all down then left. “Gee. You must be hungry. All that?”

	Carol smiled. “All that won’t get me what you think.”

	A minute later, a man wearing a nice suit walked out to the table. He bowed to Carol. “It’s nice to see you again,” he said. “Welcome back.”

	“Did you get the report I asked for?” Carol asked.

	“We are finishing it up right now,” the man replied. “Some locations have changed recently due to…we think what’s been happening. We were able to get the updates a little while ago.”

	“Perfect. Thanks,” Carol told him.

	“In the meantime, while you are waiting, would you like something to eat?”

	“Sure,” Carol told him. “Whatever your mother recommends. For both of us.”

	“The man bowed and walked away.”

	“All that was just so you could see him?”

	“Yes. That’s the way it works. That’s how it will work for you too.”

	“So I have to start going to Chinese restaurants?”

	“No. You’ll get a phone number to call instead. Probably to a Chinese food distributor. I have no idea which one or what number they’ll give you.”

	It was perhaps the best service Brandy had ever had in any restaurant. She had to admit that the food was pretty good too. Halfway through their lunch, the man was back with sheets of paper that he handed to Carol. The list. Carol thanked him and told him she might have more for him to look into before she left.

	“Can I see that when you’re done?” Brandy asked as Carol scanned the pages in front of her.

	Carol kept looking through the papers. A moment later she handed them to Brandy.

	Brandy looked through the pages. There was more information there on each of the six organizations than she thought there would be. They had included several paragraphs of background information about each of the bosses, as well as where most of their business addresses were located. The biggest surprise was the information about where each of them were currently located. “Your people are thorough, if nothing else,” she noted.

	“They specialize in it,” Carol replied as she ate her lunch.

	Brandy considered what she had read while she ate. “I wonder,” she finally said.

	“What?”

	“What would be the possibility of your people putting together a list like that, but order it so that we know which organizations are the biggest, which ones are the most influential, and maybe, how many people each one has lost so far?”

	Carol signaled for the waitress. She whispered something in Chinese to her. The waitress left, and a few minutes later the man in the suit was back. “Is there something we can help you with?”

	Carol asked Brandy to explain what she wanted. The man nodded. “It will take us a little while to put that together. I’ll have it delivered to your hotel this evening some time. Will that be acceptable?”

	“Very,” Brandy replied.

	So where to next?” Carol asked. “Vince the Beast?”

	Brandy shook her head. “No, after this I need to check in with Johnny Morrow. He’s the one paying for my services.”

	“Might be a good idea,” Carol agreed.

	 


Chapter 07 – A Monster Situation.

	 

	The taxi dropped them off in front of the address Brandy had found on the list. Not Morrow’s usual office. “A message parlor?” Carol asked. Looking at the seedy looking place outside the city limits. 

	“The list says he’s supposed to be here.”

	“I guess we’ll find out,” Carol replied as she headed for the door.

	“Hang on a second,” Brandy stopped her. She reached into her bag and pulled out a black cloth mask that she pulled over her head. “Geovelli knew me from when he came out to see my Uncle Vinny a few times. Morrow’s never met me. I’d rather keep it that way.”

	“Do all your masks match whatever hair color you’ve got?”

	“Some. Not always. It depends on my mood.”

	“Do they ever get in your way?”

	“No. You get used to them. I prefer the anonymity whenever possible. Don’t you ever worry about things like that?”

	“Most of the people who meet me and find out what I do, don’t live to tell anyone else.”

	“So they call you Death.”

	“Not my idea. I have no idea where that started.”

	“I don’t always get to kill them. More often, they want me to punish someone instead.”

	“Retribution,” Carol noted. “Whose idea was the name?”

	“It wasn’t meant to be a nickname. I told a few victims I was there for retribution for what they had done. I guess the name stuck.”

	“You’re very good at it, by the way” Carol replied. “I loved watching you nail the guy’s tongue to that wooden pallet.”

	“Thanks! I try. It’s one of my favorite things for people who talk too much. Ready to go in?”

	Carol smiled. “In that black mask, you look like bat girl,” Carol told her as she pulled open the door.

	“I can live with that,” Brandy replied.

	For a place that was supposed to be a massage parlor, it didn’t look like anything either of them were expecting. Inside, they found themselves in an office where a man was sitting on top of his desk, fondling a woman. “We’re closed! Beat it!” the man said without looking at them.

	“We’re here to see Johnny Morrow,” Brandy told him.

	“Nobody else is here,” the guy said. He turned his head and noted the mask Brandy was wearing. “What is this Halloween? Take a hike! Both of you!”

	“Is Johnny here?” Brandy asked again, getting perturbed as she walked over to the two.

	“Nobody’s here!” the guy replied forcefully.

	“Get lost!” the woman added nastily.

	Brandy’s fist launched out quickly, catching the woman square in the face. Her leg kicked up a fraction of a second later, hitting the man’s chin and sending him backwards over top of the desk.

	“Nice kick,” Carol told her. “Did you study in Japan?”

	“Yeah. Uncle Vinny worries too much about me. He sent me over there for a whole year, just to improve my martial arts when I couldn’t find anyone else to train me over here.” She bent over the woman. “Can you give me a hand?”

	“What are you doing?”

	Brandy smiled at her. “Retribution…for being so snotty with me.”

	“Retribution? Absolutely, I’ll help. As if I wouldn’t have anyway. What do you need?”

	“Get his clothes off him, I need them here. Then see if you can find something we can tie them up with.”

	While Brandy stripped the woman, Carol began stripping the man. The gun she took off him she stuck in the bottom desk drawer where he most likely would never find it. Then she went in search of something to tie them up with.

	“What?” the woman said groggily as she started waking up.

	“Just relax Babe,” Brandy told her. “I’m just finishing getting your clothes off you, so hold still or I’ll pop you again.” She cocked her fist and held it in front of the woman’s face.

	“No!” she exclaimed.

	“Good! Behave!” Brandy removed her bra and her panties. She was naked. “How are you coming over there,” she asked Carol. I need his clothes now.”

	“Just finishing,” Carol told her. She threw over what she had already removed. A minute later, she threw over the rest. “He’s still out for the count,” she told Brandy as she got up to find something to bind them with.”

	“Can you do this yourself?” Carol asked the woman. “Put his clothes on? All of them?” she raised her fist again in front of her face. 

	“Yeah, sure,” the woman replied. “What are you doing?”

	“Getting the two of you dressed again.”

	“So you want him wearing…”

	“You got it.”

	The woman giggled.”

	Brandy figured she’d have no more trouble with the woman and went to the other side of the desk to start working on the man.

	“Who are you?” the woman asked as she finished dressing.

	“Nobody you ever want to meet again,” Carol answered instead of Brandy as she came back into the room. “I found a couple of extension cords,” she told Brandy. “We can cut them up to whatever size you need.”

	“Perfect,” Brandy replied as she finished fastening the bra on the guy. He started stirring. Waking up. He woke up fully as she was sitting on his stomach trying to pull the stockings up his legs. Her elbow went back quickly into his chin and he was out again. Five minutes later, she was struggling to get the too small shoes onto his too big feet. Perseverance won out, although she thought she might have heard a bone or two cracking in his toes. The woman, now wearing his clothes, was giggling almost continually.

	“Okay Babe,” Brandy said to her as she stood up. “I want you sitting in his chair.”

	The woman stepped over and sat down. She didn’t seem to show any fear anymore. “Like this?”

	“Perfect,” Brandy told her. “Just stay like that.” She picked the guy up and he started stirring again. She stood him up and brought her fist up into his chin, knocking him to the floor and out again. When she picked him up this time, he was as limp as a rag. “Now hold still,” she told the woman. She draped the guy’s body over top of the woman, then she spread his legs, so he appeared to be straddling her.

	“Death, dear, I’m going to need a little bit of that cord. Just enough to tie her wrists together.”

	Carol used her knife to cut off a length of one of the extension cords. “Will this be enough, Ret, dear?”

	Brandy looked up at being called that. “Perfect!” she said with a smile as she took the bit of cord. She pulled the woman’s arms around him and tied her wrists together so that it looked like she was hugging him.

	“One more?” Carol asked.

	“Just keep them coming,” Brandy told her. She pulled the man’s arms through the arms of the chair and around the back of it. She took another piece of cord from Carol and tied them there. Now the two of them looked like they were hugging each other, but his arms were locked behind the chair. “Kiss him,” she ordered the woman, as she held the guy’s head in place. “Don’t stop kissing him.” She took another piece of cord and tied it around their necks, trying to make it look like the two of them were kissing. But while the woman was trying, the guy was unconscious and too limp. It wasn’t working very well. “Death,” she said, “you’re better at the bondage stuff than I am. How do we get them to keep their lips locked together?”

	Carol examined the problem. “Fill their mouth,” she said. “Just a sec. Let me find something. She searched the desk drawers. “Ah. This might work,” she said as she grabbed a small pad of paper that was about six inches long. She ripped the cardboard off the back of it and rolled it into a tight tube. She pulled back the guy’s head and stuffed the tube into his mouth. “Open wide,” she said to the woman.

	“No!” the woman said, frightened by the sight of it.

	Brandy quickly grabbed her by her hair and pulled. When the woman screamed, Carol shoved the guy’s head up against hers and the cardboard went right into her mouth, she started choking and gagging. Carol took some of the cord and tied their heads tightly together. With the cardboard aligning their mouths, their lips were kept perfectly together.  As the guy started waking up again and struggling uselessly, Carol used more of the cord to tie them together in various places.

	“There,” that should do it,” Carol said, sounding satisfied with herself. To all appearances, especially with them struggling now to get free, it looked like they were making out together. “Where did you learn all that?” Brandy asked as they headed for the stairs.

	“I spent three years studying to be a dominatrix,” Carol told her. “Bondage has always been one of my biggest loves.”

	“You learned well.”

	“Up until they figured out that I have some extreme aggression issues.” “Hm… Same problem,” Brandy admitted.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol led the way to a door she had found when she had been searching for something to use to tie them up with. “I found the stairs to the upper floors back here,” she told Brandy. 

	She opened the door and the two went through. Before they reached the top of the steps, two men were aiming guns at them from above. “Really?” Brandy said. “Guns?” “Who are you?” one of the men asked.

	“Johnny sent for me,” Brandy told him a she kept going up.

	“I’m not aware that he sent for anyone. Who are you?”

	Brandy reached the top. The men moved back so she and Carol could stand at the top of the stairs. She noticed four other men, all with guns in their hands watching them. She looked at the one who had done the speaking so far. “Put that gun away or you’ll be eating it before you know what happened.”

	“And I’ll kill the rest of you.” Carol added.

	The man grunted a laugh. Brandy didn’t wait, her hands reached out and flipped the gun in his hand so it was facing backwards, at the same time, she pulled it into her own hand. As she was doing it, her body was already in motion, moving to the side of him. She pushed against his chest while her legs swept his legs out from under him. He fell to his back and she shoved the gun into his mouth.

	Carol had her own gun pulled before any of the others could react. “Don’t move!” she told them all.

	Brandy checked to make sure everything was secure, still holding the gun in the guy’s mouth, she asked. “Where’s Johnny?” She heard a door open and she looked up.

	“What’s going on out here?” a man in a nice sport jacket and tie asked.

	“Any of these men you want dead?” Carol asked. “Not particularly,” the man replied. “What do you want?” “Johnny Morrow sent for me,” Brandy told him.

	“I did? Who are you?”

	“Vinny sent me.”

	The look on the man’s face changed to one of astonishment. “Retribution!”

	“If that’s the way you want to look at it,” Brandy replied. “Are you Johnny?” “Yes. Come in.” He looked around at his men. “Put your guns away. We need her.” “And her?” one of the men asked, pointing his gun at Carol.

	“She’s with me,” Brandy told them.

	“Come in then. Both of you,” Morrow offered as he retreated into his office. He closed the door behind them. The office was small with just a desk. Morrow headed around to the back of it and sat down. “This isn’t my usual office,” he told them. “This building is one I’m still in the process of acquiring. How did you find me?” “We have…contacts,” Carol replied.

	Morrow looked at her for a moment, hoping for more information, but it didn’t come.

	“What’s with the mask?” he asked Brandy?”

	“I find it better if I keep who I am to a discrete few.”

	“And her?” he asked. “She doesn’t have a mask.”

	“Death doesn’t need one.”

	“Johnny laughed. “Death and Retribution. Forgive me, but you two sound like a comic book. Especially with that mask.”

	“I know. Sorry about that. The nickname wasn’t my idea. It just stuck somehow. You asked for my help?”

	“Yes! I was beside myself before, and things are only getting worse.” “Start from the beginning,” Brandy suggested.

	“I heard through the grapevine that some of the other…organizations in town, lost a few men. I kept listening, but I didn’t start worrying that much until I lost one of mine.” “Knife slash across the throat?” Carol asked.

	“No. Shot.”

	“Shot?”

	“Yeah. Why?”

	“We went to see Geovelli earlier and some of his men were murdered by someone who knew how to use a knife.”

	“I heard his men had their throats slit,” Morrow replied. “So, you’ve been to see Geovelli?”

	“You weren’t due back until this afternoon.”

	“I almost didn’t come back at all. But I’ve got a business to run. It’s just a bit harder to run it out of this office.”

	“How many have you lost so far?” Brandy asked.

	“Five. Total. But I know others have lost a lot more.”

	“According to Geovelli, he said they seemed to start with the…uh…lower management types, but they’re moving up the ladder now.”

	“That’s what caught my attention. Did he tell you we had several meetings, all the bosses in town, about this? I brought that up at the last meeting. It wasn’t until then that anybody realized it.”

	“But you did.” Carol stated. What made you realize it?”

	“I watched the reports of who was murdered every night. My contacts keep abreast of who everyone is in town and what they’re doing.” “Good business practice,” Brandy noted.

	“Just like everyone else does,” Johnny replied.

	“So you contacted Vinny to bring me in to help?”

	“I won’t lie to you. I’m scared. For my life and my business. We all are. I heard rumors about you, about the things you’ve done in the past. I also heard about some of the other things you’ve done, like branding Geovelli’s men. His men! When he hired you!”

	“Johnny, you may be paying to bring me out here, but that doesn’t mean I won’t mess you up. Or you men.”

	He looked at her angrily. “I get that, but I’m hoping it won’t happen. Right now, I think the circumstances are pointing toward something so dire that it was worth taking the chance.” Brandy nodded. “I’ll…try to leave your men alone. I just won’t make any promises.” Morrow nodded.

	“Who do you think is behind it?” Carol asked.

	“Someone with a big organization,” Morrow replied. “I know Geovelli thinks it’s Beastman, but while Vince is smart and absolutely ruthless, I don’t think he’s got the manpower to do what I’ve seen.”

	“It only takes one good one,” Carol noted.

	“But that one good one can’t be in multiple places at the same time. I’ve heard of cases where three people were killed, in three different parts of the city, at the same time.” “Well, so much for my theory that it was only one,” Carol muttered.

	“True,” Brandy replied.

	“If it wasn’t Vince,” Brandy asked, “who do you think is behind it?”

	“If I had to guess, either Geovelli himself, or perhaps Omar Besinski. They’re the two biggest in this city. They’ve both got huge organizations, and the few men they claim they lost, they could easily replace with others.”

	“We’ll check,” Brandy told him. “Is there a number where I can reach you directly? Since you’re hiding out here and I’m guessing you have a few other places in mind as well.”

	Johnny pulled out a pad of paper, wrote a phone number on it, then tore the paper off. My personal cell. The only one I have.”

	“Brandy nodded. Thanks.”

	“What were you doing in New York?” Carol asked. “Geovelli was out there too.”

	Johnny nodded. “We both were. Omar too.”

	“Why? Anything to do with this problem?”

	“No. A new drug. Something that one of the…forgive me,” he said to Brandy, “mafia bosses in New York started working on a few years ago. It didn’t get very far because the Feds caught him. Now one of his relatives is trying to get the project started again.” “New drugs?” Brandy asked.

	“Yeah. Long lasting. Time released opium. It’ll keep you high and junked up all day. At the price we can sell something like that for, even selling less of it, we’ll make a fortune.”

	“Makes sense,” Carol replied. “I wonder why I haven’t heard anything about that down in

	South America.”

	“South America?”

	“She works there a lot. She does what I do, but mostly in other countries.”

	Johnny nodded. “But you’re both here…I guess, working together?”

	“Believe it, or not.”

	“Ready to go Ret?” Carol asked.

	“Yeah, uh…Dee. We’ll get back to you Johnny.”

	As they walked down the steps, Carol noted. “Did he seem brighter to you than most guys?”

	“Yes. Younger too for someone in his position.”

	“He was smart enough to call you in when he needed help,” Carol noted.

	“Desperate is more like it.”

	“True. He didn’t care that you might…play with his men a bit.”

	“I noticed. I really need to watch myself though. That’s not good for business.”

	“But it is good for your reputation.”

	Brandy brightened. “Very true!”

	As they walked out, they noticed that the couple they had “put together” were still at it in the office. “I wonder how long they’ll stay like that?” Brandy mentioned.

	“They can stay like that forever, for all I care,” Carol replied.

	Brandy continued to stare at the still struggling couple. “I think I’m definitely going to have to bring Ralphie out here.”

	“Your secretary?”

	“Yeah. I think I’m going to need him more than I thought.”

	“Is he that good in bed? I thought that we…”

	Brandy laughed. “Don’t worry. Making love with you was…maybe the best ever for me.

	And as for Ralphie, well, you’ll just have to see when he gets here.”

	“I can’t wait.”

	“Where to next?” Brandy asked. “Vince the Beast?”

	“No. I wouldn’t think so. According to Morrow, Vince’s organization is too small. He didn’t think he had the manpower to pull something like this off.”

	“So where do we go?” Brandy asked. “Your people won’t be able to get us that information until later.”

	“How about back to the hotel. I’m thinking a short nap wouldn’t hurt after last night. Then tonight we can start looking again after we get the list.”

	“A nap? Your place or mine?”

	Carol smiled. “My sheets are already messed up. Why waste yours?”

	“But if I call Ralphie to come, I’d rather he see that we’ve been fully using my bed together.” “In that case, your place works just as well.”

	They climbed into a cab together and headed back toward the hotel. “Wait!” Carol told the driver at one point. I need to make a quick stop and run into the store.” The driver pulled to the curb. Brandy stayed in the car while Carol ran inside. She was out a few minutes later and the cab continued its journey to the hotel. Carol pulled three packages of thin rope from the bag in her hand to show Brandy. “Something tells me that if I keep hanging around you, I’m going to need this.” Brandy laughed.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol lay naked in Brandy’s bed while Brandy, also naked, walked around her bedroom and talked on the phone. “Ralphie! Stop begging! I told you I want you to come, and that’s all there is to it!”

	“But Miss Brandy,” the voice on the other end replied. “That’s out in…I’d have to fly out there.”

	“Yes. And I expect you here tomorrow as early as possible.”

	“But Miss Brandy…”

	“Ralphie! You know what happens when you argue. Just for that, when you show up here, it better be in some very wet diapers!”

	“No Mistress. Please! No!”

	“Ralphie! You want to make it worse?” “No,” the contrite voice replied.

	“Then you know what you have to do. I’ll text you more instructions tonight.”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy. But Miss Brandy,” he tried again, “please, may I take a train instead?”

	“No! I told you I want you to fly. And get here early. I may not be here in the room when you arrive. In fact, I probably won’t be, but it wouldn’t be the first time. You know what to do. At least, you better if you don’t want to make things worse for yourself.” “Do I have to do this, Miss Brandy?” the pathetic voice came back.

	“Ralphie, I’m working with a woman who made a man nail his own cock to a tree stump. Then she made him drive nails through each of his testicles to nail them down as well. And the only way he had to get free, was the knife she left him. At least you still have your useless cock. Would you like me to turn you over to her for a while?”

	“No. Please, Miss Brandy. I’ll be there. Just like you asked.”

	“Good! See that you follow all my instructions.”

	“I’ll will, Miss Brandy. I’ll be there.”

	“Good!”

	 


Chapter 08 – Journey of a Thousand Miseries.

	 

	Brandy and Carol were sound asleep in each other’s arms. It had been another late night, but at least they had napped frequently during the day, and on and off again during the night. Now, they were both dead to the world.

	Wu Enterprises had delivered a copy of the report Carol asked for to each of them, except that when it was delivered, they were both together. They had spent part of the evening studying it, before going back to bed. Room service had sufficed for their dinner…if you didn’t count the sex.

	While they slept the early morning hours away, the time difference made it several hours later in Cleveland. A figure opened the door to the expensive condominium and looked around. A taxi was waiting for him out at the curb. Why couldn’t Brandy arrange for Sammy to drive him instead of making him take a taxi everywhere he went? But he knew the answer to that. There was no need to wonder why.

	Grabbing his two small suitcases and his large tote that he would take on the plane with him, Ralphie stuck his purse up on his arm and carefully descended the steps. His red four–inch heels were no problem on the steps at all. It was a rare treat for him to wear anything less than four–inch heels…except that when he did get to wear lower heels, he always had other problems that made the shoes seem like nothing at all. He had a pair of those flats in his suitcase now. Flats that were far more humiliating to wear than the red high heels he had on now. 

	He made his way out to the taxi…not a ride share, but a taxi. Miss Brandy had ways of checking up on him and this was one of them. Someone in her family owned the taxi company, and she seemed to have more distant family members than he could count. Of course, that didn’t mean that he didn’t still have to pay the driver. Any little humiliation.

	The taxi driver was one he had seen before – thank God! The man took his suitcases and put them in the trunk, but not without looking him over and laughing at him. He felt like such a fool. How long since he had been allowed to wear pants now? Any pants! Four years! Over four years. It had been four years since he had been allowed to wear any male clothing at all – anywhere!

	The ride in the taxi was one of the few calm spots in his journey. He was very aware of that during the ride to the airport. When they arrived, he dreaded getting out of the cab, but he knew by now that he had no choice. Just as he had no choice in anything at all in his life. Not anymore. His flight didn’t leave until ten, but he was far earlier than most people would worry about getting to the airport. He knew from experience that he was going to need that extra time. Especially since she had gotten angry because he had argued with her on the phone. He hadn’t argued, she just claimed he did. Not that it mattered. But because of it, his trip was going to be far more…uncomfortable. A difficult proposition considering the rest of his life.

	As required, he checked his two suitcases into the baggage system and headed for the gate. A walk that would probably take anyone else about ten minutes but was probably going to take him a good hour. He knew that from experience. That was why he was so early. Worse, the time he had arrived at the airport was in the middle of the early morning rush hour when most of the businesspeople were rushing to catch their flights. The place was packed with people. It wasn’t what he wanted, but it was the earliest flight he could arrange to fly out to Nevada where Miss Brandy was waiting for him.

	As he made his way through the airport, he was very aware of all the people staring at him. The red dress she had texted she wanted him to wear seemed to call more attention to him than many of his other dresses. The red shoes didn’t help either. Nor did the fact that no matter how he wished otherwise, she made sure that he looked like a man who was wearing women’s clothes – all the time, everywhere, under all circumstances. Humiliation, his entire life.

	And speaking of humiliation, there ahead of him was one of the biggest. The reason why he had to come so early, and the reason he would be delayed so long. The security check. He removed his shoes. He removed his jewelry. He set his tote and his purse to go through the x–ray machine. But all that still wasn’t going to get him through security. As he stepped up to go through the scanner, he prayed it wouldn’t go off. But of course, it did. Shit!

	“Do you have anything else that’s metal on you?” the security agent asked.

	“Yes, but I can’t put it through the x–ray machine.”

	“Step over here please.”

	He walked over to the side where the security guard started running the scanner over him. The scanner didn’t find anything during most of the scan and Ralphie was hoping it wouldn’t, but the moment it got to that one certain point, off it went. Shit!

	The security guard looked at the spot where the detector had gone off, but he was reluctant to touch it. “I’m sorry,” he said, “but you’re going to have to undress. Wait here.”

	Ralphie knew that already. So far, luck wasn’t on his side. But then, luck was never on his side anymore. The wait was longer than he wanted. Of course, he never wanted to leave home – period! Another guard finally arrived. A supervisor. He grabbed his shoes, his jewelry, his tote bag, his purse, and followed the guard out of the area to a private room.

	“Haven’t I seen you here before?” the guard asked.

	“Probably. It seems like I wind up getting on a plane several times a year now.”

	“And I remember now why you couldn’t get through security before,” the guard replied. “I’m sorry, but you’re still going to have to show me. We can’t take the chance of anything illegal being smuggled onto the plane.”

	“I know,” Ralphie replied with a sigh. He pulled up the skirt of his dress, exposing the top of his pantyhose and his frilly panties. He pulled both down, exposing his sex organ and the heavy metal contraption that was on it that crushed his penis down now to just one single inch in length.

	“If I remember correctly, the guard said, you had a different one the last time we did this.”

	“Yeah. This one is new.”

	“And a whole lot smaller!”

	“Don’t remind me.”

	“Can you still pee out of that thing?” the guard asked.

	“There’s a tube going up inside me to make sure I can.”

	The guard nodded. “Can you unlock it and take it off for the flight? Do you have a key?”

	“I have the key. I’ve always got the key. It just does me no good. It was welded in place the day after it got put on me.”

	The guard laughed and shook his head. He took a handheld scanner and ran it over him completely again. Finding nothing more, he said, “You can get dressed now. Sorry for the delay.”

	The security guard left him and Ralphie fixed his dress, put his shoes on, and put his jewelry back on. Then he headed for the nearest men’s room. Since he always wore dresses now, he hated going into the men’s rooms. She wouldn’t let him use the ladies’ rooms of course, not since it was always obvious that he was a man. But walking into a men’s room while wearing a red dress and heels didn’t exactly make him comfortable. Ever! And Brandy made doubly sure he got to spend plenty of time in various men’s rooms. He headed for the furthest toilet stall and went in.

	He hated doing this! Fortunately, at least lately, he hadn’t had to do it very often. He always did his best to stay on Brandy’s good side just to avoid doing things like this. He hiked the skirt of his dress way up. He removed his shoes again. He removed his pantyhose. He removed his panties. From his tote bag he pulled out a thick adult diaper covered in little girl designs. He had lots of practice putting those things on now. Once in place, he used his phone to take a picture of it before texting the photo to Brandy. He pulled his pantyhose back up over the thick diaper and he put his shoes on again. His panties went into his tote bag.

	From his purse he pulled out a small pouch containing more jewelry. From it he extracted two tiny gold padlocks. The locks were open. After he inserted them into the straps holding his shoes on, the locks weren’t unlocked anymore. He had the keys to his chastity device, not that they did him any good. He didn’t have the keys to the locks on his shoes. Neither did Miss Brandy. She had to pick the locks for him every time she allowed him to remove them. And most of the shoes that he owned were lockable, so whenever she wanted them locked, he usually wound up wearing them for long periods of time. Even the shiny pink little–girl flats with the pink bows on the toes that were in his suitcase were lockable. He hated those shoes more than anything! Not to mention the two outfits she had specified he bring with him that went with the shoes.

	Now that his shoes were locked on, he took another picture of them locked and texted it to Miss Brandy as well.

	Finally ready, he boldly walked out of the men’s room. For once, he hadn’t been required to do anything else while he was in there like she often forced him to do. He made his way to the gate to wait until the plane departed.

	As he sat there, as always, he was aware of everyone looking at him. At least they couldn’t tell he was wearing a big diaper under his dress – yet! They might by the time he got to Las Vegas though. Brandy had made sure that he knew his diaper had to be soaked by the time he got there. Knowing that, he wandered away from the gate and bought himself some coffee. Feeling like the biggest fool in the world, he wet his diaper before he got back to his seat to wait for the plane to arrive.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Do you want breakfast?” Brandy asked before she headed for the shower.

	“Sure. You want to call room service, or do you want me to do it.”

	Brandy picked up the phone, conferred a moment with Carol, then placed the order. Only then did she go into the bathroom to get cleaned up. Like Carol’s room had the day before, her room smelled deliciously of all the sex they had shared.

	Carol was still naked when Brandy came out of the bathroom. She went to Carol and kissed her deeply on the lips.

	“Keep that up,” Carol said, “and we won’t get anything done today.”

	“I’ve been thinking about that,” Brandy replied. “I don’t think we should bother with the bosses anymore. I doubt we can learn anything from them.”

	“You want to try to find someone who was around when some of the murders took place?”

	“If we can find anyone to talk to us.”

	“And if they saw anything.”

	“The only way to find out, will be to ask.”

	“I agree,” Carol replied. “Let’s do it.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie sat in his seat on the plane and stared down at his long red acrylic nails resting in his lap. The light glittered off the bracelet on one wrist and the woman’s watch on his other. At least he hadn’t gotten a seat next to a kid. He hated that. It was bad enough having to sit next to anyone at all. The lady on his left side had looked at him with disbelief when he had sat down. She had commented on his nice dress and earrings, then said nothing more. That didn’t keep her from looking at him. The guy sitting on his other side had muttered a few curse words, then had done his best to ignore him so far. The best thing he could possibly hope for from both the people sitting next to him.

	The jet started moving. Faster and faster. He felt the dramatic tilt as it left the ground and headed into the sky. A few minutes later, the jet leveled out and the seatbelt sign was turned off. He didn’t care about the seatbelt sign. He wasn’t going to be getting out of his seat. With his eyes still cast down at the red nails in his lap, his mind roamed back over his life.

	He used to be one of the biggest pimps in Chicago. Well, he was up and coming anyway. Heading toward being a major player. But that had all changed four years ago. In order to get the girls he wanted, he had resorted to kidnapping women that he felt sure his clients would want. Unfortunately, he had kidnapped one girl too many. He didn’t know it until later, but she had been the daughter of an Italian gentleman…who wasn’t much of a gentleman. He was a mafia boss. He didn’t know that though when he had taken the girl. He simply grabbed her and stuck her into his breaking program, making her pliable to his every wish. Once caught, there could never be any escape for any of his girls. The drugs and frequent beatings he handed out insured that.

	And then came one more girl. The woman he shouldn’t have touched. But he couldn’t resist. She was so perfect! He had kidnapped her, or so he thought. He found out later that she had only allowed him to take her so that she could find out where he had taken the woman she had been looking for. He had gotten her as far as his breaking house, and all hell broke loose. Hell like he’d never seen. The woman was a terror like nothing else. She literally took out him and all his men, in minutes. All his men. Dead! Except him. She had kept him alive for the purpose of…retribution. In his silent reverie, he shuddered.

	Instead of breaking her, she had taken him home with her, and broken him. Totally broken him. No drugs. Just pain. He swore to himself, over and over, that he wouldn’t let her break him. But there was only so much he could take before he started giving in a little bit here, then a little more there, until before long, he was so terrified of not doing whatever she wanted, that he didn’t dare disobey her. But all that had only been the beginning. The beginning of a never–ending nightmare.

	Now, four years later, he was not just her plaything, but her private secretary. Running errands for her, booking hotels and flights for her. Doing absolutely anything she asked. Anything! He had no choice. And all that was just the practical side of his life.

	His closet in her condo would most likely be the envy of most women. It was filled with beautiful dresses, and she made sure that he went out shopping for more very often. By himself! He had a few skirts, but very few. She preferred that he wear dresses all the time. No pants of any kind – ever. And he knew better than to mention wearing men’s clothes again. His shoe collection would also be the envy of most women, except that they were mostly very high heels and the majority of them were lockable, like the pair he was currently wearing. He had jewelry, and purses, and bras and breast forms in all sizes, and miserably tight corsets that he had to wear all the time too. The corset he was wearing just then was one of her favorites, not his. She claimed the corsets made his dresses fit better. He’d rather buy bigger dresses.

	But worst of all was the fact that she didn’t allow him to sit in her condo and do nothing. He had to go out every single day – somewhere. He ran her errands, he went shopping, and frequently she loaned him out to another pimp where he had to sell himself on the street corners. He had gone from being a pimp, to being pimped out. Then there were also all the times when she gave him a stack of ten–dollar bills and made him go out and pay men ten dollars each for the privilege of giving them blow–jobs or letting them rape his ass. After a while, the men would line up when they saw him coming.

	Now she had demanded that he follow her out to Las Vegas. Why? What new horrors awaited him out there? He didn’t want to think about it. All he knew was that it was going to be very humiliating. The only reason he was still alive, was so that he could live through every humiliating thing she could think of to put him through.

	Speaking of humiliation, he let himself wet his diaper again before the plane landed. He’d had to go for a while now anyway. He prayed that none of the people sitting near him had super sensitive noses and could smell him. Hopefully, they would only notice the perfume he had worn that day instead.

	Walking in the thick, now soaked diaper to get his luggage wasn’t fun. The diaper rubbing against his legs was a major irritation. Not that he could do anything about it. Like everything else in his life, he had to live with it. Standing around waiting for the luggage to get unloaded from the plane wasn’t fun either. He stood there for an eternity in his red four–inch heels before the bags finally started to come out. He finally got both of his suitcases and headed outside to find a taxi.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Okay,” Carol said as she hung up her phone. “They had trouble digging up anything, but they think that one of Omar Besinski’s men might have at least seen them. The problem is going to be getting to talk to him.”

	“Do you want to go about it the hard way, the easy way, or the fun way?” Brandy asked.

	“The fun way, usually, but if there’s an easy way it might save us some time.”

	“Right. Let me call Morrow and see if he can get in touch with Omar and smooth the way for us.”

	“Works for me,” Carol replied.

	There was a knock at the door. Both women automatically tensed. “I wonder if that’s Ralphie,” Brandy whispered while Carol pulled her gun out. “He should be due about now.” She carefully looked through the peephole in the door. “Ralphie!” she whispered excitedly. Carol put her gun out of sight while Brandy opened the door.

	It was almost second nature to him now, but that didn’t mean he didn’t hate doing it each and every time. As required, he curtseyed. “Hello Miss Brandy,” he said the moment he saw her.

	Brandy giggled. “Hi Ralphie. Come in.” She waited until he had dragged his two suitcases into the room. She closed the door behind him. “Ralphie, this is my good friend Carol. Please say hello.”

	Ralphie wondered if this was the woman who had nailed some poor guys cock to a tree, then made him cut it off to get loose…which he figured would have probably killed him. He curtseyed nicely. “Hello Carol. Is it Miss Carol, or Mrs. Carol? Or Ms. Carol?”

	“Miss will do nicely,” Carol replied with a chuckle as she came over to see him better. “You wore that dress all the way from…where…Cleveland?”

	Ralphie curtseyed again. “Yes, Miss Carol. I have no choice but to wear dresses everywhere I go.”

	Carol raised an eyebrow and looked over at Brandy.

	“I don’t allow him to wear anything but dresses and a few skirts. Mostly all dresses though.

	And absolutely no men’s clothes of any kind.” She looked to Ralphie. “Is your diaper wet?”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy.”

	“Show me.”

	He lifted the skirt of his dress and lowered his pantyhose so she could see better.

	“Wet but still plenty of room for more,” Brandy decided while Carol smirked at what she saw. “But I’m going to be nice to you this time. You can change that diaper now for a fresh one. But only because I want Carol to see your new chastity device first. Pull that diaper off and show her.”

	It wasn’t the first time Ralphie had been forced to remove his underwear in front of someone and show off whatever chastity device she had him currently locked into. He didn’t remember ever having to remove a diaper to do it before though. He stripped the wet diaper off and held it behind his back, standing still so that Carol could examine what she had done to him.

	Carl took a close look at the device. His cock was jammed into it, crushing it down to the small length of the heavy metal cage. She was surprised at how big the bars of the steel cage were. She had no doubt that the thing would be a nightmare to try and cut off him. She noted the built–in lock. “Do you carry around the key for this thing all the time?” she asked Brandy.

	“I don’t have the key at all. I make him carry it. In fact, I require him to keep the key for it. It just won’t do him any good. I had it welded together as soon as I made sure it was going to work.”

	Carol chucked. “Very nice,” she commented.

	Brandy took charge again. “Ralphie, your room is over there,” she told him as she pointed to the second bedroom. “Standard hotel protocol applies in all things. Make sure you check the room for bugs before you go out today.” She turned to Carol. “We found one once when we weren’t expecting to find one. It was supposed to just be busy work for him. Since then, it’s one of his more important duties when he travels with me.”

	She turned back to Ralphie. “Fresh diaper. Then I want you wearing one of the little–girl outfits I told you to bring.”

	“Miss Brandy…please!” Ralphie begged, horrified by her request.

	“Do you want me to make it worse?”

	Ralphie figured there was no way she could ever make anything worse than what she had just told him to do, but he knew her too well. She could always find ways to make his life more miserable. He gulped. “Will you unlock my shoes so I can change?”

	 


Chapter 09 – Monster Questions.

	 

	Carol sat in the backseat of the taxi next to Brandy. Her mind however was more on Ralphie than on the job ahead of them. Ralphie had been a true sight by the time Brandy had sent him out of the room with a short list of things to do. The pink and white adult sized little girl dress, complete with petticoats, white tights, and pink Mary Jane shoes with a big bow on each toe looked ridiculous on him. She had watched with great amusement as Brandy had put locks on each of his shoes then two more small locks on the back of his dress so there would be no way he could remove any of it. And underneath it all, a thick diaper that could often be seen below the hem of his dress as he moved. She knew that Brandy would be checking later to see how wet that diaper was.

	And then Brandy had given him a short list of things to do and sent him out of the room. She could literally see the tears of humiliation threatening to run down Ralphie’s face by the time she kicked him out the door. His first task, find a nail salon and have the red color on his long acrylic nails changed for a baby pink color that would go with the outfit he was wearing. After that, she had told him that there were a number of adult baby shops in town and he had to go into each and every one of them and look at everything carefully. She would be questioning him later as to exactly what he found in each one. She told him to buy anything that caught his eye, but he had to buy at least one package of diapers from each store. The thickest ones he could find that had little girl designs on them.

	Carol laughed again at the thought of what Brandy was doing to him, and especially at the remembered sight of him as he had left the room. He had once been a pimp in Chicago. Now look at him. Retribution indeed!

	The taxi dropped them off in front of a large office building where Omar Besinski had his offices. From the reports, they knew that Besinski was the second largest criminal organization in town, but it was beginning to rival the size of Romo’s. Brandy lowered the black mask over her head before she and Carol got out of the car. She noted six men standing out in front of the building. Three of them were ones she had seen up in Johnny Morrow’s office. He had said he would be here for this meeting too. But the man they needed to talk with was one that belonged to Omar. To see him, they were going to have to go through both Omar and Johnny.

	There were no guns out this time, but Brandy noticed how nervous Morrow’s men looked. One of them nodded toward Carol and Brandy and led them inside. Carol chuckled a laugh as three of them walked in front and the other three walked behind. She could take all of them out in seconds. She had no doubt that Brandy could too. They rode up the elevator to the top floor. The men surrounded them up there on all sides. Carol figured that the new positions would only make it easier to take them out faster. She did her best not to laugh and just walked along with Brandy toward the far end of the hall.

	They entered an office where there were more men waiting. Brandy noticed most of them were carrying guns, but nobody had pulled one out. They better not! She had spent the entire journey through the building trying not to rip the men around her apart. She was almost proud of herself for not moving a muscle against them.

	“Retribution. Death. This way.”

	They looked to see Morrow standing in another doorway. They headed for him and the men who had been surrounding them stayed away. Inside the office, there was another man. An older man who was bald on top with the rest of his hair going grey. By his looks, Carol guessed he was eastern European. His name, Besinski, seemed to confirm his eastern European looks.

	Omar Besinski looked at the two women who had entered his office, but despite the mask covering one of their faces, his eyes went directly to Carol. Morrow had told him that the one with the mask would be Retribution. He had heard all about her. But worse, he also knew something about the one that everyone called Death. “Death.” He looked over at Brandy. “And Retribution.” He looked back to Death. “Is it true that you took out an entire

	Nicaraguan regiment and killed a hundred and twenty men?”

	Carol rolled her eyes. “I think that story gets worse every time someone tells it.” “You killed a hundred and twenty men?” Brandy asked.

	“I’m pretty sure there weren’t that many. It just seemed like it at the time. I was only after the general, but all his men seemed to get in the way. By the time I finally got to him, I was so pissed off that I cut both his hands off him while he was still alive for my proof of death, before I cut his heart out.”

	“Cool! You’ll have to tell me about it sometime.”

	Carol shrugged. “What’s to tell? I got…pissed. I was also PMSing at the time so maybe that had a little to do with it.”

	Brandy smiled. “Yeah. Some of my favorite bits of fun seem to happen around that time.”

	“If you and I ever have our periods at the same time, we’ve got to get together. It should be a blast.”

	“Absolutely!”

	Omar and Johnny were looking back and forth between the two. Omar finally focused on Brandy. “And you,” he said. He started to laugh. Then he pulled open a drawer in his desk and pulled out large wad of money. He set it on the desk in front of him. “That’s for you.”

	“Me?” Brandy asked. “What for?”

	“For providing me with the biggest laugh I’ve ever had. And I’m still laughing.”

	“Biggest laugh?”

	“Yeah. When you branded all of Romo’s men, you used my branding iron. Funniest thing I ever heard in my life!” He started laughing again at just the thought of it.

	“Romo did say you used his rival’s branding iron,” Carol mentioned.

	“Yeah,” Brandy replied. “But like I said, it was just the first opportunity I ever had to try one. I was curious.”

	“Let me know the next time you get curious about something. I want to be there,” Carol told her.

	“I will if I can.” She turned to Morrow. “We’re not here to talk about us. We just want to talk to someone who saw what happened.”

	“Not that it will help you much,” Omar replied. “But yeah. Hold on a sec.” He picked up his desk phone and called a number. “Send him in.”

	A moment later, the office door opened and a man walked in. He eyed the two women carefully, especially the one in the mask. He said nothing to anyone.

	“George,” Omar said. “Tell these two ladies what you saw when Nico got offed.”

	George continued to eye the two women suspiciously before he spoke. “I didn’t see much of anything,” he told them. “I was in the…uh…one of our places of business,” he continued. “I stepped out into the alley and saw two guys running around the corner into the main road. When they turned, I noticed the automatic rifles in their hands. I heard one shot, then they ran back into the alley again and right past me. But the guys had their faces almost completely covered. The only thing I could see were their eyes. I didn’t have a gun on me, but the first one ran at me anyway and knocked me down before they kept going and were gone. The whole thing didn’t last ten seconds.”

	“Interesting,” Carol said. “They could have killed you, but they didn’t.”

	“No. And I’m very glad about that!” “I’m sure you are,” Carol replied.

	“Let me ask you this,” Brandy said. “You said they had their faces almost completely covered so you could only see their eyes. How did they cover their faces? Were they both the same?”

	“Yeah, come to think of it. They both had some kind of black cloth wrapped around their heads. All the way around, I guess a couple of times, so that only their eyes were showing.”

	“Were they wearing gloves?”

	“No. Not that I remember.”

	“Were they black?” Brandy asked next.

	“No. I could see that much easy enough. No. they were both white.” “What were they wearing?” Brandy asked next.

	George shook his head. “Just…clothes. You know. Uh…I noticed they were both wearing boots though.”

	“Boots? Good. What kind of boots. Like cowboy boots?”

	“Nah. Not like that at all. Black. Like military boots.”

	“Military boots!” Carol exclaimed as she now took up the questioning. “You said they were carrying automatic rifles. “How do you know they were automatic?”

	“I may not have had a gun on me then, but I know my guns. I was in the army for four years.”

	“So if you were in the army, then did you notice how they carried their weapons? Were they both the same?”

	George looked at her suspiciously. He looked over at Brandy, then back to Carol. “Yeah. Like she asked about how they covered their faces. Both of them held their guns the same way too, across their chests. We did that a lot in the army.”

	Carol glanced over at Brandy for a moment before asking her next question. “Did you see them take the shot?”

	“No. They were around the corner when it happened. I didn’t actually see it.”

	“So you don’t know which one actually did the shooting.”

	“I’m guessing it was the first one, the shot came almost as soon as the second one turned the corner.”

	Carol nodded. “So it was quick. And then they ran back and were gone.”

	“Yeah, but not before they knocked me down.”

	“Like I said before. They had the chance to kill you, but they didn’t. Which means they were only supposed to kill one person and that’s all.”

	“Thank God!”

	Brandy asked the next question. “Did you hear them say anything at all?”

	“Nope. Not a thing. It was in and out. Quick.” “What did you do next?” Carol asked.

	“Me? I ran to the street to see what happened. I saw Niko lyin’ there dead with a hole through his forehead.”

	“Through his forehead?” Carol confirmed.

	“Yeah. A damn good shot!”

	“Sounds like it.”

	“What did you do next?” Brandy asked.

	“Me? I grabbed my phone and called…uh…my supervisor.”

	“You didn’t try to chase them?”

	“Are you kidding? They were gone and I didn’t have a gun. I ain’t got no death wish.” “Did you talk to the police?” Brandy asked next.

	“Hell no! I got the hell out of there.”

	“Is there anything else you want to add?” Carol asked. “Anything at all that you noticed about them or about what they did or how they acted?”

	“Nope. It was all so quick you wouldn’t believe it. Seconds!”

	Carol nodded. “That’s what I thought.” She looked over to Brandy. “Any other questions for him?”

	“None I can think of. That was more information than I thought we’d get.” “Yeah. For sure!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie looked up at the store front. He had done this a million times in the last few years. That didn’t make it any easier. Especially with the way he was dressed now. He had been forced to ask the hotel concierge for directions to the nearest nail salon. And then he had also asked the concierge to call him a taxi. Waiting out in front of the beautiful hotel as all the people streamed passed him was another exercise in humiliation. Every last one of them looked him over. Many of them laughed at him as if he was an attraction. And one middle– aged woman stood next to him and asked if she could have her picture taken with him. He literally was a Las Vegas attraction. He had climbed into the taxi as fast as he could the moment it pulled up to the curb.

	As always, every head in the nail salon turned to look at him as soon as he walked in. He asked to have the color on his nails changed. Fortunately, he didn’t have to wait. He was shown right back to one of the nail techs. Most nail techs were oriental. Vietnamese, in Cleveland. This one was oriental as well. In fact, all of them in the place were. No surprise, his nail tech was doing her best to stifle her laughter. He sat.

	“What can I do for you today?” she asked, then started laughing at him again. “I need to change my nail color to something that will match my outfit better.” She started laughing again.

	Getting his nails done was so much fun!

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“They sounded like mercenaries,” Brandy noted once they were heading back toward the hotel.

	“Without a doubt. It would explain a lot,” Carol agreed.

	“The one who took the shot was good,” Brandy said. “Forehead, with no hesitation.” “Professional.”

	“Yeah. So where to?”

	“Good question,” Carol replied. “I figure that someone else had to have seen something. If every mob boss out here has had someone killed, then someone else had to have either seen it happen or at least noticed something.”

	“So where do we start?”

	“I don’t know. Romo said two of his men were killed with a knife. But the one we just talked to said guns were used. Morrow said his men were shot. It doesn’t jive.”

	“No. But it does if whoever is behind this has someone who prefers to work with a knife instead of a gun.”

	“Yeah. That’s what’s most likely going on. Which means at least three of them are running around killing people.”

	“Three mercenaries.”

	“For sure.”

	“Let me call Romo,” Brandy offered. “Let’s see if he can hook us up with someone who was there when his men were killed.”

	“Good idea. Ask if we can meet them where it happened too.”

	Brandy pulled her phone out and called Romo’s office. She talked for a few minutes then hung up. “He gave me the name of a casino to meet them in front of. One hour though.”

	“That will do. It’ll give us a chance to look around first.”

	Brandy gave the taxi driver the new destination. Ten minutes later, Brandy lowered her mask again and they got out of the car.

	“Are you going to wear your mask here too?” Carol asked.

	“This is Vegas,” Brandy replied. “Anything goes.” “Yeah. Even Ralphie!” Both women chuckled.

	Speaking of Ralphie,” Brandy said. She pulled out her phone and checked for a text message from him. She found it and looked at the picture he had sent. She passed the phone over to Carol. “His new nail color.”

	“Soft baby pink, just like you asked for,” Carol noted. “It doesn’t stand out much, but it’s pretty.”

	“In a few days, I’ll have him change it again for something else.” She put her phone away and glanced around. “Where do we start?”

	“Let’s split up and talk to people. See if anyone saw the murders. Are you going to be okay doing that with that mask?”

	“Didn’t I mention that this was Vegas?”

	Carol chuckled and headed away from her, trying to find someone who looked like they would be out on the street there often. She stopped a few people and asked if they had been around during the past month when the murders had taken place. Everyone she asked either looked at her strangely, or told her they didn’t remember any murders in the area. Judging by the number of people walking along the sidewalk, Carol wasn’t surprised.

	Everyone Brandy walked up to commented one way or another about her mask. A few asked if she was going to rob them. Brandy assured them that the mask was simply part of her outfit for the day. One woman liked the idea enough that she asked where Brandy got her mask. Brandy told her she had several in different colors and that they were custom made. Unfortunately, the woman had no knowledge of any murders in the area.

	Fifteen minutes later, Brandy and Carol met in front of the casino again. “Either we’re in the wrong place, or there’s no one here on the street who’s a regular enough to have seen it,” Carol told Brandy.

	“Or maybe it happened inside the casino,” Brandy suggested.

	“I’m thinking you must be right. Or, we’re in the wrong place entirely.”

	“Do you want to go in or wait here for Romo…or whoever he sends?”

	Carol looked at Brandy’s mask. “Maybe we better wait out here.” The two women stood near the entrance to the casino for a few minutes. “I wonder what Raphie is up to,” Carol asked.

	Brandy chuckled and pulled out her cell phone. She sent a text. A minute later, she got a reply. She handed her phone over to Carol and showed her a picture of endless stacks of adult diapers.

	“Does he always do exactly what you tell him to?” Carol asked.

	“He better. It’s been a while since I’ve had to punish him now, but he knows whenever I do, I tend to be overly cruel about it.” “I have no doubt,” Carol replied.

	“Hey!”

	Carol and Brandy turned at the voice. A man was standing in the doorway to the casino. He headed toward them, but his eyes seemed to be only on Brandy.

	“You!” the man said angrily. “I know you. I remember you! The only reason I’m not pulling out my gun right now and shooting you dead is because Mr. Geovelli himself called and asked me to talk to you. But try anything, and trust me, for a long time now I’ve wanted to put a bullet in your head, then two more in your foul black heart, and then shoot every bullet I’ve got left into everywhere else on your miserable body.” “Sounds like you’ve got a fan,” Carol said sarcastically.

	Brandy ignored her and faced down the man. “If I see you reaching for any kind of weapon, I can guarantee that I’ll have no trouble killing you on the spot. Is that clear?”

	The man looked at her. “Just so we each understand each other.”

	“You said you remember me? From what?”

	“I’ve got a damn brand burned into my ass thanks to you! I’d like to take a damn branding iron to every damn part of your body and see how you like it.”

	“You’re one of the ones she branded?” Carol asked, totally interested.

	“Yes!”

	“I’d pay good money to see it. Will you show me?”

	The man looked at Carol. “Hell no!”

	“Even for money? I can pay. According to my mother, I’m very rich.”

	“Go to hell lady!”

	“Okay. Just asking.” She turned to Brandy. “Touchy isn’t he.” “Yeah. Just so long as he doesn’t try anything, he’s safe from me.” “But how about from me?” Carol asked.

	“Lady,” the man said, “I don’t know you. I got no beef with you. But her…she just scares the bejeezus out of me.”

	Carol laughed. “Evidently, nobody told you about me, did they.”

	“I only need to know about her. She’s a holy terror!”

	“Yeah. I’ve seen her in action. I suggest you be on your best behavior towards her, even though I can’t wait to see her in action again.”

	The man looked back and forth between the two of them. “Follow me.” He led the way into the casino. “You had different hair when you were here last,” he said to Brandy as he walked. “Blonde. And a yellow mask.” “Blonde?” Carol asked.

	“It was a phase. I like changing my hair once in a while.”

	“Who doesn’t?”

	The man led them straight to a door at the side of the building, through a security checkpoint, then further into the building. Both Carol and Brandy automatically noticed the security cameras.

	“Romo’s not coming?” Brandy asked.

	“Not that I know of,” the man replied. “He phoned and asked me to give you whatever you need.”

	“Nice of him,” Carol noted.

	The man finally walked into a small office. “Now what can I do for you?” he asked.

	“We’re trying to find someone who either saw Romo’s men get murdered, or who was close by when it happened,” Brandy told him.

	“Saw it? Nobody actually saw it happen. And as to anyone being around. I was probably the closest.”

	“What did you see?”

	“Me? Nothing. When it happened, I was either back here at my desk or out in the security office watching the TV screens.”

	“How about the security videos?” Carol asked. “Didn’t they show anything?” “The cameras back there aren’t always in operation. “They were broken that night.” “Convenient,” Brandy noted.

	The man said nothing to that. Brandy realized that they probably turned those cameras on and off whenever it suited them. “Who found the bodies?” she asked.

	“Bodies? I only found one of them. I can’t tell you anything about the others.”

	“Can you show us where it happened?”

	“Yeah, but only because Mr. Geovelli himself said to help you.”

	He led the way out of his office. Down a hallway. Down another hallway, and almost to a door that had an exit sign on it. “Here,” he told them as he stopped about ten feet from that door. “I found Myers right here. The door there goes out behind the building. We sometimes use it for stuff coming into the club or for shipping stuff out. Myers usually oversaw whatever went in or out.”

	“Kind of like a supervisor?” Carol asked.

	The guy shrugged. “Maybe. I wouldn’t have put him in that category, but he was in charge of security back here.”

	“Security?” Brandy asked. “Was anything stolen that night or were there any other problems?”

	“None. Nothing. Just his dead body. And lady, it was a mess!”

	“A mess?”

	“His throat was cut. Ear to ear. There was blood all over the place.”

	“Do you have any idea how long he might have been dead before you found him?”

	“No. Not really. I only found him because I was going to head out back for a smoke.”

	“What did you do?”

	“Me? I reported it.”

	“To the police?”

	“Yeah. Of course.”

	“What did Geovelli say?”

	“I haven’t a clue. Today on the phone was the first time I ever talked to him.” “Any chance we can go back to his throat being slit?” Carol asked.

	“What do you mean?” the guy asked.

	“Did you see his throat clearly? Can you describe how the cut looked?”

	“I’m not sure. There was a ton of blood and I didn’t get that close.”

	“But you did see that his throat was slit.”

	“Lady, I couldn’t miss it!”

	“Did the cut look jagged at all, or was it clean?” Carol asked.

	“Uh…I guess clean. Why?”

	“Could you tell if the front of his throat was cut deeper than at the sides?”

	“Uh…not really,” he replied. What would that have to do with it?”

	“I’m trying to figure out if it was done with a knife, or a sword, or something else,” Carol told him.

	“A sword?”

	“It’s possible. I’ve used one or even a machete to kill men many times.”

	The guy’s jaw dropped. “You?”

	“Ret over here and I are very much alike,” Carol told him. “We’re pretty much in the same business. She was amused by his reaction to that. “So, knife, or sword?”

	“Uh…like I said, I’m not sure. I just remember a lot of blood all over everything.”

	“Carol nodded. Throat slits are always messy.”

	“Anything else?” the man asked, more interested now in just getting away from the two women.

	“Only one thing,” Carol replied. “Are you sure you won’t take a thousand dollars right now, just to show me your brand?”

	The man looked nervously back and forth between them. “And if I say no?” “I could make him,” Brandy suggested.

	“No. Don’t bother. If you branded that many men, I have no doubt we’ll come across a few others before we finish.” The man looked relieved.

	“Two thousand?” Carol asked.

	Once they were back out on the sidewalk, Brandy started looking around for another taxi.

	“You said you ride motorcycles,” Carol said.

	“I’ve ridden a few times. But not much.”

	“Would you have any objections to me having one of mine brought up for you to use? This business of getting around by taxi all the time stinks.”

	“We can rent a car.”

	“But a bike can get through the traffic easier and they’re easier to park.”

	“I know how to ride,” Brandy replied. “Like I said, I’ve done it a few times, but I don’t have a license for it.”

	“Huh! No problem. I can have Susan whip you up a license in no time. And then we can spend a little time getting you used to the bike. So what do you think?”

	“You have more than one bike?”

	“I’ve got a number of them stashed at different borders all over the world. I’ve got about half a dozen stashed for the United States alone. I can either have one brought up from Juarez or I’ve got a few out in California. Would you mind?”

	“No. Just as long as you give me a little practice with it. The places I go, I don’t usually need anything like that. Even here, I would think about a car first.”

	“I think I’m just more used to riding bikes. Plus, my riding suit has come in handy a few times.

	And all my bikes have some kind of riding suit stashed with them.”

	“Like one with pockets…for a gun?” “At the minimum,” Carol replied.

	“I’m in.”

	“So where to next?” Carol asked.

	“Do you have that last report with you that your people came up with?”

	“No. It’s back in the room.”

	“I noticed that the organization that lost the most men so far is the one under Miguel

	Lozano.”

	“The Mexican?”

	“Yeah. His organization is smaller than all the others, but so far, he’s also lost the most men. To me, that looked significant.”

	“Okay. So you figure since he’s lost the most men, someone there should have seen something?”

	“I’m thinking it’s a good place to start.”

	“Are you going to call Morrow first and see if he can smooth the way for us?” “Maybe I better.”

	 


Chapter 10 – Mexican Hat Dance.

	 

	The difficulty factor of carrying around three large bags of adult diapers was enormous. Especially dressed the way he was. The part that worried him, was that she had made him buy diapers in each of the adult baby stores he had gone into. Until this trip, it had been months now since she had made him wear diapers. But he knew from experience that she sometimes went through phases of making him do one thing for a while, then changing it up just when he was starting to get used to it. He prayed this wasn’t going to be one of those phases. He hated wearing and having to use the diapers like an infant. He hated even more the stupid silly little girl outfits she made him wear with them.

	Ralphie got out of the cab at the hotel. He allowed himself to have his picture taken with another middle–aged woman…why was it always the middle–aged ones that made such a fuss over him…and headed inside. He rode up on the elevator with a lot of other people, people who he guessed ranged from being disturbed by him to people who were amused. He just prayed that none of them could smell his wet diaper. He also prayed that Miss Brandy would let him change it – soon!

	Once off the elevator, he had to go all the way to the far end of the hallway to get to the room. He pulled his room key out of his small purse to get into the room…and his cellphone rang – Brandy’s ring! He dared not answer it quickly. “Hello Miss Brandy?”

	“Ralphie!” Brandy’s voice returned. “Where are you?” “I just now got back to the room,” he replied.

	“Good! How was your shopping trip?”

	“Not fun!”

	“Very good! Have you eaten yet?”

	“No, Miss Brandy. I was just going to order…”

	“Forget your plans. There’s a Chinese restaurant I want you to go to. I’ll text you the address. When you get there, order lunch, you’re probably going to have a bit of a wait since they said it would take a few hours.”

	“A few hours, for lunch?”

	“No, for something else. We just ate there. They’re expecting you. Don’t you dare leave before they give you something we asked for.”

	“What am I supposed to do if it takes so long?”

	“Eat. Drink. I don’t care. Just don’t leave without it. Then go it straight back to the room.

	You can change your diaper when you get back. We’ll see you there later.”

	“Miss Brandy. Can I please change this diaper first, before I go? It’s very wet.”

	“No! Now get to it! We’ll see you later.”

	Another errand for Miss Brandy. The last thing he needed just then, especially dressed the way he was. He was particularly distressed because he couldn’t change his wet diaper. He went into the room and dropped the bags of diapers on his bed, then went straight back out again to find a taxi.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The taxi let them out in front of a Mexican restaurant on the outskirts of town. Brandy again lowered her mask before they headed inside.

	“Nobody waiting outside with guns,” Carol noted.

	“Not yet. I have no doubt someone inside will have a gun handy though.” “No doubt,” Carol muttered.

	They opened the door. The receptionist took one look at them, especially the mask Brandy was wearing and gasped. A man quickly intervened before she could say or do anything and told her in Spanish that the two women were expected. He faced Carol and Brandy. “Are you the two that Morrow told us about?”

	“That’s us? Isn’t Morrow here?” Brandy asked.

	“He called a few minutes ago to say he couldn’t make it, but he asks that you phone him later to let him know how your discussion went.” “We’ll consider it,” Brandy told him.

	“This way then,” the man replied.

	“You know,” Brandy said as they were led toward the back of the restaurant, if we had known he would want to meet us in a restaurant, we could have had lunch here.”

	“Yeah. We didn’t know. But having Chinese again gave me a chance to ask for my gear to be sent up and to get them to compile an updated report.”

	“True.”

	They were led to a large table at the back of the restaurant where several men were sitting around it. “Miguel Lozano?” Brandy asked, looking around the table. 

	“That is me,” an elderly man replied. His Spanish accent was unmistakable. “And you must be the two that Morrow said was coming over.” “That’s us,” Carol told him.

	“Why the mask?” he asked Brandy.

	“It’s easier for me if fewer people know what I look like.” “Like…superman,” Lozano replied with a chuckle.

	“Superman doesn’t wear a mask,” Brandy corrected him.

	“I keep telling her she looks like Batgirl,” Carol told him.

	Lozano and a few of the others laughed. “No matter,” Lozano replied. “Mr. Morrow seems to think that you can help us. Personally, I don’t see it.”

	“Do you need help?” Brandy asked. “Do you want help? According to what we’ve learned, you’ve lost more men in the last month than anyone else. And that’s on top of the fact that your organization is smaller than any of the others. Someone is trying to wipe you out of this city first because you’re the smallest. So I’ll ask again, do you want our help?”

	Lozano looked angry. “Where do you get your information?” “Here and there,” Carol replied.

	“We’re just trying to ask questions about how the killings happened, that’s all,” Brandy told him. “If you don’t like it, just say so and we’ll leave.”

	“Just ask questions about it?” Lozano said. “What are you, the police?”

	“Huh!” Brandy grunted. “The furthest thing from it, believe me.”

	Miguel stared at her for a moment. “I have heard a few things about both of you…through the grapevine. I’ve heard that you both are very accomplished assassins. He nodded toward Carol. The things I’ve heard about you, are nothing but fantasies. I wouldn’t believe them if you rested your hand on my mother’s sacred bible and swore they were true.” He looked over at Brandy. “Some of what I’ve heard about you though, I know to be true.” He grunted a laugh. Branding Romo’s men with Besinski’s brand was one of the best things I’ve heard in years.”

	“Yeah,” Carol replied. “Omar got a big laugh out of it too.”

	“I’m sure he did. But that doesn’t mean I need either of you poking your noses into my business.”

	Brandy shrugged. “No problem. We’ll leave. And when they send their hired mercenary troops around to wipe out all the rest of you, we’ll have one less organization in town to worry about. Ready Dee?”

	“Ready Ret,” Carol replied. The two of them turned and walked out.

	“Where the hell are we going to find a taxi out here?” Brandy complained.

	“We really need those bikes,” Carol replied.

	“Yeah. For sure. It was a good idea.”

	The two of them started walking towards town.

	“That got us a lot of nowhere,” Carol said, referring to the meeting with Lozano.

	“You got any better ideas?” Brandy asked.

	“Nope. Going to them sounded like a good idea to me too. They’ve lost the most men. But I’m guessing that old Miguel in there is another one of those stupid proud Mexicans who doesn’t like women telling him what to do.”

	“I hate that kind,” Brandy replied. “I’d like to just take them all and rip their balls right off. Then fix them so they’re stuck in cheap dresses and doing nothing but menial women’s work for the rest of their stupid lives. Let him live the life of some of those women and see how he thinks then.”

	“You know, I can arrange exactly that,” Carols told her.

	“Huh! If only that were true!”

	“It is. Trust me. That’s what my mother does.”

	“Your mother? What do you mean?”

	“Have you ever heard of Janice Stokley?”

	“No. Who’s that?”

	“She’s one of the most wanted women in the world.”

	“Right after you, I’m guessing.”

	“No. I probably fall after her.”

	“Wow. She must be good. I’ve seen what you can do. And quite frankly, you scare me to death.”

	“Thanks. I feel the same way about you.”

	Brandy stopped them and looked into her eyes. “There’s lots of things we seem to feel the same way about each other.”

	“Yeah. Weird.”

	“But nice too.”

	“For sure.”

	“So, who’s Janice Stokley?” Brandy asked as they started walking again.

	“My mother.”

	“Your mother? After watching you just a little, I’d love to see her in action. She taught you well.”

	“She taught me a lot, but none of what you’ve seen comes from her. What she does is totally different.”

	“Different?”

	“Brandy, I consider myself to be a monster. I actually get a kick out of thinking of myself that way. But my mother is the most…incredible monster of all. She’s a mind control expert, and when she starts on you, she can gain so much control over your entire brain that you have no choice but to do whatever she wants for the rest of your life. And with the way she works, there’s no way for anyone to fight against it. None! Others have tried to copy her method, but nobody yet has been able to manage it. It’s absolutely uncanny what she does. Almost like magic. Like she’s got this brain control superpower.”

	“Huh!” Brandy grunted. “Between you and me…and I guess this mask, and now what your mother does, maybe Morrow as right, we do sound like a comic book.”

	“Trust me. I know it’s hard to believe. You’ve really got to see it to understand it. But it’s true. Believe me.”

	“I still want to meet her.”

	“I still want you to meet her too.”

	“Ladies!” a man’s voice called from behind them. 

	They turned and saw one of the men from the restaurant hurrying towards them.

	“Mr. Lozano would like to talk with you again.”

	Carol shook her head. “He waited long enough to decide that. We’d be gone if we could have found a cab.”

	“Or if we had better transportation,” Brandy agreed. “Let’s go. We came to talk to him. Let’s see if this time we can make some progress.”

	––––– o0o –––––

	They followed the man back into the restaurant, back to the table where Lozano and the other men were sitting. They stopped right where they had before. “We were almost gone,” Brandy told him. “If we had been able to find a cab, we would have been.”

	“But you weren’t,” Lozano pointed out. “You were right outside still. Waiting for me to call you back.”

	“Uh, boss,” the man who had brought them back in said. “They were halfway down the block, walking away.”

	Lozano stared at the women for a moment, then laughed. “You don’t even have your own car, and you expect to be able to help us?”

	“Our transportation is still on the way,” Carol told him. “It won’t be here until tomorrow.”

	“Stupid women!” Lozano swore. “Why did I even think you could help?”

	“Why did you bother bringing us back?” Brandy said back to him. “We could have found a cab by now and headed back to our hotel!”

	“Throw them out!” Lozano ordered. “Throw both those bitches out of here!”

	Four men got up from the table and approached the women. Brandy and Carol stood still and just waited. One of the men reached for Brandy, and she moved. So did Carol. Brandy yanked on the man’s arm while her leg kicked out and caught the other man under the chin. She spun the first man around, flipping in over onto his back and landed a vicious punch to his chin as he landed on the floor, knocking him out like her foot had done to the other man. While she was doing that, Carol moved like greased lightning between the two on her side and hooked each of them under their armpits. She pulled them off their feet and banged their heads so hard together that they both dropped unconscious to the floor.

	Brandy and Carol resumed their places standing next to each other. “You only did that because you were testing us,” Carol said to him. “You didn’t believe what anyone else told you about us. Now you’ve got a decision to make, and I suggest you make it very fast. You can either work with us, or take a chance that by pissing us off we won’t wipe you off the map right now…or maybe that Ret here will come up with one of her famous pieces of retribution against you, and you’ll wish we had killed you instead.”

	Lozano stared at the two of them, his face still in shock from the speed the two had displayed when they had taken down his men. Finally, he spoke. “I have seen assassins before. I have hired a few of them. But I have never seen anyone move as fast as either of you. It is positively uncanny.” His eyes glanced toward the floor. “Are they dead?”

	“Good question,” Carol replied. “They may be. I wasn’t trying to kill them.”

	“I wasn’t either,” Brandy replied. “But I’m not going to bend down to check on them when there’s a possibility that someone else may come at me.” “Check for yourself,” Carol told him.

	Lozano nodded toward two of his men. They got up from the table and checked on their fallen comrades. “These two are both out cold,” the first man said. “They’re alive though.” “Same over here,” the other man replied.

	They both stood up from where they had been bending over their friends and headed for their seats. 

	Lozano waited until his men were seated. “It seems that at least some of what I heard about each of you may be justified. I don’t like asking for help. I especially don’t like asking women for help. But if you think you can do something about whoever is trying to wipe me out, then I’ll at least listen. Anything more, I cannot be guarantee.”

	“We’re not going to guarantee anything either,” Brandy told him. “We’re still trying to find out what’s been going on. So for now, we just want to know what happened to the men in your organization who were killed. Asking questions right now is the only way for us to find out who’s behind it and stop them.”

	Lozano’s eyes glanced at the empty seats at the end of the table. “Sit. Both of you.” He turned his head toward someone further behind them. “Wine. Tequila. And appetizers for the ladies.” He turned to Carol and Brandy. “Anything for lunch?” “We ate Chinese,” Carol told him.

	Lozano made a face that told her he didn’t approve of Chinese food.

	“Lozano,” Brandy said. “How many men have you lost already? The last report we saw said it was eight.”

	“Nine now. We lost another one last night.”

	“What happened?”

	“What happened? We found Alonzo dead this morning.” “Was he shot or was his throat cut?” Carol asked. “Throat cut? He was shot. Just like all the rest of them.” “Where did it happen?” Brandy asked.

	“One of our warehouses. He went out last night to grab some stuff for a delivery, and he never got there.”

	“What kind of stuff?” Brandy asked.

	Lozano shook his head. “Unlike all the others in this city, we only have a few small casinos. We deal in…other things instead.”

	“And nobody saw anything?” Carol asked.

	“We didn’t even know he was dead until this morning.”

	“Do you have any video cameras around where any of your people were murdered? Or even any in the general vicinity?” Brandy asked.

	“Do you think that the places where these men work, would have video cameras?”

	That told Brandy lot. “How about any of the other murders. Did anybody see anything at all?”

	“Two,” Lozano said. “Two of my men saw…almost nothing. And in each case, it was too little to know much at all.”

	“Can we talk to them?”

	“You can talk to Daniel here. You can talk with Juan too…if he ever wakes up. He’s on the floor behind you.”

	Brandy looked over to the man he had called Daniel. “What happened?”

	“Whatever actually happened,” Daniel replied, “happened before I had a chance to know there was something going on. I came out of one of our buildings downtown, out into the parking lot behind the building, and I heard a shot. I saw Sebastian fall to the pavement. I ducked for cover and by the time I looked out, all I saw was someone’s back as they ran away.”

	“Interesting,” Carol said. “Tell me Daniel, could you tell if whoever it was had his face hidden?”

	Daniel seemed surprised. “I don’t know. I did see that he had some kind of black cloth wrapped around his head.”

	Carol glanced over at Brandy, then continued. “How about the way he was holding his gun. Was it a rifle or a handgun?”

	“I didn’t see a handgun, but the shot sounded like a rifle. Something powerful.”

	Carol nodded. “So you couldn’t see how he carried his rifle?”

	“No. I only saw his back.”

	“Okay. How was he dressed?”

	“I don’t know. Just like everyone else, I guess. Nothing I really noticed.”

	“How about his boots?” Brandy asked. “Could you tell about them?”

	“Not really. I only saw him for that brief moment and then he was gone.”

	“Is it possible,” Brandy asked next, that there could have been more than one of them there?”

	“I don’t know. Like I said, I only saw the one.”

	Brandy nodded and looked over to Carol. “It’s still sounding a lot like what we heard earlier.” “Yeah. I noticed that right away. I’m betting the same two guys.” “Two?” Lozano asked.

	“Two in this crew,” Carol replied. “We think they’re hired ex–military mercenaries. The way they move, the way they carry their guns, and at least one of them is a very deadly shot.”

	“So, who is hiring these mercenaries?”

	“That’s what we’re still trying to figure out.”

	“But you’re sure that these ex–military men are what we’re up against?” “So far, that’s what it’s looking like,” Brandy replied.

	“What worries me,” Carol added, is that where there’s one, there’s usually a lot more. “I’m guessing at least eight to ten. Probably working in two–man teams. And as in all such groups, some of them will be skilled in different areas.” “Skilled in different areas?” Lozano asked.

	“Explosives, electronics, knives. You get the picture? We know that at least one of them likes working with knives.”

	Lozano nodded. “So how do we find them?”

	“We just started looking. But if they’re as disciplined as they seem to be so far, they’re going to be good at covering any trace of themselves.” “So what should we do?” Lozano asked.

	“Whatever you do, don’t let any of your men go anywhere in groups of less than four or five,” Carol told him. “Everyone needs to stay together. That may cut down on some of the murders. But what I’m really worried about is them still picking their targets off from a distance. As I mentioned, we know that at least one of them is a very good shot.” “I’m worried about something else,” Brandy brought up.

	“What?” Carol asked.

	“In each case we’ve talked about so far, they knew exactly who to kill and where to find them. That’s not easy knowledge to come by.”

	“A mole, in every organization?” Carol suggested.

	“It’s possible. Either that, or they’ve got some really good surveillance. And I wouldn’t rule that out either.”

	“No. You’re right. A good group like that would probably have very good surveillance capabilities. We need to be on the lookout for that too.”

	“Do you want us to wake up Juan so you can talk to him too?” Lozano asked.

	“Did he report anything different than Daniel?” Brandy asked.

	“No. except he never saw anyone at all. He just heard a shot and the man walking right next to him died. He never saw anything else.” “Shit!” Brandy muttered.

	“Sniper,” Carol stated.

	Brandy looked up at Lozano. “Can you do us a favor?”

	“What?”

	“Call us a cab so we can get back to our hotel.”

	“I’ll have one of my men drive you.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The two women walked through the front door of their hotel. Going through the lobby,

	Carol suddenly grabbed Brandy’s arm and stopped her. “Looks like we’ve got news.”

	“What?”

	Carol nodded her head in the direction of a Chinese man heading towards them. “A messenger.”

	“How do you know?”

	“He works as one of the waiters for that Chinese restaurant.”

	“Oh.”

	The man walked up to Carol and bowed slightly. “I have been sent with a message,” he told her. “The Duchess has arrived and wants to see you tomorrow.”

	Carol brightened. “Really? I can’t wait. Where is she?”

	“Same place as last time.”

	“Will the bike I sent for be here by then?” “Later tonight,” the man replied.

	“Perfect.” She turned to Brandy. “We’re going riding tomorrow.” She turned back to the man. “Thank you, your news is very good.”

	The man bowed, then walked away.

	“The Duchess?”

	“My mother.”

	“Your mother is a duchess?”

	“No. Not really. Although everyone treats her like a queen. It’s a code name they use for her…a lot!”

	“I’m going to finally get to meet your mother?”

	“Tomorrow.”

	“And until then?”

	Carol smiled. “Let’s see what fun we can find.” “Got any rope?” Brandy asked.

	“You know I do.”

	“Good. Because I want to find some dumb Mexican patsy, and tie him up in such a way that the strain will probably cause him to rip his own balls off. After that Mexican hat dance we just went through with Lozano, I’m ready to kill the next Mexican we see.”

	Carol laughed. “I have no doubt that between the two of us we can find someone to play with.”

	“And while we’re doing that,” Brandy continued, “I need to make sure that poor little Ralphie gets his share of fun as well.”

	“I can’t wait.”

	 


Chapter 11 – If the Suit Fits, Wear It.

	 

	“Please Miss Brandy,” Ralphie begged. “Please can I not do this dressed like this.”

	“Ralphie, you’ve done this many times in the past.”

	“I know, but not dressed like this.”

	“What’s the difference? You wore dresses every other time too.”

	“But not the little girl dress with a diaper. Please Miss Brandy? I’ve been good.”

	Brandy considered it. “Yes, you have been good. And you do have a point. You’ve never had to do it while wearing a diaper.”

	“So please, Miss Brandy. “I can change fast. I can hurry up to the room and change and be back here in minutes!”

	“No! Not tonight. But I’ll consider it for tomorrow night.”

	What struck Carol, was not the fact that Ralphie was arguing so pitifully about what he was going to have to do, but he was arguing about how he was going to have to be dressed while he did it.

	“Now you’ve got your money and I told you that afterwards you could enjoy yourself in the casino until midnight. So get to it!” Brandy ordered.

	“Yes, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied reluctantly as he turned around and headed into the men’s room inside the hotel casino.

	Carol watched the ridiculous man walking into the men’s room and out of sight. Brandy had just handed him ten ten–dollar bills. Ralphie had seemed distressed when she did it. And then he started begging to not have to wear the outfit he had on. “What’s going on?” she asked Brandy.

	“It’s something I make him do all the time. I just gave him a hundred dollars in ten–dollar bills. He can’t come out of that men’s room until he’s paid ten different men, ten dollars for the privilege of giving each of them a blowjob.”

	“I thought the money was for the casino.”

	“No, he’s got a credit card. He can get all the cash he needs with that.”

	Carol chuckled. “He has to pay them to give them a blowjob? No wonder he was so upset.”

	“Don’t kid yourself. He doesn’t mind it that much. In fact, he probably loves it. His problem tonight had nothing at all to do with that.”

	“It didn’t?”

	“No. When I send him into places to do it, and I do this pretty often with him, he can either give them a blowjob or they can rape his ass. With that diaper on, he’s stuck with just the blowjobs.”

	“I would think that would be easier on him.”

	“You would think, but the real thing for him is that it’s been over four years now since his cock has been useful for anything except peeing out of. All that sperm builds up in him. He’s figured out that the anal pounding by some of them can give him an orgasm of sorts. With some men, the way they go at him stimulates his prostrate and pushes the sperm out of him, giving him the closest thing to a thrill that he can ever get. Just not the kind he wants. But it’s better than nothing, and it keeps me from worrying about his prostate health.”

	Carol laughed. “So he’s gotten to love getting raped in the ass, but he doesn’t feel he can do that with the diaper on.”

	“Exactly. He knows that once the diaper is in place, he can’t remove it for anything at all unless I say he can. Not even to change it. And sometimes, he can get pretty raunchy before I give in. Usually, because I can’t stand the smell anymore.”

	Carol laughed again. “So where to?”

	“How about the craps table to start.”

	“Sounds good.”

	“And let me know if you spot any Mexican guys who are here by themselves.”

	“Don’t worry, I stuck a package of rope in my purse already.”

	“Perfect! Shall we?”

	The two women headed for the craps table in the casino. They were enjoying themselves half an hour later when Carol noticed Ralphie heading toward the slot machines. “Ralphie is out of the men’s room already,” she mentioned to Brandy.

	“Yeah. It doesn’t take him long. He’s gotten pretty good at it over the years. His bigger problem now though is that now that the word is out about him, he’s going to get men coming at him all night to take him back into the men’s room. And this time, they’ll be trying to pay him.”

	“And you let him?”

	“All he wants. I think it’s only fitting for someone who thought he could pimp me out.”

	Carol laughed. She watched Ralphie as he sat down in front of a slot machine, then got up and adjusted his skirt and petticoats before sitting back down again. The poor guy really did look ridiculous!

	“Excuse me,” the soft voice said.

	Carol turned to find the messenger from the Chinese restaurant approaching behind her.

	“Yes?”

	“The items you requested have arrived.”

	“Very good!” Carol replied happily. “Can we get them tonight?”

	The man nodded. “I will tell them to expect you.”

	“Good.”

	“What’s up?” Brandy asked.

	“Your bike is here. Ready to go get it?”

	“No time like the present,” Brandy replied. “We can come back afterwards.”

	“Will Ralphie over there be okay without us?”

	Brandy laughed. “He’s fine. He’s used to me letting him out on his own. He knows what he’s allowed to do and what he’s not. And he knows what I’ll do to him if he screws up at all.”

	“Then let’s go. You can ride on the back of my bike.”

	Carol led the way up to her room where she got out of the street clothes she had worn all day and started dressing in the riding suit instead.

	“You said that the bike suit you were sending for was just like yours?” Brandy asked.

	“They’re all pretty much alike,” Carol replied. “I think the bike I asked for from L.A. is black with some yellow designs on it though, so the riding suit matches.”

	Brandy chuckled. Your suits always match your bike?”

	“Sure. Why not?”

	As Brandy watched Carol finish getting dressed, she said nothing while Carol checked the gun in one pocket, a knife in each boot. Clips of extra ammunition at the back of her waist. And finally, she stuck her wallet and cellphone in two other pockets. “Do you always travel with all the weapons?” Brandy asked.

	“Don’t you?”

	“Most of the time.”

	“Same. Ready to go?” 

	Carol grabbed her helmet and the two of them went downstairs and out to the road where Carol had already requested her bike be brought around to the front for them. They climbed onto Carol’s bike and she took off for the restaurant. When they got there, she pulled the bike slowly around to the back of the restaurant instead of leaving it out front. There was a second bike already parked there.

	Brandy walked slowly around the second bike. Like Carol had said, it was all black but there were a few small accents in yellow. It was bigger than any motorcycle that Brandy had ever ridden, especially the engine. There were two saddle bags attached to the back. She opened each one and found them empty. “It looks heavy,” she told Carol.

	“It is. But it’s powerful.”

	“What do you do if it falls?”

	“Prey it doesn’t. I’ve had it happen before. They can be a bear to get back up again.”

	Carol knocked on the back door and it was soon opened to them by an elderly woman. “Hi

	Mama Suz,” Carol said respectfully. “Can we come in?”

	The woman moved aside, and Carol and Brandy entered into the kitchen of the restaurant. The elderly woman gestured toward the side where Carol saw a Chinese man she didn’t recognize waiting for her. The man led her and Brandy into another room where there was a motorcycle helmet and a riding suit laid out on a table.

	“Thank you for bringing this up for me,” Carol told him. “I…we…appreciate it.”

	“You’re welcome,” the man replied. “I enjoyed riding the thing here. I stopped and filled it with gas for you before bringing it here.”

	“Thanks,” Carol replied. “Perfect! Wait outside so she can change. I’ll let you know if we need anything else.”

	The man left the room and Carol closed the door behind him. She turned to Brandy. “Aren’t you going to get changed?”

	Brandy stripped out of the clothes she had worn all day. She picked up the one–piece suit. It was almost all black with just a few hints of yellow in strategic places to add interest. It was also a lot heavier and thicker than she though it would be. “Don’t you get hot wearing these things?”

	“Sometimes. It’s worth it though.”

	Brandy wasn’t sure about that. She started to stick her leg through the pants and realized there was something long and hard in the bottom of the leg. She stopped to examine it. She finally rapped her knuckles against something that felt flat, hard, and metallic. She discovered another one in the other leg. “What’s this?” she asked.

	“Huh?” Carol replied as she went over closer for another look.

	Brandy rapped her knuckles against the metal object in the suit again.

	“Is that still in there? I must have left it after my last mission where I went in and out through

	L.A. I remember now, I was in a real hurry to make the boat.”

	“But what is it?”

	“Here,” Carol replied. “The pockets all open a bit strange since they tried to hide them. But once you get used to it, you can grab things pretty fast.”

	She showed Brandy how to open the pocket. Brandy reached in and pulled out a machete.

	She found a matching one in the other side. “What were you doing that you need these for?”

	“I’m not sure. I think that was a mission where someone was trying to take over one of Maria Alverez’s drug routes and I had to go down into the Yucatan Peninsula in Mexico. Lots of jungle down there.”

	“Maria Alverez?”

	“Yeah. She hires me a lot. Mostly, she hires my mother. But if those things are there, then you may find a lot of other things in that suit. Since I was in a hurry, I probably left it fully loaded. Put it on and we’ll see what’s still there.”

	Other things? Brandy pulled the one–piece suit on and zipped it up the front. She found the knives in each boot as she put them on.

	When she was dressed, Carol came around behind her. “Okay, let’s see.” She patted Brandy’s hip at her right side. “Open the pocket, the gun’s still in there.”

	Brandy figured out how to open the pocket. The gun was easier to extract than she thought it would be. “Nice,” she noted as she looked it over.

	“There’s probably another one in the other side,” Carol told her.

	“Brandy found that one easily.”

	Carol patted another small pocket on Brandy’s right hip near the gun. “Yeah, it’s there,” she said. “Silencer.”

	Brandy reached into the slim pocket there and pulled the silencer for the gun out. “Nice,” she said before putting it back.

	“If you feel along the waist behind you, there are four extra ammunition clips for the guns. I don’t think any of them have any bullets left in them though. I’m not sure about the guns either. That was a pretty busy trip.”

	Brandy checked them all. One clip did still have bullets in it.

	“Okay,” Carol said, “there’s probably a knife going up from each of your elbows. You can pull them down and out like this.” She showed Brandy how to extract the knives. 

	“Anything else?” Brandy asked, almost amused by all the weapons hidden within the suit. “Just the lockpicks in the cuffs. Oh, and the left side holds a handcuff key.” “Handy,” Brandy noted.

	“Yeah. Very! Is that it?”

	“I think so. I don’t usually load the suits up too much.”

	“What do you do with your lipstick?”

	Carol laughed. “I rarely ever wear it, but when I do, left breast pocket, along with my cellphone. I usually put my wallet in the other side.”

	Brandy finally laughed. “I feel like a walking tank! No wonder it’s so heavy.”

	“Yeah, well, the suit is pretty much bulletproof too. It’s lined with Kevlar. It’ll help if you get in an accident. It’ll help even more if you get shot. It won’t stop the heavy or armor piercing stuff, but it should help against the normal ammunition.”

	Brandy shook her head. “No wonder you like riding the bikes. Just because the suit holds so many weapons.”

	Carol nodded seriously. “That’s a lot of it. But really, I just like riding. I always have. Ready to go for a quick ride around the city? You can just throw your other clothes in the saddlebags on the bike.”

	Brandy picked up the helmet with the dark visor like Carol’s. “Is there anything I should know about this?”

	“Yeah. The U.S. government requires that you wear one whenever you ride.”

	“Even if I don’t have a license?”

	“We’ll get that fixed for you tomorrow.”

	“Let’s go, but take it slow. That’s a bigger bike than I’m used to.”

	“You’ll love it!”

	As they walked out, the man who had delivered the bike was waiting for them. “Is everything satisfactory?” he asked.

	“Perfect!” Carol told him. “Thank you so much for your delivery. Will you pass on a message for us?”

	“Of course,” the man replied.

	“Please tell Susan that Brandy needs a motorcycle license, and let the Duchess know that the two of us will be there for lunch tomorrow.”

	The man smiled. “I’m sure she’ll be pleased.”

	 


Chapter 12 – Where is Love.

	 

	Two motorcycles followed the state highway north out of Las Vegas. One held a rider wearing a red and black riding suit. The other held a rider wearing a black riding suit with yellow accents. Once free of the city, with nothing but open desert land surrounded them, both riders pushed the pace faster. Carol, knowing that Brandy wasn’t as skilled on the bike as she was, kept her pace reasonable. Even on the bikes they were riding, it would still be a good two–hour ride for them to get there, and she was very much looking forward to getting there. Her mother was at the end of their ride. Their destination was so far because it was the closest that Wu Enterprises dared to bring her mother to the big city, even though Carol knew that her mother would insist on them bringing her into Las Vegas at some point, just so she could enjoy herself. Wu Enterprises had protocols for that too.

	While the highway kept them in Nevada, it mirrored the state line, so they were never that far from California on the other side. After the first hour, Carol pushed the pace even faster until they came to a small city where they had to slow way down for the speed limits. Carol took them off the road they had been following and led the way west, into the hills. The landscape that for the most part had been dry and barren, gave way to trees. A welcome change to everything else. Carol finally turned onto a smaller road that they followed for nearly half a mile before it stopped in front of a large house surrounded by beautiful landscaping.

	As they parked their bikes in front of the house, Brandy noticed all the people spilling out the front door. Most stayed on the steps. She noticed Susan Wu was there. A Chinese man stood next to her. She also saw four women wearing maid’s dresses, all lined up in a row. But front and center between them all, was an older woman who could only be – Carol’s mother. She certainly didn’t look like any kind of monster. She looked like your average, every day, just past middle–aged woman. Her hair was brown and styled in short curls. It looked like the pounds had come visiting and some of them had decided to stick around her waist and hips like many other women her age seemed to contend with.

	“Carol!” the woman called happily as she hurried down the steps.

	Brandy watched as the woman and Carol hurried to hug each other, but it was a hug that lasted and told the story of a bond between the two, the likes of which Brandy couldn’t understand.

	“Mom,” Carol said, “I’d like you to meet a friend of mine. A good friend of mine.” The emphasis on the word good wasn’t lost on Brandy.

	“Mom, this is Brandy Salvatori. She’s from Cleveland.”

	Carol’s mother went straight to Brandy and hugged her. “Oh, it’s so good to meet you. My daughter has so few friends anymore. I’m Janice Stokley, Carol’s mother, and any friend of my daughter, is a friend of mine.”

	“It’s very nice to meet you,” Brandy replied politely, not sure what to make of this woman that others seemed to fear so much.

	Janice went back to her daughter and hugged her again. “Oh Carol, I’ve missed you so much!” “Me too, Mom,” Carol replied.

	Brandy felt someone moving up beside her. 

	“Are you okay?” Susan Wu asked her.

	“I’m fine,” Brandy replied, her eyes still on Carol and her mother.

	“Are you sure? You look like you’ve got a problem.”

	Brandy watched as Carol’s mother put her arm around her daughter and led her up the stairs into the house. “What’s it like to have a mother that loves you?” Brandy asked, not expecting an answer.

	Susan put her arm around Brandy and led her toward the steps. “Come. Lunch is ready. We have clothes you can change into.”

	Brandy let herself be led up the steps and into the house by the strange woman. Once inside, Susan handed her off to one of the maids that had come outside earlier.

	“Natalia, take her to her room please,” Susan told the maid. “Make sure she has everything she needs.

	“Yes Ma’am,” the maid replied.

	“Brandy,” Susan said to her. “Go change for lunch. We don’t like to keep Mrs. Stokley waiting.”

	Brandy only nodded. She turned and followed the maid toward the stairs. 

	On the second floor, the maid stopped outside an open door and gestured that the room would be hers. “Would you like me to come in and help you dress?” the maid offered. “Or would you prefer that I wait out here?”

	Help her dress? Brandy shook her head. “Thanks, but I’m good.”

	“I’ll wait for you here then. Should you need anything at all, just ask,” the maid told her.

	“Thanks,” Brandy replied, not sure what to make of the service. Maybe she could pick up a few new ideas for Ralphie. She went in and the maid closed the door. Brandy saw a nice looking dress laid out on the bed for her, complete with shoes to go with it. She pulled the heavy riding suit off, glad to be rid of the thing. She found a bathroom attached to the room and washed her body off quickly. She donned the dress and the shoes. The dress was light and comfortable. Not her usual style, but pleasant to wear. Figuring she was ready, she opened the door. The maid was still there, waiting for her. She was surprised when the maid seemed to stand there and look her over very carefully.

	“Ma’am,” the maid said, may I please?” “May you what?” Brandy asked.

	The maid led the way back inside and over to the dresser where she picked up a brush. She started brushing Brandy’s long hair. The attention was nice. It was another thing she was going to have to train Ralphie to do. She felt the maid doing something with her hair, arranging it. She watched as she reached back to the dresser and picked up a glittering gem encrusted comb. She felt the maid sticking the comb into her hair to hold it in place. The maid picked up a mirror and handed it to Brandy. Brandy turned around and used the handheld mirror and the mirror over the dresser to see the back of her hair. The gems on the comb glistened above her black hair beautifully.

	“Acceptable?” the maid asked.

	“Very. Thank you,” Brandy replied.

	The maid smiled. “Lunch is this way.”

	Brandy followed her out of the room.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Janice sat on the bed while Carol pulled her riding suit off. “Your friend Brandy seems nice.”

	“She is. But it’s something more than that Mom. Something…weird. Something neither of us can explain.”

	“Oh? What’s that?”

	“Mom, the two of us, Brandy and me, we’re so alike, it’s frightening. And I mean, really alike. It’s so…weird!”

	“What do you mean?”

	Carol shook her head. “We think alike, and we’ve done so many things that were so much alike. The more we talk, the more we find out that we’re almost the same. And Mom…” “Yes?”

	“I’ve never met anyone like her.”

	Janice held her breath for a moment, then let it out softly. “Carol dear, please answer me honestly.”

	“You know I will. I always do.”

	“Yes, I know. But this is different. Carol, do you love her?”

	Carol stopped what she was doing and stared at her mother. “I don’t know. I’ve never been in love before. But I can tell you that I’m…infatuated with her, and I know she feels the same way about me. It’s all just so…weird with us. Both of us.”

	Janice nodded, then chuckled. “At least it wasn’t a man.”

	“Oh yuck!” Carol exclaimed laughingly as she threw the dress in her hands at her mother.

	“You know how I feel about men!”

	Janice laughed as she caught the dress. “Yes. Just like me. So you two are alike?” She shook the dress out and handed it to her daughter.

	“More than anyone could ever believe. We both like doing the same things. It’s just…everything! There’s only one thing, one way, that we’ve found that we’re different.”

	“What’s that?”

	Carol shook her head and looked seriously at her mother. “She never had a mother that loved her. She can’t seem to understand the love that you and I feel for each other.”

	“I take it her mother died when she was young, or she never knew her?”

	“No. According to her, her mother didn’t die until a few years ago. Drug overdose. They’re pretty sure it was suicide.”

	“That’s not good.”

	“No. But growing up, Brandy’s mother never bothered with her at all. She was raised more by their servants than anyone else. When her father was murdered, her uncle took care of her. According to Brandy, he’s been more like a real father to her than the one she had before.”

	“So she never knew the love of either of her parents,” Janice stated. “That’s so sad.”

	“Yeah. But in all other ways, it’s scary how much alike we are.”

	“Hmph! That alone is frightening, knowing how you turned out.”

	“Yeah. Who would have ever thought?”

	“Not me! This lifestyle of yours, what you do, is not what I had in mind for you.”

	Carol shook her head. “Finishing schools and garbage like that aren’t for me, and you know it.”

	“No, they’re not, unfortunately. I wanted you to enjoy all the benefits of the money we have.”

	“I do. I just enjoy them in ways you never thought of.”

	“Like all the motor bikes and such.”

	“You told me I can afford them.”

	“Easily! But didn’t I hear recently that you bought something new, something very different?” “Me? What?”

	“A dress maybe?”

	“A…you heard about that?”

	“Susan told me. She said you looked amazing in it. I can’t wait to see it on you.”

	Carol shook her head. “It was just…a lark. I saw it and…I don’t know. Maybe it was the ritzy hotel. I have no idea. But…I just wanted it. I wanted to get all dressed up for a change, so I bought it. And here’s the really weird part. Brandy did exactly the same thing at the same time. She doesn’t get to dress up much either, and she went shopping and bought a beautiful black gown, and we both met….”

	“You met?”

	“We didn’t even know we were staying in the same hotel, on the same floor. We had only met the day before. I was all dressed up for dinner and heading to the elevator, and she was all dressed up and heading for the elevator at the same time and we…”

	“Met?”

	“Yeah. It was…weird.”

	“I can imagine,” Janice replied with a smile. “How is she in bed?”

	“Huh! Need you ask? Sensational.”

	“So you two have become friends.”

	“Yeah. Weird, huh?”

	Janice got up and hugged her daughter. “Weird…and wonderful,” she told her. “Don’t forget to brush your hair before you come down for lunch. I’ll see you in a few minutes.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	In some ways, lunch was the most elegant meal Brandy had ever sat through. In other ways, it reminded her of a bunch of people sitting around a picnic table at a barbeque. The table, the dishes, the servants, the food, it was all so beautifully and elegantly done, while everyone at the table seemed so relaxed and informal, talking about this, talking about that, talking with each other about…who knew. Such contrast. But perhaps the one biggest contrast of all was when Janice Stokely insisted on saying grace before any of them could eat. That alone surprised Brandy the most, especially considering everything she knew about Carol, and everything Carol had told her about her mother. Such extreme contrasts!

	Brandy sat next to Carol, who sat next to her mother, who sat at the head of the table. There was no doubt in Brandy’s mind as to who the most important person in the room was – Carol’s mother! Yet she was open and friendly and…so likeable. A monster? Again, she had to wonder about that. And what monster would insist on saying grace before a meal?

	When she could, she watched particularly the way Carol and her mother acted towards each other. Pleasant, playful, the slight picking once in a while. All done with so much love it could never be missed. Once again, she remembered Bobby and his mother. Now, Bobbie and her mother. They had shared a love like that. A love that strong. What was it like to feel a love like that…from anyone?

	She noticed Susan Wu and…her father…she guessed. Well, she had called him father. Not Dad. Not Pop. Father. And she had said it as if she respected him more than anything else in the world. She said everything to him as if she respected and loved him more than anything else in the world. That strong love again. Carol and her mother. Susan and her father. 

	What was wrong with her? What had she ever done that she should be denied that kind of love in her life? Her Uncle Vinny loved her. A lot of her relatives loved her. But not the kind of love that she saw between everyone else at the table. What was wrong with her? She guessed she knew. 

	Carol had described herself as a monster. Carol and her were so much alike. In truth, Brandy knew from an early age that she had been a monster. A holy terror. She had pretty much terrified all the kids in the family, not to mention bullying all the kids at school too. A monster. She had never really used that word for herself before, but she guessed it fit. Was that why she wasn’t allowed to have love? Because she was a monster, did she deserve love? She could only conclude that she didn’t.

	“Brandy dear,” Janice said. “You’re not eating. Is everything alright?”

	“Yeah. Sure.”

	“What’s wrong then?”

	“Nothing. I’m just…enjoying all of this and watching everyone else. It’s so…nice.”

	Janice smiled. “I’m so glad. So what would you think if after you and Carol are done here in the States, if we got you two together someplace where both of you could dress up again and show us all those beautiful gowns I’ve heard so much about.”

	Brandy smiled…and blushed. “I think I’d like that.”

	“Good! We’ll plan on it. I’ll arrange everything! Then afterward, you have to come down to the island and visit us. You’ll love it down there!”

	“Your island? In Columbia?”

	“Yes. It’s a dream! I had everything built just the way I wanted it.” She stopped and watched as one of the servants hurried up to Susan. The woman whispered in her ear. Susan looked up at her for a moment.

	“Is there a problem?” Janice asked.

	Instead of answering her, Susan turned to Brandy. “Brandy, while the maid was wiping off your riding suit, she noticed a slight vibration that she thinks is from your cellphone. We just need to know if it could be anything important that you need to tend to right away.”

	“My cellphone rang? It never…” She shook her head. “The only person I know of who would call, is Ralphie.” Her face turned more serious. “And he would never call me when he knows I’m busy unless it was very important. Please excuse me.”

	She started to get up, but Susan’s hand on her arm stopped her. “We’ll have the servants bring your phone for you.” She looked up and nodded at the woman who had spoken to her. She hurried away.

	“May I ask who Ralphie is?” Janice asked.

	“He’s…kind of like my secretary…sort of,” Brandy told her.

	“I see,” Janice replied.

	Nobody at the table moved or said anything else while they waited. Two minutes later, Brandy’s maid came running into the dining room carrying the cellphone. “Here you are, Miss,” she said as she laid it carefully on the table in front of her.

	“Thank you,” Brandy replied, still not knowing what to make of the maid’s service. She checked her phone. She found several texts and several calls from Ralphie. She looked up at everyone. “Ralphie. And he’s been trying to reach me…a lot!” She called his number. He answered quickly. “Ralphie, what’s wrong?”

	“Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied. “I’m so relieved you called. I’ve been trying…”

	“Yes I know. What’s wrong?”

	“Miss Bandy, I went out to the restaurant like you asked me to and got that report you wanted. And like you told me to do every time I come back to the hotel room, I checked it for bugs. And Miss Brandy, I found two!”

	“Two! Where are you right now?”

	“I’m walking around on the street like you instructed in case something like this ever happened.”

	“Good! Keep walking, I’ll call you right back.” Brandy ended the call and looked angrily at

	Susan Wu. “Did you bug my room?”

	Susan looked aghast. “Bugged…no! Absolutely not!”

	“Well someone did. One of the things I make Ralphie do is to sweep my hotel rooms every time he walks in. And today he found two bugs.”

	Susan stood up. “Where is he now?”

	“In cases like this, I instructed him to walk around and act like he’s shopping.”

	“I’m sending a team up to your room right away to sweep it again. How can they find him?”

	“I’ll send him to the lobby to wait.”

	“How will they know it’s him when they get there?”

	Carol started laughing. “You can’t miss him!”

	“No, you can’t,” Brandy agreed laughingly. “He’ll be the guy wearing a little girl dress, complete with petticoats and pink shoes. And most likely, his diaper is going to be very, very soaked!”

	Susan’s jaw hung open as she stared at Brandy, but only for a moment. The smile on her face occurred at the same moment that Janice Stokely broke out laughing. 

	“My goodness!” Janice said to Carol. “You two really are alike.” She looked over at Brandy. “Brandy, did Carol tell you that she once made her high school math teacher wear a diaper under his clothes to school. And she made good and sure he used the thing every day, right there in class!” She started laughing.

	Brandy looked at Carol. “You mentioned your math teacher, but you didn’t tell me about that.”

	“I forgot. It didn’t last that long.” She smiled. “But it was certainly fun.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie stood in the lobby waiting on the people who were supposed to go up to the hotel suite and check it for bugs again. Why did they have to check it again? He had already found the bugs. But Miss Brandy had told him he had to let them go through the room again, and that he needed to do whatever they told him to. Could they give him permission to change his soaked diaper? Miss Brandy had said no about that when he she had last called, so he guessed he better not even ask.

	He hated having to stand around on display, especially dressed the way he was. It was bad enough when she sent him out wearing regular dresses every day, but having to stand and wait in the lobby so the men could easily find him felt like he was purposely standing there just to put himself on display. At least no one had come up to him asking to have their picture taken with him again – yet!

	He saw the group of Chinese men hurrying into the lobby. They looked intent. Businesslike. He noticed one of them was a waiter from the Chinese restaurant. Guessing they were the ones he needed to talk to, he stepped forward to meet him.

	“You found listening devices?” one of them said to Ralphie in a thick Chinese accent.

	“Two. I’ll show where they are.”

	“No! Stay out of room. Wait here. We check.”

	“But you don’t want…”

	“No! Must stay here. No noise in room at all. Devices will be left in place.” They weren’t going to remove them?

	“Room key please.”

	Ralphie handed over his room key and most of the men took off towards the elevators. One man stayed with him, the restaurant waiter. “We’ll wait over…” the man started to say, then stopped and thought better about things. “Come with me, I’ll take you back to the restaurant where you’ll be out of the way, and I won’t have to stand around next to you.” If he couldn’t go back to the room, Ralphie was all in favor of that idea.

	 


Chapter 13 – Monsters Play With Bugs.

	 

	It was a long fast bike–ride back to Las Vegas. And once they hit the city, the traffic made the rest of their journey maddeningly slow. Eventually they reached the hotel and turned their motorcycles over to the parking valets. Carol and Brandy hurried inside and straight up to Brandy’s suite. They were met outside the room by a Chinese man who stopped them from going in.

	“Please do not enter,” he told them. “We’re still working.”

	“Still?” Brandy asked. “How can it take so long to remove two little bugs?”

	“We are not removing them,” the man told her. “And we found six bugs inside spread through every room.”

	“Six!”

	“Our equipment is better than yours.”

	“Why aren’t you removing them?”

	“We are in the process now of trying to trace the listener.”

	That stopped Brandy. “Good! I didn’t know you could do that.”

	“Is not easy,” the man replied. “I don’t know the latest, but I know they are trying to search the rooms right below yours on the next two floors down.” “Find me someone to kill!” Brandy told him flatly.

	“Brandy! Carol!”

	They turned to see Susan Wu and two more Chinese men hurrying from the elevator to meet them. They knew that Susan was going to be following them to the hotel as fast as she could get there. Evidently, she had gotten there almost as fast as they did.

	Susan was slightly out of breath by the time she reached them. “According to my latest update, they’re trying to find out who planted the bugs. They’re trying to check the five rooms below yours and also the five rooms below that. Based on the bugs they found, they don’t think the devices can reach much further than that.”

	“So it’s someone in the hotel,” Brandy stated angrily.

	“Maybe. We don’t know yet. And trying to get into someone else’s room in this hotel isn’t the easiest thing to do…especially if the guests are there.”

	“You can’t just knock and find out?”

	Susan smiled. “I’m sure they’re doing that. But that’s their job. They’re the experts. We’ll let them do it for now.”

	“Let’s head to my room,” Carol suggested. “We can get out of these suits and I can lend you something else to wear.”

	“No! Don’t!” Susan told her. “They haven’t had a chance to check your room yet. Let me call and see if one of them has a few minutes to do it.”

	Susan made the call. The door to Brandy’s suite opened a few minutes later, and a man walked out. “Which room?” he asked Susan.

	“The very other end of the hall,” Carol told him. She handed him her room key and the man hurried away. Carol followed him more slowly. At the room, the man stopped before opening the door. “Is best if you do not come in. No noise. Must be very quiet.”

	“Don’t worry,” Carol told him. “I can be very silent!”

	The man finally nodded, then opened the door slowly and went into her room. He closed the door behind them just as slowly, doing everything possible to make no sound at all. Carol stood in the middle of the living room of her suite and watched as the man went over every square inch of her room, checking everything including the ceiling and the glass on the windows. He finally stopped and came back to her.

	“Clear,” the man told her. “No devices. Based on what we saw in the other room, it looks like they were concentrating everything they had right there. I will go back now.”

	“Send Brandy back here,” Carol told him. “Susan too if she wants to come.” The man bowed and hurried out of the room.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“You’re sure?” Susan asked, speaking into her phone. She listened. “Okay. Keep me posted.”

	She hung up and looked up at Brandy and Carol, both of whom were now wearing shorts and t–shirts.

	“They traced the listener to nothing but a computer, not in one of the rooms below yours, but in the maintenance area between your ceiling and the roof.” she said to Brandy. “The computer was forwarding everything to in IP address. They traced the IP address to somewhere in Mexico.”

	“The Mexicans?” Brandy asked. “I wouldn’t have thought they’d do something like this.”

	“I doubt they did,” Susan told her. “In situations like this, we’re sure that they’re going from one IP address to another. That signal is probably being bounced all over the place.”

	“So you can’t find it?”

	“I didn’t say that. I’m just saying that we’re still working on it.”

	“How about getting back into my room?”

	“You can go back now. We want you to behave normally in it. Talk about normal things. Just be careful what you talk about. And whatever you do, don’t mention that the bugs were found. We want them to think you didn’t find them.”

	“How long are you going to leave them there?”

	“Until we find out who is ultimately doing the listening.”

	Brandy wasn’t happy about that, but… “Okay,” she replied. “How about Ralphie. He’s still at your restaurant. Can you tell him to get a cab back here?”

	“We’ll have someone bring him.”

	“Good.” Brandy looked at Carol. “Want to go back to my room now and we can start giving our listeners something worth listening to?”

	“Sounds like fun.”

	Once in her suite, Brandy texted Ralphie and instructed him to text her before he got into their suite. With that taken care of, Brandy looked over to Carol. “It’s been way too long since you and I shared a proper kiss.”

	Carol, now understanding Brandy’s intention for something for their listeners to hear, gave her wink and replied. “I wasn’t sure you wanted another one. The last time we made out, you didn’t seem as enthusiastic about it.”

	Brandy, now knowing that Carol and her were on the same page, as if she would have to wonder about such a thing, went over to her and replied in her sexiest voice, “Not enthusiastic enough? Try me!”

	Twenty minutes into their louder than usual lovemaking, Carol asked, “Is that your phone. Now?”

	“Yeah,” Brandy replied. “It’s probably Ralphie. He should be back about now. Let me take care of him and I’ll be right back.” She grabbed one of the hotel’s bathrobes and hurried out the door. Ralphie was just reaching the room. “Ralphie,” she whispered. “The bugs are still live. Whatever you do, don’t mention them or anything about them. We want whoever is listening to think we didn’t find them. Understand?” Ralphie nodded.

	“Please, Miss Brandy…”

	“Wait! Ask me once we’re back in the room where they can hear.”

	What he needed to ask, Ralphie wasn’t interested in anyone else hearing.

	Once they were both back in the suite, Carol asked. “Did you have fun shopping?” “Not really,” Miss Brandy.

	“Perfect!” she replied happily.

	“Miss Brandy, please,” Ralphie said urgently. “May I change my diaper? It’s been leaking for some time now.”

	Brandy looked closer and saw the liquid running down both his legs, soaking the short little girl socks he had on that day. She laughed. “You are leaking! Very good. Yes Ralphie, you can change. In fact…” She stopped to consider a few things. “Let me unlock your dress and shoes. Then take that diaper off and get yourself a good shower. When you get out, find a nice dress to wear instead. Whatever you do, don’t disturb Carol and me. We’ll be in my room. Understand?”

	Ralphie was just elated that he didn’t have to wear the silly diapers and little girl outfit anymore. “Oh, thank you, Miss Brandy,” he replied enthusiastically.

	Brandy went to her room for a moment and came back with a thin piece of wire that she used to unlock the two locks on his dress and the locks on each of his pink little–girl shoes. “Okay. And when you’re done, don’t disturb us.”

	“Of course not, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie said happily.

	He started to hurry away, when Brandy stopped him again. “And Ralphie,” she said seriously.

	He stopped and turned. “Yes, Miss Brandy?” “You did good today,” she said. “Very good.”

	“Thank you, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied happily.

	Brandy returned to her bedroom and her interrupted, if noisy, lovemaking with Carol.

	It was several hours later when the two of them, fully showered and dressed, emerged with the intention of going to dinner. Ralphie was working at the desk in the outer room.

	“What are you doing Ralphie?” Brandy asked.

	“Just arranging todays receipts,” he told her.

	“His receipts?” Carol asked.

	“He has to account for every penny he spends.”

	“Oh. I wondered why you were so free with him and money.”

	“I make him buy and do all kinds of things. I just need to know that he’s actually doing them.”

	Carol’s cellphone started vibrating. “Susan,” she mouthed toward Brandy when she saw the caller ID. She connected the call. “Hello?”

	“Hi Carol. Are you in Brandy’s room?”

	“Oh, it’s so good to hear from you,” Carol replied. “I just stopped in to see Brandy for a few minutes. We were going out to get some dinner. Would you like to join us?”

	“Yes. But not for dinner. I’ll meet you in the car in front of the hotel.”

	“Great, you’re going to drive. We’ll see you in a few minutes.” She looked over at Brandy. “We’re having dinner,” she said happily for the sake of the listeners.”

	“Sounds like fun,” Brandy replied with a smile. She got her things together then spoke to Ralphie. “Ralphie, go out and get yourself some dinner. Don’t eat here in the room. After that, come back and wait to see if I have any other errands for you to run before you go down to the casino tonight. Understand?”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy. “I can’t order room service?”

	“No! Go somewhere. Not in this hotel.”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy.”

	“Good. We’ll see you later.”

	The two women left the room and went downstairs. There was a limousine waiting for them out in front of the hotel. The Chinese driver opened the door for them and they found Susan in the back seat. They got in the back with her and the car left.

	“We traced where we think that signal was going,” Susan told them. “It started in your room, went up above your ceiling, then was broadcast out to Mexico. From Mexico it went through Seattle, someplace in Alberta, then down to Chicago, and finally right back here to Las Vegas. We traced the final IP Address to a building owned by Jubilee Investments here in downtown Las Vegas. Jubilee Investments is owned by Charles Allingham.

	“Allingham!” Brandy exclaimed. “The number four mob group in the city, right after Morrow?”

	“Exactly!” Susan replied. “We couldn’t find any further trace of the signal after that, but that doesn’t mean that it isn’t being sent on to somewhere else.”

	“So it could be coming here to throw someone off track,” Carol stated.

	“Yes. It’s possible.”

	“How do we find out?”

	“That’s up to you, if you’re that interested,” Susan replied. “Or, leave it alone. Or, now that we know where it’s going, let us remove all the bugs in your suite. That should put a stop to it.”

	“I’m thinking just remove the bugs,” Carol replied. “Now that we know who’s behind it, I think pulling the bugs will send enough of a message that we’re onto them and will put an end to it.”

	“Most likely,” Susan agreed.

	“I think…” Brandy started. She turned to Carol. “Are you up for some late–night work?” “Always!” Carol replied with a smile.

	“Not that kind of work. I think I want to go in there and see if we can find anyone who might actually be listening, or maybe find whatever equipment has been recording us. Are you game?”

	“Sure. Why not?”

	“Good.” She looked to Susan. “Do your people have anything that can help us track that signal once we get inside the building.”

	“It’s an internet signal,” Susan replied. “If we don’t have something, we can probably whip something up pretty fast.”

	“Good. See what you can do with that. Carol and I will grab a quick bite to eat and then go back to the hotel. I want to make sure the listeners have plenty of stuff to listen to while we’re hunting through their building.”

	“Can we drive past the building first?” Carol asked. “I want to see what it looks like.” “Of course,” Susan replied. 

	She transferred the message to the driver and a few minutes later they passed a large office building.

	“How many floors in that thing?” Brandy asked.

	“A lot!” Carol replied as the car drove around the block so they could see it from all angles. “How do you want to go in?”

	“I’m not sure yet,” Brandy told her. “It’s not that far from our hotel. Let’s stop and get something to eat, then check it out on foot.”

	“Sounds like a plan,” Carol replied as they drove past the other side of the building.

	“Where can we drop you?” Susan asked.

	“Fast food!” Carol replied.

	“Are you going back to your hotel before you go in looking?” Susan asked.

	“Yes. I need to talk with Ralphie to set something up,” Brandy told her.

	“Then I’ll have my people meet you at the hotel as soon as they have something you can use to track that internet signal.” “Thanks,” Brandy replied.

	“I’ll make sure I have some rope,” Carol told Brandy.

	“Yeah, bring some, but I’m thinking about something else. Bring a knife too!”

	“A knife? I never leave home without one. Retribution time?”

	“Absolutely!”

	“Good. I think I was having withdrawal symptoms.”

	 


Chapter 14 – Blonds Have More Fun.

	 

	It was after eight–thirty at night when Carol stood in her hotel room and studied the small hand–held device that one of Susan’s men had delivered to her. It wasn’t much to look at, other than a small needle that went up or down depending on how close they got to the signal. Just then, the device wasn’t registering anything at all. Was it even working? According to the man who had delivered it, it was already calibrated to search for just the signal they needed. They just had to get close enough to it to actually find it. The device seemed simple enough, especially since the only button on it was the on and off switch.

	Someone knocked on her door. She was expecting Brandy, but she carefully looked through the peephole anyway. The woman with the short blond hair and overly done makeup on the other side of the door didn’t look anything like Brandy. She opened the door and studied the woman in front of her. “You look…different. Nice, but different.”

	Brandy studied Carol in the long blonde wig she had loaned her. “So do you. Very different!”

	“I can’t tell you the last time I wore a dress like this,” Carol replied as she stood back to let Brandy into the room.

	“Why? You look great.”

	“I don’t feel great. I’d rather not go into a fight wearing a dress and heels!”

	“Your shoes have barely any heels at all,” Brandy told her. “Would you rather be wearing the business suit I suggested?”

	“Are you kidding? That skirt was so tight I couldn’t kick if I tried. At least with this I can move my legs freely.”

	“True. That’s why I chose this dress too.”

	“Are you sure this is going to work?”

	“Would you rather go in the backdoor like you suggested and hunt all over the place, trying to avoid all their security cameras?”

	“Yes! That’s what I usually do.”

	“This will be easier, trust me. We saw so many people going in and out of that building that this way we’ll just look like a couple of secretaries or something.”

	“Or something,” Carol emphasized. “Do you have Ralphie all set?”

	“Yeah. I figure we’ve got about half an hour before we really need him, but he’s supposed to start in about twenty minutes.”

	“Good. That was a good suggestion to use him.”

	“Yeah. Once in a while he can come in handy.”

	“You got everything you need?”

	Brandy patted her surprisingly heavy and full purse. “Right here. How about you?”

	Carol reached into her purse and one by one pulled out her gun, a knife, some rope, her wallet, and a tube of lipstick. “Ready. Let’s get on with this before I change my mind.”

	“Relax,” Brandy told her. “You might actually like this. And if you do, I’ll have Ralphie paint your nails for you.” Carol shuddered.

	Fifteen minutes later, they both walked through the front main entrance of the Jubilee Investment building, hoping for all the world that they both looked like just another couple of secretaries who were stuck working late at night. They noticed as they went in that they weren’t the only women dressed the way they were. And that included women still coming in as well as going out.

	They headed for the bank of elevators. They got lucky and didn’t have to share one with anyone else. “Sixty floors,” Carol noted. “Where do you want to start?”

	“Let’s take it all the way up and watch to see if the needle on that thing tells us anything.”

	“Carol pushed the button for the top floor. As the elevator started going up, she pulled out the handheld signal detector and turned it on. “Definitely a signal, she noted. “From our hotel I didn’t get anything. Signal is going up! We’re at least going in the right direction.” “Good!” Brandy replied.

	They watched the needle continuing to climb. “Top floor, I’m betting,” Brandy replied. But when they passed the fiftieth–eighth floor, the signal started to drop a little.

	“Uh–oh. We passed it,” Carol told her.

	“Shit!” Brandy replied. “But at least we’ve got a general idea. And going in the front door like this kept us from having to go up that many stairs.”

	“No comment!” Carol replied, still not happy about the way she was dressed.

	A moment later, the elevator stopped at the top floor and opened. There was a large plaque in front of them that said Jubilee Investments.

	“Try down two floors,” Carols suggested. I think the signal was strongest there.” “Going down,” Brandy replied as she pressed the elevator button.

	When the doors opened, they got off. There was another sign for Jubilee Investments on that floor as well. They looked up and down the long hallway. In the far distance, they saw two men just going into one of the offices. “Somebody’s working tonight,” Brandy noted.

	“Let’s see if anyone else is here,” Carol said as she turned in the opposite direction. She studied the meter in her hand as they passed office after office, all of them with their lights off. “We’re getting further away,” Carol finally told Brandy. “Whether the signal is coming from this floor or not, it’s in the other direction.” They turned around. “Getting stronger again.”

	They followed the growing strength of the signal past more closed offices until they got to the very last one where they had seen the two men going in. The only office they saw with the lights still on.

	“Why are they working here and nobody else seems to be around?” Brandy asked.

	“Dedication?”

	“I doubt it.”

	Carol put the scanner away in her purse and pulled her gun out instead. “Open wide,” she said.

	Brandy pulled her own gun and pushed the door open. Carol led the way in. They found themselves in an office with four different desks scattered around the room. But there was nobody there. Instead of people, they saw electronic equipment scattered on the desks and on shelves everywhere.

	“I thought this was where they went,” Brandy said.

	“I thought so too. Look, another door.”

	“That’s got to be it,” Brandy replied as she headed for it.

	Carol held her gun at the ready while Brandy opened the heavy steel door. The minute it opened they heard noise, a constant background hum that was surprisingly loud. Inside, they saw racks of electronic equipment that seemed to go from floor to ceiling. What they didn’t see, was the men. 

	Instead of entering, Carol showed Brandy that she was purposely putting her gun away in her purse. “Let’s see how far these wigs get us,” Carol suggested.

	Brandy put her gun away and the two of them entered the room stuffed with electronics. “Hello?” Brandy called. She got no answer over the noise that seemed to be coming from all the electronics in the room. “Hello?” she called louder.

	“What?” A voice yelled back. A moment later, a man appeared from around the end of one of the equipment racks. “Can I help you?” he asked. Before Brandy could reply, a second man appeared, then a third poked his head around the corner too. 

	By the look of them, Brandy had no doubt that the three men were there only to work on the equipment. She needed an excuse for them to be there. “Um…we’re looking for Mike Cunningham?” she asked more than said.

	The man who had spoken replied. “Sorry, I never heard of him.” “Oh,” Brandy replied, acting disappointed.

	“Wait!” another man said. “It’s not Michael Cunningham. It’s Michelle. Marketing Strategies is on the next floor down. But I would think she’s gone home by now.”

	Brandy was just surprised that the one name she had pulled out of the hat had worked. “Oh, sorry. I read her name wrong. We had an appointment with her for earlier, but our car broke down. We thought we’d come and see if she was still here.”

	“Next floor down,” the man replied. “Turn to the left. But I doubt she’s still there. I went through that area earlier and all the lights were off.” “What is this place?” Carol asked.

	“I.T.”

	“I…T?” Carol asked.

	“Yeah. You know. We handle all the computer stuff for the company.”

	“Oh. You’ve sure got a lot of equipment,” Carol noted as she looked around. “Why is it so noisy in here? Cold too.”

	“Fans and special air conditioning to keep the equipment cool.”

	“What’s all this equipment for? Why not just plug a computer in and that’s it?”

	“The man laughed. “It doesn’t work like that. We’ve got lots of network devices that let all those company computers talk to each other.”

	“Oh,” Carol replied as if she were the dumb blonde she thought she looked like.

	“How about those computers talking to computers that aren’t in the company?” Brandy asked.

	“Sure. We do a lot of that too. All that has to be configured.”

	“How about…” Brandy started as she opened her purse. She pulled out her gun and held it on the three men. She watched as all three slowly put their arms up in the air. “How about computers that are sending a signal from some bugs that were planted in my hotel room earlier today?”

	“Uh…we wouldn’t know anything at all about that,” one of them replied.

	“Any chance he’s lying?” Brandy asked Carol. “What does your little device tell you?”

	Carol pulled out the little meter. It’s red hot!” she replied. She started walking around the racks of equipment. She slowly traced the signal around the racks until she got to one device where the needle pegged. “It’s here!” she called out to Carol. “Got it!” She went around to see Brandy still holding the gun on the three men.

	“You don’t know that you’ve got a device listening to six different audio bugs that were planted in my room? And that device is right here?” She noticed how uncomfortable all the men looked.

	“Are there any more of you that work in your little department?” Carol asked.

	“Just one other guy,” one of the men replied. “Where’s he?” Carol asked.

	“Home. He’s the head of the department.”

	“I see. So he left you to do all the work.”

	“Well, we know what we’re doing for the equipment swap.” “So tell me about that receiver,” Carol said.

	“Which one?” one of the men replied.

	“Which one?”

	“Yeah.”

	“Shut up!” one of the men said quickly.

	“Don’t you dare shut up,” Brandy told him as she turned her gun on the one who had told him not to talk.

	“Uh…I don’t know,” the first man replied.

	“This is getting us nowhere,” Carol said frustratedly. “May I?”

	“Be my guest.”

	Carol moved forward closer to the men. She spun quickly and kicked one of them in the stomach. The next she grabbed his head and flipped him over her to land on his back, and the third one she simply swept his legs out from under him. “Ret dear,” Carol said. “Do you have that length of rope I gave you?”

	“Of course.”

	“Will you cut me three pieces for their hands?”

	Brandy smiled. “Coming right up.”

	A minute later, all three men had their hands tied behind their backs while they laid on their stomachs on the cold tile floor. “Now,” Carol said. “We need to have a little chat about all the electronics in here. There’s a box over there that my meter tells me is talking to the bugs in my friend’s hotel room. Tell me about it.” None of the men said a word.

	“Anybody?” Carol prompted. When nobody answered, she asked, “Which one of you is in charge here?” She saw the men turn their heads to look at each other, but nobody still said a word. “There’s nobody in charge?” Carol asked.

	“He’s home!” one of them replied.

	“He speaks!” Carol declared. “So none of you are actually in charge?” “No. We just work together,” the same man replied.

	Brandy took a try. “So do any of you know about the box that’s listening to my hotel room?” None of the men said a word.

	“I find that hard to believe,” Carol said to Brandy. “Only four guys in the department and none of them know anything?”

	“I find it hard to believe too,” Brandy replied, the irritation clearly in her voice.

	“Ret dear,” Carol said, “Will you please cut off about two more feet of that rope please?” “Sure,” Brandy replied.

	Brandy cut the short piece of rope and handed it over. Carol tied the ends together forming a loop. Then she went over to the one guy who had done most of the talking so far. She sat down on his back and put the loop over his head and pulled it tight around his neck. She started pulling back hard on the rope, strangling him with it. She kept pulling while she started twisting the rope, making it tighter and tighter around his neck. With his hands bound behind his back, the man started to struggle as hard as he could.

	“I kill people for a living,” Carol told him. “So if you don’t answer my questions, you know I’ll have no problem killing you. Now, if you want to see your wife and six little kiddies again, start telling me about the box that’s listening to my friend’s hotel room.” The man she was strangling was struggling to breathe and was unable to speak. His face had turned dark red. Carol finally let up on the pressure. “Tell me about that box!” she demanded as the guy gasped for air.

	“Which one?” the man gasped.

	“The one that connected to my friend’s hotel room.” “Which one?” he gasped again. “You mean there’s more than one?” “Yes,” he gasped.

	Carol took a moment to look up at Brandy before she looked back at the man. “Tell me about them. How many of those boxes are there?” “Lots,” he said.

	“Show me!” She twisted the rope a little tighter around his neck then pulled him to his feet. With his hands tied behind his back, the rope around his neck gave her total control over him. He led the way between two of the racks of equipment. “There,” he gasped.

	“Where? Which one.”

	“Those three rows.”

	“Three rows?” Carol looked and noticed that there were identical devices mounted from floor to ceiling in three of the racks. One of them in the middle had been the one her meter had registered the strongest with. “How many bugs are you listening to?’

	“Right now? About a hundred and fifty.”

	“A hundred and fifty listening bugs?” Carol asked, finding it hard to believe.

	“No, a hundred and fifty rooms.”

	“Oh my God!” Brandy replied. “So the signals get picked up here. Then what happens?”

	“Everything gets automatically recorded and put on the server for whoever needs to hear them.”

	“So nobody’s listening to one of the bugs all the time?”

	“Not usually.”

	Where are all these files of recordings?” Carol asked.

	“On the server. You’ve got to have special access though.”

	“And I’m guessing you have access to them?”

	“We all do. This is I.T. We have access to everything.” “Handy,” Carol noted.

	“You said everything gets put on a server,” Brandy said. “What server?”.

	The man led them further down the rack. “Those three boxes there,” he said.

	“And how do we see the files stored on them?” Brandy asked him.

	“With a computer,” the guy replied.

	Carol pulled him by his neck away from the devices. “Where do we go?”

	The man led the way into the outer room. “Any computer,” he told them.

	“Which one is yours?”

	The man led the way to one of the desks. Carol sat him down and removed the rope from his neck. She untied his hands. “Show us!”

	The man rubbed his neck for a moment before Carol slapped his hands away. “Show us!”

	The man quickly got into his computer and pulled up a folder of recordings. Carol took one look and swore. “It looks like there’s thousands of folders in there.”

	The guy shrugged. “They’ve been recording for years.”

	“How can we tell which recordings are from my room?” Brandy asked.

	“Which hotel? What room?”

	Brandy told him and the man started clicking around. It took him only seconds to find the folder with all the recordings from her room.

	“Is it possible to listen to what’s happening there right now?” Brandy asked.

	The man clicked somewhere else and a moment later, the sound of someone singing came from the computer speakers. Rather terrible singing.

	“Ralphie!” Carol said. “Bingo! We know we’ve got the right place now.” She looked over at Brandy. “He doesn’t sing very, well does he?”

	“No. But I don’t keep him for his singing ability…or lack thereof.” Brandy pulled out her cellphone and called Ralphie’s phone. “You can stop singing now Ralphie. We found it.”

	“Oh, thank you Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied gratefully. “My throat was beginning to hurt.”

	“It sounded like it. We’ll call and have the bugs removed from the room in a little while. If we’re not back before they’re done, then go have some fun. Enjoy yourself. Just remember your curfew.”

	“Thank you, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied happily. I will.”

	Brandy hung up the phone and looked down at the guy in the chair. “How did you get into my room to plant those bugs?”

	The man turned his head toward her and looked surprised. “We own the hotel. Getting into the room and planting them was easy.”

	“How do you know it was so easy?” Carol asked. “The man remained silent, but he looked more nervous.” “How do you know?” Carol demanded.

	The man still said nothing. She went behind him and grabbed the rope around his neck and began pulling and twisting it. The man went wild trying to stop her, but the rope was already around his neck and was twisted tight. His hands couldn’t stop it from choking him. “How do you know?” Carol demanded again. She let up slightly on the rope. The man gasped in a few deep breaths. “How do you know?”

	“Because…I helped put them there.”

	“I was wondering if that might be the case,” Brandy said. “What shall we do with him now?” She asked Carol. “I had thought he was a little more innocent than he really is, but I’m betting those two in the other room are just as guilty as he is.”

	“Wait a minute,” Carol said. “Let me make a phone call. We need to send in the team to remove the bugs anyway. Can you take him back with the others?” “You got it,” Brandy replied.

	Once Brandy had marched the man back into the server room where nobody could hear her, Carol pulled out her cellphone. She punched in the phone number and gave whoever answered the code for Wu Enterprises, then she asked to be transferred directly to Susan Wu. A few moments later, Susan answered. “Susan,” Carol said. “We found where the bugs were transmitting to, but I think we found a lot more that you may be interested in.”  “What did you find?” Susan asked.

	“Right now, they’ve got bugs in a hundred and fifty different hotel rooms. The whole system is automated to record everything. There’s literally thousands and thousands of recordings in their files.” Three minutes later, Carol went back into the server room where Brandy waited with the men.

	“Find out anything?” Brandy asked.

	Carol noted that the men weren’t going anywhere and motioned with her head for Brandy to follow her out of the room. Once they were alone, she said, “Susan is sending in a team to look at everything, but they want the men out of here, so they don’t know they were here. Any ideas on what we can do with them?”

	“I wanted to do some kind of retribution directly against Allingham. Or if he wasn’t here, I was hoping to find someone actually listening. But since they planted the bugs themselves, I have no problem taking my frustrations out on them. I just really wanted to do something to Allingham himself.”

	“We could just kill them and be done with it,” Carol suggested.

	“Yeah, but…” She thought for a minute. “Let’s take them to Allingham’s office. We’ll see what we find there. That will get them away from here too like you need.”

	“Sounds like a plan,” Carol replied. “Cut two more pieces of rope for their necks. It will make controlling the three of them easier. Cut them longer though.”

	Carol and Brandy went back to the men who were now thrashing around a bit trying to untie themselves. “Stop that!” Brandy said as she went over to one of them and gave him a small kick to his face. She pulled out her rope and some knife and quickly cut the pieces that Carol wanted. A few minutes later, all three men were trussed up with rope twisted around their necks making it difficult for them to breathe. The rope was pulled down behind them and attached to their hands, pulling up on their arms and down against their necks. All three men had very red faces by the time Carol and Brandy pulled them to their feet and marched them out of the room, Carol holding the ropes of two men while Brandy had the third.

	They took them to the elevator where Brandy punched in the top floor. When the elevator opened, they shoved all three men out. “Where’s Allingham’s office?” Brandy asked.

	“Fifty–second floor,” one of them gasped out.

	“Fifty–second?” Brandy asked, not believing it.

	“This is Jubilee Investments up here,” the man replied. “Allingham is downstairs.”

	They shoved the men back into the elevator and took it down to the required floor. Once out of the elevator, they made the men lead the way to the darkened business office. When they got there, they found that Allingham’s outer office was big and opulent. They led the men onto Allingham’s inner office which was even more opulent than the outer one.

	Brandy looked around. “Perfect!” she declared as she looked at his elegant large desk. “I was hoping for this. Lay your two on the floor,” she told Carol while she marched the one that she was controlling right up to Allingham’s big wooden desk. With her arm, she swiped everything on the desk off onto the floor. 

	She shoved the man making him bend over the middle of the desk. “Stay!” she commanded. She pulled his pants all the way down to his ankles. Then she went around to the other side of the desk where she pulled him up and over it so that the top half of his body was hanging off the other side. From her purse she pulled the hammer and nails she had bought for the job in Dallas a few days ago. “Remember this?” she asked Carol as she held up the hammer. “I saw it in my suitcase and thought it might come in handy.” She reached under the man and grabbed his penis and pulled it firmly back between his legs. She took one of the nails and the hammer and pounded the large nail through his penis into the wooden desk. The man screamed like crazy. “Next!” Brandy said as she turned back to Carol.

	Carol was grinning from ear to ear. She grabbed one of the men from the floor. 

	“Bring him around this way,” Brandy told her. “We’ll position those two in the other direction on each side of him.”

	The man Carol was working with did everything he could to get away, he screamed he kicked, but none of it did him any good. A few minutes later, he was laying across the desk in the opposite direction to the first man with his body and head hanging down toward the floor, while Brandy nailed his penis to the big wooden desk. It took even less time for them to put the third one on the other side of the first man. All three of them trapped right where they were, by the big nails going through their cocks.

	“I need some paper to leave Allingham a note,” Brandy said. She found the paper and a marker in Allingham’s secretary’s desk. When Carol and Brandy left the room, the note was taped to the back of the man in the middle. The note simply warned Allingham that if either of them found any more bugs in their rooms, Allingham not only would be next, but he would wind up dead.”

	That night, Carol and Brandy’s lovemaking held more excitement for both of them than ever before.

	 


Chapter 15 – Hidden Monster.

	 

	Early in the morning, two naked women sat up on Brandy’s bed looking at the reports that Ralphie had collected from the Chinese restaurant the day before. “Okay,” Brandy said as she studied the paper in front of her. “Geovelli is the biggest boss in the city. From what we’ve seen, his losses have been light compared to the others.”

	“If those numbers are right,” Carol added. “I’m sure that getting accurate numbers from any of them is difficult, and we know that what we’re getting is probably a day behind.”

	“True,” Brandy agreed. “I’m not sure we can trust any of the numbers, but at the same time, they do give us some idea of what’s happening to each organization.”

	“Yeah,” Carol agreed. “And from what it looks like now, whoever is behind it is trying to get rid of some of the smaller groups first.”

	“Maybe,” Brandy replied. “Even though I think you’re right, I would expect to see more losses for Vince Beastman than I’m seeing. Everything else suggests that they’re targeting the smaller groups first.”

	“I’m thinking that good ol’ Vince is hiding some of his losses.”

	“And I’m thinking you’re right!” Brandy agreed. “One other thing about Geovelli though that bothers me. From what he told us, it sounds like everyone he’s lost so far had their throats slit. None of the others mentioned that.”

	“No. That was strange. But we talked to him first. We don’t know about any he’s lost since we talked to him.”

	“True. Good point. We need to ask.”

	“It could also be that since those men were killed, whoever is behind it has tweaked their methods a bit so that everyone now gets a kill shot.”

	“That sounds very likely,” Brandy agreed. “If I had a mercenary army, I’d want them to work as quickly and efficiently as possible. From what we’ve heard, they’re doing a lot of sniping now, so nobody sees them.”

	“Yeah. Invisible.”

	“Or almost.”

	“Pretty damn close,” Carol said. “Nobody’s gotten anything but the barest glimpse of any of them.”

	“And I’m betting they’re always using two–man teams,” Brandy added. 

	“Military. For sure!”

	Brandy turned back to the paper in her hand for a moment. “Then there’s the second biggest group in the city. Omar Besinski’s men.”

	“Romo’s rival.”

	“I’m betting they’re rivals mostly because Omar is the number two boss in the city.” “He could want to be number one,” Carol pointed out.

	“I have no doubt that he does,” Brandy agreed. “But I also have no doubt that they’d all like to take Romo out and be number one instead.”

	“So Besinski’s got to be high on our list,” Carol decided.

	“For sure,” Brandy agreed. She looked back at her list. “Then there’s Johnny Morrow.”

	“The guy who hired you.”

	“Yeah, but that doesn’t automatically cross him off my list of suspects. He is number three, so he’s got plenty of resources.”

	“And he struck me as being unusually smart,” Carol said. “At least that’s the impression I got from him.”

	“Yeah, me too. But to be a boss in this game you’ve got to be smart. But at the same time Johnny did seem fairly young to be in that position too.”

	“Young, smart, and obviously very interested in moving up the ladder to the top. Probably willing to take chances and do almost anything.”

	“For sure,” Brandy agreed. She looked at her list. “Charles Allingham is next.” “We didn’t actually talk to him,” Carol noted.

	“No. Not yet. But I did enjoy that last part of our trip last night.”

	“I think we need to talk to him or his men to see what they know,” Carol suggested.

	“Agreed. Today?”

	“Why not. The sooner the better. The only thing we really know about him, as far as I see it, is that he’s probably heavily into blackmail.”

	“I have no doubt he is.” Brandy agreed. “Carol, you probably know this better than I would.” “What?”

	“Could someone who has that much blackmail experience, use that leverage to gain themselves a mercenary army?”

	“Easily. And more than likely, whoever they’re making the arrangements with would be bending over backwards to keep Allingham happy. Not to mention if that were the case, I doubt Allingham would be paying for their services in money.”

	“Yeah. I can see that,” Brandy replied as she took that information in. She looked back at her paper. “Then there’s the number five group. Vince Beastman.” “Vince the Beast,” Carol said, rolling her eyes at the name.

	“According to your people, he’s made most of his money in prostitution. In the last five years he’s managed to somehow take over a large portion of all the prostitution in the city.” “He’s got drug ties too,” Carol remembered from what she had read. “But we don’t know where he gets his drugs from.”

	“No, but I don’t think that matters. According to the reports, he’s lost men, but not that many.”

	“Yeah, according to what we’ve seen so far. Lozano, Allingham, and Morrow have lost the most.”

	“Yeah, but Lozano is the smallest organization, and it’s obvious that they’re trying to remove him first,” Carol noted.

	“He’s also more of a drug lord than the others. Most of his money comes from drugs run up from Mexico.”

	“Drugs and prostitution,” Carol replied. “Maybe someone wants his drug trade.”

	“I would if I were any of the rest of them.”

	“Yeah. For sure. I wonder,” she said as she started considering something.

	“What’s that?”

	“Lozano is heavily into supplying drugs. I’m wondering if he’s had any problems with his pipeline since all this started. Or is someone just trying to kill off him and his men.”

	“Good question. We need to ask.”

	“Yeah. He may be the smallest organization in the city, but his drugs could be bringing in more money than anyone knows.” “Could be,” Brandy agreed.

	“So where to today?” Carol asked. “Allingham?”

	“Allingham, and I think Beastman. They’re the only two bosses we haven’t talked to.”

	“Allingham is more likely to be interested in killing us than talking to us,” Carol pointed out.

	“True. We need a way around that.”

	“We could just go around him and question his men.”

	“I think we need to do that anyway,” Brandy agreed, “but I think I want to meet Allingham personally and see what he’s like. I’ve met all the others. Let’s see how Allingham stacks up.”

	“We haven’t met Beastman either,” Carol pointed out. “And according to Romo, he’s not the friendly type.”

	“Let’s tackle Allingham first,” Brandy decided. “He’s higher up on the list than Beastman. Besides, since he planted the bugs in my room, I’d really like to have a more personal chat with him.”

	“But because of what we did last night, how are we going to manage it, unless we just go in with guns out and shoot anyone who gets in our way. Mind you, I don’t mind doing that at all. I can think of at least six times that I’ve done just that in the past, gone up in a big skyscraper and took out everyone who got in my way, just to reach my targets and take them out.”

	“You really do have a fun life,” Brandy noted.

	“Sometimes. But the rest of the time it can be boring as hell. So, do we take out whoever gets in our way?”

	Brandy considered it. “No. We’d probably make the headline news.”

	“Wouldn’t be the first time,” Carol said as if she didn’t care. “We just do it in such a way that even the security cameras won’t show who we are.”

	“But for now, I think we should avoid going that extreme.”

	“Call your friend Morrow and ask him to arrange it like we did the others?”

	“Yeah. That might be a good suggestion for a start, but because he’s going to want to get back at us for last night, I’m thinking we may need to be a bit more cautious.”

	“Absolutely! Okay, then how do we approach him?”

	“Brandy considered it for a few moments. “I’ve got the start of an idea. You may like it, but you might not.”

	Carol tuned her head to look at her. “Why?”

	Because a lot of it may depend on if your people can get us something. And the other part may depend on how good a shot you are.”

	Carol smiled. “Have I ever mentioned that I love guns!”

	“You might have mentioned it. And then there’s the part where you’re going to need that dress and the wig again.”

	“That part I’m not so happy about!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Blue!” Brandy ordered.

	Ralphie knew it was no use arguing. “Yes, Miss Brandy he replied.”

	“Now get out of here.”

	Ralphie turned and hurried out the door. His first task of the day was to find a totally different nail salon and have his pink nails changed to blue. Blue didn’t even go with the dress he was wearing that day. Thank God he wasn’t wearing one of the little girl outfits again with the diapers. His life was humiliating enough! After that, Miss Brandy had ordered that he had to go shopping for a new dress. Worse…something he could wear out on the street corner to pick up men.

	He really hated his life. He’d give anything to get out of it. But every time he tried, Miss Brandy found him faster than he could believe. Of course, after the first time he tried to run away, she had takin him to a doctor…of some sort…and had a chip implanted in his hip. Deep in his hip. So that she could use an app on her phone and could find him anywhere, anytime. That still didn’t seem to keep her from checking up on everywhere he went…all the time. She loved keeping him under her thumb. And the consequences of him messing up in any way at all were…worse than death! She had a decided talent for being cruel.

	He rode the elevator down to the lobby. Time to start asking about nail salons. If they stayed in Vegas much longer, he had no doubt that he’d be changing his nail color again.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“If I told you I hate you, would you believe me?”

	“No.”

	“How about if I told you I hate this wig.”

	“No.”

	“Yeah, you’re right. I think I look rather cute in it.”

	“Absolutely.”

	“How about if I told you I hate this dress?”

	“That part I’d believe. But look at it this way, at least you get to play with your gun.”

	“Yeah. That does kind of make up for it. You do know I don’t like men, don’t you?”

	“You might have mentioned it a dozen or so times,” Brandy replied. “Would you rather do this with Ralphie?”

	“Huh! Are you kidding?”

	“Then stop complaining. Besides, this was your idea, not mine. I just planned on you watching my back while I talked to them.”

	“Yeah. I know. But I’ve done this before. Doing it this way, I can stay close and they’ll never see me.”

	“We hope!”

	“Yeah, but like I said, I’ve done it before.”

	“So now we just have to wait for Allingham to call.”

	“And you’ve got to get dressed.”

	“That will take me two minutes, tops!”

	“I’m dying to see you in…”

	The room phone ringing cut her off. Brandy answered it. “Yes?”

	“You’re the one that Morrow called about? The one who made a mess of my desk and hurt my men?”

	“When you say it like that,” Brandy replied, “I almost think you’re more concerned about your desk getting a few chips in it than you are about your men.” “I can get more men. My desk is an antique!” Allingham replied.

	“I would have never known. Think of it this way, now it has more character. You’ve seen those shows where they take new furniture and beat it up to give it more of a distressed look. Think of it like that. I’ve added character and memories for you.”

	“And I’ve added you to my shoot on sight list.”

	“I’m just glad I made an impression. I really wanted to do something to you, personally, last night, so remember, you’re still on my list too.”

	“You’re dead!”

	“Not yet I’m not. And if I were you, I’d be very careful when you do try to kill me. Now are we going to meet or not? And I don’t know if Morrow passed it on or not, but I’d really like to talk with any of your men that were around when some of your people were murdered. They’re the ones I really need to talk with.”

	There was no reply to her question. Just silence.

	“Do we meet?” she asked again, “or do we just forget about you and the fact that other than Lozano, you’ve lost the most men, and all signs are pointing to whoever it is wiping you off the map right after they finish with the Mexicans?” Again, there was no reply.

	“Okay,” Brandy said. “I’ll keep in mind that you’d like me dead, and you don’t want our help in figuring out who’s trying to wipe out every criminal organization in the city. Goodbye, Mr. Allingham. And just remember, the next time I find my room bugged, you’re going to die!”

	“Wait!”

	“For what?”

	“We’ll meet.”

	“Why couldn’t we just get to that when I first asked?”

	“Because I still want you dead. But I’ll allow you safe passage up to my office…this time.”

	“Sorry. No way. It’s not that I don’t trust you, but…I don’t. Not the world’s biggest blackmailer…which I am a bit envious of by the way. No. We’ll do this on common ground.”

	“Common ground?”

	“Yes. Like…a park!” she said pointedly going with the scenario that Carol had wanted. “I hear Las Vegas is loaded with some very nice ones. I want a park, but I’ll let you pick which one and where.”

	Allingham laughed. “Fine with me. I’ll set it up and call you with the details.”

	“I absolutely can’t wait,” Brandy replied sarcastically. “Don’t make me wait too long!” She hung up the phone and looked to Carol. “He’ll let us know where and when.”

	“I hope we don’t have to wait all day. I’m still dying to see you in my red riding suit with that red wig and mask.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Thirty minutes later, the two of them headed down in the hotel elevator. “I was right,” Carol said, “that suit with the red wig looks hot on you! Even better with the mask. Are you sure you don’t want to go back to the room for a while?” “Later, when we’re done,” Brandy replied.

	“Later, we have to figure out how to meet Vince…the beast! Whoopie!”

	“I meant after that.”

	“Oh. Oh well. Just for that, I’m going to go out of my way to find something to shoot at this morning.”

	“You’d shoot something…or someone…before tea–time?”

	“I don’t believe in waiting for the niceties when it comes to killing someone.”

	“Did anyone ever tell you that you might have aggression issues?”

	“I think the only one who hasn’t, is my mother.”

	Downstairs, they found a car waiting for them in front of the hotel. They climbed into the back seat. Five minutes later, Brandy alone got out of the car and watched as the Chinese man drove off with Carol in the backseat. While they were in the car, the man had fitted all three of them with communication devices so they could all hear what was going on. Once the car was gone, Brandy asked for her motorcycle to be brought out for her. She pulled the red mask down on her face before she pulled her helmet on. A minute later, she was carefully driving the powerful bike through downtown Las Vegas, heading for one of the parks near the southern side of the city.

	Once she got near her destination, she pulled off into a parking lot to wait a few minutes. The last thing she wanted was to be early. Two minutes after stopping, she saw a limo drive past. She couldn’t help but notice the two expensive black cars surrounding it. Allingham? She had no way of knowing. She waited ten more minutes before she cranked her bike and took off in the same direction that the limo had gone.

	She had studied the maps, so she knew where she was going. Finding the park was easy. Finding the limo and the two black cars was even easier. They were all parked in the corner of the parking lot, well inside the park.

	“Dee, are you there?” she asked as she pulled over before actually entering the parking area. “Here Ret,” the voice came back in her ear. “I see you at the back of the lot. They’ve got one guy hidden in the bushes on your side. He’s got a rifle. They had another one with a handgun on this side. Since we were coming from behind him, it was all I could do to not just kill him. He is sleeping though. I have no doubt he’s going to wake up with a monster headache later. We’re making our way toward the other one right now, but it’s going to take a few minutes, so be careful.”

	“Got it. Thanks,” Brandy replied. “If you’re going to be on that side, I’ll park where I should stay out of your way.”

	“Good. I wouldn’t hit you, but my line of sight is going to be obscured as it is.”

	“Got it. Good luck.”

	“You too.”

	Brandy slowly moved her bike, but instead of going through the parking lot, she went up onto the grass and took the walking path in the direction of the car. As she drove, she passed a blonde woman who was walking hand in hand with a Chinese man. Carol and a guy from the restaurant. She pulled her bike off the path and came to a stop right in front of Allingham’s limo. She pulled her helmet off her head, exposing her red wig and mask. 

	The doors to the cars opened first and four men piled out of each of them. They all had guns in their hands and were pointing them at her. She shook her head. “I’d be careful if I were you,” she announced. “I didn’t come alone!”

	The door to the limo opened. Two more men got out, one of them opened the rear door of the limo. She got her first glimpse at Allingham. He was tall and thin. His light grey suit looked very expensive. The Stetson hat he was wearing she thought was a bit much, but overall, he did look the part of a Vegas criminal boss. “Allingham?” she asked.

	“And you must be the famous Retribution that Morrow was talking about,” Allingham replied sarcastically.

	“I hope I’m not that famous,” Brandy replied.

	“Where’s your friend?”

	“Like I told your men, I didn’t come alone. I also know that you didn’t either. And I’m not talking about the men right here in front of me. You had a man in the bushes on each side, one with a rifle, the other with just a handgun. I know that one of them is down already and the other…” she listened for a moment. “Scratch that, they’re both down now.”

	Allingham looked angry. “You killed them?”

	“Not me, and unfortunately, they’re not dead, either of them. “My friend says they’re probably going to wake up with some pretty bad headaches.”

	“Where is your friend?”

	“Somewhere,” Brandy replied. “Actually, the way she operates, she could be almost anywhere, even right behind you and you probably wouldn’t even know it. But just know that she’s watching my back and will kill you and your men if you get any ideas about trying to take me out.”

	Allingham stood to his full height and turned his head in all directions trying to find her. As he was doing it, his hat suddenly flew off his head.

	“Told you I’d find something to shoot at,” the voice came in Brandy’s ear.

	Allingham realized that he hadn’t heard a shot. The gun had been silenced. His eyes searched angrily around, but the only thing he saw was the blonde woman and her boyfriend out on the walking path towards the other side of the parking lot. It was obvious that the shot couldn’t have come from them since the two of them were standing there kissing.

	One of Allingham’s men picked the hat up and handed it to him. Allingham noted the bullet hole in the top of it. “Your friend likes to take chances,” he said angrily as he carefully placed the hat back on his head.

	“That she does. But that doesn’t mean she isn’t very good at her job. They don’t call her Death for nothing.”

	“Death and Retribution. The two words I’ve heard way too much about in the last few days.

	Silly stupidity!”

	His hat suddenly went flying again. Allingham and all his men ducked for cover.

	“The last thing you want to do is call Death stupid,” Brandy told him. “Now can we get down to business, or would you like to see more of how well she can shoot?”

	Allingham slowly stood up in front of his car again. He looked around. The man and woman were still kissing. He turned his attention back to Brandy. “What is it you want?”

	“We’ve been trying to find men that were around when the murders took place. Trying to ask what any of them saw. We’ve been doing our best to piece things together from what little they’ve been able to tell us. From what we’ve been able to gather, next to Lozano, you’ve lost the most men. But the way they’ve been picking off Lozano’s people, we’re pretty sure they just want to wipe him off his map first to get him out of the way. There is his drug pipeline though which I have no doubt would be very lucrative to someone if they knew how to gain access to it.”

	Allingham stared at her. The angry set of his face told her that something she had just said had touched a raw nerve with him.

	“Let me guess,” she said. “Lozano is your supplier.”

	“One of them,” he admitted. “Actually, our biggest.”

	“Which means that he’s probably supplying to everyone else in Vegas too.”

	“I wouldn’t know, but it’s possible. He seems to have the least problem getting the drugs through.”

	“Which also makes him that much more of a prime target. Someone has this very well planned.”

	“You’re just now figuring that out? Morrow didn’t need to send for you to tell us that!”

	“No. But did any of you figure out that whoever is behind it has hired some ex–military mercenaries to carry out the killings?”

	“Mercenaries! Are you sure?”

	“That’s what it’s looking like. And the more we look, the more it seems to confirm that. I’m guessing that because of your business, you’re probably better informed than most of the others. Is there anyone you know that might have that kind of ties to the military?”

	Allingham seemed to consider that. He finally shook his head. “No. Believe it or not, I don’t see any of the major players in the city having anything at all to do with the military. Which to me, points to someone new. Someone outside of the city.”

	“That’s certainly a possibility,” Brandy had to admit. “But at the same time, one of the things that concerns us the most, is their intelligence. They seem to know too much about not only who to kill, but where they’re going to be when they do take them out.”

	Allingham considered that. “That’s…true,” he admitted. “It sounds like I need to take a closer look at some of my own men.”

	“I would if I were you. Just like every other boss in the city.”

	Allingham nodded. “All of us.”

	Brandy decided it was time to move into what she really wanted to know. “Did Morrow pass on that I wanted to talk with some of your men who were around when the others were killed?”

	Allingham nodded. “Gary! Sully! Butch!” With a motion of his head, three of the men moved forward. None of them were pointing their guns at her, but none of them put their guns away either.

	Brandy simply chose the one on her left. “Tell me about what happened,” she said to him.

	The man looked to Allingham, who nodded his okay. Then he spoke. “It was like a nightmare. Four of us were heading from the back of one of our buildings out to the car. Two shots came from two different directions at almost the same time. Wilson pitched forward and Murphy was blown backwards with half his head missing. We ran for cover, but when we looked around, we didn’t see anyone or anything. The closest we could figure was that they were shooting from two different rooftops. Then the moment they got their shots off, they got the hell out of there.”

	Brandy heard Carol swear in her ear. “Coordinated attacks,” Carols said. “Someone is using communications to orchestrate it.”

	“Troubling,” Brandy muttered in reply. She looked to the guy she had been talking with.

	“When did this happen?” “Last night!”

	“Shit!” Carol said. “It almost sounds like they’re evolving. Improving their plan of attack.

	Brandy said nothing. She turned to the man in the middle. “What did you see?”

	“I followed Mikey Thomas out the front door of one of our casinos. There was a gunshot and he got blown off his feet.”

	“What did you do?”

	“Me? I hit the ground, rolled and pulled my gun. I saw someone pointing a rifle at me over top of one of the cars. Couldn’t see much else of him though. I grabbed one of the women trying to run out of there and used her for cover while I backed up into the casino. By the time I looked out again, whoever it was, was gone. All that was left was my boss, Mikey, lying on the sidewalk.”

	“They did it right in front of all the people,” Carol noted through Brandy’s earpiece.

	“It’s not the first time,” Brandy replied.

	“No, it’s not.”

	“What?” the guy asked, clearly confused.

	“Never mind,” Brandy told him. “I’m just having a bit of a conversation with my friend.” “She’s listening?”

	“What do you think? Tell me, and this may be important, did you see his face, or did he have his head all wrapped up in a black cloth.”

	The man was clearly surprised by the question. “Come to think of it, he did have his head wrapped, just like that. It’s one of the reasons we didn’t know who or even where to look for them.”

	“But all you saw of them was their wrapped–up head?”

	“That’s it. The guy was crouched down behind the car so just his head was sticking out. His gun was resting on the hood.”

	“His gun. What kind of rifle was it?”

	“I have no idea. A rifle. Not a handgun.”

	“Could it have been a military type automatic rifle?”

	“I wouldn’t have any idea. It all went down real fast.”

	“Did you see a second man?” Brandy asked him. “We’ve discovered that they usually use two–man teams.”

	“If there was a second guy, I didn’t see him. I only remember the rifle sticking out over top of that car.”

	“And when did this happen?” Brandy asked next.

	“Almost three weeks ago now.”

	“They’ve definitely improved their techniques,” Carol noted.

	“Did you ever hear what kind of bullets hit your boss?” Brandy asked next. “What caliber?” It was Allingham who answered that question though. “Big. High powered. In every case.”

	Brandy nodded. “No surprise,” she replied. She looked to the third man. “When did your bit of fun happen?”

	“Just over a week ago,” the man replied.

	“So your little experience happened between the others. Tell me about it.”

	“We were getting ready to transfer the nights casino takings into the armored truck.”

	“Was the truck already there?”

	“Yeah. The doors were opened, and the guards were waiting on the cash.”

	“Okay, go on.”

	“We pushed the cart out the door and over to the truck.”

	“Who’s we? How many men?”

	“Oh, three. That’s pretty standard. And don’t forget there were the two guards from the transfer company too.”

	“Right. Go on.”

	“We pushed the cart to the back of the truck and suddenly there was a loud gunshot, and Benny Hertz’s head splattered all over us. We all ducked for cover and pulled our guns, but there was literally nothing to see. But the bullet that took out Benny had gone right through his head and it took out Cal as well. Two with just one shot! Like Sully said earlier, we’re pretty sure the shooter was on top of the building next to the casino.”

	“We found no one!” Allingham added. “Nobody even remembered seeing anyone that looked like they could have been carrying a gun.”

	“Could have been a sniper rifle that breaks down into smaller pieces,” Carol noted.

	“Yeah,” Brandy agreed. “She looked at Allingham. “My friend thinks it was probably a professional sniper rifle.”

	“The shot was professional,” Allingham noted.

	Brandy turned back to the man who had been speaking. “Did you see anything at all that might indicate a second person was there?”

	“No. Since the sound of the shot echoed around off the buildings, we weren’t even sure where the shot came from until we had time to figure out which way the bullet had to have come from by the way it hit both of them.”

	“There was a second person,” Carol said positively. “A sniper usually uses a spotter, someone to help identify the target.”

	Brandy looked to Allingham. “My friend is sure there was a second person with the shooter,” she said. “The other person was the spotter to help identify the target.”

	“So, you still think it was military mercenaries?”

	“I do…we do. Both of us,” Brandy replied. “The problem is, we still don’t know who hired them. Dee, you got any questions?”

	“Yeah. Where do we find these mercenaries?”

	Brandy looked to Allingham. “My friend wants to know if you have any idea where a mercenary group like we’re facing here might be hold up?”

	Allingham shook his head. “Not a clue. If I did, they’d already be dead.”

	“That’s what I thought.”

	“Anything else Dee?” Brandy asked.

	“Yeah, but it involves how long before I can get you back to the room.”

	Brandy looked back to Allingham. “Thanks for the chat. We’ve just confirmed that they’re adjusting their style as time goes on. They’re evolving their methods to make them more efficient. That doesn’t help you, but it shows us what we’re up against. Now all we have to do is find these bastards.”

	She stuck her helmet back on her head, cranked the bike, and roared out of there. On her way out, she saw no sign of Carol at all.

	 


Chapter 16 – Don’t Piss Off A Monster.

	 

	“Nice shooting this morning,” Brandy told Carol. “As far as I could tell, Allingham and his buddies never saw you at all.”

	“They saw me. They just didn’t see me shooting. All they saw was a woman walking with a guy and then kissing him.”

	“You shot his hat off his head, twice! And you kept your gun in your purse the whole time?”

	“Sure. Just the tip of the silencer stuck out. That’s why he didn’t see me shooting. The bigger problem was trying to do it with only one eye peeking out from behind that guy’s head while I was kissing him.”

	“And you said you didn’t like men. You’re just trying to make me jealous.”

	“You want me to take you back to bed right now and we can discuss that?”

	“Yes! But not right now. We’ve got to figure out the best way to talk to Beastman’s men.”

	“Call your friend Johnny to set it up like you usually do.”

	“Yeah. I was just getting ready to do that.”

	Carol sat on Brandy’s bed while she watched Brandy making the phone call. Brandy was still wearing the red wig, Carol’s red and black riding suit, but no mask anymore. “I hope he tells us it’ll be later tonight before we can meet Beastman,” Carol said softly.

	Brandy hung up the phone. “He’ll call us right back. He said he’d try, but with Beastman, nobody seems to have much luck with anything.”

	Five minutes later, Carol and Brandy were enjoying a lasting kiss when Brandy’s cellphone rang. They broke off the kiss and Brandy answered the call. She soon hung up. “No dice.

	Beastman isn’t interested.”

	“Okay. So do we ignore him?”

	“No. I want to know why his organization is almost as small as the Mexican’s, but both

	Lozano and Allingham have lost far more men than he has.”

	“Good point.”

	“Most of the reports we’ve been getting say he usually hangs out in one place. Let’s go see if we can get in to talk with him if we show up there in person.”

	“If jumping your bones while you’re wearing that outfit is out, then I guess I’m game.”

	Before either of them could do anything else, the room door opened and Ralphie came in. “Oh,” Ralphie exclaimed at seeing the two women in the suite. “You’re still here.”

	“We were just leaving,” Brandy replied. Her face turned to a sly smile. “But I think that can wait a few minutes. Did you buy a new dress?”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied with a sigh.

	“Good! Go put it on and show us.” She turned to Carol. “I hope it’s really trashy.”

	“Trashy? Why?”

	“So I can send him down to the street corners to try and pick up men with some of the other prostitutes.”

	Five minutes later, Ralphie came out of his bedroom wearing his new dress. It was another red one, but with thin straps going over his shoulders, a very short skirt with a slit that went nearly up to his crotch, and it was cut low enough to show off some of the fake boobs on his chest. Carol laughed at how ridiculous he looked. “He’ll never pick up a man wearing that!” she exclaimed as she laughed. “All it shows is how much of a fake he is.”

	Brandy smiled. “That’s the idea.” She turned to Ralphie. “Go take it off and get dressed again.

	Then go out and buy yourself another one. Same kind. But make sure it’s very different.”

	Ralphie was horrified. “Another one?”

	“Do you want to wear a diaper and one of your little girl dresses while you’re doing it?”

	“No, Miss Brandy,” he replied quickly. “I’ll be glad to wear what I had on before.”

	“I thought so,” Brandy replied. “And I’m sure you already know what I’ll be asking you to do tonight.”

	Ralphie wasn’t happy about it, but he already suspected it. “Yes, Miss Brandy. I’ll be going out to work with the prostitutes somewhere. Where?” he asked.

	“I don’t know. But that’s one of the reasons I want you to do it. I need you to gather information for us. We’ll talk about that later…after you buy another dress to wear tomorrow night.”

	He was going to have to do it tomorrow night too? Ralphie really hated his life!

	Brandy turned to Carol. “Before we go, do you want your riding suit back, or do you just want to wear mine?”

	“Are you kidding? I’ll wear yours. Between that red riding suit and your red wig, and later I hope your red mask, I’m looking forward to having my way with you in bed.”

	“And what if I decide to have my way with you instead?”

	“With the whole outfit on? Even better. Are you sure you want to leave now? You’re already dressed for the part and I’ve got to get out of this stupid dress anyway.”

	Brandy grabbed her red mask and pulled it on. “Put my riding suit on,” she ordered sternly. “We’re going out now. But later, you and I will discuss why someone wearing a dress like that should think they can have their way with someone like me.”

	Carol grinned from ear to ear. “You’re sure you don’t want to stay here and discuss it now?”

	Brandy took her mask off and threw it at her. “Get changed. Let’s get the business out of the way first.”

	“Spoil sport!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The three–story brick building looked old. It sat in a neighborhood that neither Carol nor Brandy would ever want to live in. There was a small elderly grocery shop next door on one side and what looked like a run–down apartment building on the other side. Alleyways separated the building from the other ones. The sidewalk in front of the building was lined with flashy cars. 

	Carol and Brandy parked their bikes as close to the building as they could get, in front of the grocery store. “Nice place,” Carol noted sarcastically. “Ritzy!”

	“Yeah, for sure,” Brandy agreed. “Let’s just hope it doesn’t fall down on us while we’re in there.”

	“If it does, Vince could wind up losing as many men as Lozano has already.”

	“Yeah. All without the help of those mercenaries.”

	“If I were the mercenaries, I’d plant a bomb in the place and set it to go off at a strategic time. One bomb and Beastman would probably be wiped out.”

	“Come on,” Brandy said. “Let’s see who’s around.”

	They went in through the double glass doors into a large empty lobby area. They got two steps inside before a black man poked his head through one of the doors off the lobby. “Hey! Who the hell are you?”

	“You don’t want to know,” Carol replied. “Where’s Beastman?”

	“Get the hell out!”

	“That’s not an answer to her question!” Brandy said with more than a touch of irritation in her voice. The man came further out into the lobby, several other black men poked their heads out the door to see what was going on. “Now will one of you call Beastman and tell him that Death and Retribution are here to see him?”

	“Death and Retribution?” The man broke out laughing.

	“Do me a favor,” Brandy said to Carol. “If I start hitting them, stay out of my way. I don’t want to worry about hurting you too.”

	“No problem,” Carol replied with a small smile. “They’re all yours.”

	“Get lost!” the man said angrily to Brandy. “That is, unless of course you’re interested in working the streets for us.”

	“We’re not prostitutes!” Brandy replied angrily. “And we’re not leaving until we see Beastman. Now is he here?”

	“Fuck if I’ll tell you anything,” the man said as he moved closer.

	“You don’t want to mess with me,” Brandy said, not backing away and her voice clearly showing her irritation. 

	“I’ll mess with you, and I’ll take that stupid mask of yours and shove it right up your silly cunt.”

	Brandy took another step forward, ready to take him and the rest of them out as well, while Carol stayed where she was, closer to the door.

	“Bock!” a stern voice called, stopping everyone.

	Another black man stepped through the door. From the way he seemed to command everything, Carol was guessing it had to be Beastman himself. She watched as the man came closer to Brandy. He was big. Tall. Muscular. Just the kind of man Carol would love to pummel into the ground and then bury.

	“You two have to be the two stupid broads Morrow said are running around town asking questions. I told Morrow to keep you away. And now you turn up here. I’m not interested in talking to you! Now get out before I take both of you and turn your bitch asses into girls I can use on the street!”

	Brandy didn’t even think. She never thought. She just let the rage inside her take over as her body spun and she launched into a spinning kick that landed right against Beastman’s face. But by the time she landed again, she was already in motion, heading for the rest of Beastman’s men.

	Carol stood back and watched as Brandy exploded into the group. She quickly moved further back against the door to stay out of the way. This was the first time she had to really see Brandy in action against a group of men. The first thing she noticed was Brandy’s speed. Carol knew that she herself was one of only a handful of people in the world who could move and fight at such a speed. She wasn’t surprised to see that Brandy was another one. She had suspected as much each time she saw Brandy suddenly punch or kick someone before. But this time she had more to watch. Speed often could make all the difference in the world when you went up against an opponent. Especially for a woman going against a man.

	She had noticed it before, but it was even more evident now. Brandy had a hair–trigger. Almost anything could set her off and she seemed to have no recourse but to lash out, and lash out quickly. Carol was smart enough to know that a temper like that could be both an asset and a weakness. But as far as she was concerned, Brandy’s hair trigger temper that made her so dangerous, was just one of the things about Brandy that seemed to fuel her attraction towards her.

	But there was something else she noticed about Brandy’s fighting style. She fought with a rage like Carol had never seen before. At times, she almost threw her punches like she was in a barroom brawl, but of course at the speed she was throwing them, they were more than affective. As she watched Brandy moving through the men, she got the impression that Brandy’s rage was born of frustration over something. For a rage like that, it was the only conclusion she could reach.

	And then she saw Vince the Beast getting back to his feet. Brandy was finishing up the last of his men ten feet away. She watched as Vince’s arm went up into the air, and then he brought it down quickly. Something shattered on the floor and she saw Vince turning and running for the door on the opposite side of the room. A faint acrid odor reached Carol’s nose and her head suddenly went reeling. She was in mid–breath, but she forced herself to stop breathing. Brandy, who had started chasing after Vince, was slumping down to the floor. Still forcing herself to not breath, Carol ran to her and pulled her out of the lobby and out to the sidewalk. She set her down up against the side of the building and took a few deep breaths. She slapped Brandy’s face a few times and called her name, trying to get her to wake up. She was relieved when Brandy started to come around. “Come on,” Carol urged. “Wake up.”

	Brandy’s head was spinning. She felt groggy and sleepy. She didn’t want to wake up. She just wanted to sleep. She closed her eyes again and felt her face being slapped hard. She opened her eyes at the irritation.

	“Wake up! Take some deep breaths!” Carol ordered. “You’ve been gassed.”

	Gassed? Brandy wasn’t sure if she cared. All she wanted was to go back to the weariness that tugged so hard at her. But she did take a deep breath.

	“More!” Carol urged.

	Brandy took a few more deep breaths. Her head cleared a little. “What happened?”

	“You got gassed, by Beastman himself. I got barely a whiff of it and I nearly passed out.”

	“Shit!” Brandy cursed. “I just want to drop over dead right now.”

	“Breathe! And keep breathing!” Carol replied as she stood up. “I’ll be right back,” she said. “Try to wake up while I’m gone.”

	“Where you going?” Brandy asked, her words coming out a little slurred.

	“Beastman took off as soon as he threw the gas bomb. I’m going to see if there’s a back door to this place. I want his head! Now breathe! Deeply! Wake up!” Carol ordered before she took off at a run for the alley leading down the side of the building. 

	When she reached the back, Carol found herself in a parking area with a number of cars. A noise made her look up. A door was opening one floor up leading out to the fire escape. Through the metal steps of the fire escape, she got a quick glimpse of Beastman hurrying out the door and down the stairs. She hid herself under the fire escape and watched as he reached the bottom. He turned, heading for one of the cars in the parking area. She hurried up behind him, jumped and grabbed his head while her legs kicked in his knees from behind. As her legs hit the ground, she used her grip on his head to throw him over her hip as she smashed his head as hard as she could into the pavement. The huge man was down and out, that fast. She had to check him though to see if she had killed him. In her anger, she had thrown him harder than she should have. He was breathing, but she suspected he would wake up with not only a bad concussion but most likely a fractured skull as well. Oh well. She would have been just as happy if he were dead.

	Since he was still alive, and knowing that Brandy would probably want to get her claws into him, she dragged his big heavy body all the way down the side of the building and out to the street.

	Brandy saw Carol dragging Beastman’s body around the side of the building. She forced herself to stand up, her head was still spinning somewhat, but it was getting better. She watched as Carol dropped Vince’s body just short of reaching the doors. “Is he dead?” she asked.

	“No, but not for lack of trying. I think he’s just got a hard head. I did probably fracture his skull though.”

	“Good! I want retribution!”

	“I kind of figured you would,” Carol replied. “And if he ever wakes up, I want answers.”

	“Yeah. That would be a good idea too.”

	“What do you want to do with him?” Carol asked. “That gas has to be still in the lobby inside. Judging by the way it affected you, no telling how it’s going to affect all his men in there.”

	“Yeah,” Brandy agreed. “It’s some powerful stuff. Fast too! My head is still spinning.”

	“I can arrange for someone to pick Vince up here and take him somewhere where we can interrogate him better. In fact, my mother is here, I know she’d be more than happy to play with him. We’d get lots of answers out of him them, and it would all be the guaranteed truth.”

	“It sounds good, but after that gas, I want my own revenge instead.” She looked around. She saw no one. She got the impression that there wasn’t much traffic on that street. She didn’t know if that was because of the type of neighborhood it was, or if it was due more to the fact that Beastman’s headquarters building was there. Either way she didn’t care. “Let’s play with him right here,” she decided.

	Carol was surprised. “Out on the sidewalk?” She looked around. “Why not? If you’re game, I’m good with it. What do you have in mind?”

	“I don’t know yet. The last person who threatened to make me one of their prostitutes was Ralphie.” Her head was settling down now after the gas and she put her brain to work.

	“Maybe…” she said after a few moments as she stared down at Beastman’s comatose body. “I think something humiliating might have a more lasting impact on someone like him than anyone would think.” She looked at Carol. “How many of his men are inside?” she asked.

	Carol pressed her head against the glass door and counted bodies. “Six.”

	Brandy pulled out her cellphone and dialed a number while she continued to stare at Beastman, her brain was still trying to come up with a picture of what she wanted. “You still got rope?” she asked Carol as she heard the phone start to ring on the other end.

	“Need you ask?” Carol replied. “Of course.”

	“Hello, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie’s voice came over the phone.

	“Ralphie!” Brandy replied. “I need you to bring me seven of the biggest adult diapers you have. I’ll text you the address to bring them to, but do it fast! In fact, if you’re still out, then head to the nearest place where you can get some. You know the kind I want you to buy. Just get them to me as fast as you can!”

	“I was heading back to the hotel now,” Ralphie told her. “I can get some from the room.”

	“Just do it fast Ralphie! Hurry!”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy.”

	Brandy hung up her phone and saw the amused look on Carols face. “What?” “Nothing,” Carol replied.

	“Then get busy. Start pulling his men out of there while I strip his clothes off.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol held her breath while she went into the building and dragged one of Beastman’s men out to the sidewalk. She laid him down as she took another breath. The acrid smell hit her nose and she felt dizzy. She backed away. “Watch their clothes!” she warned Brandy. I just got a whiff of him and nearly passed out!”

	Brandy nodded. “Thanks! It’s a good thing then that we’re getting rid of all of their clothes!”

	Carol made six trips total while Brandy held her breath and stripped each of them naked. By the time Carol got all of them out, she still saw no sign of any of them waking anytime soon. But they had all been inside that closed room where the gas still lingered. No telling how long it would be before they woke up. She helped Brandy finish stripping them naked. “Need some rope now?” she asked as Brandy finished with the last of them and then threw all their clothes back into the building.

	“Yeah. Let’s do this.”

	Carol grabbed all the rope she had stuffed into one of the saddlebags on her bike and brought it to Brandy, but Brandy told her to keep it. She pulled one of Beastman’s men over next to him, then she went behind them and sat both of them up into a sitting position. Tie Vince’s right arm to his left one. Do their upper arms, elbows, and their wrists. Better make sure they’re nice and tight.”

	“No problem,” Carol replied as she pulled a knife from her boot and cut a length of rope. Three minutes later, she was tying another of Beastman’s men to his arm on his other side.

	As she was finishing, a taxi pulled up and Ralphie got out. Brandy went to meet him and took the package of adult baby diapers from him. Ralphie’s eyes were popping out of his head as he stared at the naked bodies on the sidewalk.

	Before Ralphie could leave, Brandy studied the men on the sidewalk. “Ralphie, I think I’m going to need you to do some quick shopping for me. And I mean real quick!”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy. What do you need?”

	“I think…let’s start with baby bibs for each of them. Big ones. Seven! And seven baby bottles, and seven large baby rattles too. Oh, and maybe you should stop and pick up a roll of clear packing tape too. And…yeah. One other thing. Get seven pacifier gags, the bigger the better. In fact, if they have any penis shaped ones, get them. Now go! Hurry!”

	Ralphie got back in the cab. After the shopping trip she had sent him on when he had first arrived in Vegas, where she sent him to all the adult baby shops in the area, he knew just where to go. Whoever would have thought he’d be going to buy stuff like that for Miss Brandy? He was just glad that for once, none of it would be for him. He was also glad that this time he wasn’t going into one of those shops while wearing one of his little girl outfits. That had been one very humiliating day!

	Ralphie told the driver where he needed to go. Surprisingly, or not surprisingly, it wasn’t that far from where he was now. But then stores like that wouldn’t be located in downtown Las Vegas. Seven bibs. Seven bottles. Seven rattles, and seven…penis shaped pacifier gags. Oh, and he needed to find some packing tape too. He felt lucky that none of it was going to be used on him…he hoped!

	The taxi pulled up in front of the store. “If you can wait for me, I’d appreciate it,” he told the driver. “I’m need to get this stuff and go right back where we were as soon as possible.” The driver agreed to wait and Ralphie hurried into the strange shop.

	“Can I help you with anything?” the store owner said to Ralphie as he hurried into the shop. Even without the little girl outfit, he easily recognized Ralphie.

	“If you can help me find some stuff, it would help,” Ralphie told him. “I’m in a real hurry.”

	The list wasn’t that long but there was a lot of everything. With the manager helping, it took them less than ten minutes, and the manager even threw in a roll of clear packing tape for the large purchase as well. Ralphie was quickly back in the cab and heading back to Miss Brandy and Miss Carol. All those naked black men, lying on the sidewalk, completely knocked out. All of them!

	By the time the taxi got back, Brandy and Carol had just finished putting the diapers on the last of Vince’s men. Brandy got the bag of supplies from Ralphie and sent him back to the hotel. Then she and Carol started tying the men together by not only their arms, but now that they were all diapered, they started tying their legs to each other as well at their knees and ankles. Eventually, they had all of them tied together into one complete circle. They were all comatose, but their sitting bodies supported each other. 

	“Uh–oh,” Carol noted. “We’ve got an audience.”

	Brandy looked up and saw what she was guessing were the people who worked in the grocery store, standing on the sidewalk and watching them.

	Carol stood up and pulled her gun, but she didn’t aim it at them. “You got a problem with this?” she asked.

	“No. No!” the man on the street replied quickly.

	“You can watch,” Brandy called, but just stay away. And don’t call anyone till we’re gone!”

	Each man got a baby bottle taped into one hand and a rattle taped into their other hand. By the time they finished putting a bib on each of them, Carol was beginning to wonder if they were ever going to wake up. “That must have been some strong gas,” she said. “They’re not showing any signs of waking up, and we’ve done all this to them.”

	“It took me out right away,” Brandy agreed. “If it wasn’t for you, I’d be pretty much like them right now. But Beastman is still out too.”

	“Yeah. I have no doubt he’s going to need a hospital when he wakes up.”

	“If they’re all that bad, it’s going to be a bit difficult to question them.”

	“True. But look at it this way, next time we come back, maybe they’ll talk to us a little more politely.”

	“Next time we come back, they’ll try to kill us on sight!”

	“True.”

	With the baby bibs around each of their necks, it was time to try to question them, but the men were still knocked out. Carol slapped a few faces of the men that had been gassed, but none of them stirred in the slightest. Brandy went over to Vince and started slapping his face. “Wake up!” He stirred, but barely. “Wake up!” she said as she slapped his face hard twice more. She saw his eyes partially open and his head lolled around a bit before his eyes closed once again. “Definitely a concussion,” she said to Carol, “but I think we can get him awake.” While Carol came over behind her, she started slapping Vince again and calling for him to wake up. Finally, she saw his eyes stay open and he looked a little more coherent.

	“Uhhh!” Vince groaned at the way his head ached. He tried to raise his arms to his hurting head, but they felt heavy. Too heavy. And he couldn’t hardly move his arms at all. Someone slapped his arms back down. He looked up and tried to focus his eyes. He saw one of the women who had been in the lobby before he threw the gas. The one with the mask who had been such a demon. Except what he saw, was two of her. Just as he was seeing two of everything. “Uh!” he groaned in pain as his head lolled around.

	“Beastman!” Brandy ordered as she slapped his face one more time. “Tell me something.” “Uhhh!” Beastman groaned again at the pain.

	“Why is it that your organization is almost as small as Lozano’s, but you’ve lost hardly any men?”

	“Uhh!” Beastman groaned again.

	Brandy slapped his face hard. “Wake up, damn it! Now why is it that you’ve lost less men than anyone else?”

	“Go fuck yourself,” Vince’s slurred voice replied.

	“Are the mercenaries working for you?” Brandy tried.

	“Go…hell!” Vince’s slurred voice returned.

	“Answer my questions, or I’ll put you in a world of even more pain!” “Fuck…you,” Vince replied.

	Brandy’s arm lashed out and she slapped his face even harder. “Answer my questions. Why haven’t you lost more men?”

	“Fuck…you!” Beastman’s voice returned, stronger this time. And so did the look of awareness in his eyes.

	Brandy gave him a moment to assess what had been done to him. His arms tied to two of his men, his legs bound to them as well. His hands rendered useless by a baby bottle and a rattle taped in his fists, the bib, and of course the diaper. And, he was sitting out on the sidewalk where there were now even more people watching. “I’ll kill you,” he threatened.

	“Why have you lost less men than any of the other criminal organizations in this city?” Brandy tried again.

	“You’re dead!” Beastman replied angrily.

	“Are you running the mercenaries?”

	“Go fuck yourself!”

	“This is getting us a lot of nowhere,” Carol said.

	“Yeah,” Brandy agreed. “If I hadn’t gone to all the trouble to diaper him and put all the other gear on him, I’d filet his penis and make him eat it. But I think when I’m done with him, he’ll be more than sorry.”

	“Now that you’ve done this, are you sure you don’t want to send him to my mother?” “No. I’m not quite done with him yet,” Brandy replied. 

	She stood back away from the helpless men and pulled out her cellphone. She started taking picture after picture of them. She especially photographed Beastman and the angry look on his face. A minute later, she turned to Carol. “Okay, let’s gag them all now.” 

	She and Carol put the penis gags into each of the men’s mouths. Brandy reserved the biggest one she could find for Beastman. He tried to fight her, but he was too helpless. A moment later, the penis pacifier gag was buckled behind his head and he was rendered silent. Brandy started taking more pictures of the men, getting closeups of their faces now gagged with the pacifier gags as well.

	Finally, Brandy stood in front of Beastman again. “Are you going to answer my questions, or do I send all these pictures out over the internet?”

	Beastman looked angry. Brandy unbuckled the pacifier gag and removed it from his mouth.

	“Do I send the pictures out, or are you going to answer me?”

	“Go fuck yourself!” Beastman returned angrily. “I’ll kill you for this.”

	Brandy shook her head and fastened the pacifier gag back into his mouth. Standing right in front of hime, she started sending the pictures to Johnny Morrow. As her fingers worked her phone, she said, “I’m sending all these pictures out to all the other bosses in the city. And I’m asking them to post them to as many social media sites as they can. Vince, since you were such a total ass, I’ve just ruined your life. Five minutes from now, I have no doubt that you’re going to be the biggest laughing stock in not only this city, but probably the entire country.” She looked down at him and smirked. “You know how these social media pictures can get passed around.”

	When she was done sending the pictures to Morrow, she said, “Ready Death?”

	“Ready, as ever.”

	The crowd that had been watching was even larger now as the two women climbed onto their bikes and pulled their helmets on. As they revved their engines, Carol noted that none of the people watching were making any move yet to help Beastman or his men. She would have thought that they would, or at least they would have called for help or backup to stop them. But nobody had done anything. She could only guess that all those people weren’t happy having Beastman and his men in their neighborhood. That thought made her smile as she and Carol headed back towards the hotel.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Johnny Morrow studied all the pictures that Retribution had sent. She had asked that he share the pictures with all the other bosses in the city and she wanted all of them to post the pictures to as many social media sites as possible. Long before Morrow got to the last picture, he knew he was going to do exactly what Retribution wanted. Beastman had been the biggest thorn in everyone’s backside for some time now. He was the newest player on the block, and there was never any reasoning with him. Beastman didn’t care one bit about the way things worked in Las Vegas.

	One by one, Morrow started passing on the pictures to every other big boss in the city. When he was done, he sent them to several of his own men. He himself didn’t have any social media sites, but some of his men did. He made sure that they understood that he wanted those pictures passed around. 

	When he was done, Morrow had two thoughts on his mind. Vince Beastman deserved that humiliation, and then some. And the other thought, it was probably a bad idea to piss off Retribution. And Morrow had no doubt that Beastman had done just that. Retribution had just proved her reputation again.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	One other boss stared at each of the pictures. He too chuckled over the way Vince Beastman had been put in his place. He chuckled over all the pictures, but there was something troubling about them all as well.

	He looked up at the two men who were with him. “Frank. I need you to get some pictures of those two broads. The only place we know where they’re consistently going to be is that hotel, so get your pictures there. Maybe of them coming out together or something. Just get good photos of what they look like.”

	He turned to the other man. “And Billy. You call Colonel Houghton and tell him I’ve got a special assignment for two of his men. Two dangerous targets that need to be taken out as soon as possible and at the same time. Give him the address of their hotel and tell him to start scoping it out. He’ll get pictures of them as soon as Frank has the photos.

	Those two broads have been a laugh to have around, but they’re both too dangerous to let go any longer. They’ve outlived their usefulness. Take them out! Both of them.”

	 


Chapter 17 – Some Monsters Have All the Fun.

	 

	“So what now?” Carol asked as they walked back into Brandy’s hotel suite.

	“Why are you asking me?”

	“I don’t know. You’re the one who’s better at all the interrogation stuff.”

	“I am?”

	“Haven’t you noticed?”

	“No.”

	“Well, you are. So what now?”

	Brandy sighed. “I don’t know. Trying to ask questions anymore isn’t getting us any answers.

	I think it’s time we changed tactics.”

	“Go after them?” “Yeah. For sure.”

	“It’s about time. But how do we find them?” “That’s the problem,” Brandy admitted.

	“We know that they seem to be targeting Lozano’s men more than anyone else.”

	Brandy nodded. “Yes. So maybe you’re right, we need to start there. Can your people come up with a list of places where Lozano does business? Maybe where his men have been shot before?”

	“Why not just ask Lozano himself?”

	Brandy considered that. “Yeah. Let me call Morrow and see if Lozano will call me back with anything.”

	While Brandy got busy with her phone, Carol stripped out of her riding suit. Knowing Brandy’s eyes were on her the entire time, she stripped totally naked. Then, just for fun, while Brandy was talking to Morrow, she slipped the dress on as well – with no underwear underneath. As Brandy hung up the phone, Carol pulled one of the blond wigs on her head as well. She sat on the side of the bed while Brandy did nothing but watch her. “Now,” Carol said to her. “You think you can have your way with me? What if I have other ideas?”

	Brandy grabbed her red mask and pulled it back on her face. “I don’t care what other ideas you may have. Try and stop me!” With that she moved in. Carol laughingly screamed as Brandy pushed her all the way up onto the bed and laid her body on top of her. “By the time I’m done with you, you won’t be good for anything except being one of Beastman’s little whores!”

	Carol laughed again as Brandy dug her hand up under the skirt of her dress and started playing with her.

	Fifteen minutes later, Carol’s dress was pushed up above her waist and Brandy’s riding suit was totally unzipped, although she was still in it while she laid on top of Carol and kissed her deeply. Their lovemaking was interrupted by the room phone ringing. 

	“Shit!” Carol exclaimed.

	“Stay right there! Don’t move!” Brandy ordered as she reached over and grabbed the phone. “Hello?” She listened for a moment. “Yes. That’s me.” She looked at Carol and mouthed, Lozano. She spoke into the phone. “We’re looking for places where your people have been killed. Where do they seem to be targeting you the most?” She listened again before she spoke. “I get it. Just know, we’ll be around…where we can!” She hung up. “He won’t tell us anything about where he does business.”

	“Figures,” Carol replied. “We’ll have to do it the hard way. Hand me my cellphone.” She took the time to call Wu Enterprises. She asked them to put together some kind of list of the most likely places where Lozano’s men would be and where they might be most likely targeted. She knew getting that kind of information would be difficult and a longshot at best, but it was the best she could think to ask for. Hopefully, Wu Enterprises would come up with something.

	Two minutes later, she hung up the phone and Brandy grabbed her and threw her down on the bed again. Carol screamed in delight.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Vince Beastman sat up in his hospital bed and tried to move his head as little as possible. That damn woman had fractured his skull. He was more than angry with her…with both those damn women. His hospital room was crowded with men, all his most trusted men who had been with him when the women had shown up…and they had all woken up on the sidewalk, diapered and humiliated.

	“We’re going to get revenge,” Beastman told them. “I want both those damn women! Alive if possible, but if it looks the least bit like they’re going to be too much trouble, then dead! But I’d prefer them alive. Especially that damn broad in the mask. She’s going to pay, and pay big for what she did. I’m going to ruin her like never imagined!”

	Trying not to move his aching head too much, his eyes searched around at all his men. “Find them! Find those damn women! Especially that one. And do it fast! Nobody messes with me and gets away with it. Nobody!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	It did no good to beg. Ralphie had known that before he even tried, but he still pleaded with

	Brandy to not make him go out onto the streets that night. “Please, Miss Brandy.”

	“Ralphie, the next time you try to beg out of it, I’m going to diaper you personally and put you into one of those little girl dresses, and then I’ll dump you off myself in the middle of the biggest red–light district in the city. Now how do you want to do it, in that stupid new dress you bought just for this, or the diapers and little girl dress?”

	Ralphie knew he had no choice. As bad as what he would have to do was, doing it in the silly sexy dress he was wearing was better than doing it in a diaper and the little girl dress. “I’ll go like this, Miss Brandy,” he reluctantly agreed.

	“I thought so,” Brandy replied. “Now Ralphie, when you go, remember what I told you. Ask around. I don’t really care if you find any men to play with or not. That’s up to you. I want to know what hookers are being run by who. And I especially want to know if any of them can trace the management up to one of the big bosses in the city. I already told you who they are. In fact, you might do better if you talk to as many of the pimps as you can. Since you used to be one, you should have no problem finding them.” She smiled. “I’m sure they’ll get a kick out of seeing just how low one of their own kind can fall.” Just the thought of that terrified Ralphie.

	“Now get out of here. Carol and I have work to do.”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied. He turned and headed out of the room. At least he wouldn’t have to try to pick up any men…even though part of him wanted to. He was mostly troubled about getting the information Miss Brandy was looking for. That part worried him the most.

	Once Ralphie was gone, Brandy phoned downstairs and ordered that their two bikes be brought out front for them.

	“Okay,” Carol said as she stared at the few locations that Wu Enterprises had suggested for them. “We’ll give it till two a.m. then meet back here. You’ve got the one south of the city, and I’ve got the one closer to downtown. If either place looks bad, we’ll phone and figure out where to look next.”

	“Sounds like a plan,” Brandy agreed as she pulled her usual black and yellow riding suit on. She watched as Carol, now in her usual red and black one, checked all her weapons. Brandy did the same. This time, there was a more likely chance they would need those weapons.

	“Remember,” Carols said as they headed out of the room. “Try to keep one alive for my mother.”

	“You make it sound like she’s going to eat them.”

	Carol grunted. “Don’t laugh. You’re pretty close!”

	Brandy looked over at her strangely but didn’t say anything. Five minutes later, they were each on their bikes and heading in different directions. 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Got it!” the man said into his phone. “Good pictures of both of them. Wait a sec.” He noticed one of the other men out with him hurrying towards him.

	The new man held up his phone. “Got them both! Good shots from pretty close, including their faces.”

	“Okay,” the first man replied. He turned back to his phone. “We both got good shots. I’ll send them on to Colonel Houghton now.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Fuck off, fag!”

	“I’m going, I’m going!” Ralphie told him quickly. “But can I ask just one thing first?”

	“Hell no! I’m not going to use you for my business. Now fuck off!”

	“No, not that. I already have someone who…uh…owns me.”

	The pimp laughed. “I have no doubt. Walking around in that dress? Now get lost! You’re bad for business.”

	“No. Um…I just want to know…or rather, my mistress wants to know…”

	“You’re mistress?”

	“Yes.”

	The pimp laughed. “Sure! Fag.”

	“She wants to know who you work for.”

	“Who I work for? What is this, some kind of new police tactic?”

	“No. In fact, my mistress is about as far from the police as anyone can get.”

	“Sure. And I don’t believe that fag mouth of yours at all. Get lost!”

	“No. She wants me to find out if you work for any of the big bosses in town.”

	“I work for me, and nobody but me. Now go away before I kill you and shove you into a dumpster somewhere.”

	“Please,” Raphie begged. “My mistress is very cruel. I promise I’ll go away just as soon as you tell me.”

	“Why should I bother?”

	“Because…” Ralphie gulped. “I used to be just like you, but in Chicago. I used to be a major pimp in the city.”

	The pimp laughed. “Sure! Look fag, there’s no way!”

	“This is what my mistress did to me. Four years ago. I haven’t worn anything but women’s clothes for four years now. I haven’t worn anything but skirts for four years. And my damn cock has been locked up and unusable for four damn years. I don’t want her to make things any worse for me.”

	“Sure,” the pimp replied, clearly not believing him.

	“Look!” Ralphie said as he pulled up his skirt and pulled down his panties, exposing his cock inside its tiny cage. “See. It’s been welded on. I can’t remove it, even with the key…that I have in my purse!”

	The pimp looked. Unbelievable, the metal cage was welded together. He laughed. “What do you know,” he said.

	“Please,” Ralphie begged. “I’ll leave as soon as you tell me. But my mistress wants to know where who’s running the girls all over the city.” “And you’ll leave if I tell you?” the pimp asked.

	“Right away. I promise,” Ralphie told him.

	“Well. I’m not really sure, but I think the top guy is someone called Geovelli. But since that’s way above my head, I’m really not sure.”

	Ralphie nodded as he backed away. “Thanks!” he replied. “Now I’ve got to find more girls.”

	The pimp laughed. “Try about six blocks down and around the corner. Maybe Butch will agree to put you to work.”

	Six blocks down and around the corner. Butch. Ralphie had a destination now.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol drove slowly around the streets surrounding the small warehouse. Not much of an area, but it was the kind of place that most cities were full of – run down and dirty. The most impoverished area of the city…or one of them. The kind of place where the poorest people lived. The kind of place where drug dealers hung out on every corner. The kind of place that Carol herself spent most of her time whenever she had to work in a city. She felt right at home.

	The warehouse itself didn’t look like much. But then they never did. She noted what few people were on the streets. Not many. None of them interested her…other than she wanted to avoid them all. She finally parked her bike next to a dumpster where it was mostly hidden from view and would remain safer. On foot, she went from shadow to shadow, not moving furtively, but normally…just trying to stay mostly out of sight as she walked all the way around the building, noting not just the warehouse, but all the buildings surrounding it. Where would a sniper most likely set up? She spotted three distinct possibilities, she chose the least likely rooftop, one where she could still see the parking area for the warehouse. Now all she needed was a way up to the roof.

	She tried the doors to the building. All of them were locked. She tested a drainpipe leading up the side of the building. She didn’t expect it to feel sturdy, but it did. She decided to chance it. Holding the pipe with her hands, she braced her feet against the wall and started making her way up to the roof. She got her head over the edge and was about to grab for the roof ledge, when she stopped. On the side of the building facing the warehouse, she saw two men sitting on the roof. One of them was watching over the side toward the warehouse parking lot. The other was just sitting with his back up against the ledge, waiting.

	Carol mentally cursed. She wanted to shoot them, but she’d never be able to get to the roof quietly enough before she got her gun out. With no choice, she worked her way back down to the ground. She pulled her gun and attached the silencer to it before sticking it back into her pocket in such a way that it would be easy to grab, then she started up the drainpipe again. When she got to the top, she held onto the pipe with one hand while her other hand grabbed her gun. She stuck her head over the top, aimed her gun, and the silenced weapon put a bullet in the head of the one who was just sitting there. As the second man turned, she put a bullet in his head too. A moment later, she was the only living person on top of the building.

	She went over and checked the men. There was no question about them being dead. She had hit each of them in the forehead. She took careful note of their weapons. Professional rifles. Military grade. She took careful note of the way they were dressed, including the black cloth that covered their faces. She took note of the communication equipment they had as well. Her eyes scanned the rooftops around her but in the semi–darkness, she saw nothing. 

	She pulled the black cloths off their faces. One was white, but the other was black. Not surprising for mercenaries. She searched their pockets but found nothing at all to identify either of them. That wasn’t surprising to her either. With her phone, she took picture after picture of both of them. She texted each picture to Brandy, finally telling her that she was heading back to the hotel. Their weapons were not the kind that came apart. She grabbed them and threw them over her shoulder and started down the side of the building again, leaving the dead men just where they were. On the way back to the hotel, she stopped briefly at the Chinese restaurant, just to drop off their weapons and pass on where the dead men were. 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Brandy had situated herself behind a group of trashcans that were at the rear of another of the more elderly buildings in the city. From her position, she had a clear view of the parking area behind the building. Her eyes kept scanning the rooftops she could see as well, searching for any sign of a gun sticking over the edge. Nothing yet. 

	She felt the vibrating of her phone in her upper breast pocket. She pulled it out and saw the pictures that Carol had sent. It looked like Carol was having all the fun tonight, because she certainly wasn’t having any. She noted that Carol had gone up to the roof and found them there. Maybe that would be a better place than behind all the smelly trashcans where she was now. 

	She put her phone away and moved out from behind the trash cans. The building at her back appeared to be an apartment building. The back door was open and she went in. The hallway she found herself in was old and dingy. Right near the back door, she found the entrance to the stairway. She took the stairs up, winding her way around and around until she came to the final floor, but there was still one more flight of stairs leading up to the roof. She took the steps up. The door going outside was unlocked. She was guessing that the residents of the building often used it. She went outside. Nobody was there. From the roof she had a much better place to watch Lozano’s building from. 

	She sat and waited, constantly watching everything around her. She saw a few people come out of Lozano’s building, and later a few going in, but nothing else. While she waited, she texted all the pictures that Carol had sent to Johnny Morrow. She also texted exactly where the bodies were located in case anyone was interested. She finally suggested to Morrow that he might want to pass everything on to Lozano. She was hoping that maybe next time Lozano would be a little nicer to them.

	An hour later, she knew she was wasting her time. She went back down to her bike and headed back to the hotel. It had been a wasted trip for her, but not for Carol. At least one of them had done something good that night. 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Johnny Morrow did more than just text the pictures to Lozano. He sent a copy to every other criminal boss in the city as well. They now had proof that they were up against mercenaries. While there was no proof yet that they were working for one of the bosses, Morrow was more than certain that someone he knew was behind them. 

	Two of the mercenaries had now been eliminated. He wanted everyone to know that whoever was behind it, was now being actively hunted and that the rest of their small elite community wouldn’t stand idle and just be shot down. Now that they had proof of what those two women had discovered, he knew it would just be a matter of time before whoever was behind it was uncovered.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	He stared at the pictures of the two dead mercenaries…and fumed. Those damn women! Women…not men! They had done that. But he knew their reputations were well deserved. He knew there were few men in the world who could live up to the kind of reputation each of them had. And they were working together.

	Well, Lozano’s men who should have died tonight would just have to wait until tomorrow. Tomorrow…after those two women were gone. Permanently!

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	In his hospital bed, Vince Beastman looked at each of the pictures as well. Damn those women. Damn that one in particular. Two men. Clearly well–trained mercenaries. Dead. Both shot through the forehead. Those two women were dangerous. Too dangerous.

	He looked up at one of his men. “Find those women!” “We’re working on it,” his friend told him. 

	“Do it faster!”

	“We’re working on a trap so we can capture both of them without killing them.”

	Beastman smiled. “That would be perfect. I want them! I want them alive more than dead. Just make it happen. Soon!”

	“Like I said, we’re working on it.”

	 


Chapter 18 – Monster Headaches.

	 

	Carol and Brandy were still sound asleep, still naked, still entwined in each other’s arms…when the soft buzzing sound of Carol’s cellphone vibrating on the nightstand woke them up. After another night of intense lovemaking, it was surprising that either of them woke up enough to hear it, let alone both of them.

	“What now?” Carol complained as she rolled over and grabbed her phone. “Yeah?” she said into the device.

	“Carol,” Susan Wu’s voice came back. “We were able to get hits off of the fingerprints from both of those bodies last night.”

	“Already?” Carol asked. “It’s only…” she checked the time. “Ten o’clock.” “Some of us wake up and go to work earlier!” Susan replied sternly.

	“And some of us worked most of the night,” Carol replied. “Sorry. It was a long night. What did you find?”

	“Both of the men you shot were Canadian. We haven’t been able to trace who they were working for yet. It looks like they’ve pretty much farmed themselves around to whoever needed them…just like most other mercenaries.”

	“Yeah. No surprise. But Canadians? Why not. They’ve got a pretty good military training program too.”

	“Yes. So watch your back!”

	“Don’t worry. I intend to.”

	“Wait a minute,” Susan suddenly said. She paused a moment then said, “Here’s your mother.”

	“Carol?”

	“Hi Mom. What’s up?”

	“Our nice lunch and afternoon got interrupted a few days ago. Any chance you and Brandy can come today and we can try it again?”

	Carol thought about it. “Let me check with Brandy.” She looked over at Brandy. “Any problem with taking a day off and going to see my mother again?”

	“No. And maybe when we get back tonight, we can both check out Lozano’s warehouse where you were last night. I have a feeling they’re going to want to try it again.”

	“True. Good idea.” She pulled her phone back to her mouth. “We’ll be there, Mom. We just have to get back so we can work again tonight.”

	“Well, this time, try to save someone for me to play with,” Janice replied. “I’m sitting here day after day with nothing to do, and Mr. Wu is still putting up objections to me going all the way into Las Vegas for some fun.” She lowered her voice to a whisper. “He’s going to have to give in pretty soon. I won’t stand to stay here much longer.”

	Carol chuckled. “Don’t worry. We’ll see you for lunch. We can talk about it then.”

	“Perfect!” Janice replied happily. “I look forward to it.”

	“Me too, Mom.” She hung up the phone. “Lunch again.”

	“Okay. I didn’t have a better plan anyway.”

	Thirty minutes and a combined shower later, the two girls were dressed in their usual riding suits and heading toward the elevators.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	His phone started vibrating. He answered it. “Yeah?”

	“They just called for the bikes.”

	“Thanks.” He hung up and spoke to the man next to him. “That was the parking attendant. They called for their motorcycles. They should be out soon.”

	The second man nodded and looked out at the hotel across the street from the top of the building they were sitting on. “Not soon enough for me. First they were just targets, but now we owe them for last night. Killing two of us just won’t stand.”

	“No, and I want them more than you do. Especially since someone grabbed their bodies before we could get to them.”

	“Who?”

	“We still have no idea. Maybe one of those women.”

	The other man shook his head. “How? Two of our guys…and they’re just women.”

	“But they said they were deadly.”

	The other man laughed. “So am I. And I’m pissed.”

	“Me too.”

	It was nearly five minutes later when one of them saw the motorcycles being driven to the front of the hotel. “Bikes are there. Still don’t see the targets.”

	The other man now poked his head up over the edge of the roof. He pulled his rifle in place and aimed the scope at one of the motorcycles. The other man did the same. “I got the one on the right, he said.”

	“Got ya,” the other man replied as he set his distance on the scope. 

	“There they are!” the first man said as he spotted Carol and Brandy coming out of the hotel. “They’re even wearing the same damn riding suits. We couldn’t miss them if we tried.” He watched as they sat on the bikes and started pulling their helmets on. “Now!” he said. 

	Two almost simultaneous shots rang out. They watched the women literally being blown from the bikes.

	“Targets are down. Let’s move!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	There were screams seemingly everywhere. The chaotic commotion was everywhere as well as people ran for their lives. In moments, the only things left in front of the hotel were two motorcycles lying on their sides…and two bodies not far from them. Then one of the bodies moved…and groaned.

	Carol’s head was ringing. She was totally disoriented. She didn’t have a clue what had happened or what was going on. She was too stunned to do more than groan at the pain in her head as she did her best to sit up. 

	She pulled the motorcycle helmet off her head and breathed a sigh of relief as the weight of it was gone and cooler fresh air washed over her. Her hand reached up to rub the side of her head…when her eyes caught sight of the body lying on the sidewalk in front of her. No! “Brandy!” she yelled as she scrambled toward the body. No! She couldn’t be dead. She reached Brandy and called her name again. She pulled Brandy’s helmet off her head, noting as she did the large crack and gash in the side of it. “Brandy!” she yelled. She was relieved to see Brandy still breathing. “Brandy!” she yelled again as she shook her friend.

	Brandy was literally shaken out of her comatose state. She opened her eyes to see two of Carol sitting and holding her. “What…”

	“Come on!” Carol urged as she tried to pull Brandy to her feet. “We’ve got to get out of here.” She could already hear police sirens, and they were coming closer.

	It was a monstrous effort for Brandy to get to her feet. Her head was still pounding and spinning. It hurt something horrible. Carol shoved her helmet into her hands and pulled. “Come on!” she urged. Brandy followed the best she could. Not knowing where they were going.

	Carol led them back into the hotel. Carol waved off the few people who tried to help them. She kept moving towards one of the restaurants, then through the kitchen, then finally out through a side door. The police sirens had stopped. She was sure they had stopped in front of the hotel. But now they had run out one of the side doors. She did her best to keep Brandy following her away from the hotel. Fortunately, Brandy seemed to be moving just fine now.

	“What happened?” Brandy asked as they rounded the corner of a building and started walking the sidewalk along with all the other people there.

	“We got shot!” Carol whispered.

	“It feels like it,” Brandy replied as she rubbed the sore side of her head.

	“Let’s grab a cab,” Carol suggested as she flagged one down that was just passing. A few moments later, they were heading toward the Chinese restaurant.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“We got shot! Both of us. In the head!” Carol said into her phone once they were safely inside the restaurant. 

	Next to her, Brandy was using her cellphone as well. “Ralphie! Get out of there. Now! Just get out and stay away from the room. I’ll call you as soon as I can. Just go!”

	“Yes, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied, hearing the urgency in her voice. “Right away.” What had happened?

	Brandy put her phone away and listened as Carol told Susan about how the motorcycle helmets had saved their lives. The helmets were damaged, but the bullets hadn’t penetrated all the way through, saving their lives. A minute later, she watched as Carol put her phone away. “I called Ralphie and had him get out of the room. I have no doubt that the police are going to go up to both of our rooms and search them.”

	“Yeah. You’re right. Good thinking.”

	“The only interesting thing I can think of that they might find, are some of those reports that your people put together on what’s been happening around the city.”

	“And when the police find them, they’re most likely going to try and blame us for some of those deaths too.”

	“No doubt,” Brandy agreed.

	“Susan is sending a car for us. We’ll go back to where my mother is for now while her people watch to see what happens.”

	“Any chance your mother has some pain killer there? My head’s still aching.” “Mine too,” Carol replied.

	She got up and found Mama Suz in the kitchen where she usually was. “Any aspirin or Tylenol around?” she asked.

	One of the people working in the kitchen brought a bottle of Tylenol.

	“Thanks,” Carol told her. She carried the bottle back to Brandy. They both took a handful of the pain relievers, hoping they would work.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“What do you mean…disappeared?”

	“They’re gone. Both of them. They just disappeared.”

	“But we had confirmation that both of them were dead.”

	“Evidently not. Or…someone grabbed their bodies already. Just like they took the two from the rooftop behind Lozano’s warehouse last night.”

	“So they could still be dead.”

	“That’s what I’m betting.”

	“But we can’t be sure.”

	“No.”

	“Damn!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“What do I do about Ralphie?” Brandy wondered aloud.

	“I don’t know,” Carol replied. “That’s up to you. Send him home or…let him come with us up to where my mother is.”

	“I’ve got to do something with him right now,” Brandy replied, her frustration evident. “Let me call him and get him here. As long as nobody minds, we’ll take him up to your mother’s place.”

	“Sure,” Carol replied.

	Brandy pulled out her phone and called Ralphie. “Ralphie. Get a cab and come to the restaurant.”

	“I’ll be there in just a few minutes Miss Brandy. I didn’t know where else to go, so I’m in a cab and on my way there right now.”

	“Perfect!” Brandy replied. “Sometimes Ralphie, you’re amazing!” “Thank you, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied happily.

	“Don’t let it go to your head!”

	“Of course not, Miss Brandy.”

	It was only a short wait before one of the hotel waiters ushered Ralphie back into the kitchen area, then back to the room where Brandy and Carol were still nursing their aching heads. Ralphie was dressed in a blue dress with matching blue stiletto heels. The purse he was carrying looked just as out of place on the man as did everything else. Just seeing him walk into the room brought a big smile to Brandy’s face.

	“Miss Brandy,” Ralphie said, the concern clearly showing on his face. “What happened?”

	“What happened?” Brandy replied. She picked up her motorcycle helmet and handed it to him. “We got shot. Both of us. In the head. So I suggest you don’t try my patience right now because I’ve still got a bad headache from it.”

	Ralphie examined the helmet. The big crack and the obvious hole in the center of the crack. He gingerly set the helmet back on the table. “Miss Brandy,” he said, knowing she probably didn’t want him to bring her more problems at that point.

	“What Raphie?” Brandy replied, not wanting to hear anything from him.

	“Before I left the hotel room, I quickly searched for anything that maybe we shouldn’t leave there, and the only thing I found that I could grab quickly, was these papers you’ve had me get from the restaurant here every day.”

	Brandy looked up at that, and so did Carol. “You grabbed the reports?” Carol asked.

	“All that I could find,” Ralphie replied.

	Carol went over, grabbed his head, and kissed his cheek. “Good work, Ralphie.”

	Ralphie nearly fell over in his heels. Seeing the pleased look on both of their faces, he found a seat at the back of the room to wait for more orders.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Rumor has it that those two damn broads we’re after got themselves shot in the head this morning,” one of the men told Beastman as he still sat in his hospital bed. “The only problem is, their bodies seemed to have disappeared.”

	“Someone else is after them?” Vince replied. “Well, that much I can believe. I know I’m not the only one in town that they’ve pissed off. I know for a fact that Allingham want’s their heads too. Any idea what happened to them?”

	“Someone said that the two military guys they killed last night disappeared too. Maybe someone got their bodies that fast as well.”

	“Maybe,” Beastman said. “But knowing them, they’re just as likely to have walked away.”

	“What do you want us to do, call off the little surprise we were planning for them?”

	“No not unless we get confirmation that they’re both dead. Keep it in place for a few more days. Hopefully, we’ll know more by then. And hopefully, I’ll be out of this damn hospital in a few more hours! What’s taking that damn doctor so long anyway?”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Where is she?”

	Carol’s head perked up at the desperate voice. “Mom’s here,” she said to Brandy as she got up from her seat. Before she got halfway across the room, the door opened and Carol’s mother hurried in.

	“Oh Carol!” Janice cried. “You got shot! In the head!” She ran to her daughter and enveloped her in a tight lasting hug. “My baby!”

	“I’m fine, Mom. Really. The helmets saved us.”

	Brandy watched as Carol’s mother continued to hold her and fuss over her. What was it like to have a mother that loved you that much? What was it like to have anyone who loved you that much? She still couldn’t fathom it.

	People got shot every day. It was a reality of life. Especially her life. Some people lived, some people died. Someday, she would most likely be killed. But unlike Carol, she didn’t have anyone who cared about her that much…except perhaps her Uncle Vinny. But even he didn’t have the kind of love toward her that Carol and her mother shared. What was it like to know someone, anyone, loved you that much? She just didn’t know. She supposed, she would never know.

	Susan Wu came over to her. “Are you okay?”

	“Yeah. My head still hurts, but the Tylenol we took helped some.”

	“We’re just glad you’re okay,” Susan told her. Her eyes went to the back of the room where the man in a dress sat trying to look inconspicuous. Something that was obviously impossible for him. She didn’t smile, but she did nod. “Ralphie, I presume?” “Yes…ma’am,” Ralphie replied nervously.

	“Would you mind if he comes with us?” Brandy asked. “I’m sure the police are probably searching our rooms and I want him away from there.”

	“Of course. No problem,” Susan told her. She went to the table and started examining the two motorcycle helmets.

	“I want two more, just like them,” Carol told her. “They saved our lives.” “They certainly did that,” Susan agreed.

	“Just like them!” Carol insisted. “I don’t care what they cost.”

	“Like them…or better,” Susan replied. “I get messages once in a while from the company that made them and your riding suits. They keep trying to improve their products.” “I’d consider better,” Carol agreed.

	“Let’s get you out of here then. We can talk about it later.”

	They all headed outside where they found Susan’s limo waiting along with two other black cars. Ralphie was sent to one of the other cars, while Carol and Brandy joined Susan and Janice in the limo. Two hours later, they arrived at the mansion. Susan’s father and the entire female staff met them on the front steps. 

	Janice started issuing orders the moment she got out of the car. “Susannah, you have Carol of course,” she said to one of the maids. “Natalia, take care of Brandy. Showers and fresh clothes for both of them. She turned to one of the other women. “We’ll have lunch in the dining room in one hour.” She quickly disappeared into the mansion, her own personal maid following right behind.

	Natalia was the same maid who had attended to Brandy the last time she had been there. She led Brandy up to the same bedroom again. Brandy noted that Carol and one of the other maids were heading to another bedroom further down the hall. She got the feeling that Carol and the other maid were well acquainted.

	“Would you like me to help you?” Natalia offered as she stopped just outside the room. “Or shall I wait here again?”

	Surprisingly, Brandy’s first thoughts turned to Ralphie and further training for him. “If you come in, what can you do for me?”

	“Why don’t you let me take charge and find out, Miss. It’s what I’ve been trained to do.”

	“Trained? Now you’ve got me curious.”

	Natalia gestured for Brandy to enter the room ahead of her. On the bed was another dress and another pair of shoes to go with it, just like last time.

	“We have an hour until lunch, Miss. Let me draw your bath water first, then I’ll help you get out of that suit. It must be very uncomfortable.”

	“Not as bad as you might think, especially after it saved my life,” Brandy told her.

	Natalia smiled and headed for the bathroom. She was soon back, and she helped Brandy out of her riding suit. The bath was nice. It was just strange having someone washing your back and other parts of her body with the big soft sponge. The part that Brandy really liked was the attention Natalia gave to her hair. “Do you do this for everyone?” Brandy asked as Natalia rubbed the shampoo into her head.”

	“Any I’m asked to serve and that allow it, Miss,” Natalia replied.

	“Can you teach this to Ralphie?”

	“Ralphie, Miss?”

	“The weirdo downstairs in the dress,” Brandy told her.

	Natalia chuckled, but didn’t answer the question.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Downstairs, Ralphie stood in the entrance foyer and tried to remain out of the way and out of sight. Everyone else had disappeared. He was happier with nobody around to laugh at him. After waiting a while, he finally found an out of the way place to sit. The chair was comfortable. The room was beautiful. He could just stay there forever and cease to exist. If only he could.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Carol.”

	“Yeah, Susannah?” Carol replied to the woman who served as her personal maid whenever she was back at the island.

	“I hate to ask, but do you think there’s any chance that your friend Brandy will let Natalia serve her better this time?”

	“I don’t know,” Carol replied. “What do you mean?”

	“Natalia still thinks she has to prove herself. She’s still trying to prove she can do a better job of serving than anyone else. She just never gets a chance.”

	“I don’t know,” Carol replied as she stepped into the bathtub. “Brandy is pretty damn independent, which is one of the things I like about her. But I’ll talk to her about it if you like.”

	“Would you please?” Susannah asked.

	“No problem,” Carol sighed as she sat back in the tub and allowed Susannah to start scrubbing her body. Sometimes, being very rich, had its advantages. And this was one of them. Susannah had been her personal maid for the last three years now. The two of them had grown somewhat close. Since they were nearly the same age, Susannah had become one of the few friends she had. She knew Natalia of course, but she didn’t know her as well since Natalia was younger and wasn’t her personal maid. Her mother had hired Natalia to be one of the servants to take care of any of the guests that came to the island. Since Natalia had been around for a few years now, Carol had no doubt that her mother had to be pleased with her.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“You look…beautiful, Miss,” Natalia told her as Brandy looked at herself in the mirror. Natalia had done some curling to her hair, and now parts of it were twirled gracefully around in beautiful spirals.

	“Thank you,” Brandy replied happily. “Do I look okay this time for lunch?”

	Natalia smiled. “More than okay, Miss.”

	“Thanks. Lead the way.”

	Downstairs, they ran into Susan. “Brandy,” Susan said. “Your…friend…Ralphie. What about him? I’m sure that Janice wouldn’t want him in the dining room with us. She barely tolerates my father.”

	Ralphie isn’t a friend. He’s my servant. He can eat with…wherever and whenever the servants eat…if they don’t mind. Or, just find him something to eat and stick him somewhere out of the way. I’m sure he’ll be much happier where he’s out of everyone’s sight and left alone.

	“As you wish,” Susan replied, nodding at Natalia.

	“I’ll see to it, Miss Susan,” Natalia offered.

	Brandy followed Susan into the dining room. She saw Mr. Wu, her father, entering from another door. “Ah, Miss Savatori,” he said as he walked over to greet Brandy. “We are so glad you suffered no further problems from this morning’s attack.”

	“Trust me,” Brandy replied. “As far as I’m concerned, it’s a miracle. That had to have been the hardest hit to my head I could ever imagine.”

	“Yes. A high–powered bullet. We think from the rooftop across the street. I’ve been examining those helmets you brought with you. They did as remarkable job of stopping the bullets. No ordinary helmet could have done that.”

	“You have no idea how grateful I am for it,” Brandy replied.

	“Hi guys,” Carol said as she strode into the dining room.

	“Ah. Miss Carol,” Wu said with a bow. “We were just discussing how lucky you both were to survive that attack. Your helmets certainly did their job.”

	“Yeah. I want two more, just like them. Put them on my bill.”

	“Susan,” he said, nodding toward his daughter, “has already spoken of it.”

	“Oh Carol,” Janice Stokely’s voice came pleasantly as she strode into the room. “You look so pretty again.” She went over and hugged her daughter. “I really wish I could see you like this more often.” She turned to Brandy. “And you, my dear. It looks like you’ve turned out extra–nice as well. Come ladies. Lunch is ready.”

	As she sat through Janice Stokley saying grace before the meal, Brandy again wondered about the strange woman. A monster? How? What kind of monster would insist on saying grace before every meal? It didn’t make sense.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Las Vegas. Only in Las Vegas. Detective Corbin shook his head. Two women evidently got shot in front of their hotel, only to have both bodies disappear. From what little they had pieced together, the two women had somehow survived, panicked, and ran for it. There was no sign of blood anywhere to be found, but they did find the two bullets that hit them. Military grade. High powered. Both those women should have been dead.

	And now this little annoying thing. They had briefly searched their hotel suites earlier, right after the shooting, but when the forensics team had gone up later, both suites had been emptied out. Strange. And even stranger still, forensics hadn’t found a single fingerprint in either of their suites.

	It was the worst months for criminal activity that he could remember. Dead bodies all over the place…most of which were criminals that he couldn’t care less about. And now two more shootings. But by the way things were looking, he now suspected that those two women weren’t exactly on the up and up either.

	Something was going on in his city, and he was going to get to the bottom of it. All he lacked, was information…and where to find it. Every time he turned around, he found himself stumped.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“We managed to break into your hotel rooms and retrieve everything you had,” Susan told Carol and Brandy after lunch as they all sat outside in comfortable chairs on the beautiful patio behind the house. The barn and horse fields in the distance made the scenery inviting and relaxing. “The police did go in before we could get there, but as soon as they left, we moved all your things. We’re pretty sure that nobody knows we did it. The police have launched a small manhunt for you, but nothing much. They have no dead bodies to deal with, so they’re not as concerned.”

	“How about our bikes?” Carol asked.

	“In police custody, I’m afraid. We won’t touch them. Fortunately, there’s no way they can trace them.”

	“Good. But if the police have them, then we’re going to need new ones as soon as possible. And like I said, I want to order two more of those helmets.”

	“I’ve already looked into it, but they have to be shipped from China so it’s going to take a day or two. Also, since you want them right away, they won’t be able to do a custom paint job on them. They’re shipping them as they are, solid black.”

	“Sounds fine,” Carol replied. “Where can we get some new bikes?”

	“If you can wait until tomorrow, we have a dealership in Las Angeles. We’d prefer to have them shipped from there so your bikes can’t be traced. Otherwise, we can take you somewhere in Las Vegas. To be honest Carol, after what happened this morning, we feel both of you should spend the rest of the day and tonight right here. This afternoon, you and I can look at what motor bikes the company has available, and we can have registration papers and licenses for them made up by our people tonight. That way, when your new motorcycles get here tomorrow, you can get back to business.”

	Carol sighed. “Okay. You’re right. We’ll spend the night. But tomorrow, we’ve got to get back to work. I’ve got to find someone to kill!”

	 


Chapter 19 – Wasting Time.

	 

	Black. But then Carol already knew that. The best motorcycles the company had, were both black with chrome accents. All that was fine as far as Carol had been concerned. She didn’t care what they looked like. She had just been anxious to get them. Especially since both bikes were more powerful than the ones that the police had now. She had asked for fiberglass saddlebags to be attached to both of them, and then she had told Susan to place the order. Susan had been very happy about the bikes Carol had decided on. They were both fresh off the boat and still in the crates. They hadn’t even been checked into any inventories yet. Perfect for their needs.

	Now, Carol and Brandy were out in front of the house, walking around both of the bikes. The licenses and registrations had been manufactured for them by Wu Enterprises and had been attached. The two men that had ridden them from California to the house had been wiping the dust off them as they came out the front door. Both bikes gleamed beautifully. There were helmets sitting on the saddles of both bikes. Temporary helmets until their new ones arrived from China. Carol sat on one of the bikes and started it up. She rode the thing around a little in front of the house before parking it again. “Perfect!” she declared happily. She looked up at Brandy. “Let’s get changed and get back to business.”

	Brandy smiled. “Let’s do it!”

	“No you’re not!” Janice Stokely’s voice argued from the front steps. “Neither of you are going anywhere until after lunch. You’ve waited this long, a few more minutes won’t hurt you. Now come! Both of you! Your toys can wait a little while longer.”

	Carol looked over at Brandy and smiled. “I guess we’ll have to wait.”

	Brandy chuckled and headed for the front steps. As she went through the door, she was pulled aside by her maid, Natalia. “Miss?” “Yes?” Brandy asked.

	“What about your friend, Ralphie? Will he be leaving after lunch as well?”

	“Has he left his room yet?”

	“No, Miss. Since we assigned him the room, he’s stayed right there. We’ve delivered all his meals to him there as well.”

	“I’m not surprised,” Brandy replied. “He’ll be leaving, but not with us. But thank you, I better make arrangements for him right now.”

	“Will you still want him with you where you’re going?”

	“More than ever. As much as it doesn’t seem like it, I still need his help. And he is very good at handling my affairs for me.”

	“Your affairs?”

	“He’s not only my toy to play with, he’s more like my secretary. He handles all my business affairs.”

	“So he doesn’t take care of you…personally?”

	“Not like you’ve been doing,” Brandy replied with a smile. “But you’ve given me some good ideas for him. When we get home, I’m probably going to make him take a course in hairdressing.”

	“Brandy,” Susan called. “Are you coming?”

	Brandy nodded to Natalia and headed toward the dining room.

	“Is there a problem?” Susan asked.

	“No. Yes. Ralphie. Once we find a hotel, can you have someone get him there? And if you’ve got all our stuff, he can unpack our bags for us.”

	Susan nodded. “I’ll see to it as soon as you let us know where you’ll be staying.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	As far as Brandy was concerned, the new motorcycles weren’t much different than the last ones. She could tell that Carol was pleased though. Once they arrived back in Las Vegas, they found a cheap motel in a not so good part of the city. Carol paid for two rooms with her Judy Cunningham credit card and made arrangements for Ralphie to pick up keys to both rooms later. The rooms were a far cry from the large opulent suites that they had before, but the cheap rooms were more like what both of them were used to staying in, especially Carol.

	“Where do we start?” Carol asked Brandy as they briefly surveyed the room they would share.

	“I’m not sure,” Brandy replied. “I don’t know if anyone knows if we’re alive or dead, but I think, for now, I’d like to keep our return as quiet as possible. Someone was hunting us. Let’s not give them any reason to come after us the same way again too soon.”

	“Sounds good,” Carol agreed. “So now what? Are you going to call your friend Johnny Morrow to find out what’s been happening, or ignore him?”

	“Ignore him, for now,” Brandy decided. “Let’s go back to our plan before we were shot. We know a couple of locations where Lozano’s men were being targeted. Let’s split up again and spend some time just watching to see what we can.”

	“A long boring stakeout?”

	“Yes. But we split up again so we can watch both places. You got lucky last time. I didn’t.”

	“When do you want to start?”

	“Why not now? Whoever has been doing this has killed people at all hours, including during the day.”

	“I’m good with it,” Carol decided. “Same places as before, or do you want to switch?”

	“Same places. Just let me know if you spot anything.”

	“Will do.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol parked her bike in the same place she had last time she was there. She climbed the same drainpipe up to the roof overlooking the parking area. She scanned the nearby buildings and everything she could see. Nothing. There were a few cars in the parking lot, but very few. She had a feeling this was going to be a total waste of her time. But in truth, she didn’t have any better ideas. She made herself comfortable at the corner of the roof where she could see in several directions and settled in for a long wait.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Knowing better this time, Brandy made her way through the building and up to the same roof where she had been last time. From where she was, she had a bird’s eye view of everything. There were only two cars in the parking area below her and they were parked well away from the building. As far as she could see, things were just too quiet to expect much. She sat and tried to get comfortable, knowing that she was probably sitting up there on a fool’s mission. But she had no other plan to find those mercenaries than what she was doing.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol’s head turned slowly. Still nothing. It was late in the afternoon. Brandy had texted to say all was quiet. She had also texted that Ralphie was at the new motel and would be taking care of unpacking their things. She finally pulled out her cellphone and called Brandy. Her call was answered quickly. “Dinner?” she suggested softly.

	“Yeah. Why not,” Brandy replied. “Time for a break.”

	The two of them met at a fast–food restaurant near their new hotel.

	“This is not panning out so far,” Brandy lamented.

	“Not yet. But I don’t know what else to do,” Carol replied.

	“True,” Brandy agreed.

	Thirty minutes later, both women were back where they had spent the last part of their afternoon. Both of them, feeling like things were just too quiet.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“I don’t believe it.”

	“What?”

	“You know that broad that beat us to hell?”

	“The one Vince wants so badly?”

	“Yeah. I’m pretty sure that’s her sitting on the rooftop back there. Don’t get too close to the window! I’m not sure if she knows anyone is in here or not.”

	“Are you sure that’s her?” the second one asked. “The other one had red hair and a mask. 

	It looks like this one has black hair.”

	“It was a wig last time you idiot!”

	“But you’re sure that’s her?”

	“Pretty damn sure. My jaw still hurts from where she hit me.”

	“So do we call Vince?”

	The first man was already pulling out his phone. He dialed. “Vince. We got news!”

	“You found where Lozano was bringing in his drugs?”

	“No, not yet.”

	“Then why should I be interested?”

	“Because you’ve done nothing but swear about that damn broad that beat us all up a few days ago. We just spotted her.”

	“She’s not dead?”

	“It doesn’t look like it. She’s got black hair instead of red, but I’m pretty sure it’s her. She’s sitting up on a rooftop behind this building, staking it out.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The evening shadows were starting envelope the area, but Brandy could still see everything perfectly. The longer she sat there, the more she realized she was wasting her time. She had just decided to give it one more hour, when she saw a door open slightly at the back of the building. What surprised her though was that whoever was at that door didn’t open it and walk out, instead she was shocked to see him stick a gun out through the crack and aim it at her. Two quick shots sent bullets in her direction but didn’t come close to hitting her. By the time she pulled her own gun, the door was closed again. What the hell? She berated herself for letting herself get spotted. But everything had been just too quiet. She had been too certain that nobody had been around. A major mistake she shouldn’t have made.

	She quickly ran from the roof and down through the building, pulling her black mask over her head as she ran. The few people she encountered ran back into their apartments. She reached the door and checked carefully around before she went out. With her gun in her hand, she was careful to watch everything around her. No threats she could see…yet. Instead of going straight through the parking area, she skirted the edges of it, trying to stay as hidden and protected as possible. She reached the door where the gunman had been without seeing anyone.

	She pulled and the door opened. She checked inside. She was faced with a long hallway. Something moved further back. A man. She saw his gun come up and she ducked back out of the way just in time as a bullet came in her direction. She checked and saw him opening a door at the far end of the hallway and going through it. The door had a glass panel she could see a bit of light through. She ran after him.

	As she hurried toward the front of the building, she noticed that every door she passed was closed. That didn’t surprise her. She reached the door in the hallway where she had seen the man go through. The glass in the door showed her the small lobby area at the front of the building. She saw nobody in the lobby. Whoever had been there had ran off and gotten away through the front entrance.

	She opened the door and went into the lobby. She was immediately greeted with a sharp acrid odor. Her head went spinning. She didn’t even realize she was dropping to the floor as the gas that filled the area took effect. By the time her body was all the way down, she was out cold…and still breathing in the gas.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Waste…of…time! Carol had known it all day. But the last time she had climbed to that rooftop, she had gotten lucky. Very lucky. This time, she had a feeling that all her efforts were wasted. She had a feeling that Brandy wouldn’t do much better either. Still, she decided to give it a few more hours. Some of the killings had happened in the middle of the night, so she knew that the time wasn’t a factor. Still, she wasn’t sure if it was worth sitting there and waiting much longer in a location that seemed far too quiet. She hadn’t seen anyone going into or coming out of Lozano’s building all day. No one! It was as if the building had been abandoned.

	That thought made her pause to think. Was the building abandoned? Had Lozano pulled everyone away from it because the mercenaries had known to target it? That sounded like a very possible explanation. Deciding to check, she made her way down from the roof. She carefully crossed the parking area and went to the back door. Locked. Everything she saw told her the building was empty. She made her way around to the front of the building.

	Locked and closed too. She should have known to check earlier. Wasted time. Wasted entire day!

	She pulled out her cellphone and texted Brandy, telling her she had been watching a closed empty building and that she was heading back to the motel. She climbed on her bike and got out of there. As she expected, Brandy’s bike wasn’t at the motel. She entered the room they were sharing and found her few things and Brandy’s many things unpacked and put away in the closet and the dresser drawers. Ralphie! She could have called him to thank him, but she’d leave that to Brandy…if she decided to mention it. Ralphie was Brandy’s toy, not hers. 

	She checked her phone, still no returning text from Brandy. She called her instead and was surprised when the call went straight to voicemail. No answer. She seriously doubted that Brandy would let her phone battery die completely. Another thought struck her as to why Brandy wouldn’t answer her call. Had Brandy found some fun? That thought made her get up and go back out to her bike. A minute later, she was heading for the building where Brandy was working.

	When she got there, she drove around the streets. The building was dark. No lights on at all.

	It appeared to be just as empty as the building she had been watching. She parked and tried Brandy’s cellphone again. No luck, still voicemail. She was becoming concerned. She drove around a while more and spotted Brandy’s bike. She was still here, but where? 

	She parked her bike next to Brandy’s and started walking the area. Not many people around anywhere. Figuring which building Brandy would have chosen for a rooftop perch, she went in and found her way through the maze of stairways until she reached the open air. She found nobody up there. She searched the other rooftops she could see. Nothing. Where was Brandy?

	She headed down to the street again and kept walking, kept looking. One more time she tried to reach Brandy. Unsuccessfully. Where was she? 

	She headed for Lozano’s building. The building appeared dark, but she found the back door open. Cautiously, she went in. She walked quietly down the long hallway toward the front door. The dim light coming from the glass in the doorway at the far end was all the light she needed. She reached the door and looked through into the lobby. Nothing. Nobody.

	She opened the door, and her nose caught a brief whiff of the odor. She backed away quickly and closed the door. As her spinning head cleared, she realized that she remembered that smell. She remembered it well. Gas! The same gas that Vince Beastman had used against them. She cautiously opened the door a crack and took a brief tiny sniff again. Her head immediately began spinning as she backed away and closed the door. Definitely the gas! Had Brandy fallen victim to it? 

	Holding her breath, she went into the lobby and searched around as carefully as she could. Nothing. Not even any blood. Then she spotted something. Something she didn’t want to see. Something that made her blood run cold. Brandy’s cellphone. Smashed against the floor by someone’s foot. As she picked up the remains of Brandys phone, she could only draw one conclusion. Brandy hadn’t been killed. She had been taken.

	As soon as she got out of the building, she pulled her phone out and called Susan. “Brandy’s in trouble!” she said immediately. “They didn’t kill her, they took her! She’s gone!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Brandy tried to wake up, but it was difficult. Her head was so woozy. From somewhere in the distance she heard someone say something about her coming around. She heard another voice say something about dosing her again. She opened her eyes. Her vision was blurry. Her spinning head couldn’t even register the face of the man in front of her or what he was doing. She felt something touch her nose. She smelled…something…before she blacked out completely again.

	 


Chapter 20 – Monster in a Cage.

	 

	There were a few people standing out in front of the grocery store next to Beastman’s building. People with kids. People laughing and enjoying themselves. Like Lozano’s buildings had been, Beastman’s building was dark as well. Carol parked her bike right in front of it. There were no fancy cars out front now. There were no cars at all. She climbed off her bike and pulled her gun. One of the adults in front of the store panicked and started pushing everyone away, getting them around the corner. Probably making sure they all got home safely. Good!

	She tried the front door. No surprise. It was locked. She went down the alleyway between buildings and came out at the back. No cars there at all now. She found that strange. She expected that even at night, in fact all night long, someone would be there. But like from the front of the building, the rear seemed to be just as deserted. She tried the back door. Locked. She climbed the fire escape and tried all the other doors. Locked.

	From the top floor on the metal fire escape, she climbed up onto the railing, jumped, and managed to catch her fingers over the edge of the roof. She pulled herself up. Just another flat rooftop. She looked all around and saw nothing. There was an access door there that was also locked. Even though the door was built to swing outward, a few good kicks broke the moldings and the door swung inward.

	She made no more noise as she descended the steps to the floor below her. She didn’t risk a light. She had spent countless hours training and working in the dark. It was all second nature to her now. As an assassin, she was a child of the night.

	Her footsteps were slow and careful as she made her way through the entire building, checking every room, every office. Nobody. Why was it totally deserted? It wasn’t that late at night. Still, she continued on. Room by room, floor by floor, she checked everywhere. Searching for any sign at all that Brandy had been there, or anything that would tell her where they had taken her. Nothing. Nothing at all. By the time she reached the bottom floor, she was ready to scream her frustration. Her training and experience kept her silent as she continued searching.

	She finally exited through the back door on the ground floor. She had discovered nothing but an empty building. Where had they taken Brandy? What had they done with her? She had wanted to find someone she could interrogate. Anyone! But the building had been empty. Too empty.

	With no place else to look, she headed back toward the hotel. On the way, she stopped where Brandy had parked her bike. Her heart dropped. The bike was still there. Brandy was still missing.

	Where was Brandy? Was she still alive? Had they hurt her? She was desperate for an answer. Knowing that Brandy had been taken and was now in enemy hands, made her sick with worry. 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Her spinning head ached enough to start trying to pull her out of her unconscious state. Even as far under as she was, she realized she was bound, hands behind her back, her feet bound to her hands. Hogtie. Despite her spinning head, she forced herself to open her eyes. 

	“She’s awake!” a man’s voice said as she realized she was lying in the back of a car. Not a trunk, an SUV. 

	A man reached over the seat and held something in front of her face. That smell! She blacked out again.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	She didn’t notice that the middle of the bed was sunken–in. She didn’t notice the general age and shabbiness of the room. Carol sat on the bed and stared at the wall, not seeing anything. The only thing she wanted to see, was Brandy. Or maybe Beastman in the sights of her gun. 

	The building may have belonged to Lozano, but because of the gas, she had no doubt that it was Beastman who had taken her. She should have killed him the first time she got her hands on him. The next time she found him, she would kill him. Or do something worse to him, turn him over to her mother. A fate she knew was a lot worse than death.

	Her mind roamed back over the day. The buildings belonging to Lozano had been empty. Both of them. Why? It made no sense. The building belonging to Beastman had also been empty. Why? It was always so frustrating to be faced with a puzzle and have no possible answers to anything.

	Where was she going to get those answers? She had no doubt what she’d do once she had them. She would literally kill everyone she came in contact with until she found Brandy. And then she would probably keep killing. Punishing all of them. Killing was what she did best. She wasn’t just good at it. She was one of the best.

	The game she and Brandy played was a dangerous one. Carol knew that someday she would get killed. She knew that Brandy lived with that fact as well. It was a given in their profession. You could only live so long, and when your time was up, that was it. In the meantime, like Brandy, she was determined to live the way she wanted, doing what she wanted to do. Flouncing around wearing pretty dresses all the time and acting like a total airhead wasn’t on her list of ways to live. She was too aggressive. Too interested in hurting. Too sadistic. Too much of a killer. Those were the things she lived for. And as they had discovered time and time again, she and Brandy were exactly alike.

	But she was certain that Brandy hadn’t been killed. Not yet anyway. There had been no blood in that lobby where she had discovered the gas and Brandy’s broken cellphone. She hadn’t even seen any bullet holes in the walls. And when dealing with someone like Brandy, she would have expected to see lots of them. So her gut feeling told her that Brandy was still alive, for now, but she had been taken. She had no doubt that had been the purpose of the gas. To knock Brandy out so she could be captured.

	If Beastman had captured her, like she was sure had happened, then she had a feeling that Brandy would be in for a very rough time. Because Beastman would be out for revenge, and killing Brandy quickly wouldn’t give Beastman the kind of satisfaction she was sure he wanted.

	So Brandy was most likely alive, but captured. She had to hang onto that thought. Alive! That was all that mattered. Now all she had to do was find her. But how did you find someone who was being hidden somewhere in a city the size of Las Vegas? It was too large a city. There were too many people. And she didn’t have the first clue where to look, other than starting with Beastman, who for now, had seemed to disappear, just like Lozano and his men. 

	Had something happened to Lozano and Beastman both? They were the two smallest criminal organizations in the city. Had whoever been controlling the mercenaries sent their soldiers to wipe out both organizations at the same time? It was possible. Someone who was smart enough might just do that. By taking out both smaller organizations at the same time, neither one would have a chance to hear about the other and possibly hide. Two organizations at the same time would give whoever controlled the mercenaries a big boost towards taking out the other organizations. The riffraff would be out of the way. The bigger organizations would see what had been done and be scared, possibly forcing some of them to make mistakes. But if it wasn’t Beastman who had taken Brandy, then who?

	She didn’t have an answer to that. Besides, it had been the smell of the gas that had solidified Beastman as the culprit for her. The smell had been the same that Beastman himself had thrown against them in his own building. And just getting a tiny whiff of that stuff had nearly knocked her out.

	The building Brandy had been taken from had belonged to Lozano. She couldn’t think of a single reason why Lozano would want to kidnap Brandy. Besides, she herself had killed two of the mercenaries who had been there to kill Lozano’s men. Lozano should be very happy to have her and Brandy around. No, the building might have belonged to Lozano, but she was certain he wasn’t behind Brandy’s capture. Someone else was. And for now, everything pointed to Beastman wanting revenge for what Brandy had done to him. Brandy and her. But Brandy had been the one unlucky enough to have been captured.

	She sat musing things over for hours. Finally, she laid back on the bed without bothering to get undressed. She was still in her riding suit, her hand never straying far from a pocket with a gun. She stared blankly at the ceiling thinking about Brandy and who might have taken her. She stared blankly remembering Brandy and the times they had together.

	Brandy and her were so much alike. Opposites attract, but she and Brandy had been drawn deeply to each other even though they were the furthest thing from being opposites. She remembered talking to Brandy about so many of their experiences in a world that would do nothing but horrify anyone else. And as she laid alone on the bed, she particularly remembered making love with Brandy, over and over and over. Magical love. She had thought from the beginning that Brandy would be sensational in bed, and she had been.

	Would she ever share a bed with Brandy again? The thought of losing her permanently brought tears to Carol’s eyes. Carol wasn’t someone who cried. She never had been. Especially not anymore. But there were tears in her eyes now. She hurt deep inside from something that wasn’t physical in any way at all. She hurt in a way she never had before. A way that was difficult for her to understand.

	She finally came to one inescapable conclusion. She didn’t just miss Brandy. She loved her, with everything she had.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Sudden burning pain and an odd loud noise near her left elbow! Ouch! It immediately pulled her awake. She was in an awkward position. She tried to move, tried to pull her arm away from whatever was causing that pain, and she couldn’t. 

	“Damn it, she woke up again,” someone near her said. 

	She opened her eyes. Her head was spinning.

	“It’s too soon. She’s not secure yet! Grab her!”

	She realized she had to free herself. Despite her woozy head, she started struggling. Hands grabbed her and held her down all over, crushing her body against her knees. Then someone was in front of her again. That smell. And blackness.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	She woke up in the same position she had fallen asleep in, flat on her back and staring at the ceiling. There was a numbness in her now. A numbness that took some of the ache off something else. The ache of worry about Brandy. 

	There was light filtering around the sides of the heavy window curtains. It was morning. Morning, after one of the worst nights of her life. Was Brandy still alive? She could only hope. Last night she had been sure that whoever had taken Brandy would want to punish her, not kill her quickly. She prayed Brandy was still alive. She prayed she would find her. She also prayed for a way to find her. She had nothing. Nowhere to look except the few places she had already looked. 

	The numbness remained with her as she grabbed her motorcycle helmet and went outside. She climbed on her bike and was soon leaving the parking lot. She stopped for breakfast at a decent family restaurant where she knew she could get a good meal. Sitting there waiting for her food, then later sitting there eating her food, without Brandy, made her feel more alone than ever. In a life that she had spent so much time alone, she had never felt so alone before.

	A piece of her was missing. She would do anything to get that piece back.

	The food and hot coffee seemed to kick her brain into gear a little better. For the first time since she had discovered that Brandy had been taken, she started to realize just what help she would need, as well as how simple it would be for her to get that help. Simple to get, but she knew she would have to wait for it. Hours! Too many hours.

	She picked up her phone and made a call to Susan. The code to reach Susan seemed to fall off her lips so easily. It didn’t tax her brain at all. Once she reached her, Carol asked Susan to have her people get her a report of every single business, building, and possible hiding place that Vince Beastman was even suspected of having. As she suspected, Susan confirmed that it would be well after lunch by the time she got that report. Carol also told Susan where Brandy’s bike was and asked her to have it picked up and taken somewhere safe. 

	And then Susan imparted one little bit of news to her. “Carol, something happened in Las Vegas that night you were staying here. We still don’t know what happened exactly, but evidently there were major attacks all over the city. We’ll let you know more when we find out.”

	Major attacks? All over the city? Maybe both Lozano and Beastman had been taken out. But if so, what about Brandy? No. She had to hang on to the hope that Brandy was still alive, but captured. It was all she could do.

	She paid for her breakfast and got back on her bike. Until she got the report, she would spend her time going back and forth between the locations she knew about for Lozano and the one location she knew about for Beastman.

	Someone had to show up at one of those places…eventually.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie was getting hungry. Brandy hadn’t called him at all last night, which wasn’t all that unusual. Especially since she and Carol were sharing the room next door. But he did expect to hear from her this morning since she had given him instructions before he left the mansion to not only unpack their bags for them, but she had wanted him to roam the red light districts again searching for information. He had done that, but now he still had to let Brandy know what little he had found. Pretty much nothing.

	He had heard the motorcycle come back last night, and he had heard the motorcycle start up and leave earlier that morning. He looked through the window. No motorcycles in the parking lot. Brandy had gone out already. Knowing it was inevitable, he got dressed in his least embarrassing dress, and walked out of the room, heading down the sidewalk for the closest place to get something to eat. A fast–food place.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Discomfort. Tightness. Too tight. Too uncomfortable. She tried to move and couldn’t. She tried to move her head…and couldn’t. She tried to stretch her legs out and couldn’t. She tried to move anything – and couldn’t. Her anger over being so uncomfortable and not being able to move pulled her fully awake. Her brain was spinning and woozy again, but she quickly realized when she opened her eyes that she could see straight ahead but she couldn’t move her head to look anywhere else. Her head was being held firmly in place and back so she couldn’t move it at all. She tried to move her arms, her legs, anything at all, and couldn’t. She finally figured out that she had been locked into some kind of metal device, because all she could feel holding her tightly in too many places around her body, felt like metal.

	As far as she could tell, she was stark naked, but sort of on her knees and elbows, because her knees and ankles were supported by something tightly fastened around them, and so were her arms. She could feel nothing underneath her, just the metal cage she seemed to be fastened to. 

	Her knees were spread wide apart. Her body was bent so that her elbows were all the way down to the same level as her knees. Her elbows and wrists locked tightly to that frame just like her knees and ankles were. Her feet were held by something too, pulling them uncomfortably back, probably in line with her ankles, her knees, her elbows, and her wrists. One long metal bar that lined all those parts of her body up and held them immobile.

	Even her waist had something unmovable wrapped tightly all the way around it, preventing her from moving it at all. The waist band kept her body crushed down against her folded legs making her discomfort that much worse. She couldn’t even wiggle anything from side to side or up and down. Nothing. No part of her body. Every part of her was held completely locked in place. Immovable.

	But the worst part for her was whatever was locked around her head, right around her forehead, bending her neck back and holding it upright so she was stuck looking straight forward and nowhere else. Like everything else, totally immobile. And it was tight enough that she not only couldn’t get her head out of it, the crushing tightness was painful.

	She screamed! She screamed her frustration again. She could literally move nothing. Well, almost nothing. She could still wiggle her toes and fingers and make a fist, but that did her no good at all.

	As her spinning woozy head started to settle down a little, she tried to focus on what she could see. The wall in front of her was nothing but beige tile with a closed white door in the middle. The very sides of her vision showed her more beige tile walls and a tile floor with what looked to be a drain in the middle. Off to each side, she could see a little of what she was guessing she had been fastened into. She couldn’t turn her head at all, so it was hard to see them well. They were made from thick round metal bars but trying to follow the configuration of them with just her peripheral vision was making her head hurt even worse.

	From her own position, and what she could see of the other devices, she could tell she was down low towards the floor, but not all the way down. The other devices showed her more round metal bars supporting everything.

	The door opened. A black man started to enter. He took one look at her and stepped out again. “She’s awake!” she heard him call. He came back in and headed toward her. The fact that he was black suggested that he had to be one of Vince’s men. She didn’t recognize him though. She lost sight of him when he moved past her.

	The door opened again, and she saw Vince the Beast walk in. She couldn’t miss the way the top of his head was wrapped in bandages. She remembered that Carol had said she probably fractured his skull. She should have killed him instead.

	“Ah. You are awake!” Vince said as he approached her slowly and cockily.

	“I’ll kill you!” she yelled angrily. She could see though that her words had no effect on him.

	He moved in front of her, but he moved too close for her to see all of him. Not being able to move her head, all she could see was just the middle of his body. She could see the fly on his pants the best.

	Something grabbed her left boob. “Ouch!” she yelled while Vice stood in front of her and chuckled. The other man was underneath her and had grabbed her left tit with something, and now he was pulling it down. “Ooww!” And then she felt a pain right behind her left tit that was like nothing she ever imagined. The pressure let off, but not the pain. “What did you… Ow! Stop!” She realized he was pushing something right through her breast, somewhere behind her tit. “Stop!” But he didn’t stop. She felt pulling and tugging, and then he was finally gone, but not the pain to her tit. And not something else either. She could feel something still stuck through it.

	“Enjoying yourself?” Vince asked, the humor in his voice was clear.

	“No! I’m going to kill you! What are you…” She struggled to break free or move anything again, and couldn’t. “Doing?” she finally finished, her frustration totally evident.

	“Enjoying myself. At your expense I’m afraid. And you deserve it! You nearly killed me. I spent two miserable days in the hospital and I’m still dealing with this fractured skull and the concussion you left me with. And that doesn’t even begin to account for what you did to my reputation. You made me the laughingstock of everyone. And now you’re going to pay.”

	She realized the other man was on her other side now. Below her. “I should have killed you!” she said defiantly. Her concentration was interrupted by what was now happening to her other breast. “No!” she screamed. “Don’t!” But a moment later, the painful procedure he had done to her left breast was done to her right one. Two very sore breasts. And two breasts with something now stuck through them.

	And then she felt both her breasts being pulled down at the same time. “Ow!” she yelled. The pulling let up a little, but it continued. She was more appalled when she realized the man was crawling out from under her again, but something was still pulling on them. “What did you do?” she demanded.”

	Vince just laughed. “I told you, having fun. A lot of fun actually. After what you did to me,

	I think this is the least I should do to you.”

	Something touched her pussy lips behind her. She screamed. “What’s he doing? Stop that!” Whatever the guy back there was doing, it felt like he had wiped something wet all over her vaginal lips and then dried it again. She struggled as hard as she could again, but she still couldn’t move any part of her at all…let alone do anything at all to stop him. Fortunately, he had stopped. “I’ll kill you for this,” she screamed at Vince.

	Vince laughed. “I think not. That little device you’re stuck in is going to be very permanent for you…for the rest of your life.” He waved toward the devices off to the side. “We use a milder version of them to break the women who put up the most resistance. After just a few hours in one, even the worst of them fall right in line. You, however, won’t ever get the option of getting out of it. You’re going to be stuck there…forever!”

	She struggled again uselessly while he laughed. She suddenly felt the man behind her again. “Get out of there,” she yelled. Her complaint was cut off as she felt herself being violated like she had never felt before. The man was…pushing something up into her urethra, not her vaginal canal, her urethra! “Stop!” she grunted. She felt him leaving her again while Vince in front of her laughed.

	“You don’t like what our nice veterinarian is doing to you?”

	“Veterinarian!”

	He was too close for her to see him shrug. “The closest thing to a doctor you’re ever going to see. And I’m afraid he’s not even close to being done with you yet.”

	“What’s he…” She felt a pain like nothing she had ever felt before. Her whole body tried to fight against it, but she couldn’t move even a fraction of an inch. He had stuck something all the way through one of her pussy lips. And then the pain came again, to the other side! She screamed as loud as she could…while Vince stood in front of her and laughed. The man had pierced both her pussy lips and she now felt something being pulled through those holes. “Stop!” she tried to say. But the pain came again, to a different place. She could do nothing but scream in agony.

	Pain. Scream. Pain. Scream. Over and over. Eight times. She felt something being pulled through each of those piercings. She felt that something pulling tighter. Tighter. Then finally very tight. She could feel the dastardly man doing something behind her, but she couldn’t tell what. She realized the man had finally moved away from her back there, but the tightness and pulling against her pussy lips continued. “What did he do?” she demanded.

	Vince laughed another chuckle, but he didn’t answer.

	“What did he do to me?” she yelled.

	Vince walked around to her backside to inspect the man’s work. He laughed. It was beautiful! He walked around to stand in front of her again. “Our good friend here has just made going to the bathroom much easier for you from now on. He put a nice little catheter up inside of you so you never have to worry about peeing again. It will always just keep dripping out into that metal bucket that’s now hanging from your breasts. The fuller it gets, the more I imagine you’re going to enjoy it. Someone will come in and have to empty that bucket once in a while, but whether they dump it out into the drain or dump it out all over you will be up to them.

	Brandy tried to struggle again, but it got her nowhere.

	“But that’s not all he did to you,” Vince told her.

	She already knew that. She wasn’t sure she wanted to know what else had been done to her.

	“Our nice friend here has threaded a steel cable through the rest of your precious little sex spot, and he’s laced the whole thing together beautifully so that you will never feel pleasure from it again.”

	She screamed defiantly at him. “I’ll kill you when I get out of here!”

	“Scream and complain all you want, but it won’t do you any good. You’re there, and you’re going to stay there. Permanently. Although I imagine that complaining won’t be very easy for you. In fact, doctor, are you ready?”

	“Whenever you are,” the reply came back.

	“Have at her.”

	“What?” Brandy asked. She saw Vince move off to the side and the doctor, a veterinarian, moved in front of her. He knelt down where she could see his face now. “I’m going to kill you too!” she said. She no sooner got the words out of her mouth when she felt him quickly shove something into her mouth. She screamed again, but whatever it was in her mouth muffled the scream. And then she felt him doing something and whatever was in her mouth was pushing against her teeth, forcing her jaw to open wider and wider. She tried to cry, “No,” but coherent words weren’t possible. She struggled again…uselessly. All she could do was scream.

	When it felt like her jaw was going to break, he finally stopped. A moment later she felt his fingers inside her mouth, doing something else. Putting something else in it. She tried to stop him with her tongue, but her tongue could do almost nothing. Her tongue told her that he was doing something with something metal inside her mouth. She felt something being pushed down against her bottom teeth. His fingers were still deep inside her mouth moving around. Pain! He had pushed something deep into the gum inside her mouth underneath her teeth. A moment later, another big pain on the other side. She tasted blood as he moved his fingers and there was another pain to her bottom gums this time on the outside. Then another matching one on the other side. What was he doing? She tried to scream at him to stop, but only sound came out, nothing coherent at all.

	And then whatever was holding her jaw open was slowly being eased off. Her jaw came back down. Relief. As her jaw was allowed to continue coming down, it suddenly was brought up short by the top of the device. Something round. A round steel ring she realized. The device keeping her jaw open was removed. She tried her best with her tongue to dislodge the steel ring, but she couldn’t. Then his fingers were back. Pain! This time to her upper gums. Two on the inside and two on the outside, just like down below.

	He removed his fingers. Finally. With his fingers gone, Carol did her best again to push the ring out of her mouth with her tongue, but somehow that ring had now been attached to her on both her bottom and top gums. She tried to open her mouth wider to try getting it out and discovered she couldn’t open her mouth any wider at all. She couldn’t close it any further, she couldn’t open it any further. They had locked that ring to her teeth, and she couldn’t do anything with her mouth. She screamed her frustration. Since she could no longer talk coherently, it was all she could do. And from off to the side, she heard Vince laughing at her.

	“You have no idea how much I’m enjoying this,” he told her. “I think we have just one more little thing to take care of. I know you can’t move your hands much, but those hands are still just a bit too dangerous. Doctor…”

	Brandy made a frustrated noise as further fear laced through her. She tensed her body as much as possible trying to break anything free. But it was totally useless. The steel holding her in place was far too strong. The damn veterinarian was back again standing next to her. She couldn’t see him clearly, only brief glimpses of his body from her peripheral vision. She couldn’t see him, but she could certainly feel him. Worse, she felt him grabbing her left hand. She screamed again and closed it into a tight fist so he couldn’t get at her fingers. But instead of trying to grab her fingers and pry them up to either break them or cut them off, she felt him pulling something around her fist. Tape! So she couldn’t open her fingers. She screamed in rage again.

	She felt him grab her thumb and pull it to the side of her fist. She fought against him as much as she could, but the strength of just her thumb was no match for his strength. A moment later, his tape had locked her thumb in that position.

	“I haven’t pulled that tape tight yet,” the Veterinarian said to her. “I suggest you pull the tips of your fingers away from your palms. Otherwise your fingernails will eventually cut right through your hands.”

	“Aahh!” she screamed in rage at him.

	“Have it your way then. By the time I’m done with you, your hands will be useless anyway.”

	She felt him starting to wrap the tape around again, only tighter. She realized quickly that he was right, her nails could cut right into her palms. As he was pulling the tape again over her fingers, she struggled and managed to get the tips of her fingertips free.

	The veterinarian chuckled. “Thought so,” he said as he finished pulling the tape tight.

	Her fingers in her left hand were now useless. She couldn’t open them to move them at all…just like the rest of her body. But then she felt something worse. He was doing something else with that same hand. She felt him pulling something over top of her fist. Something wet. He drew whatever it was over her whole hand. Some kind of bag or something. She felt him doing something with it. He was pulling on something and it was growing tighter. Tighter. She realized he was lacing it. And then he was gone. She struggled to open her left hand, but whatever had been pulled over it was too tight. She couldn’t open or move her fingers at all. 

	And then she felt him grabbing her right hand. She spread her fingers wide this time, trying to stop him. She felt him putting his big hand up against the back of hers. As strong as she was, she was unable to stop him from curling her fingers under and holding them into a tight fist. A moment later, his tape had captured her right hand into the same position as her left hand. Then of course came the bag. She felt him pulling the dreaded thing over that hand too, locking her fingers into uselessness inside it. As she felt him lacing it and pulling it tighter to her hand, she realized what it was. Leather. Wet leather. And as tight as it was already, she knew that as it dried, it would only get even tighter.

	She could move nothing now…except her toes and her tongue. Nothing! Instead of screaming, she couldn’t help herself, she cried instead.

	And then Vince was back. Although once again, she could only see the middle of his body and nothing else. “I’m sure you’re wondering why I didn’t just kill you. I’m sure you’re wondering why I didn’t cut you into little pieces. I didn’t, because I want you to know that every bit of your body has now been made immobile. Completely useless to you.” He chuckled. “I’m told that the frustration of being stuck like that usually breaks our whores in hours. I’m sure that with time, you’ll get used to being locked into that position. There’s a very good chance you’ll probably go completely insane. But I want you to know that none of that matters to me. After what you did to me, I figure this is the least you deserve. I want you to feel the punishment and my retribution for a very, very long time. Years! Forever! I have no plans to ever let you out of there. Even if you are completely insane.

	“And if you think your friends will eventually find you, think again. They can’t. We’re no longer even in the same state! And if they try tracing my property holdings, they’ll be out of luck as well. I don’t own this place. Nobody will ever find you.”

	“But that doesn’t mean you’ll be totally useless. No. I intend on putting you to a lot of good use. In fact, let me demonstrate.”

	With that, Brandy watched in horror as he pulled his fly down and pulled out his huge black cock. She tried to wiggle away. She tried to do anything she could to stop him, but with her body and head held completely rigid, she could do nothing to stop him from shoving the thing right into her mouth. She started gagging as it hit the back of her throat. She wanted to bite his cock right off, but all she did was hurt her mouth. She fought against him with her tongue, but that only seemed to make him more excited, which made her start gagging more as it grew larger.

	“Oh, you’re really good, aren’t you,” he said joyfully.

	Damn! In trying to stop him, she was doing to him just what he wanted. She felt him sliding it in and out of that ring, which meant he was sliding it in and out of her mouth, and she was helpless to stop him. The tears were streaming down her face, and she could do nothing but choke and gag as his big cock kept ramming the back of her throat.

	And then he pulled all the way out of her mouth. She breathed a sigh of relief. He moved out of her sight. She realized he was moving behind her. No! She was totally helpless as she felt him spreading her ass cheeks apart only to bury his big fat cock right up inside her ass.

	Not her vagina. That had been sealed off now. But her ass! And then he was pumping it in and out. She could do nothing but cry as he raped her ass severely.

	She felt him finally finishing and then pulling out of her. Her ass was sore. Her tears still hadn’t stopped. And then the other one, the veterinarian said, “My turn?” She wanted to scream, but she was sobbing too hard.

	“By all means,” Vince told him. “Fire away.”

	She had no choice but to endure him sticking his big black cock in her mouth as well. There was simply no way at all that she could stop him or do anything about it. He never removed his cock from her mouth until he had squirted his cum right down her throat. Her choking prevented her from screaming again.

	And then she heard Vince say, “Tell the others that she’s open for business now.”

	He moved to stand in front of her, too close for her to see his head. “This time, the retribution is mine,” he said. He turned his back and left the room.

	She didn’t scream. She cried bitter, bitter tears. Bitter…helpless…tears.

	 


Chapter 21 – Playthings.

	 

	Carol sat on her motorcycle and stared at the back of Lozano’s building where Brandy had been captured. Her eyes carefully scanned everything around her. Still nothing. As she sat there, her mind couldn’t help but bring back all the worries, fears, and memories of Brandy. Damn she missed her.

	As she sat there staring around at too much of nothing, she had to wonder again what had happened. Where was everybody? Susan had hinted that something had happened, but she hadn’t known exactly what. It had been a frustrating morning driving around to look at the few buildings she knew to go to. The few empty buildings. Worthless! It had been a complete waste of her time.

	Her cell phone started vibrating in her pocket. She pulled it out and saw it was Susan calling. “Hello?”

	“Carol,” Susan replied. “That report you wanted on Beastman’s properties is ready. If you want it right away, it’s at the restaurant.”

	“Great! I’ve been driving around looking at useless places. Everyplace I know to go seems to be abandoned.”

	“From what we’ve been able to piece together so far, while you and Brandy were staying here for just that one night, a major raid went down. From what we’re seeing so far, it looks like most of the criminal organizations in the city were hit. We still don’t know how many are dead from any of them.”

	“Most organizations?”

	“So far, it’s looking like all of them. We don’t have a clear picture yet, but it sounds like those mercenaries you told us about went to great lengths to put a dent in the population of Las Vegas.”

	“Wow! I wouldn’t have expected that.”

	“No. I’m sure nobody did. We’re still searching for answers. I’ll keep you up to date as best

	I can.”

	“Thanks,” Carol told her. “I’m heading to the restaurant now. I need to find someone to talk to so I can find out where Beastman is.”

	“I’m sure you’ll eventually find someone…and your friend Brandy. Wait!” She paused for a moment. “Your mother just asked me to tell you to bring her someone to play with. To be honest, she’s been sitting here doing nothing for a long time now. Perhaps bringing her more than one might be advisable.”

	Carol smiled. “Tell her not to worry. A couple of playthings will be coming her way just as soon as I find some. Have someone standing by to pick them up when I call.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Brandy’s breasts felt like they were on fire. The weight pulling them down was getting worse. Very gradually worse. So gradually, that she rarely ever felt the change, but she knew for a fact that it did keep changing. She couldn’t feel herself peeing. Not at all. But she knew that the tube they had stuck up into her was constantly draining her bladder down into the bucket hanging from her breasts. Constantly adding a small bit of her pee each time, making that bucket grow heavier and heavier. Just at a very, very slow pace. She was glad for the fact that they didn’t just fill it with water and leave it that way. But the ever–growing weight of the thing was holding her attention too well. She couldn’t not think about it. Not only couldn’t she move a muscle…anywhere…but she was forced to endure the ever worsening pulling on her breasts. Pulling that made the pain where they had attached something through each of her breasts hurt more and more. Pain that she was now sure would never end. And she could do absolutely nothing about it.

	Her hands hurt as well. The leather covers they had put on them were still growing tighter. She was glad her fingertips were no longer curled under. Otherwise, she had no doubt that her fingernails would be cutting into her palms. And now the leather covers had grown so tight that it almost felt like they were crushing her hands even with her fingers held the way they were.

	Her vagina burned too. The piercings and cable that had been laced through them were a constant burn. A constant bit of pure pain. And a constant reminder of what they had done to her back there. Everything they had done to her, had been done in such a way that she could never forget about any of it.

	And then there was the other tiny bit of irritation. One that she was sure nobody but her would consider any problem at all. With her mouth stuck open, she kept drooling, and she couldn’t easily stop it. She kept trying to swallow her spit, but more than once she had felt it spilling past her lips to run down her chin. She wanted to wipe it off in the worst way. But like everything else, that too was impossible.

	Everything about her situations was nothing but pure hell.

	Her stomach growled again. Since she didn’t know how long she had been kept unconscious. She didn’t know how long it had been since she had last eaten. Days? In that timeless room, she had no concept of time. If she was lucky, she would die of starvation. The sooner the better.

	She filled her endless time by constantly wiggling her toes. The only part of her body she could still move.

	The door opened and she saw men enter. She started panicking, knowing the reason they were probably there.

	“Yup!” one of them said as he walked in. “There she is.”

	“There it is,” another one seemed to correct him as he entered.

	“Whatever.”

	“Hey,” another of them said. “There’s no one else here. Just her.”

	“It! Remember?”

	Brandy counted four of them. What surprised her was that it was two black men, and two white men. And they all seemed to be talking like friends. If Beastman hired all black men, did they all work for him? She had no choice but to watch as they crossed the room toward her. Three of them moved beside her where she couldn’t see them anymore, but she had a perfect view of one of them pulling the fly down on his pants right in front of her.

	“So, do you know where you’re going after this?” Brandy heard one of them say.

	The man who was just pulling his penis out of his pants replied. “Vegas. And from what I hear, I could be moving out soon.”

	Brandy’s panic level went way up as she watched him approach. All too quickly, he was stuffing his penis right in her mouth. The invasion was so horrible, she couldn’t help but try to fight him off with her tongue, which only seemed to make him grow that much faster. No! “You actually heard something?” the other man said.

	“Nothing official. I was just told I might be needed sooner than they anticipated. I was told to start reading up on everything they didn’t cover yet, just in case. I know a couple of other guys here got told the same thing.”

	“Damn. That’s quick.”

	“Yeah,” Brandy heard the guy whose penis was in her mouth reply proudly. “I’ve only been here a couple of weeks.”

	Brandy couldn’t believe it, the men were standing there holding a conversation while one of them was raping her mouth…as if she wasn’t really there and could hear them. Her bigger problem though was the guy shoving his dick in and out of her mouth, choking her and making her gag in the worst way. How the hell did some of those women do it who could take a monster cock right down their throat? This guy was killing her. 

	Then, while all four of them continued talking as if she wasn’t there, she felt someone spreading her ass cheeks. No! But as she now knew all too well, she had no way to fight back or hinder them at any way at all. They could use her far too easily, and she could do nothing at all about it. She felt tears running down her cheeks again. Her situation was nothing but hopeless. She was stuck where she was, the way she was. She had been put there for no other reason than for men to come in and use her in any way they wanted.

	As she gagged helplessly and did her best to breathe, she cried bitter tears again. And the men seemed to act like she was nothing more than an inanimate object. She felt hopeless. Totally hopeless. Well, not quite hopeless. She had one, and only one, small bit of hope that she clung too and thought about constantly. Carol. Carol had to find her. Please Carol. Find me soon!

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Cars! Carol sat at the end of the block and stared at the building further down the street. It was one of the buildings that Wu Enterprises had found that was owned by Beastman. One of seven they had found, so far. The building in front of her, like his other one, looked old and run–down. Beastman had money. Why didn’t he invest in better properties? And like his other building she had been to, it wasn’t exactly in the best area of town.

	As she watched, she saw the front door open and a large black man dragged a woman out. Hooker. Obviously. The woman struggled against the much bigger man. She watched as she was roughly shoved into the back of one of the cars and the man closed the car door again. As she watched the man heading for the driver’s seat, she could just see the woman in the back of the car. It looked to her like the woman was trying to get out. Carol figured that the car was set up so that the back doors could only be opened from the outside. The woman was trapped in there. 

	As the car drove right past her, Carol noted that the woman was still trying to escape…and that she wasn’t having any luck. Carol felt a bit of remorse for the woman. But the truth was, she knew that many of the women who were prostitutes had actually chosen that life just so they could survive. Others, many others, hadn’t chosen the life. They were forced into it. But the woman and her problems weren’t Carol’s problem. Carol’s problem now was that she needed to find Brandy. And her only clue so far, was the knockout gas that pointed to Beastman. 

	She drove around the block, taking everything in. She drove around several blocks in all directions, noting everything she could. Getting the entire lay of the area. She finally parked her bike on the side of the road, a block from Beastman’s building. 

	She removed her helmet and got off the bike. She removed the gun and the silencer from their pockets on her right hip and attached the silencer. It was time now to start doing what she did best. Killing. She had one plan and only one plan. Kill until she got the answers she needed. And then keep killing until she found Brandy. Hopefully alive.

	Boldly, she opened the front door to the building. She shot the first man she saw as she walked inside. She shot the second and the third too. In less than ten seconds, she had killed the first three. Since her gun was silenced, it did nothing more than make a brief spitting sound, alerting no one else that she was there.

	She ducked into the first room she came to and closed the door behind her. There were two men there. She shot the first one she saw. She held her gun on the second. “Where’s Beastman?” she demanded. She watched as the guy slowly raised his hands in the air. “Where’s Beastman?” she demanded more forcefully.

	“I…I don’t know.”

	She shot him dead. She turned back to the door and listened. Hearing nothing, she opened it. The only people she saw were the men lying on the floor. The ones she had killed when she entered the building. She continued to the next door and opened it. There were five men in there. She pointed her gun at one of them. “Where’s Beastman?” she demanded. When she got no answer, she pulled the trigger, killing him. She turned the gun on the next. “Where’s Beastman!”

	“I…don’t know!” the man replied. “I don’t think anyone does.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“I don’t know where he is. How would I. He doesn’t hardly ever come here. I’ve only met him once. And I’ve only seen him a few times.”

	“Useless!” Carol declared and she pulled the trigger, killing him as well. She turned the gun on another one. “How about you? How about any of you? Is there anyone in here who has the slightest clue where I can find him?” She watched their faces and saw too many unknowing looks. Damn! “If you don’t know where he is, then who would? Someone has to know where I can find him.” She waited, but there was still no answer. “Do I just kill you all? Or is there at least one of you that’s worth keeping alive until I get my answers?” She waited a moment, but she still got no reply. “Useless!” she said again. She pulled the trigger and shot the man she had been aiming at.

	She moved the gun to the next and was just about to kill him when he said, “Wait!” “Is there a reason why I shouldn’t kill you?” she asked.

	“I don’t know where Beastman is,” the man said. “We just handle the girls here. But if anyone here knows, it would be Rolland.” “Rolland? Where is he?”

	“If I tell you, will you let us live?”

	Carol considered it, and lied. “Yes! I just want Beastman.”

	“Upstairs,” the man replied quickly. “Top floor.”

	Carol moved her gun toward the last man in the room and shot him dead. She turned her gun back on the one who had talked. “Take me to him.”

	With the gun trained on the back of his head, she followed the man out of the room. Her eyes continually swept the area around them as the man headed for a staircase. As they started climbing, she noticed another man coming down. She saw the man stop with alarm when he noticed the gun in her hand. He didn’t even get a chance to yell as a bullet found its way directly into his forehead. He tumbled down half a dozen steps before his body stopped. “Keep going!” Brandy ordered the man in front of her. They had to step carefully over the lifeless body blocking the stairs.

	“You keep your girls here?” she asked the man quietly as they continued up.

	“Yes. Some of them. You gonna let them all go free?”

	“I’m not interested in them. I’m only interested in one particular one.” “Who?” the man asked.

	“Her name is Brandy. She was wearing a riding suit like mine and a red mask when she got taken. Have you heard anything about her?” “Taken?” the man asked.

	“Abducted. Captured. Kidnapped! What did you think I meant?”

	“No,” the man replied. “I haven’t heard anything.” “Shit! Keep going,” Carol told him.

	The stairs ended at the fourth floor. She followed him down a hallway and to a closed door.

	“Is this where Rolland is?”

	“It’s his office,” the man replied.

	Before he could move, she hit him over the head with her gun, knocking him out. She stepped over his unconscious body and opened the door. She saw a man sitting at a desk, talking on his cellphone. She literally shot the phone out of his hand, putting a hole in his hand and shattering his phone. “Where’s Beastman!” she demanded as the man went crazy holding his hand in pain. “Where’s Beastman!” she had to demand again louder as she now aimed the gun at his head.

	“What do you want?” the man asked, instead of answering.

	Carol couldn’t believe it. “Where’s Beastman?” she yelled.

	“How the hell should I know?” the man replied.

	“Are you Rolland?”

	“What of it?”

	“One of your men said you might be the only one here who would know.”

	“Well I don’t!”

	“How about my friend Brandy, the one everyone calls Retribution?” The man stopped squirming at his pain and held still for a brief moment. Carol saw immediately that he recognized that name. She should have known better than to use Brandy’s real name before. 

	“The one that took all those pictures of him and posted them on the internet?” “That’s the one,” Carol confirmed.

	“I heard Beastman got real pissed about that. Last I heard, he was in the hospital. I heard the damn woman fractured his skull.”

	“He’s in the hospital?”

	“He was. I don’t know if he still is or not. They don’t tell me those things.”

	“But you knew about the pictures.”

	“Everyone did. Beastman put out the word to everyone that he wanted that bitch captured alive.”

	The word alive meant everything to Carol. “And did you hear if they did capture her?”

	“I ain’t heard nothin’. Nothin’ at all! It’s amazing we heard what we did.”

	“So you don’t know where she is, and you don’t know where Beastman is either.” “No. I don’t.”

	“Do you have any idea about likely places either of them might be?”

	The man shook his head. “Not a clue.”

	“Shit!” Carols swore. “Useless.” She would have just killed the man, but she had promised to find a play toy for her mother. And so far, this man was probably the most knowledgeable guy in the building. She crossed the room quickly and went around behind his desk where he was. She quickly kicked him in the balls. As his body bent in pain, her fist lashed out, knocking him out cold. She pulled a large cable tie from a pocket and fastened his hands behind his back. She pulled out her phone and a few moments later talked to Susan. “I’ve got two men for pickup to bring to my mother.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Her hands seemed to be in perpetual agony from the tightness of the leather. The leather had tightened enough now that she couldn’t even flex her wrists, what tiny little bit the leather had allowed before. She had been forced to endure the slow drying and shrinking for a very long time. She wasn’t sure if it had broken any of the bones in her hands yet, but if it shrank any more, she had no doubt she’d be faced with that pain as well. Not that it mattered. Her hands, her entire body, had been rendered totally immobile. Useless to her. She might as well have been made of cement. Her hands were just another piece of agonizing pain she had been given that she had no choice but to endure.

	The door opened and fear automatically went through her. Another black man entered. His eyes locked on her as the door closed itself behind him. Her toes curled tightly in fear.

	“There you are,” he said in a soft but cruel voice. “Sorry I couldn’t be here to see them finish you up. Business, you know. Sometimes, small sacrifices need to be made. But no worry, I’m here now.”

	He walked to her side where she couldn’t see him anymore. She felt his hand running softly along her back.

	“I must say, Vince’s little modifications for you are very interesting. I love the little bucket under you…oh–ho! Look at this,” he said from behind her. “Very pretty. Very pretty indeed.”

	She felt his hand exploring what they had done to her vagina. His fingers touching it sent waves of fierce pain that made the normal burning pain seem like nothing.

	“If it was me, I probably would have left it open,” she heard him say. “But I have no doubt at all that Vince didn’t want you to be able to feel any kind of pleasure from your…arrangement.”

	Arrangement? Whoever he was, he was going to be dead too. Just as soon as she could figure out how to get herself out of this. Except that right now, that wasn’t looking very likely. She had no idea what he was doing behind her until he felt his hands on her ass. No! She grunted in pain as he shoved his big black unlubricated cock up into her backside. She grunted a second time as he started pumping it slowly in and out.

	“I think I like Vince’s idea for a permanent decoration in this room. I think I like it very much. I have no doubt at all that you’re going to become an absolute inspiration to all the others we bring in, especially with that pretty little bucket hanging from your breasts. Of course, all the others that we bring in don’t get to face out into the room like you do. This isn’t a social club here. Everyone else gets to see nothing but the wall right in front of them. Still, I think what little the others will get to see of you will be quite enough to…inspire them.

	“Come to think of it,” he continued as he kept pumping in and out of her, “I think you’d make a very nice decoration for a little event I’m holding tonight. Yes, I think you’d be a wonderful little party favor for my affair. What do you think?”

	Party favor? Decoration? For the one–millionth time, she struggled against the unyielding metal bars that held her. For the one–millionth time, it did her no good at all. And the bastard was still pumping himself slowly in and out of her rear end. She wished like anything that she had teeth in her ass so she could bite his whole cock off when he least expected it.

	“Yes,” he said, “you’re going to be a very interesting addition to our little training center here. A very interesting and no doubt, a useful addition as well.”

	She kept waiting for him to finish, but he was still pumping slowly and surely in and out. He didn’t seem to be in any kind of hurry at all. By the time he finally finished and pulled himself out of her, she was sure an entire hour had gone by. Not that she had any sense of time in that room. One minute was just like every other one.

	She felt his finger trailing along her body as he walked past her from behind. She could finally see him again. He stopped a few feet from him. Too close for her to see his head.

	“Yes, I think you’re going to be a very nice addition to our little business here.”

	With that, he turned and started to walk out. He got no further than the door before he turned and came back to her again. She watched as he pulled open the fly on his pants and pulled his black cock out again. No! Before she knew it, he had stuck the foul thing in her mouth…after it had just come out of her ass. And then she started struggling for all she was worth as he let his pee loose right in her mouth. She felt like she was drowning as it hit the back of her throat. She had no choice but to swallow as much as she could. She was glad for the pee that ran out of her mouth to fall on the floor. And when he pulled away, it felt like her mouth was still full of his pee. 

	Trying to come to grips with this latest new horror, she watched as he put himself away, then turned and walked out…and she was left with nothing around her again. She didn’t know what was worse, the monotonous nothing, or someone else being there. Someone being there was definitely worse. Much worse!

	 


Chapter 22 – The Salesman.

	 

	One of the maids led Carol through the mansion and out the back door. She saw the car that had picked up the two men she had captured, pulling up near a barn far behind the main house. There weren’t any horses or anything else in the beautifully fenced in fields, but she knew that at one time this had to have been a home where many horses had been kept. Now, it was just another of the temporary properties that her mother owned around the world. One she would probably sell when they were done.

	The maid had stopped at the back door of the house. Carol barely noticed the maid as she continued walking toward the barn. And there was her mother, Susan, and Mr. Wu, watching the two men being manhandled from the back of the car and forced to enter the barn. Those poor men had no idea what was about to happen to them. If they were alive when it was over, nobody would call them men anymore. And they would most likely be alive since her mother didn’t believe in actually killing anyone.

	Carol had always considered herself to be a monster, ever since her mother had told her that Roger Brinkley, the man she has always considered to be her first victim, had called her one. She had gotten that image in her mind, and oddly, it had been an image that she liked. An image that she wanted to live up to. She knew even back then that all the things that ran through her mind were things that everyone else would find atrocious. She didn’t care. She was a monster. She was the thing that went bump in the night. And she was proud of it. But her mother was totally different. Carol liked to kill. She was good at it. But what her mother did to her victims was much worse.

	“Carol,” her mother called the moment she saw her daughter. She hurried toward her. The two of them hugged tightly.

	“I found you two men to play with,” Carol told her. “Although I have a feeling that both of them are going to be useless.”

	“Never worry,” her mother replied. “We’ll soon find out every little thing they know. Do you have any ideas what you’d like done with them after their interrogation?” “No. That’s up to you,” Carol replied.

	“Oh good!” Janice replied happily. “I found some new materials I wanted to try using. I think they could prove most interesting.”

	“New materials?”

	Janice squeezed her daughter as they continued into the barn. “You’ll see.” “Are you going to do them both at the same time?” Carol asked.

	“No. I think I’d rather do them separately. That way I know for sure then that I’m getting what I want with them.”

	“Mom, anyone standing around just to watch gets sucked into it too. Everyone!”

	“I know, but still, I like to be thorough.”

	Carol knew that about her mother. What she did, she did to the very best of her ability. Everything her mother did, she did as well as she possibly could.

	Janice led her daughter up to Susan and Mr. Wu who were watching what was being done with the men. One had been hauled off and closed away in a room at the back of the barn, but the other one was now being pushed into a special closed off room that had been constructed from three of the horse stalls. Mr. Wu headed into that room to supervise the preparations.

	“Any luck?” Susan asked Carol.

	“Not really. And I have a feeling that these two know less than nothing. But they’re the best I was able to find today.

	“No matter,” Susan told her. “We have some of our best interrogators here. And after your mother gets them set up, I have no doubt we’ll get all kinds of interesting information out of them.”

	“I know,” Carol replied. “I just doubt you’ll get anything that will help me find Brandy.”

	“We’ll see,” Susan told her. “By the way, your new motorcycle helmets should be here in a little while. The company sent them with one of their representatives so he could examine the ones that took the bullets.”

	“Good!” Carol replied. “That reminds me,” she said. “Brandy was taken down by gas. Beastman seems to like using it. Can you get me a gas mask?”

	Susan smiled. “Easily done, but if I remember correctly, the representative from the company that’s bringing your new helmets may have another solution for that.”

	“Another solution?”

	“They’re the same company that created your custom riding suits,” Susan told her. “They send me sales information once in a while about their new products. And I know for a fact that since you’ve bought so many of those suits over the years, that they’ve been working on updates. And one of those updates I read about was for some way to deal with gas attacks.”

	“Great! But how long before I can get it? I can’t wait. I need something now.” “We’ll talk to him. And I’ll also have a gas mask found and sent here right away.” “Thanks,” Carol replied.

	“I believe all is ready,” Mr. Wu said, walking out of the room where the first victim for Janice had been placed. “Janice, the iced tea in there is fresh and cold.” “Thank you,” Janice replied happily.

	“Go get–em, Mom,” Carol replied. “Find me some answers.”

	Janice went over and hugged her daughter. “I know how much Brandy means to you. I’ll drain everything I can. If he knows anything helpful at all, we’ll know about it soon.” “Thanks, Mom,” Carol replied as she tightened her hug. “I don’t think you know how much Brandy really means to me. I didn’t realize it until last night, but I love her, Mom. I really love her. A lot! So much, that not having her here, hurts.”

	Janice hugged her daughter again. “I’m here to help, dear. You know I’ll do everything I can.”

	“I know, Mom. You don’t know how much I appreciate it.”

	Janice kissed her daughter’s cheek, then turned away from her and walked into the room. Her first victim in weeks! She loved ruining men. She loved destroying them utterly. Not killing, but totally destroying them. And she was good at it.

	The black man’s hands had been released and he had been stripped naked. A special collar had been locked tightly around his neck with a chain from that collar leading up to a beam in the ceiling. The chain reached down to the floor, but no further. The man could stand, sit, or lay down, but moving very far from that spot was impossible. For now, Janice stayed well away from how far that man could get.

	The man was sitting fearfully on the floor. She noticed a bandage had been tied around his hand. She had no doubt that her daughter had probably shot him there. She had seen that several times before. There was a simple chair placed in the middle of the room right next to him. Perfect. Janice walked over to the small table near the door. The table held a large jug of iced tea, a glass, and a remote control. There was literally nothing else in the room…except several cameras and microphones. The cameras would record everything. Someone would always be watching. The microphones would record all the sound as well, but almost nothing of what was said in here would ever be heard. It was too dangerous for the listener. She didn’t quite understand why, but everyone who listened for any amount of time, seemed to get caught up in what she was doing to her victims. If they weren’t watched, the listener would become just as hypnotized and eventually brainwashed as the men she was working on. She poured herself a glass of iced tea from the cooler and took a sip. Perfect. Just the way she liked it. She picked up the remote control. The control had only three buttons on it. Nothing else.

	“What do you want?” the man asked as she turned to face him.

	“What I want,” Janice replied, “is for you to sit in the chair.” “And what if I don’t?” the man replied nastily.

	They always seemed to start that way. Janice immediately hit one of the buttons on the remote control in her hand. The collar attached to the man’s neck immediately sent the largest dose of painful electricity right into his neck. The man twisted and turned in pain until Janice removed her thumb from the remote control. “Now,” Janice said sternly. “Sit in the chair!”

	The man slowly picked himself up from the floor and started to move. But the painful electric shock came back again. This time only for a moment.

	“Faster!” Janice ordered.

	The man hurried to sit in the chair. Janice went to the table and took another sip of her tea. The man now knew what awaited him if he didn’t do what she said. It was now time to get busy. She sipped again at her tea. It would be a while before she would be able to drink again.

	She stood in front of the man. “Stand up!”

	He was too slow and her finger hit the remote control button again. “Stand up!” she ordered. The man stood quickly. “Now sit down!”

	“Stand up. Sit down.” The orders were repeated over and over again. Each time the man didn’t move fast enough, he got jolted with the electricity from the collar around his neck. But the orders to stand up and sit down were soon joined by other orders. Raise your right arm. Raise your left arm. Lower your right arm. Raise your right knee. Lower your left arm. Over and over, faster and faster. Each time the man moved the wrong part of his body, and each time he didn’t move fast enough, he got jolted with electricity. Sometimes it was a heavy dose, sometimes she hit the button that gave him only a very mild jolt. But each time, each movement, brought him further under her control.

	Her voice seemed to drone on and on giving him the orders, orders that very gradually came faster and faster. But soon those orders were laced with the concept that he didn’t have time to think when she told him to do something. The only way he could get through it was to let her do the thinking for him. Over and over. Stand up. Sit down. Stand up. Raise your left arm. Don’t think. Let me do your thinking for you. My will is your will.

	It always took a little while, but Janice knew the signs perfectly. Some people couldn’t be hypnotized. But the way Janice did it, nobody could resist. Of course, what she did to them started with a form of hypnosis, but she went much further than that, much further than mere brain washing. She took control of their brain – completely! Eventually, she knew she was working with someone who was totally under her control. But that didn’t mean she could stop or even slow down. She wouldn’t do that until she knew for sure that she had cemented herself in his brain.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol and Susan watched the monitors for a few minutes, but both of them had seen Janice working many times before. It would be several hours before Janice would declare the man ready for interrogation. As they were leaving the barn, they were met by one of the maids. 

	“A Mr. Liu has arrived asking to see you and Miss Carol,” the maid told Susan.

	“The new motorcycle helmets,” Carol guessed with a smile.

	In the entranceway of the house, they found Mr. Liu. Carol had met him several times over the years when she ordered her special riding suits. “Ah. Miss Susan and Miss Carol,” Liu said with a small bow. “It is good to see you both again.”

	“Did you bring me another of those helmets?” Carol asked, seeing that he had nothing with him.

	“Actually,” he said with a smile. “I have a van outside that is full of different models. I thought perhaps you might want to consider some new options?”

	“I just want something as good as the one that saved my life,” Carol told him.

	“Carol,” Susan interjected. “We’ve got several hours before your mother even takes a break. Why not see what he has to offer.”

	Carol shrugged. “Why not?”

	Liu and two of the maids brought in box after box of motorcycle helmets and stacked them in the large living room. Like the salesman that he was, Liu happily started pulling each of them out and explaining what was available. The ones he started with were the more typical colorful motorcycle helmets that they sold in stores. Carols old helmets had no speakers or communication gear in them at all. Most of the new ones that he had brought with him were loaded with it.

	“Now this model,” he said as he held up a shiny helmet in metallic red, links up with your cellphone. You just tell your phone what playlist you want to hear. The built–in headphones are some of the very best you will ever hear. So good, you won’t want to listen to your music any other way.”

	“I’m not much for listening to music when I ride,” Carol told him. “That’s kind of my thinking time. But if you have one that links to my phone so I can use a voice command to make a phone call, I guess that would be handy.”

	“Absolutely! Most of them will do that. This model is especially good for that.”

	“Okay,” Carol agreed. “That might be okay…if it’s just as bullet proof as my last helmet.”

	She thought for a moment. “But you know what would be really good?” “What?” Liu asked eagerly.

	“If I could get a helmet that amplified the sound around me, outside the helmet, so I could hear better, and then also let me talk on the phone if I had to.”

	Liu beamed. “Now we are moving away from these standard production models to the experimental ones we are trying to develop for the military. We have a number of features we have been trying to incorporate.”

	Carol leaned forward. “Let’s see.”

	Liu put away the helmet he had been showing her and hunted through the boxes. “Ah. Here,” he said as he pulled the box out. The helmet he pulled out of it wasn’t shiny at all. It was dull black. “We can of course give them whatever custom colors you want. But this one is experimental still and not in production.” He handed the helmet to Carol. “Remember what I said about the last helmet linking with your phone so you can use voice commands, this one does that too. But if you’ll look here,” he said as he turned the helmet upside down and pointed at some buttons along the bottom inside. “These are the volume controls for the four microphones located on the outside of the helmet.” He turned the helmet and pointed them out. One on the right at the very bottom, one on the left, one at the very back, and one in the front,” he said as he pointed the final one out located just above the visor. Three hundred and sixty degrees of hearing, amplified to whatever you need, and all of it synchronized so you can easily determine which direction the sound is coming from. This button inside raises the volume and the one next to it lowers it.”

	Carol smiled. “Now that could be useful. What are all these other buttons in here though?”

	“Ah!” Liu said with a smile. “We have only begun to show you what this helmet can do. This button controls a short–range radio system that will work with any of these same helmets. I’m afraid the range is only about one kilometer, but it is encrypted so it is very doubtful that anyone would be able to understand what is said, if they even have the equipment to pick up that signal.”

	“But you have to have one of these same helmets for it to work?” Carol asked.

	“The radio is configured to only work with these helmets,” Liu confirmed. “The circuit boards that control it are necessarily very tiny.”

	“Okay. If Brandy and I go for a ride, then I guess that could be good too. Anything else?”

	Liu looked seriously at Carol. “In the last few years, we have created many riding suits for you. All of them custom made to conceal as many weapons as possible. In fact, later, I would like to discuss some…upgrades that our people have come up with. But our researchers have added one more interesting feature to this helmet that I think you might be interested in.”

	“What?” Carol asked, now noticing the thick secondary and much smaller shield that Liu was fingering.

	“Night vision,” Liu told her. “It’s based on our same military technology, but it is built in as a second visor you can pull down instead of the primary one. Of course, it’s not as good as the standard military models, but we are quite proud of how well it works, and to look at it, no one would ever think that’s what it actually is. I’m afraid that it does use a good bit of power and the helmet needs to be plugged in to charge the batteries more often, but when fully charged, you should have between thirty and sixty minutes of night–vision available to you. I fear that in the daytime, demonstrating it would be difficult.”

	“Okay, that could be useful too,” Carol conceded. She sighed. “But the bottom line for me is the protection. How strong is it. The last one saved my life and my friend’s life.”

	Mr. Liu smiled. “Ah. Of course. These helmets we’re talking about now are better than the ones you had before…that I would like to take back with me,” he added. “Our research department wants to examine them.”

	“That’s fine” Carol told him. “So long as these are equally as good.”

	“Not only are they as good. These are better.” He handed the helmet to her. “Does that helmet feel any heavier to you than your last one?”

	“No,” Carol admitted as she held it up in her hands to test the weight. If anything, it might be a bit lighter.”

	“Correct!” Liu pronounced. “That’s because we’ve been experimenting with carbon fiber. The strongest, lightest material out there. We’ve incorporated layers of that into the design making the basic helmets much lighter. The one you’re holding now contains the night vision electronics along with other things that add weight. But the end result is a stronger helmet, with more options.”

	Carol held the helmet up and bounced it in her hands again, feeling the weight. “Perfect!” she declared. She looked up at him. “But what I was really hoping for, was something to protect me from a gas attack. I’ve got one target out there that seems to love using it.”

	Liu quickly smiled. “Gas attack? Perhaps I can help with that as well. Not with these helmets, but with one of the enhancements to the riding suits we’ve created for you.”

	“You built a gas mask into a riding suit?”

	“Sort of. Yes!” Liu told her happily. “Unfortunately, I don’t have one of new suits with me, as its all still experimental. But I could have one flown over immediately and I can show it to you tomorrow. There are a number of enhancements our people have dreamed up, just for you, Miss Carol. You have been a very good customer in the past and I’m afraid that the things you’ve asked for have, let’s say, piqued our research department’s interest. Carbon fiber along with another layer of Kevlar. Lighter weight with increased flexibility. More pockets for weapons and ammunition. A Bluetooth system to connect to your electronics. The built–in gas protection system. And believe it or not, a minor variation on night vision goggles that will also protect your eyes in the event of a gas attack.”

	Carol starred at him for a moment. “A month ago, I wouldn’t have been interested. But now, I want to see all of it.”

	“I’ll have my people finish the protype we’ve been working on and ship it right out. I think

	I can have it here for your approval sometime late tomorrow.” “I can’t wait,” Carol told him.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	He hung up the phone, stared ahead for a few moments, then laughed out loud. But the laugh ended as more troubling thoughts intruded. He picked up his phone again and called. “Billy. Come talk. I’m going to need you to contact Colonel Houghton again.”

	Two minutes later, his door opened, and a man walked in. “What’s up, boss?” Billy asked.

	“Stupid Beastman just called. Claims they just found ten of his men shot dead and another two are missing.”

	“Beastman? We didn’t send Houghton after anyone from his organization.”

	“No. But he’s blaming us.”

	“How about his two missing guys? They probably did it.”

	“No. I’m pretty sure they didn’t, and I’m also pretty sure I know who did.”

	“Who?”

	“The other girl. The one everyone usually calls Death.”

	Billy laughed. “Sure.”

	“Don’t laugh! If she’s half the killer the stories claim she is, she’ll be a major problem. She already is a major problem. That’s why I ordered her killed. And don’t get me started about her mother. Just thinking about her gives me the creeps. Any luck finding where she is yet?”

	“Not a clue. Nothing. And as for those two women, we thought they were dead. Direct head shots for each.”

	“And yet, it seems they both lived. Unacceptable!”

	“Blame Houghton, not me.”

	“Don’t worry. I do blame him. But now Beastman has fucked up royally. The stupid prick captured the Salvatori girl instead of just killing her. My guess is he’s hauled her off to the training center.”

	“Training center?”

	“Don’t worry about it. What I’m worried about, is that I saw the way those two were together, Savatori and Death. They had a thing for each other. And because of it, I have no doubt that the other one, Death, will stop at nothing to find her lover. And somehow she’s figured out that Beastman probably took her.”

	“So you think she killed Beastman’s men?”

	“I’m sure of it.”

	“So what do you want me to do?”

	“Talk to Houghton. My guess is she’ll probably keep going after Beastman’s men and killing them until she gets what she wants. Tell him to work out some way to put an end to her – for real this time! And show me the damn proof!”

	“Got you boss. I’m on it.”

	“Good.”

	“How about Lozano? Any luck yet?”

	“Shit! The damn Mexican has completely disappeared, along with just about his entire organization…or what’s left of it. My guess is that he’s hiding out in Mexico somewhere. But the bigger problem is the drugs. We still have no clue how he was getting them into the country, let alone into the city. And now the pipeline has dried up completely. If we don’t fix it soon, Heroin is going to get scarce!”

	“So what do we do?”

	“I’m still working on it. Your job right now is to ride Houghton’s ass. And make sure he gets the damn job done this time!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Janice Stokely walked wearily back into the mansion. She was tired and worn out. She found Susan and Carol in the living room. Carol had a new motorcycle helmet on the floor next to her chair. “There you are,” Janice said happily as she joined them and practically fell into the chair.

	“All done, Mom?”

	“With the first round,” she said. “I’ve just turned him over to Susan’s interrogators. After that,

	I told them that I wanted him to sit and keep watching a video I selected for him.” “What kind of video?” Carol asked.

	Janice smiled. “That’s a surprise!”

	Carol smiled, knowing her mother’s wicked ways. “What’s next?” she asked.

	Janice sighed happily. Now I rest for a few minutes, and then I’ll start in on the second one.”

	“Right,” Carol replied. “I think, after dinner, I’m going to go back out and look some more. If I find anything, I’ll bring you someone to play with for tomorrow.”

	Janice smiled. “Good! Actually, this time, because of what I want to try when Susan’s people are done with them, I’m looking to find several more men. Maybe as many as possible. Usually I only get to play with one. This time I’m thinking of something different.”

	Carol chuckled. “I’ll do what I can.” She turned to Susan. “Better have your people standing by to pick up whoever I find.”

	“They already are,” Susan told her.

	“Oh, and your interrogators… When they question the men about Brandy, the men don’t seem to know her by that name. Tell them to use Retribution instead.”

	“Retribution?”

	“It’s kind of her nickname. Like Death is for me.”

	 


Chapter 23 – How To Care For Your Monster.

	 

	The door opened and two young women came in, each wearing skirts so short they were practically naked. One of them carried a plastic bottle.

	“Yeah, there she is,” the one without the bottle said. “Leave your shoes here by the door so they don’t get wet.”

	Brandy watched as the two women kicked off their high heels. Both women seemed to be overly interested in her.

	“We’re lucky today,” the one without the bottle said. “In this room, she’s the only one. I think there’s only three in the other room right now. When there’s a lot in each room it can really get messy. But it’s still a lot better than cleaning the kennels.” Brandy watched as the two women approached her.

	“Damn!” the first one said. “I’ve never seen anything like this. Look at that bucket hanging under her. That’s got to be what they were talking about. The one we’re not allowed to empty until it’s spilling over.”

	The two women were next to her now where she couldn’t see them.

	“Damn!” the first one said again. “The way it’s hanging from her breasts…that’s gotta hurt! And there’s a tube running…uh–oh.”

	It sounded like they were both behind her now.

	“Oh shit!” the one who had done all the talking so far exclaimed. “I’ve never seen anything like this. Look what they did to her. Obviously that tube is making sure all her pee goes into the bucket. The rest of them just make a mess all over the floor. But…damn, I can’t believe what they did to her. That’s a first. I’ve never seen anything like it. The only good thing for her is that she’s not facing the wall like all the rest.” Brandy felt them near her side.

	“Shit sister,” the one who had done all the talking so far said. “I don’t know what you did to piss them off, but I’ve never seen them do anything like this to someone before. And…holy crap! Damn! There’s no releases for the catches on your cage. None! It’s all been…welded! All over! Shit! There’s no way you can ever get out of there.”

	A body blocked her view of the room. The woman standing in front of her bent down so Brandy could see her face. The woman shook her head. “You must have done something really bad for them to do this to you. I’m sorry. I’ve never seen anything like this before. And believe me, I’ve been in one of those things. I know! It only takes an hour or so before you realize you’ll do absolutely anything they want to get out of there – no matter what they want, from now on. And it only took me one night in it before I realized that all I was, all I’d ever be, is three holes for them to stick their cocks into whenever they want – for the rest of my life! I know I’m not a person anymore. I’m nothing more than three holes now. If you haven’t figured that out yet sister, then I know you will soon.”

	Brandy already knew that much. The position she was locked into, the total inability to move anything at all, was already driving her insane. And that didn’t even count the fact that someone could come in at any time and use her in any way they wanted.

	“I was locked into one of those things once,” the woman continued. “I was smart, and it only happened once. Some of the girls who don’t learn fast enough get put back in a second time. And when they do, they get left there much longer. I was only in it for a few days. When some of them get released, their pretty much insane, but trust me, they’re always so desperate to get out that they never care that they won’t be human again. But you. I’m sorry. From what I can see, there’s no way out for you. Maybe never.

	“Whatever you did…” She stopped herself and stood up. “That’s why I’ll never go against what any of them want again, and neither should you…if you ever get the chance. And I’m not even talking about what they do to you after they take you out of those things, which in its own way is almost worse. I know now that I’m nothing, and I’ll never be anything. Just three holes. Just someone, or something, who was meant to make men happy. That’s all I am, that’s all I’ll ever be. Think on it sister. It just looks like it’s too late for you to think about it.”

	She moved to the side. “Okay, got the bottle?” “Right here,” the other woman said.

	“Okay. Start squirting it in her mouth.”

	The other woman stood right in front of her now.

	“Look sister,” Brandy heard the first one say. “This is the only food you’re going to get till you get out of there. If you ever get out of there. You can’t chew anything so the mush in this bottle is the only way you can eat. I suggest you learn to swallow it and swallow it fast, because we can’t waste much time on it. Someone might come in and want to use you. You either learn to swallow as fast as you can and swallow all of it, or you choke on it. Your choice. But either way we’ve got to get this whole bottle in you. Understand?” “Yyy.,..eees,” Brandy managed to say, trying to say yes, she understood.

	“Good.”

	The one with the bottle stuck the nozzle from the bottle into her mouth and started squeezing. Brandy felt her mouth filling with some kind of thick liquid about the consistency of a milkshake. It just didn’t taste like a milkshake. It didn’t taste like anything she could name at all. It was almost totally bland. Like with everything else, she could do absolutely nothing to stop the mush from being squeezed into her mouth. She had literally no choice but to swallow it all as fast as she could, or as they had said, choke on it.

	The nozzle from the bottle was finally removed and Brandy breathed a sigh of relief.

	“Okay,” the first woman said to the other. “The next thing we’ve got to do with them is clean them out. Grab the hose over there and bring it here.” Brandy got the impression she was about to get wet.

	“Okay,” the woman said. “Now with this one, I guess we can’t do anything with her vagina, so you’ll just have to skip it. So next we stick that nozzle right up into her ass and just turn the water on. Go ahead, and I mean inside her ass. You know perfectly well what I’m talking about. Stick it in there.”

	Brandy heard that and tried to scream no, but it just came out as another of the senseless noises she was capable of making. She tried to scream “no” again as she felt something hard and cold being pressed up against her asshole, and then it was pushed inside her.

	“Now turn the water on.”

	Brandy screamed again as her insides suddenly were invaded by a deluge of water.

	“Better get used to this sister,” she heard the woman say. “For you, I’m guessing this is going to happen a lot.” A moment later she said, “Okay, that’s enough, turn the water off.”

	Brandy felt the water no longer rushing into her, but that didn’t stop her from feeling bloated and miserable.

	“Now pull the hose out and move out of the way – fast! She’s going to squirt all over the place.”

	Brandy felt the hose suddenly being yanked out of her ass. She could hear the water that had been up inside her splashing down onto the floor as the pressure in her body let up. She did everything possible to push as much of what was up inside her out.

	“Okay, while she’s emptying everything out of her on that side, bring the hose around to her front.”

	Brandy’s view of the door was suddenly obscured again as the two women stood in front of her. Now turn the water on gently and rinse out her mouth. You’re going to have to spray that all around and try to get everything you can to clean it out. After eating, and especially after all the guys use her, there could be junk anywhere and everywhere. And sister, I suggest you get ready to start swallowing pretty fast again. But think of it this way, this is the only real water you’re probably ever going to get. Okay, go for it.”

	Before Brandy could protest, the nozzle from the hose was stuck in her mouth and turned on. She started swallowing again as fast as she could while the woman tried to work the water spray all over her mouth. For as long as she kept at it, Brandy decided she was trying to be thorough. Too thorough. Finally, the hose was removed, and Brandy swallowed the last of it and panted a few breaths of air.

	“Okay, the first one said. “Let’s see if she’s done voiding everything from her backend.

	Brandy’s view of the door at the other end of the room returned as the two moved behind her.

	“Looks like she’s finished,” the woman said. “I think the stress of having their mouths washed out helps them to force it out too. Before we hose her down, I recommend washing all that junk that just came out of her down to the drain so you don’t step in it while you finish cleaning her.”

	Brandy listened, then watched as the sound of the hose washed the floor around her clean. The strain on her tits got a little worse. She realized that the sound of the water may have made her pee…even though she could no longer feel herself doing that. Or maybe it was from everything they had just fed her and the water they had used to clean her mouth out. Either way, the pull on her tits had increased and they hurt even more.

	“Okay. Now we just hose her down everywhere you can.”

	Brandy’s body was assaulted by the cold spray of the hose at full strength. Every part of her was sprayed with the water. But her bigger problem was that as she was being washed, the bucket under her was catching some of that water. By the time they finally finished, it felt like her tits were about to be pulled off her body.

	“Great,” the woman told the other woman. Now put the hose away and grab the big squeegee and start pushing all the water down to the drain.

	Brandy could barely focus on the woman as she worked the big squeegee around the floor, pushing the water down toward a drain in the middle. The awful weight pulling down on her tits was too much for her to concentrate on anything else.

	A few minutes later, she was left alone again with nothing to see but the door on the other side of the room, and the terrible weight now trying to pull her breasts right off her body.

	What had that woman said, she was nothing but three holes for the men to use? Brandy now knew that she was no longer anything but two holes. Two holes that any man could use in any way they wanted, whenever they wanted. Two holes was now the total sum of her life.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Janice entered her work room again. Susan had told her that the interrogation of the first man had been enlightening, but not terribly exciting. Her people had gotten some good information that they would sift through, but they now felt that they had gotten as much useful information out of the man as he was going to give them. Consequently, they had released him back into Janice’s care. Now it was time for her to do what she liked to do best. Destroy men. Destroy him.

	The naked man was sitting in the chair and the collar chained to the ceiling was back on his neck, although it was hardly needed anymore. Even now, no longer in a trance, he was so far under her power that there was little danger to her at all. But that didn’t mean she would cut corners or take chances.

	He watched her as she took a drink of tea. The expression on his face was totally calm and relaxed. He couldn’t show any fear. She had locked all his ability to show it away from him along with his will. He had no will at all. None that he could ever act on. His will had been replaced by her will. And now he was about to find out what her will for him really was. But to do it, she would start once again at the very beginning. Reinforcing everything again and making sure there would never be any escape for him…for the rest of his life.

	“Stand up. Sit down. Stand up. Sit down. Raise your right arm. Stand up. Raise your left knee. Lower your left knee…” On and on. One command at a time, the commands coming at a furious pace. “You don’t have time to think. Your will is my will. Stand up. Sit down. Let me do your thinking for you. Raise your left arm. Raise your right arm. My brain controls your body. Stand up. Sit down.”

	After thirty minutes of this, she stopped and once again went through the most important part of what she did to her victims. The impossible wall. As she had done earlier, she had him visualize his impossible wall, something that she already knew he would have no choice but to see for the rest of his life. The dull grey or steel wall, however the victim wanted to imagine it. The wall that had no end. The wall that was so high nobody could ever get over it. The wall that absolutely nothing could penetrate. And if anything ever did put a hole in it, the wall would heal itself immediately. And worse, every time he stood up. Every time he sat down. Every time he laid down. The wall would grow a tiny bit thicker. A tiny bit stronger than its already impossible strength. And his mind would literally see that change, each and every time he stood up, sat down, or laid down. The impossible wall that nothing, nothing, could ever penetrate. The impossible wall that only grew more impossibly strong over time. The impossible wall that she had put in place that held all of his own willpower away from him. The only will he had anymore, was her will. What she wanted. Everything else that was essentially him, was on the other side of that wall where he could never get at it again. Her will was his will. The only thing he could ever do, was what she wanted him to do. And there would never be a way out for him.

	She took the time to sip at her iced tea again before going back to him. Fun time! For her.

	Now,” she said to him. “Did you watch the videos I asked them to show you?” “Yes!” the man replied.

	Between sessions of his interrogation, he had repeatedly watched several lengthy videos. And as she had programed him to do, he constantly tried his best to grab every detail of what she wanted him to learn. Because of her, his fascination with the subject was absolute!

	“And you think you learned everything there is to learn?” Janice asked him.

	“Yes.”

	“Good,” Janice replied with a smile. “I’m glad you learned so much. Since you think you know so much now about chickens, as soon as I say the words, ‘Chicken life, Chicken Little,’ you will do everything you can to not just act like, but to actually be a chicken. For now, you will be able to hear and understand my voice. If I give you any instructions, you will of course follow them. Understand?” she asked, even though it wasn’t necessary.

	“Yes,” his dull voice replied.

	“Good. Then whenever you hear my voice say the words, “Little chicken, be a man,” you will stop being a chicken and you will be a human man once again. Understand?” “Yes,” the man replied dully.

	“Good. Then stand up,” Janice ordered.

	The man immediately stood.

	“Chicken life, Chicken Little.”

	The man immediately bent over a little and began lifting one leg at a time slowly and carefully as he walked in a circle making chicken noises.

	“No,” Janice told him. “Squat down. All the way down!”

	The man’s legs bent at the knees so that he was trying to shuffle around in a complete squat position.

	“Much better,” Janis told him. “From now on, whenever you’re being a chicken, this is the way you will stand up. And whenever you stand this way, you of course will always see your impenetrable wall growing stronger. Now your arms,” Janice said. “Chickens don’t have arms or hands. They have wings. Bend your elbows and hook your thumbs under your armpits.” She watched as the man’s arms bent and his hands locked into position under his armpits.

	“Much better,” Janice declared happily. “From now on, whenever you are a chicken, you won’t have hands or arms. You won’t even think about having hands or arms. You will only have wings. Flap your wings for me,” she ordered. She laughed at the way he was waving his “wings” up and down. “Oh, I like that,” Janice said. “You will do that a lot whenever you are a chicken. You will like doing that,” she told him. “Now, since chickens like to catch and eat bugs, let me see you peck for bugs on the floor. Right now, I want you to see a big bug in front of you. Get it. Get it in your beak.”

	The man’s mind conjured up the bug. He fell over on his face as he tried to go after it. Janice laughed. “Get back on your legs,” Janice told him. “Go chase that bug. Get it! Don’t let it get away!” Watching him get back to his feet on squatted legs without the use of his arms had Janice laughing till tears came from her eyes. Then, even better, the man went after the bug again, finally getting down on his knees where he started pecking his mouth into the floor as he tried to catch the bug. Janice could do nothing but laugh.

	Finally, she decided she’d had enough. “Little chicken, be a man,” she said.

	The poor man looked around dully. Inside his mind, he was reeling. He knew everything she made him do. All of it, yet he had been completely powerless to stop it. The total horror of it was almost overwhelming.

	“Sit in the chair,” Janice ordered.

	As he was now conditioned to do, the man moved quickly and sat in the chair.

	She started in on him again. “Stand up. Sit down.” Hypnotizing him all over again. Replanting and reinforcing everything she had told him before. Her will was his will. The impossible wall that made it impossible for him to ever do anything but what she wanted. And then, finally, while he was still so far under her hypnotic control, she began giving him new orders. From now on, even if you somehow are brought back to being a man again, you will never, ever be able to tell anyone about me or about what I’ve done to you. Nothing. Ever! All that information will be wiped from you mind.”

	There was little reason for her to add those commands, but someone, Roger Brinkley in fact, had found a way to briefly get past her conditioning. But still, she had heard that the minute Roger had sat up again, his impossible wall had healed itself and he went crazy trying to convince the authorities that everything he had told them about her was all a lie. But that one fatal little bit of time, where he had lain on the floor, refusing to get up until he had told everything, had cost Janice and her daughter dearly. So now, she had further controls in place to prevent that from ever happening again.

	Finally, she gave him the last instructions she was going to give him…unless she saw some need to correct what she wanted or in case someone wanted to question him again. “I’m going to let you go now,” she told him. “I’m going to set you free…from the chain and the collar around your neck, but that’s all. As you know perfectly well by now, you will never be free of my will and whatever I wish you to do. Never! The minute I say, ‘Wake up!’ you will come fully awake. But at that moment, you will automatically drop into your chicken position. From that point on, the only human words you will ever understand are the code words to turn you into a man again. From that point on, in all ways, you will be a chicken, and nothing but a chicken. You have no choice. You know how chickens behave. You know what chickens eat – bugs and worms, chicken feed and anything else they can get their beaks into. You will be a chicken in all ways, all the time. From now on.”

	She opened the door to the room where she was working. One of the Wu Enterprise employees was waiting outside. “Unlock him,” she ordered.

	The man hurried into the room and removed the collar from the still hypnotized man’s neck. Janice stood in front of him again. “Wake up!” she commanded.

	The man looked up in horror at her. “Nooo!” he started to scream…even as his body slid off the chair and went down into a squatting position. His arms became wings and his entire being suddenly changed. He was no longer a man. He was a chicken. Ten minutes later, he was wandering around one of the fenced in horse paddocks just outside the barn, hunting for bugs or anything else he could eat. He made soft noises like a chicken. He flapped his wings occasionally, more for balance than anything else. And he began his life as…a chicken.

	Inside, Janice was taking a long drink of iced tea. In a few minutes, she would start working again with the second man who the interrogators had now finished with. Her goal was to have two chickens in the yard by the end of the day.

	 


Chapter 24 – Death Stalks the Night.

	 

	Where was Brandy? Ralphie didn’t know it, but that was the question worrying everyone. He hadn’t seen her in days now, and every time he tried to phone her, his calls immediately went to voicemail. He hadn’t seen Miss Carol either. He hadn’t even heard their motorcycles. Where were they? And especially, where was Miss Brandy?

	He had yet to deliver a single report to Miss Brandy about the useless information he had managed to pry out of the hookers and pimps in Las Vegas so far. Did he still have to work at collecting the information? Did he still have to go out every night in one of his hooker dresses? He had no information. No way of knowing.

	Where was Brandy?

	With no information, he decided to err on the cautious side and go out once again that night. He knew Miss Brandy far too well. If she was unhappy about something, she had a way of letting him know about it – painfully, for a very long time. And that didn’t even count whatever new humiliation she would think up for him. So, erring on the cautious side was the right thing for him to do. He resigned himself to getting dressed and ready to go out and go among the hookers, and pimps, and into all the sex clubs and places he could get into once again.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	How many tears can one person cry and still never run dry? Brandy still didn’t know, and she had a feeling it would be a very long time until she did find out. If ever.

	The monotony in the empty room was its own torture, heightened a thousand times by her inability to move anything but her toes…that she wiggled less now, only because they were tired. The bucket hanging from her breasts was heavier than ever. The constant increasing pulling kept her in absolute agony. Wasn’t the bucket full yet? It felt like it. But even if it was, she had heard those two women mention that they couldn’t empty it until it was overflowing. When would they be back – to empty it? It had to be overflowing by now.

	The constant burning pain to the lips of her vagina was more unending torture. How long before that would stop…or even let up? She had no way of knowing. It already felt like she had been stuck there for a year, even though it had probably only been a month so far. In that endlessly unchanging room, unable to move, there was no time. There was no anything. Just the endless growing pain and the even worse agony of being helpless and unable to move anything at all. She might as well have been a statue. Something created out of stone. Or perhaps encased in a block of solid cement. The results would have been the same.

	The door suddenly opened, and two men came in. Brandy steeled herself for more abuse. She was surprised when neither of the men stopped right in front of her, but they went to each side of her instead.

	“Got the bucket?” one of them asked.

	“Yeah,” the other one said.

	Brandy suddenly felt the weight of the bucket pulling on her breasts removed. The change was painful and agonizing in itself. “Aahh!” she moaned as the agonizing change quickly became a total relief. “Tank you,” she managed to moan as her head and entire body seemed to spin at the relief of suddenly having that torture removed.

	She heard the sound of the metal bucket being placed on the tile floor. She heard strange metal noises on her left side that she couldn’t figure out. Then she heard those same metal noises on her right side.

	“Got it?” the one on her left asked.

	“All set,” the other one replied.

	Brandy felt their hands on each side of her, but it felt more like they were grabbing the bars of her cage. All of a sudden, she was being lifted into the air, cage and all. They carried her forward a few feet and set her down on the floor. In her perpetual unmoving state, she now had a perfect view of the drain in the middle of the floor.

	“Get the door for me,” one of the men said.

	She saw the men come past her again, heading for the door. One of them was carrying something heavy. Something made of metal bars. She realized it was some kind of stand that her cage had been attached to. The other man had the bucket that had been hanging from her breasts. She watched as the man with the bucket held the door open and both men left the room – with the bucket and the stand for her cage.

	From the floor of the empty room she had an even more restricted view than before. The change was interesting – for a few seconds, but after that, it grew just as bad. She would gladly stay right where she was as long as it meant no bucket hanging from her breasts. The relief was wonderful. She just wanted in the worst way to grab her still stinging breasts with her hands and rub them. Of course, she wanted to grab anything with her hands. She wanted to move any part of her body. None of that was possible. Even on the floor, she was still just as stuck as she had been. She just had the relief now of nothing hanging from her pierced and tortured breasts. 

	She realized something else. From her new position, it was unlikely that anyone coming in would be able to use her as easily as they had before. The stand her cage had been on had put her at the perfect height to make it easier for the men. 

	She had a bad feeling that her position on the floor wasn’t going to last. She had no doubt that eventually that bucket would be back pulling her breasts off again. What had that one man said, something about a party decoration? If that’s what was going on, if she was being moved for his party…. She had an even worse feeling about her immediate future.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol slowly drove the back streets of Las Vegas. She had stopped and experimented a bit with the new helmet she was wearing. The night vision wasn’t nearly as good as some she had used in the past, but it still gave her better vision in the dark. For it being built into a motorcycle helmet and not making it bulky or even noticeable, the results were better than she expected.

	What she really wanted though was to try out the built–in radio system that she could use to only talk to someone else with one of those same helmets. She wanted desperately to speak to someone over that system…and hear Brandy’s voice talking back to her.

	But first she had to find her. Where was Brandy? She hoped desperately that Brandy was still alive.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The door opened and Brandy saw those same two men enter the tiled room. Uh–oh. She had no doubt in her mind that neither of them was there for sex. Once again, they walked to each side of her and she felt their hands as they grabbed her cage. And then she was being lifted and carried toward the door where she was set on the floor again, but only until one of them could open the door and hold it with his foot, while her cage was being lifted.

	For a moment, her eyes tried to search all around and see everything she could, but being carried like she was down a hallway was dizzying enough for her. Still, only looking straight ahead let her see far more than she had been able to see before. After spending so much time in that room, every new sight was like the most wonderful thing possible for her hungry eyes.

	The trip up the stairs was a bit frightening, but the two men carried her easily. As far as she could tell, she was in some kind of house, but if it was a house, then it had to be a big one. Very big. She realized she wasn’t seeing many pictures on the walls. Very few decorations at all. So maybe it wasn’t a house.

	She was carried through several rooms, then down another hallway and into yet another room. A big room. Most of the rooms she had been carried through had been furnished nicely, but the decorations on the walls and everywhere else had been sparse. Maybe it was a home of someone who was a minimalist. Yet there had appeared to be more seating than she expected in each of the rooms she had been through. She had seen only a handful of people, all of whom had turned their heads to watch as she was carried through, but she hadn’t noticed a single shocked reaction at seeing her on any of their faces. What kind of place was this?

	She was finally carried into another room. A very large room. This room was far more decorated than any of the others had been. She was unable to turn her head of course, but her peripheral vision showed her large walls of windows at the far sides of the room. She got the impression of mountains in the distance but couldn’t clearly tell that. There were far more people in this room and her naked state gave her more embarrassment than her predicament. But like everything else, there was nothing at all that she could do about it.

	She was carried toward the far wall, toward a rounded niche cut into the wall where an accent table with a large bouquet of flowers resided…and what she was guessing was the bottom half of her cage was set right in front of them. She was set down on the floor again where she could only see the bottom bars of her cage stand.

	“Move those damn flowers and that table out of there,” she heard a man’s voice say. “Move her into the alcove but make sure there’s plenty of room for everyone to walk around her.”

	She heard nothing said in reply, but she soon saw the legs of the men as they lifted the table and carried the thing out of her field of vision. Then they were back, moving the stand to her cage further back toward the rounded alcove. Her heart was gripped with fear again as they came back for her. Once again, she was lifted. She was carried toward the rounded wall, turned to the side and set down on the stand. She heard metal noises which she was guessing were some kind of metal catches that locked the top of the cage to the bottom.

	And then the men left her there, but only for a moment. She suddenly felt her breasts being pulled down again and she realized that one of them must have been under her. Realization came quickly. “Naaa!” she screamed. But the weight of the bucket, still as full as ever, hit her breasts with a suddenness that nearly made her pass out. She screamed loudly at the sudden fierce pain and huffed huge breaths in and out for a few moments. She had been rid of the bucket torture for a few minutes, but now it was back. And it felt worse than ever.

	She was once again stuck in exactly the same situation. Torturous pain. Unable to move. Totally helpless. She was just in a different place.

	From her new location, she could now see out slightly through the wall of windows on one side. Mountains. She couldn’t see anything else. Still, after the boredom of the tile room downstairs, seeing the mountains meant more to her than anyone could imagine.

	There seemed to be a lot of commotion in the room. People were walking around. People were talking. She did her best to distract herself from the pain by trying to listen to what was being said. What she eventually realized she was hearing was people setting up for a party. The few women she saw were either totally naked or wearing extremely short skirts and high heels…and not much else. Everyone she could see appeared to be busy. She was busy too. Busy trying to endure the pain from the bucket hanging from her breasts. Busy trying to endure the endless agony of being unable to move a single muscle. Busy doing her best not to cry…still.

	She noticed the few women that she was able to see stopping to stare at her. All with looks of horror on their faces. None of them dared to pause more than a very brief moment in whatever tasks they were doing. She felt sorry for all those women, but not nearly as much as she felt sorry for herself.

	And then, amid the background commotion in the room, she heard a voice. A voice she recognized from the tile room downstairs. “Vince! What’s up? You look like you’re ready to kill again.”

	“Fuck you Al,” she heard Vince Beastman’s nasty reply. “Ten men dead and two missing. And that damn fuckin’ prick still claims it wasn’t his mercenaries.”

	“Who else could do that?”

	“He’s still claiming it was the other broad. The one without the mask. The one everyone is calling Death.”

	“The other woman you’ve been complaining about? The one you’re still trying to catch?”

	“Yeah, that one. Damn her. At least I got this one. And I know for a fact how dangerous this one is. When this one started fighting, the other one just stood back and watched. She didn’t do nothin’ at all! So the one still out there I’m not as worried about. But this is the one that put those pictures of me all over the internet, so I’m more glad to have her.”

	“And what about the other one?”

	“We’re still looking.”

	“Sorry,” Al replied. “But I just don’t see one broad killing that many of your men.” “And two others missing as well,” Vince added.

	“Yeah. It just doesn’t add up.”

	“No.”

	“And you’re sure it’s not the mercenaries?”

	“I’m not sure about that at all. In fact, I’d put bets it was them. But Mr. Big Shot in Vegas claims it wasn’t. Not that I’d believe anything that comes out of his lyin’ mouth! He just insists it had to be the other broad, and then he goes and starts talking about the fact that it’s not that broad that he’s so worried about, but her mother. Get that. Not the one that was running around causing trouble with this one, but her mother. What’s he so worried about? If her daughter gets hurt, is Mommy going to come out and kick ass? I don’t think so!”

	Al laughed. “No. I think someone is screwing with you.”

	“As if I don’t know it.”

	Their conversation was almost enough for Brandy to forget for a moment about how much pain she was in. Almost, but not really. Still, she picked up what she could. Foremost, Carol was still out there, and Carol was trying to find her. Ten men dead and two others missing. As far as Brandy could see, she was betting those two missing men went to Carol’s mother…not that she knew exactly how Carol’s mother could help, but Carol had seemed to place a lot of faith in what her mother could do.

	She picked up several other things from that conversation as well. She thought she knew who had hired the mercenaries. She just had no idea as to why. And to her, it sounded like whoever had hired the mercenaries, was also working hand in hand with Vince Beastman. Unfortunately, her knowledge now was completely useless. She had no way of telling anyone what she knew. Total frustration! Just like her…entire new life. Find me Carol! Please find me. Soon!

	Once again, she strained every muscle in her body against the bars of her cage, and once again, nothing on her moved even a fraction of an inch. And once again, the tears rolled down her cheeks. And damn did her breasts hurt!

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol stood in a dark shadow at the side of a building as the evening light faded into darkness. Her red and black riding suit and the new dull black motorcycle helmet blended into that darkness like they were made for it. The night vision on her helmet showed her people moving around in various places. The night vision made them stand out easily in the semi– darkened area. She looked over at Beastman’s building that she had chosen as her next target. A worse looking dump than the last place. Much smaller too. As she looked around, she saw a few people here and there, but what she didn’t see were any sniper rifles sticking out over the nearby rooftops. Still, after being shot once in the head already, she knew now that the mercenaries were gunning for her and even more caution was necessary.

	She picked a tenant building a block away and wandered through it until she managed to make her way out onto the roof. She found several couples spread in different places on the roof, kissing, and one naked couple that was already far beyond the kissing stage. Seeing no threats from any of them, she ignored them and headed for the edge of the rooftop. 

	With her new night vision, she scanned the rooftops of the neighboring buildings in the area. She saw a few people enjoying the evening air, but no mercenaries. She particularly watched Beastman’s building. She could tell that people were inside. She saw lights and shadows moving past a few of the windows. People meant she would get to ask questions about where Brandy was…and hopefully get some useful answers. With a sly determined smile on her lips, she left the roof and went back down to the street. She left her new helmet with her bike and checked to make sure the new gas mask at her waist was secure before she continued on.

	She made her way to the back of Beastman’s building and tried the door there. It was locked. So much for sneaking in the back. She walked all the way around to the front door of the building. It too was locked. So much for the easy way in. She went around to the back door again and pounded on it. She had to do it several times before someone finally came and opened it. The door was opened only a crack before her silenced gun shot the man dead. She was inside closing the door behind her by the time the man finished falling. She expected to see more men there…men with guns, but she was faced with an empty hallway.

	Stepping over his dead body, she headed for the open doorway on her right where she could hear voices. With a silenced gun in each hand now, she stood in the open doorway and peered inside. She saw three black men. Two were sitting at a table and the third was standing by the window with a bottle of booze in one hand and a pistol stuck in his belt. She couldn’t miss several different piles of drugs on the table. The man standing by the window saw her first and reached for the gun in his belt. One of her silenced guns killed him before his hand even touched it. With him dead, she pointed her guns at the remaining two.  “What kind of place is this?” she asked.

	One of the men looked at her with far more bravado than he should have. “Why the fuck should I tell a fuckin’ whore like…”

	The bullet from Carols gun hit him square in the forehead. “Are you going to be just as stupid?” Carol asked the final man.

	“Are you that other broad that Vince…”

	Carol shot him dead before he could finish his question. Going back into the hallway, she pulled in the body of the man who had opened the outer door for her. She glanced around the room. From everything she could see, she was guessing that this was a drug distribution room. Money and drugs were exchanged here. She wasn’t interested in any of it.

	She moved out of the room and across the hall. The lights were on, but the room was empty. A quick search yielded her no useful information. She moved on. The door to the next room was open. Carol stood in the doorway and quickly killed two of the five men in the room, announcing her presence with the gunshots and dead bodies. The rest of the men stopped and stared, completely shocked.

	“I’m looking for someone,” Carol told them, her guns aimed at the heads of two of them. “The name most of you seem to know her by is Retribution. She’s the one that Beastman captured a few days ago. Where is she?” All she saw were blank looks from all their faces. The guns in each of her hands spit bullets and the two outer men fell dead. She aimed her gun at the final man.

	“I don’t know!” the man told her, obviously frightened out of his wits. “I don’t know!”

	“Who in this building might know?”

	“I don’t know!”

	“So you don’t know who here would? Who’s in charge here?”

	“What do you mean, in charge?”

	“Is there one man here with more seniority than any of the others?”

	“Yeah. I guess. Vonaman.”

	“And where can I find him?”

	“Probably downstairs.”

	“Downstairs? Like in the basement?”

	“Yeah? He usually hangs out there.”

	“Why the basement?”

	The man didn’t seem to want to reply. She squeezed the trigger and put a bullet in his head. Vonaman. Downstairs. She’d get to him eventually. Room by room in the small two story building she went through not just that floor, but the floor above it. The second floor seemed to hold bedrooms for the men. She knocked softly each time, then either killed the men quickly or asked her questions first. She left none of them alive but by the time she was done, she had another name to add to her list of men to find. Another man who was most likely “downstairs.” Coriman.

	Going back down to the ground floor, she heard someone knocking on the back door. She opened it and found three black men standing there. They looked shocked to see her. “Who the hell…” one of them started to ask. She shot him and his two friends dead before they could say anything else. She figured them to be men coming to pick up the drugs. 

	Leaving them there, she found the stairs down to the basement. There was a door at the bottom of the stairs. She tested it and found it closed and locked. She knocked with the barrel of her gun. It was a moment before the door was opened. Like before, the man opening the door died by the time the door had been only opened a few inches. Carol hurried inside, both her guns out and ready. Her silenced weapons killed two more men just inside the door before she had a chance to look around. 

	Behind the men and blocking the rest of the basement, she was faced with a curtain of plastic. Fearing Beastman’s gas, she pulled on the gas mask that Susan had gotten her from where it hung from a belt around her waist. With the barrel of her gun she pulled the plastic curtain partially aside and peaked through. Not gas, but something even worse. Drugs. Drugs being cut and processed. She saw a number of workers with protective masks and suits on, and near the very back of the room she saw two men with guns, wandering around and watching over them. She was betting those two men were Vonaman and Coriman.

	With some types of drugs in the air, she knew a gunshot in the wrong place could set off a massive explosion. Well, she didn’t plan on missing. She never did. She pushed past the plastic curtain and started shooting. One by one the workers fell to her bullets. She killed four by the time Vonaman and Coriman had their own guns aimed and started firing back. Carol ducked back behind the plastic curtain and hit the floor, rolling to the far side of the curtain as bullets were fired through it. She quickly opened the curtain at the far side and shot both Vonaman and Coriman in their shoulders, knocking them down but not killing them. Moving further inside, she finished killing the rest of the people in the room.

	Knowing that both Vonaman and Coriman were still armed and dangerous, she approached carefully. It would be so much easier to kill them, but she didn’t want them dead. She needed them alive so her mother and Wu Enterprises could get answers out of them. True answers.

	There was a long row of tables stretched down the middle of the room. Looking under the tables didn’t show her where the two men were now. She figured they each had to be hiding behind the furniture cabinets along the far side of the room. She climbed up on the tables where they were processing the drugs. With a gun in each hand at the ready and pointing toward the places she figured they were hiding, she started walking right down the middle of those tables, ready to shoot as soon as either of them showed any part of themselves.

	There! The gun in her left hand carved a chunk out of the wooden cabinet on the left as just the barrel of a gun had been stuck out. The gun barrel was quickly pulled back. As expected, whoever was on the right popped out ready to shoot her. The bullet from her other gun found his head. He was dead before he could try to take a shot. A moment later, she was standing on top of the table with her gun aimed at the man cowering behind the cabinet on the left. She didn’t care about the pain he was in at all. She didn’t care how much he was bleeding. She didn’t care if it was Voniman or Coriman. None of that mattered. “Drop that gun,” she said flatly.

	Slowly, the man set the gun down on the floor, but not far from his body. He raised his left arm in the air, his other one with the bullet in the shoulder he cradled against his waist. Still on top of the table, Carol pulled her gas mask off and said, “I’m looking for someone. A woman that most of your friends seem to know by the name of Retribution.” She noticed the look of recognition on the man’s face. “I see you recognize her name. Where is she?” When she got no answer, she shouted, “Where is she?”

	The man shook his head. “I don’t know.”

	“But you do know she was captured,” Carol asked next.

	The man nodded. “Y…yes.”

	“Good. Well that’s something. Then after she was captured with Vince’s gas, what did they do with her?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“You don’t know?” she shouted angrily. “Then why should I keep you alive?”

	The man cowered further into his little corner, holding his raised arm over his head. “What did they do with her after they captured her?” Carol asked.

	“I don’t know. We stuck her in a car and brought her to Vince.”

	“You were there? You were part of it?” “Y…yes,” the man managed to reply.

	“How did it happen? How did you take her?”

	“With…the liquid. I mean the gas. Vince gave us all a little bottle of the stuff. Just one whiff and it’s lights out.”

	“He gave it to all of you? Do you have some on you now?”

	“Y…yeah.”

	“Good!” Carol replied. “So how did it go down?”

	“One of the guys spotted her watching Lozano’s building while we were searching it.”

	“Why were you there?”

	“To search it.” “For what?”

	“Trying to figure out how he gets his drugs into the city and where he’s keeping them. Nobody knows.”

	“Okay. That I get. Now get back to my friend. So you spotted her.”

	“Not me. Someone else. And they called Vince.”

	“And he came around?”

	“No. Like I said he had given us all bottles of the knockout junk. So we set up the lobby of the building and poured like every bottle of the liquid out on the floor. That stuff evaporates pretty quick. Then while the rest of us waited out front, Louie went to the back door of the building and took a couple of shots at her. She came like a duck drawn to the water. All he had to do was hold his breath, run though the lobby, and when she got there. Night, night.

	Easy.”

	“Yeah,” Carol agreed. “Too easy. You said you’ve got more of that gas.” “Yeah, but it’s really a liquid in a little bottle.”

	“Show me.”

	The man pulled a small glass vial from his pocket. Carol noted that the liquid in it was clear like water.

	“That’s all it is?” she asked.

	“It doesn’t take much.”

	“And all you have to do is smell it?”

	“Yeah. Like I said, it evaporates pretty fast. One smell and you’re going down.”

	“Open it and take a deep whiff.”

	“What? But…”

	“Smell it!”

	“But that will knock me…”

	“I know. Would you rather have a bullet in your head knock you out instead? Open it, put it to your nose, and take a good whiff! And the minute you try to throw it at me, you’ll find yourself very dead.”

	The man appeared to be too afraid to do it. Carol jumped down from the table and held one of her guns right against his forehead. “Open it, and smell!”

	The guy fumbled with the cap as he untwisted it, but he got it open. Carol held her breath before he got it off the little glass vial. She pushed her gun harder against his head and the man held it to his nose and took a deep breath. She watched as his head immediately started to roll on his shoulders. She dropped one of her guns and grabbed his hand with the glass vial and held it under his nose a moment longer as his body went entirely limp. He was unconscious that fast, as she had been sure he would be. She put the cap back on the bottle and stuck it in one of her pockets. She pulled out her cellphone and arranged for the man to be picked up and taken to her mother.

	On her motorcycle, she followed the pickup car all the way back to her mother’s mansion. It had been another good night’s work. But she feared that once again it would be a useless one. The man she had captured had taken part in capturing Brandy. But as far as she could tell, he didn’t have a clue where she was now.

	For an organization as bad as Beastman’s was supposed to be, she had gone through the entire building with ease. Too much ease. Beastman needed to hire better men! Well, now the openings for them were available.

	 


Chapter 25 – The Party Decoration.

	 

	Brandy couldn’t help it. Her tortured body yearned to move. No matter how useless her mind knew it was, she couldn’t help herself as she struggled against the bars with every ounce of strength she had – just to move anything at all. Even a tiny bit. She struggled and struggled…uselessly. It never did any good. As strong as she was, she knew she wasn’t even close to being a match for the steel bars that held her. As the sun set outside, eliminating what little view of the mountains in the distance that she had, her frustration built once again until she broke down crying. And there wasn’t a single ounce of her that was any longer embarrassed by her tears.

	As the tears rolled down her face, she suddenly felt a hard slap to her naked rump. She grunted at the unexpected pain. “Miss me?” she heard Vince Beastman’s voice say from behind her. And then she felt him parting her ass cheeks. No! But there was no such thing as no. There was no such thing as denying anyone anything. Before she knew it, she felt him sliding his damn cock up into her ass. Shoving the dry thing in brutally. As he started pumping it in and out, her tears came back again, crying harder than before.

	“Music to my ears,” she heard Vince say as he continued to rape her ass. “I love to hear a woman cry. Especially you!”

	His crude comment only made her cry harder. She was still sobbing when he finally finished up and pulled out of her. But he walked around to her front…not that she could see his head…and stuck his dirty dick right into her mouth.

	“Clean me off!” he ordered as he started pushing his now softening cock in and out of her mouth.

	She wanted to barf! In fact, she was close to it.

	“Clean me thoroughly. Use that tongue of yours. Put some effort into it!” Beastman ordered.

	She did everything she could to not use her tongue to clean him off. She felt him pull out of her – thank God! But then he slapped her face with every bit of strength he had. The pain from his slap was bad, but the metal brace that held her head in place felt like it was going to crack her skull apart where it was connected to her. Pain from his hand, and pain from the cage. 

	He slapped her just as hard again. “I expect you to put some effort into it. Now clean me!” Once again, he slapped her hard…before sticking his shrunken soft cock back into her mouth. 

	Sobbing pitifully, she had no choice but to use her tongue to clean him off. To clean his disgusting damn cock off…after it had just come out of her own ass. She was so relieved when he finally pulled out of her and walked away. He left, but her tears didn’t leave.

	Gradually, she noticed the room filling up with people. The background noise got louder, and she noticed more people coming into her field of vision. She couldn’t help but notice how many of the men in the room seemed to look her over carefully. Some from further away but many from right up close. And every last one of those men looked like trouble. As the room continued to fill, two of them took a turn at her mouth, nearly choking her to death as they each pumped in and out of her until their load squirted down the back of her throat, making her cough pitifully each time.

	“She needs practice!” she heard one of them say.

	“I have no doubt she’ll get it,” the other one laughed.

	Brandy was so glad when those two left. But the close scrutiny she was getting didn’t go away. There were too many people in the room now.

	And then she heard a familiar voice calling for everyone’s attention. The voices in the room quickly dimmed as everyone turned their attention to the man who had spoken. Out of the corner of her eye, Brandy could just see the man who had come down to the tile room and had pissed into her mouth. He was standing near the corner of the big room over by the window. The people she could see were all facing him. By his voice and what she had heard from Vince Beastman, she was guessing the man’s name was Al.

	“Good evening,” she heard Al say to everyone. “My name is Alfonso. For you newcomers who arrived a little while ago, let me apologize now for the manner in which you were brought here. I’m well aware that a long journey where you are kept completely blind is not exactly pleasurable, but protecting the location of this facility is of utmost importance. However, now that you are here, I’m sure that you will find your stay to be not just educational, but perhaps one of the most enjoyable places you’ve ever been.

	If you haven’t realized it yet. The dormitory building your rooms are in is brand new and we’ve spared no expense for your comfort. Hopefully, that will help make your difficult journey a little more worth the effort. Not to mention that I’m sure you’ll soon find that like the men before you who have been through here, for you, this place will be pure heaven. Although for all the women who come, we make sure they think of it as pure hell.

	“You’ve all been recommended for training here and you all agreed to take this step forward to move up in the world. Some of you will go back where you were, but many of you will be moving from the small towns where you were found into the big cities where the really big players have let us know they’re looking for some good help. Some of you have been nothing more than small town pimps up until now. After this, you might still be a pimp, but you’ll have more responsibilities, and most of you will be doing it in a big city instead. And I can guarantee that each of you will be making a lot more money than you have in the past.

	“Some of you however may be found to possess more ability than the others. Those will be trained in more…managerial techniques. Your skills will be evaluated and those who receive that further training can potentially make more money than you probably ever dreamed.

	“What some would consider to be the criminal world has changed a lot over the years. Most of the really big organizations are nothing more than corporations. Perhaps not what most of the world would consider to be legitimate corporations, but they are run the same way.” He chuckled. “And some that I know of are less criminal than a few of the really big legitimate corporations that I know about.

	“But for all of you here, you’ve shown more potential to run and handle things than your current lowly positions would indicate. So, you’re here to be trained. Trained to do a lot of things better – including and especially some of the rougher nasty stuff. We’re going to teach you to be better at that too. So be prepared, because what we teach here are things that some of the biggest criminal organizations in the world have told us they’re looking for. That is why we agreed to expand our facility and teach those skills.

	“Training men such as yourselves is a new endeavor for us here. One we never contemplated until about six months ago. Since then, it has proven to be not only a very lucrative business, but also having you men here has been a big help in our primary business – women! You see, this facility was originally built as a way for me to prove that my methods could completely break any woman, without the use of drugs! No wasted money on drugs at all. But when we’re through with the women here, trust me, they never give anyone any trouble again. And we guarantee it!”

	Brandy saw him raise his hand and point at her.

	“Over there,” Al said, “is an example of the first stage of the training we use. Total immobility. I’m afraid however that the subject here has undergone further modification at my good friend Vince Beastman’s request. This one will never move on from the stage she is in at all. In fact, the catches on her cage have been welded shut to make sure the rest of her life will be this total piece of hell. In addition, my friend had that bucket hung from her breasts and he had her vaginal cavity sewn shut so that she’ll never be able to feel any kind of pleasure again.

	“What we do with each of the women who come into our care, is to completely remove their humanity. What you see here is a modified example of the first step. Once they arrive here, the subject is no longer considered to be human. The subject has been placed into a position where it must come to the full understanding that it is no longer human at all, but instead it is nothing more than an object. A piece of furniture, or perhaps a decoration. And they all learn quickly that they are and forevermore will be, nothing more than three holes for the use of any man who wants to use them. I’m afraid that our little party decoration here however has been brought down from being three holes to just two. But trust me, those are still two very wonderful holes for you all to use. I know. I’ve tried them both myself.” He chuckled.

	“Some of you are going to be a bit…shy about showing off your manhood in front of everyone else. Don’t be! We don’t care how big your dick is. While you’re here, we need you to pull that thing out of your pants as many times every day as you can, and either use the holes on subjects like our party decoration here, or on the ones who have moved on to the other stages of our training. We have two rooms downstairs of cages like the one that holds our little decoration here. Between those rooms, it’s rare that we’re ever without anyone in the cages somewhere, so take advantage of them whenever you can.

	As I mentioned, what you see displayed here for you tonight is just the first phase of the retraining we put the women through. And trust me, it doesn’t take long at all for them being stuck in one of those cages like that to break them down completely. Then once we’re sure they’re broken, we move them on to the next stage of their training. Your instructors will tell you more about that later. And any of the women who don’t seem to be enthusiastic enough about our subsequent training, get put back into the cages for an even longer period of time. In the six years we’ve been in operation, we’ve processed nearly a hundred different women. And of those women, we’ve only killed two because they couldn’t adapt to what we required. Actually, both of them simply went so stark raving mad after being in those cages so long that their minds completely broke down. But the rest have been nothing but a total success…to this day! And we do follow up with those that graduate and become hookers or play–toys once again.

	“You all will notice of course the women who are serving tonight. Those are the ones in the final stages of training. The ones who we have deemed worthy of going from being nothing more than an animal to gradually being allowed to live more human lives. Don’t be mistaken though. Some of the women walking in this room still live more like an animal than anything else. In fact, if you try to talk with some of them, I’m afraid that a few are still only permitted to bark like a dog and nothing else.” He chuckled again. “Those women get only a single meal each day that consists of nothing but dog food, eaten from a dog bowl, placed in front of the doghouse they are chained to, and where they sleep. Surprisingly, we’ve made some very good sales from a few of the women in that position to buyers who wanted…something exotic and different.

	“But my point here is that those women you see here are the ones we deem ready to begin transitioning back into having somewhat of a human life. Some can answer your questions, some can only bark like a dog. Those that you see wearing some bits of clothing are the ones who are permitted to talk and are almost finished with this final stage. They are the ones who will soon be going back to the men who sent them to us for training.

	“Your instructors will tell you more about it, but I want you all to know that I have no doubt that every last one of them will jump at the chance to service you to the very best of their ability. I’m sure that each and every subject in training here will be most anxious to show you just how good she can be in giving you pleasure. All of them! And believe me, we want you to use any of them that you come across as often as you like, in any fashion that you like. Me, personally, I love to take my pleasure in their ass, then make them clean me off with their mouth, or even piss in their mouth. As long as they’re here, they’re not human. None of them! Don’t make the mistake of thinking of them as human…or even as women. They have no rights. They are here to learn that their only place in life is to be used as often and in any way that you wish. So please, take advantage of them as often as you can.

	“With that being said, have fun tonight…and for the rest of your stay.” There was some slight applause and then the party started in earnest.

	Brandy tried to digest everything she had just heard. Treated like animals? Well, she could believe it. But it sounded like they went to extremes with it. But then, wasn’t the cage she was in, not to mention everything else that had been done to her, more than extreme? She certainly thought so.

	“Watch this!” she heard a man shout. Out of the corner of her eye, she could just see a man grabbing one of the totally naked women walking through the room. “Do me!” the man commanded in a stern voice.

	Brandy watched as the woman immediately dropped down to the floor. She couldn’t see it clearly, but she thought she saw the woman running her hands all around the man’s body, caressing him further and further down. It wasn’t long before her hands reached his fly. Brandy couldn’t see what happened any longer because of the crowd that soon surrounded them, but she had no doubt that the woman had dug his penis out of his pants and was giving him a blowjob right there in front of everyone. A few minutes later, the crowed seemed to cheer and Brandy heard someone shout, “Me next!” She didn’t want to see anymore, but as far as she was concerned, as long as the men were occupied with the other women in the room, then they were leaving her alone…which is exactly what she wanted.

	Even during the party, time began to drag on for Brandy. She strained against her cage a number of times…always with the same lack of result. She couldn’t help trying though, her body seemed to strain to move automatically. She just…couldn’t. Unfortunately, despite the other women moving around the room, she wasn’t left completely alone. Several of the men stopped by to check her out. Every time someone ran their fingers over the cables holding her vagina shut, she wanted to cry at the added pain. And inevitably, it seemed those same men just had to “try her out.” Each time they stuck their disgusting cocks into her mouth, she had no choice but to choke on every one of them until she cried.

	As the evening wore on, and Brandy began to wear out. She felt like she was going insane. The noise level increased, and more men began paying attention to her. It was clear to her that these weren’t the polite members of society. These were the absolute dregs. The worst of the worst. Alpha males thrown into what one would think would be an upscale party. But in the end, the true nature of all of them became loud and clear. She heard a few fights, which were all broken up soon after they started. Most of the men though simply drank too much…and tested their access to the women that Alphonso had claimed they could use to their hearts desire. Over and over again, she came to the conclusion she had reached years ago. Men were totally disgusting animals! They should chain these men to those dog houses instead. Permanently.

	The longer the party went on, the more drunk everyone became, and things continued to get worse for Brandy. One of the men laughed as he pissed directly into her bucket – while another one was busy inside her mouth. His example seemed to fuel the idea for others. Brandy learned that the pain she’d had in her breasts before was nothing like it soon became.

	Man after man began using her. Mostly in her mouth, but quite a few in her rear end as well. She couldn’t count the number of cocks that got put into her mouth. She couldn’t count the number of times she had a cock in both ends of her at the same time. And there was not a single thing she could do about any it. As they had said, she had been reduced to being nothing more than two holes for the men to use in any way they wanted.

	The drunker the men got, the more they seemed to enjoy themselves…and the more Brandy wanted to do nothing but die. She wasn’t thinking about Carol coming to rescue her anymore. She only wanted to die. To end it all. Permanently. She just had to figure out how to kill herself. That is, if the treatment they were giving her didn’t kill her first. And right now, as long as she died, she didn’t care how it happened. She just wanted it to happen soon.

	She was trying to figure out how to make herself throw up after someone had pissed in her mouth, when she heard Beastman’s voice, and he didn’t sound pleased.

	“What do you mean they’re all dead?”

	Out of the corner of her eye, she could just see him with his cell phone stuck to his hear. She soon lost sight of him as he hurried out of the room.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Beastman couldn’t believe what he had just been told. He had stayed at the breaking academy for a few extra days just to finish convalescing, but now he knew that had been a big mistake. He should have ignored his still aching head and concussion. He should have been attending to business instead.

	“Everybody’s dead? In the whole fuckin’ building?” he said into his phone.

	“Everyone. We couldn’t find Coriman though and he should have been there.”

	“How about the drugs?”

	“They were still there. Untouched.”

	“Fuck! That makes no sense!”

	“It looks like they came in and went room by room, cleaning house. Completely!”

	“Fuck!” Vince exclaimed again. “There’s no way that fuckin’ prick can tell me now that it wasn’t his damn mercenaries! Did you check all the bedrooms upstairs too? How many did you find dead?”

	“When we found the three bodies outside, we went in carefully and searched the entire building, every single room, including the lab in the basement. Vince, there’s nobody in that building that was left alive. Even the guys who came to pick up their shipment were dead.”

	“Fuck! How many?”

	“Total? Twenty–three. But we couldn’t find Coriman so we don’t know about him.”

	“Fuck!” Vince swore. “That damn prick is trying to wipe me out. He got rid of Lozano, and now I’m next. Tell everyone to arm themselves to the teeth and stay armed. From now on we’re going to be prepared for those pricks. They’re not going to do this to us again. I’ll be back tomorrow sometime to take charge personally. And then we’re going to get back at that damn backstabbing prick once and for all! He’s not going to do this to us and get away with it!”

	“How about the bodies?”

	“Like we did before. Don’t let the damn police know anything! Take them all out to the desert and dump them.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	In the wee hours of the morning, Ralphie wearily came back into the hotel room. It had been another dumb night. But…he had managed to hook up with a guy who had been more than willing to rape his ass, and in the process, he had managed to get off in the only way he could. So all was not wasted. He was just troubled over not seeing the motorcycles in the parking lot – still. Where was Brandy?

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Brandy lost consciousness for a few brief moments…not for the first time. Each time it happened, someone did something to her to bring her back to the land of the living…where she didn’t want to be. It was so bad for her that the constant cocks in her mouth, or her rear end, began to mean nothing to her. She couldn’t move anyway. She couldn’t do anything about any of it. She was just two holes conveniently placed for them to stick their disgusting cocks into. 

	It was her breasts that hurt her the most now. She never imagined a pain so great. As the party wound down, she barely noticed that fewer people were using her. Her head was somewhere else – in a land called pure hell. She was no longer herself. She was no longer a person. She was a thing. She tried to think she didn’t exist, but the damn pain in her breasts wouldn’t let her go that far.

	She never noticed the fact that the room was emptying out and that the women were now starting to clean it up. She never noticed that the men weren’t there to use her anymore. She never noticed when her mind shut down and she lost consciousness again…until she felt her cage move and she was being lifted. That jerked her awake – ready to receive more abuse. But the men placed her on the floor instead. It was only then that she realized the damn bucket was gone. Her breasts were still in agony though. On the floor, she closed her eyes and tried to go back to unconsciousness…and she succeeded.

	She awoke when she was lifted again. The trip to carry her upstairs was reversed and she was brought downstairs to the same tile room where she had spent so much time already. Far too soon, her cage was placed in the same exact place and locked to the stand. Once again, all she could see was the white door in the middle of the opposite wall in that tiled room. 

	One of the men hung the bucket from her breasts again. She realized that it was empty this time. Much lighter. She mentally cheered as she watched the men who had moved her walking out. Soon she was left alone. Alone in the quiet, never changing tile room. 

	With nothing to see. Nothing to hear. Nothing to do…except cry. She cried…until she passed out again.

	 


Chapter 26 – Guests.

	 

	“Do you think she’s alive?”

	“Yes!”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Mom, I have to believe that. I have to!”

	“Are you being realistic about this, or is it really just wishful thinking?”

	“Mom, I love her. You know that. I have to believe she’s still alive. But more than that, I really do believe they haven’t killed her…yet. I don’t know how much longer they’d keep her alive though. I’m convinced that Beastman wanted to take his revenge out on her. He wanted her alive so he could punish her. And my take on it is that he would consider a quick death to be too easy for her. I think he’ll want to do something to her that will last a long time.”

	“Are you sure?”

	“Mom, like I said, I have to believe that. Right now, I’m so worried about her, and the fact that I can’t find her is driving me nuts!”

	“Don’t let that allow you get sloppy,” Janis warned her daughter. “I don’t want to lose you like you’ve lost Brandy.”

	Carol shook her head. “Don’t worry. In fact, if anything, I seem to be more focused. Although I’m also killing more than I need to. But I don’t really care. I just want to find Brandy, and I’ll stop at nothing to do it! If I have to kill everyone in the entire city to find her, I will! No problem!”

	“I’m sure you mean that,” Janis replied. “Just…for my sake, stay extra careful. The more of a threat you become to them, the more they’re going to try and strike back. Not to mention all those bodies piling up are going to attract an awful lot of attention from the police.”

	“I don’t care about the police. They’ll never see me. So far, nobody that’s seen me has remained alive. And as for Beastman trying to strike back at me…” Her mouth turned into a wicked smile. “That’s exactly what I’m hoping for. Let them try!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	There was still no sign of the motorcycles out front, which to him meant that neither Brandy nor Carol were in their room next door. It wasn’t like Brandy to stay out of touch so long.

	He wasn’t exactly worried about Brandy. It was more like he was worried about himself. With no constant direction from her like he usually got, he wasn’t sure what to do or where he stood. He was stuck in an unknowing state. Would she be back soon? He had no way of knowing. He didn’t know what to do. If he screwed up in any way at all, she’d come close to killing him. He knew that from long experience. So he wasn’t worried about her, he was worried about himself.

	Where was Brandy?

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Her body automatically strained again to move. But as always, it was impossible. All the unconscious effort did was to pull her awake. Her eyes opened to see the same white door in the same dull room. The room where nothing changed. The room where time didn’t exist.

	She could feel her breasts being pulled harder again. She could feel that the pain had increased since they had put the empty bucket back on her. She could feel the burning pain in her vaginal lips as well. What she couldn’t feel anymore, was her hands. She couldn’t feel them, and she couldn’t see them. Maybe they no longer existed. She wished her whole body didn’t exist anymore. She wished she didn’t exist anymore. Unfortunately, she still did. She existed in a timeless place called hell.

	Her stomach growled. She was hungry. All she had eaten since they had caught her was whatever mush that woman had shoved down her throat. As bad as it was, she was more than willing to put up with it again to get something in her stomach. Either that, or she was more interested in getting nothing at all in her stomach for a much longer period so she could die. That would be the better option.

	With nothing to see or do other than to dwell on too much pain and discomfort in her entire body, she closed her eyes and tried to go back to sleep. She tried, but all she could think about was the pain in her breasts.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Um…Mom…what are they supposed to be?”

	“Why dear, you can’t figure it out?” Janis replied, sounding slightly hurt.

	Carol studied the two black men in the fenced in horse paddock. They were both squatting down as they tried to precariously “walk” around. Their arms were held strangely with their hands up under their armpits. They both seemed to be intently studying the ground in front of them as their heads occasionally jerked slightly forward and back. Occasionally, they would quickly go down and plant their faces in the ground before struggling to get back to their feet. She looked again at the way their doubled–up arms moved. Wings! Their arms were supposed to be wings. And then it hit her. “Uh…Mom? Chickens? You turned them into chickens?”

	“Yes! Was it that hard for you to figure out?” She shook her head. “And here I thought I had done such a good job with them.”

	Carol laughed. “No Mom. They’re great. I don’t think I’ve seen you do a chicken before. I know you prefer turning them into bugs.”

	“Yes. Well, now they can eat the bugs…and some chicken feed we’ll throw on the ground for them too.”

	“Will they know to try eating it when you do?”

	“Oh Carol,” Janis laughed. “I had each of them studying a marvelous video all about chickens and their behaviors before I even started. Their minds literally picked up everything about the way chickens behave before I told them they were going to be chickens. And now…well for them…they’ll stay that way for the rest of their lives.”

	Carol chuckled. “Just like all the men you play with. Once you get them Mom, they can’t ever get free.”

	“That’s the idea, dear.” Janis smiled.

	“So, what are you going to do with them?

	“I thought that this time I would try to collect as many as possible right here, and then turn the whole flock of them loose somewhere down in Las Vegas.”

	“That should be interesting!”

	“Yes! Something I think I’d like to watch personally. Besides, Mr Wu has kept me away from the city the entire time I’ve been here. By then, I’ll be due a little fun.”

	“Yeah, Mom. For sure! A whole flock of them? That’s a lot of work!”

	“True dear. But at the same time, you know it’s also a labor of love for me…unlike all the ones that Maria Alverez has me do where all I can do is make them her puppets so she secretly has control of all the South American governments.”

	“Yeah, Mom. I know you don’t enjoy that as much.”

	But…I do enjoy all that delicious money.”

	“Yes. I know you do, Mom. And you certainly earn it.”

	“Yes. I do.”

	“But if you want an entire flock of your…chickens, then that means I’ve got to get busy. I only brought you one to play with last night.”

	“True dear,” Janis replied with a mock sigh. “But…I know you love what you do just as much as I do.”

	“Yeah. And as much as you don’t believe in it, I like killing people, and I’m good at it.”

	“I know dear. Much to my disappointment. But…” she added with a smile. “If you went and bought yourself a beautiful gown, then I know there’s hope for you on the horizon.”

	Carol laughed. “Don’t bet on it, Mom!”

	“A mother can certainly hope, can’t she?”

	“Miss Stokley!” one of the maids called to them. Both Carol and her mother turned. “Mr. Liu has returned to see you.”

	“Oh good!” Carol replied. “My new riding suit. It was supposed to be here last night.” “You didn’t get back until later dear,” Janis reminded her daughter.

	“True,” Carol conceded as they headed for the house. “But I was having such a good time.”

	They found Mr. Liu waiting for them in the parlor again. This time he had only one box with him, but it was a fairly large one. “Mrs. and Miss Stokley,” he greeted the two women as they entered. “It is good to see you again.” He turned to Carol. “Did you have a chance to try the new helmet?”

	“Yes,” Carol replied with a smile. “I love it. I’ll take a dozen. Four in black. Four in dark grey, and four in red. And I’m keeping the one I’ve got now as well.”

	Mr. Liu smiled. “Very good.”

	“Is that the new riding suit?” Carol asked.

	“Yes it is,” Mr. Liu replied as he pulled open the box. It’s all black I’m afraid, but if you like it, you can order any colors and designs you like, just as you’ve done in the past.” “Perfect!” Carol replied as she got a look at the thick black garment.

	For the next few minutes, Mr. Liu went through all the pockets and accessories.

	“And how about the gas mask?” Carol finally asked, anxious to get on with the most important part for her.

	Mr. Liu reached into the neck and pulled out some material that turned out to be an attached hood. “Just pull the neckline out and pull it over your head,” he said as he spread that part of the suit out. “As you can see, there is only an opening for your eyes, the rest of your face is covered. Buried in the material over your mouth and nose is an air filtration system that should work against most gasses we’ve tested it against. And if you’re worried about your eyes…as my people tell me you should be…” He reached into a new pocket located near the waist and pulled out a thin pair of goggles. “These goggles, when used with the suit, will do the job perfectly.”

	“Can I test it?” Carol asked.

	“Of course!” Liu said with some surprise. “Do you have some kind of gas here to try on it?”

	“Yes. I managed to get a sample last night of the gas they’ve been using so far.”

	“Then by all means,” Mr. Liu replied. “I would also be very interested in reporting the results of your test back to our developers.”

	Carol called for her maid, Susannah, and asked her to get the small glass vial she had brought back with her last night. While Susannah was doing that, she pulled the new riding suit on. It fit like it was made for her. But over the years she’d had so many custom riding suits made for her that she expected it to fit perfectly. By the time she was dressed, Susannah was back with the little glass vial.

	“How did you want to do this dear?” Janis asked. “We’re not protected.”

	“I thought about just using one of the bedrooms upstairs, but I think if I just wave this around under my nose and try to smell it, that should be a pretty good test. Besides, I don’t want to waste this in case it doesn’t work.” She looked to Savannah. If I pass out, please put me on the sofa until I wake up. Judging by what I’ve seen this stuff do, it will probably last a while, so just let me sleep it off.” She looked at her mother and Mr. Liu. “You all might want to stand way back. And if I do pass out, make sure you hold your breath before you close this glass vial up again.”

	Janis and Mr. Liu retreated to the far side of the room. Savannah retreated out into the hallway.

	Carol pulled the built–in gas mask out from the collar of the suit and pulled it over her head, leaving only a narrow slit for her eyes that was exposed. She sealed the front of the mask inside the neck of the suit. With that done, she took several deep breaths, testing her breathing. “It’s a little tight to breath through, but not bad,” she told them, her voice now slightly muffled.

	She pulled out the special goggles from their pouch at her waist and pulled them over her eyes. “Not bad,” she said as she looked out through the goggles. I could probably use these in place of the helmet if I needed to.” She grabbed the glass vial. “Ready? Remember, if I start to go down, hold your breath.”

	She opened the glass vial, held it under her nose and took a deep breath, fully expecting to get light–headed. But nothing happened. She took another big whiff from the tiny jar. Still nothing.

	“Oh dear,” Janis replied as she grabbed for the arm of the nearest chair and started to collapse into it.

	“Uh…” Mr. Liu said as he too started lurching sideways.

	Carol quickly sealed the glass jar and ran for her mother. She helped her to her feet and half– carried her out of the room, across the hall and directly into the next room where Savannah helped to settle her into the nearest chair. Then Carol went back for Mr. Liu. When both of them were safely in the other room, Carol went back and opened all the windows in the parlor to air it out. Only then did she go back to her mother and Mr. Liu. Both of them appeared to be still dazed, but they were both awake.

	“That’s some stuff,” Janis finally noted, her head still spinning.

	Liu didn’t say anything, but his head nodded somewhat unsteadily.

	Carol pulled off the goggles and pulled up the mask. “I think that was a pretty fair test,” she decided. “Sorry, Mom. I didn’t expect just opening the jar would let it get that far across the room so fast.”

	“That’s what got your friend Brandy?” Janis asked.

	“That’s it.”

	“No wonder they got her,” Janis replied. “I barely got the faintest whiff, and I nearly fainted.

	How did you avoid that stuff in the past?”

	“I held my breath.”

	Janis merely nodded. “I take it…I hope…you’re taking that new suit, and that you intend on using that little feature.”

	“For sure, Mom. Absolutely!”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	With her eyes closed, all she had to occupy her mind, was the feel of how much her breasts hurt. With her eyes open, it wasn’t any different. She kept them closed in hope that eventually she would fall asleep again, despite the pain. Her mind was starting to go mad from the rigid position her body was locked into…and the inability to move anything but her toes. She barley even wiggled them anymore.

	Pain. She had been reduced to being nothing but a thing that felt pain…all the time. A thing that…. A thing! That’s all she was now. A thing with two holes for men. A thing that was capable of doing nothing but feeling pain and the abusive behavior of men. She was…a thing.

	She heard faint screaming beyond the door. Her eyes opened. What was going on out there? The screams came closer. The door opened and the screaming suddenly got much louder. A jumble of people entered, mostly men. The men were dragging two women in with them. The women both seemed to stop their screaming the moment they noticed her. They both then noticed all the cages spread around the room. And then their screaming began again, only far worse. So did their panicked struggling to get free.

	Brandy would have loved to help them, but just then, she didn’t quite have it in her to do anything…as much as she would really love to put a bullet into each of those men’s brains. A few other men she had seen around the place too. She had no choice but to watch as all the men roughly untied the women, then stripped both of them totally naked. The women were certainly putting up a fuss, and Brandy didn’t blame them one bit. She herself didn’t yell. What good would it do her? None. She already knew the fate that awaited both those women. A fate much like the one she herself had been given. The only difference was that someday, both those women would be released. She was stuck there forever…or at least until she could figure out how to die.

	She counted seven men. And with as desperate as those two women seemed to be, she could see how all those men were needed. She did notice that the women, through the entire process of being stripped naked, kept glancing as much as possible in her direction. Brandy guessed that if she herself were in their position and saw the fate that awaited them, she would probably scream her head off too.

	She saw the door open again and this time Alfonso walked in. She saw him stand there and watch as they finished stripping the two women. “Stand them both up!” he ordered once all their clothing had been removed. As far as Brandy could see, the men appeared to find that order strange, but they certainly didn’t hesitate to do as he had asked. Both women were dragged roughly to their feet and their hands were held behind their backs. “Take them over to our other guest,” Alfonso told them. Let them have a real good look…all around.

	“No!” one of the women shouted as she tried to struggle again. But it did her no good. Both women were either pushed or dragged over to Brandy.

	“Let them get a good close look,” Alfonso told them. “Take them around the back too.”

	Brandy didn’t exactly enjoy being the center of attention, but she couldn’t do a thing about it as both women were given a tour of her body, including what had been done to her vaginal lips behind her.

	Brandy heard a slight commotion behind her. 

	“Pick her up!” Alfonso suddenly ordered.

	Brandy wondered if one of the women had fainted? She didn’t blame that woman if she did. “Okay. Enough!” Alfonso said. “Get them in their cages.”

	The screaming and struggling started again. Brandy saw both women being dragged toward the door. One of them appeared to be barely conscious. She was set down on the floor and one of the men literally sat down on her to keep her there. The other men grabbed the other woman and picked her up. She watched as the woman struggled for all she was worth, but the men seemed to be holding her by not only her body, but both arms and legs as well.

	It was difficult to see everything clearly since they moved off to the side of the room and Brandy had to rely more on her peripheral vision. But she could see that they carried her over to the first cage on her left side. The cage on that side that was closest to the door. It was hard to see with all the men crowding around her, but Brandy did her best to watch as they turned the woman over and fought with her to get each part of her lined up in the cage. She watched as piece by piece, limb by limb, part by part, the men literally forced her down into position and locked each part of each limb to the cage. First one leg, then the other while the woman screamed her head off. With both her lower legs locked down, they bent her at the waist and began forcing her arms into the device as well, locking each part of them to the metal frame. When her arms were securely locked, Brandy saw them push down hard on the woman’s body, before other men attached more metal tightly around the woman’s waist and then fasten those metal bars to other parts of the frame, keeping the woman’s body crushed down against her knees.

	Brandy couldn’t see it clearly, not just because of her peripheral vision but because the woman was surrounded by the men, but they were doing something to her. When several of the men moved aside, she saw a metal bar attached from the waist piece that now ran to the woman’s head where it was secured by a metal band. The woman, like herself, could no longer move anything…except her hands and her toes.

	The women was certainly crying and screaming her head off as the men all left her and headed for the second woman, still being held down on the floor by one of the men. As they picked the second woman up, the one thing about the first woman that caught Brandy’s attention, was that they had turned her so that her head was facing the wall. The poor woman couldn’t turn her head and had literally nothing to look at but the dull tile wall right in front of her. Brandy was suddenly grateful for the fact that she at least could see most of the room. That poor woman couldn’t see anything. They might as well have blindfolded her. But then if they did, she’d never see all the damn cocks that Brandy was guessing would soon be filling her mouth. And she had no doubt that Alfonso wanted her to see every cock she could.

	While most of the men worked on getting the second woman locked into the cage at the far right side of the room, Brandy noticed the final man going to the first woman on her left again. She saw him doing something with her long hair. She was surprised to realize he was braiding her hair around that metal bar that ran from her head to her waist. Had her own hair been braided that way? It wasn’t hanging down. She couldn’t even feel it. Brandy was guessing that’s what they must have done with it.

	On her right side, Brandy watched as they continued to force the second screaming, sobbing woman into her cage…while on her left side. Brandy watched the other man. By the time the second woman was locked in place, the other man had finished with her hair and was heading over to the one on the right. Through it all, Alfonso stood in the middle of the room and watched. She’d love to put him in one of these cages and weld it like hers was so he couldn’t ever get free. See how he liked it! She had a feeling he wouldn’t like it much at all. Too bad he didn’t have breasts! She’d hang a bucket from his breasts too. And maybe fill it with lead!

	She watched as the one man began braiding the second woman’s hair around the metal bar…while on the other side of the room, she was surprised to see one of the men doing something else with the woman’s head. When the men finally moved away, she was surprised to realize they had buckled a gag of some sort around the woman’s head, and Brandy was just betting it was a ring gag to keep her mouth open. But they had buckled that gag around her head. Brandy was surprised by that. Her own gag had some kind of cruel fasteners that literally fastened the thing permanently inside her mouth, preventing any jaw movement at all, up or down.

	But the men putting the gag in place didn’t seem to be done with her yet. She saw one of them take something from his pocket. Something bulky. He seemed to be… Her hands! He was putting something over her hands so she couldn’t open them. Brandy was sure she had guessed right when the man moved to her other side to do her other hand.

	A few minutes later, the second woman had the same kind of ring gag buckled in her mouth and the man was now working on her hands. Brandy was jealous. The gag they had used on her had to be better than the ring they had put into her mouth. But then she knew that these women, unlike herself, would eventually be released. She had no hope of that. Not with her cage fastenings welded together.

	She noticed Alfonso now staring at her. He wasn’t saying anything, just smiling that wicked, cruel smile. What could he say that she would care about anyway…unless it had something to do with letting her go. And that was something she wanted desperately…even though she knew it would probably never happen…unless Carol finally found her. What was taking Carol so long? Please Carol. Find me! Hurry!

	Alfonso turned his head away from Brandy and looked back and forth at his two latest subjects. The men who had fastened them into the cages were all standing in a group by the door. “I’m sure you realize by now,” he said loudly to the two women on each side of him, “that escape is impossible. I’ve even allowed you to take a good look at what else we could do to you if we wanted. So as bad as this seems for you now, remember, it can always get worse. And trust me, we have no problem making things worse for you.

	“You have been sent to us because your owners were angry at you.” He chuckled. “That makes us very happy. We don’t have to worry about either of you being trouble ever again because both of you are now nothing but play–toys for my men. You’re both nothing but exhibits to be looked at and used. You’re nothing but a device with three holes for our pleasure and amusement. Do you understand? You are nothing anymore! Nothing! You’re certainly not human any longer. Once you’re in those cages, you cease to be human. You cease to exist…other than as an object for our pleasure and amusement. You’re no longer women. You’re no longer a person. You’re an object with three holes. Nothing more than that. And from now on, for the rest of your miserable lives, that’s all you will ever be…three holes, and nothing more.

	“How long will we keep you here like this? I don’t know. Weeks. Months. Years. Or perhaps, like our other little exhibit in this room. Forever! It doesn’t matter. Nothing about you matters to me and I need you to understand that. You are now nothing but objects in my collection. No matter what you may think, you are now nothing more than three holes. Three holes designed to give pleasure to men. The rest of your bodies are worthless. Useless. So we have fixed it so that the only thing the rest of your body can do is to be a container for those three holes, and nothing more.

	You have given your owners nothing but trouble, so the only parts of you that can remain of any use are those three holes. You’re no longer a person. Just three holes. From now on, that’s all you will ever will be. Nothing more. Forever. Dwell on that as you now consider what the rest of your lives have been reduced to.”

	Brandy saw him nod at the men. The men barely paused. Some of them went to one side, the rest to the other side. It took only seconds for Brandy to realize what they were doing. She had no choice but to watch as those two women screamed. Screams that were cut short and strangled as cocks were rudely stuffed into their mouths…along with their cunts, or their anus. Whatever the men wanted, they did to those two women. And when all the men were finally done, they left. All but Alfonso.

	Alfonso stood in the middle of the room and listened to the two women sobbing their hearts out. He tried to decide which one was crying less. He finally decided on which one. He went to her, pulled his cock out of his pants, and parted her ass cheeks. Someone had already used it, but he didn’t care. He used it himself, slowly, cruelly, until he was done. Then, instead of pulling himself away, he went around in front of the woman and stuck his dirty cock right in her mouth. “Clean me!” he ordered.

	Brandy watched as a moment later the woman received a vicious slap to her face.

	“Clean me!” Alfonso ordered.

	Brandy knew first–hand what a slap like that felt like when your head was held rigid in one of those cages. It seemed to take a long time, but finally Alfonso left her. She was surprised to see him not putting his cock away. Had the woman not cleaned him off like he wanted her to? She watched as he walked across the room to the other woman. Around to her head. Brandy suddenly suspected what was going to happen. She heard the woman there start to scream, then that scream got cut off as he began pissing into her mouth. As Brandy knew from her own first harsh lesson, there was literally nothing the woman could do about it. Like herself, those two women had been reduced from being a person, down to being nothing but three holes for the use and amusement of any man that wanted to use her – in any way they wanted to use her. And as she had known most of her life, sometimes, men could be cruel.

	Three holes. No longer a person. She was two holes. No longer a person. She was a thing now. A thing with two holes that any man could use for whatever pleasure he wanted. A thing that existed to feel nothing but pain.

	Find me Carol. Please! Fine me soon!

	 


Chapter 27 –Bad News

	 

	“Billy! What the hell is Houghton doing? I haven’t heard anything from him yet.”

	“Don’t know boss,” Billy replied. “Maybe the broad skipped town after Beastman picked up her partner.”

	“Not a chance! Besides, Beastman has pretty much declared war on us because he thinks Houghton’s men killed so many of his. In fact, maybe you better check with Houghton. See if maybe he hasn’t sent his men out to kill Beastman’s people. I’m still pretty sure it’s the Stokley girl, Death, but maybe we should just check and make sure.” “Sure thing, boss,” Billy replied.

	“And while you’re at it, maybe you better have Houghton redeploy some of his men to places where Beastman might attack us in retaliation. We might as well get some protection out of him since he doesn’t seem to be doing anything else. You know the best spots.” “Sure, boss. Got it and I’m on it.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie sat on his cheap bed in his cheap hotel room and stared at the dingy wall. The TV wasn’t worth watching. His mind couldn’t concentrate on it if he tried. His mind was totally focused on one thing and only one thing. What should he do? 

	Should he call Vinny back in Cleveland? He was afraid to do that. Not as afraid of messing up and Brandy finding out about it. But still, with mobsters like Vinny, he knew he had to be very careful. You didn’t just phone them for no reason at all. In the past, every time he had called Vinny, it was to take care of business for Brandy. At those times, Vinny had talked to him, but it had always been business like and curt. Ralphie could always tell that the only reason Vinny was talking to him was because of Brandy. But this. This was something very different than anything he had called about before. Ralphie knew that calling Vinny wasn’t something he could do unless he knew for sure it was an emergency.

	How could he find out where Brandy was? One thing, and only one thing, came to mind. The Chinese restaurant. As humiliating as it was for him to go there, he had already been there a number of times. They knew him there now. That made things a lot easier for him. So…should he? Should he go there and try to get some information about Brandy?

	He pulled out his cellphone and tried calling Brandy’s number again. As always, it went directly to Voicemail. Where was Brandy?

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol quickly decided she liked this new riding suit. Despite everything, it was lighter weight than her old one. She just hoped it was as bulletproof. There was no doubt that she could move easier in it. As far as she was concerned, there was a lot to be said for carbon fiber.

	She liked the new bike too. As she drove between her mother’s mansion and Las Vegas, she pushed the speed as much as she dared. The engine under her gave her a feeling of power. Invincibility. But she knew better than to believe that. Still, the powerful bike was like a sense of complete freedom.

	She had tried to convince her mother to try riding one. That conversation had gone nowhere fast. Her mother wasn’t ever going to climb onto one of the amazing beasts and try riding it. But at least her mother understood. And more importantly, her mother understood her strange obsessions. Carol knew that in many ways she wasn’t anything like the daughter her mother wished she would be. Fortunately, her mother also knew that many of those odd quirks in her personality had been ones that her mother herself had instilled into her – from a very early age. 

	Carol knew that her mother understood that she had only herself to blame for many of Carol’s cruel tendencies. But then, Carol also knew that her mother was more than aware of the cruel tendencies of her own. Carol liked killing. Her mother didn’t. But Carol considered what her mother did to men to be far more cruel than simply killing them. Her mother’s victims were still breathing and moving when she was finished with them, but their lives were ended just as much as a bullet to the brain.

	As she drew closer to the big city, her speed slowed to just over the speed limit. She didn’t need some yahoo cop pulling her over and giving her a speeding ticket. Not that she’d pay it anyway. The cop would only see her Judy Cunningham ID. Judy Cunningham didn’t exist. At least not the Judy Cunningham that she was pretending to be.

	Once inside the city, she began touring the locations she knew about where both Beastman and Lozano had businesses or buildings. The word from Susan was that Lozano had dropped off the face of the earth. Was he dead? It was a possibility, but Susan seemed to think he was holed up somewhere back in Mexico with what was left of his men. According to Susan, with Lozano gone, heroin was now becoming something of a major commodity in Las Vegas. It was looking like Lozano had been supplying most of the city with the drug. But now with Lozano gone, his drug pipeline had disappeared as well.

	As far as Carol could see, someone hadn’t counted on that little problem. Someone had been stupid. Unless…someone else wanted to be the major supplier for the city. But if that was the case, then who? And why weren’t they stepping in now to supply those drugs. Unless…that person wanted the demand to go way up first. Higher demand, higher prices. Carol had a suspicion that one way or another, someone was going to make a bigger killing than usual on heroin.

	Carols attention was suddenly riveted. She was heading toward one of Beastman’s buildings, but two blocks away she spotted several people standing around where it was unlikely anyone would stay. Closer examination showed her that all of them appeared to be carrying concealed guns. And in each case, all of them seemed to be watching her closely as she rode by. She kept going, right past Beastman’s building as if she had no interest in the place. She noticed men with guns stationed in many different places along the street. It looked like Beastman had finally gotten smart. He was prepared for someone coming in to attack. She kept going, putting a good distance between herself and Beastman’s building before she turned her bike around. 

	She rode down a number of streets in the area surrounding that building. She spotted men watching all around. If they were protecting it that much, was Beastman there? It was the only conclusion she could draw. Hopeful now, she found a spot a few blocks away and parked her bike. As much as she like her bulletproof helmet, she left it behind.

	She had seen where all the men were posted, now on foot, she walked the sidewalks like a normal person, moving closer. She approached the corner ahead. She had already seen two men posted just around that corner on the main street. She didn’t bother pulling her guns, she turned the corner. She saw two heads turn in her direction, but neither of them had their guns out. That was their mistake. Before either of them could react, she moved fast, moving as if to run past the first one toward the second one, but her arm reached out and grabbed the first man’s head as her foot lashed up catching the chin of the second man. As her leg came down, she threw the other man over her hip and slammed his forehead into the sidewalk. Both men were out cold. She dragged them around the corner and fastened their hands behind their backs with zip ties. 

	Both men were already coming around as she pulled her cellphone from her pocket and called for a vehicle to pick both men up. While she waited, she started questioning them. They were both lying face down on the sidewalk. She grabbed the kinky hair of the first man and pulled his neck back hard. “Where’s Beastman?” she asked in a threatening voice.

	“I…don’t know,” the man replied.

	She shoved his face against the concrete sidewalk, then pulled his head back again. “Where’s Beastman?” she demanded. The man’s nose was bleeding.

	“I don’t know!” the man begged.

	She shoved his face against the sidewalk again and got on top of the second man. She pulled his head back and asked the same question. “Where’s Beastman?”

	“We haven’t seen him,” the second man replied. “Nobody has.”

	“Then why do you have so many men guarding that building?”

	The man didn’t answer right away. She pulled his head back harder. “Why?”

	“Uh…uh…the man grunted in pain. “Because the mercenaries have been waging war against us. They went through a couple of our other places and literally wiped them out. We’ve got to defend ourselves.” “The mercenaries?”

	“Yeah. Soldiers.”

	“Where are they from?”

	“I don’t know. We were just told to guard the area.”

	“So you don’t know where Beastman is?”

	“No. Maybe one of our other places. We just got word to consolidate as many people here as possible and watch for the mercenaries.”

	It made sense to Carol. And if Beastman was doing that, then it was likely he could be in one of his other places.

	“How about my friend,” Carol asked next. “Have you heard anything about a woman they’ve been calling Retribution?”

	“Her? I heard we caught her.”

	“Where is she?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“Did they kill her?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“What good are you?”

	The man didn’t answer. She leaned down close to his head. “As far as what good are you to me, the answer is the same as yours. I…don’t…know!” With that, she slammed his face into the concrete. 

	It sounded to Carol like Beastman wasn’t here, and as far as these two went, neither of them knew anything she needed to know. Maybe her mother could get something useful out of them, but in truth, she doubted it. As far as she was concerned, these two would make perfect chickens to go with the others her mother had now.

	Her cellphone started silently vibrating. She pulled it from her pocket. “Yes?”

	“The one called Ralphie is here at the restaurant,” the voice with the Chinese accent told her. “He seems to be very worried about you and your friend.”

	“Ralphie! Shit!” She had forgotten about him. Of course he would be concerned. “Okay,” she said. “I’m waiting on a pickup right now. Hold him there. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

	She put her phone away. Ralphie. Brandy’s toy. But he was more than that. He also handled all her affairs. Knowing Ralphie as little as she did, he was probably going crazy not knowing what to do.

	Ten minutes later, a van pulled up quickly to the curb. Two Chinese men jumped out of the back and hauled both men into the van. Carol was already heading for her bike by the time the van drove off.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie sat in the back room of the restaurant waiting. He preferred it back there where he could remain out of sight. He had no doubt at all that the restaurant staff preferred him to stay out of sight too. The door opened and he looked up. “Miss Carol,” he said as he stood up.

	Carol went into the room and closed the door behind her.

	“I…I’m sorry to bother you, Miss Carol,” Ralphie said, “but I haven’t seen Miss Brandy in a long time now, and…I’m not sure what to do. She always leaves me strict instructions.”

	“I know, Ralphie,” Carol replied. “The truth is, I don’t know where Brandy is either. I’ve been going crazy looking for her.”

	Ralphie’s eyes went wide with fear.

	“I know she was captured, not killed,” Carol continued, “but it’s been a few days now since they grabbed her, and I don’t know if she’s alive or dead. I’m hoping…that she’s still alive.”

	“Miss Brandy? Captured?”

	“Yeah. Believe it or not. I promise you Ralphie, I’m still looking as hard as I can. In case you haven’t noticed, Brandy and I became very…close.”

	“I know, Miss Carol.”

	“Then you have to know how I feel about her, and also why I’m even more desperate to find her than you are.”

	“What can I do?” Ralphie asked.

	“I don’t know,” Carol replied. “I don’t know that you can do anything at all.”

	“Then what should I do? Miss Brandy had me going out every night to talk to the pimps and hookers in town, but then she never came back to talk to me again.”

	“I don’t know what you should do, Ralphie. As far as I’m concerned, you can go home. I could bring you to the mansion again, but there’s nothing you can do there either.”

	Ralphie thought about that. “If I go home, how would I know if she was dead?”

	“I have no idea Ralphie, except that if I do find out for sure that she’s dead, I can get word of it to her Uncle Vinny. Then he could let you know.”

	Ralphie stared down at the floor. “I don’t know if I’m free, or still bound to her, or what.”

	“I’m sorry,” Carol replied. “I don’t have any other answers for you. Do you have enough money for now?”

	“Money isn’t a problem. The credit card she gave me is good.” “Then what you do is up to you,” Carol told him.

	Ralphie continued to stare at the floor. “I guess…” he started. He looked up. “I guess I could try asking around on the street to see if anyone knows what happened to her.”

	That surprised Carol. “I know she had you talking to the pimps and prostitutes.”

	“Yes. Every night.”

	“If you want to ask around about Brandy, that would be a big help. Do you know which ones work for Beastman?”

	“I know most of them, but in the last few nights I’ve noticed some new pimps running some of those girls.”

	“Yeah. I have no doubt. “Do what you want, Ralphie, but if you want to ask around, that would be a good thing. You can come here to the restaurant if you find anything at all that might help me track her down.”

	“Okay,” Ralphie replied. “I’ll do what I can.”

	“And Ralphie, to most of Beastman’s men, they know her as Retribution instead of Brandy.”

	Ralphie nodded. “Of course. Don’t worry, Miss Carol. I’ll let you know if I find anything at all.”

	“Thanks, Ralphie. I appreciate it.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Brandy’s eyes were mostly focused on the door straight ahead of her. Moving her eyes to the left she could just see the rear end of the girl in the cage on that side of her. Moving her eyes to the right showed her the back end of the girl on that side. Both of them had cried for what seemed like hours. Even now, both of them occasionally grunted, and screamed…and started crying again. 

	Brandy didn’t blame either of them at all. She knew exactly what each of them had to be feeling. The frustration of being locked into that position and unable to move could easily drive a person insane. Worse, knowing that there was nothing they could do to stop anyone from coming in and using them in the most vile ways possible was just as bad. 

	All of them, herself included, had been taken, trapped in the most uncomfortable position possible, and been rendered into nothing more than a thing. An object for men to use. All of them had been taken from being normal healthy women, and been reduced down to nothing more than three holes for the enjoyment of men. In her case, two holes. Two holes, and a lot of pain and frustration. Reduced to two holes. Helpless to be anything but those holes.

	She saw the door open and three men came in. Uh–oh. She was about to get used again. She was amazed when the men did nothing more than glance at her as they laughed and paid all their attention to the two new women…objects in the room. The entire time they used those women, they barely glanced in her direction. And then they were gone and the room was filled with the crying sobs coming from those two women.

	Brandy didn’t know if she should breathe a sigh of relief or if she should feel slighted that the men hadn’t paid any attention to her. Wasn’t she pretty enough…anymore? She quickly stopped that train of thought. It was far better if she was left alone. Let them spend all their energy and cruelty on the new women. She had enough problems to deal with, especially the pain in her breasts. The bucket hung from them didn’t feel like it was full of her pee anymore. It felt like they had hung a small car there instead. The weight was that awful.

	Her mind briefly went back to remembering Carol. Why hadn’t Carol found her yet? Why? She was starting to believe that Beastman had been right. Wherever this place was, it was somewhere where she would never be found, even by Carol. It was starting to look like Carol would never find her. It was starting to look like Beastman was right, she was going to be stuck there in that position, feeling nothing but pain, for the rest of her life.

	Carol. Please still be out there. Please still be looking for me. Find me Carol. Please!

	 


Chapter 28 – Looking For Answers.

	 

	The door opening pulled Brandy’s eyes open as well. Two women entered the room. Brandy quickly guessed it was feeding time again, which was good because she was so hungry her stomach had stopped rumbling a long time ago. Or maybe it wasn’t good. As far as she was concerned, it would be far better for her if they just starved her to death so she could die.

	She noticed that one of the women she had seen before, but the other one was new again. The one she had seen was the one that never spoke the last time she had been fed. She saw both women briefly glanced around the room, then they headed for the woman in the cage on the left. Brandy got to watch as they cleaned and fed her. Not fun to experience, and not fun to watch either, but it certainly beat the boredom of staring at the closed door all the time.

	Brandy had briefly tried talking to the other two women locked in the room with her. She had managed to call out, “Hel…ah.” The closest thing to, “Hello,” that she could manage. All it did was to start the other two crying again. All her repeated attempts to communicate had yielded her nothing but more sobs. She figured she’d try again after they had calmed down a bit more.

	The women finished with the first victim and came over to her. Once again Brandy had to put up with the invasive cleaning and the even worse feeding. She gulped the same bland mush down her throat as fast as she could. When they cleaned her mouth, she gulped as much water as she could. “Thak…ya,” she managed to say.

	“Shut the fuck up!” the one woman she had seen before said angrily. “Don’t ever say anything. You haven’t earned the right! Objects should be silent!”

	Brandy was more than a bit shocked, but she didn’t reply. She only watched as they finished with her and then moved on to the final woman in the room. Before long, quiet in the room was restored as the two women left, and the boredom set in once again.

	What was up with that one woman? All Brandy had done was to try to thank her.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Susan stared blankly out the window. She had heard about Carol talking with Ralphie. Which only served to remind her of something else. Brandy was the niece of one of her other clients. A very new client. Vinny. The mob boss in Cleveland. According to what Carol had told her, Vinny was more like a father to Brandy. Susan figured that since Brandy was missing, Vinny deserved to know. The question now was, should she tell Vinny now, or wait another day. She decided another day might be best.

	She would give Carol a little more time to find some answers. But after that, she couldn’t wait any longer. It was time to not only let Vinny know, but it would be time to start closing down operations here and send everyone else home. Although she had no doubt that Carol wouldn’t be willing to leave anytime soon. That was fine. Maybe Carol could still come up with the answer to who was causing all the trouble in Las Vegas.

	Tomorrow she would call and talk to Vinny. And tomorrow she would start trying to convince everyone else that they should leave…soon.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Billy didn’t bother knocking, he opened the door and rushed into the large opulent office. “Boss! Damn Beastman’s men did a drive by against one of our whore houses and took out two pimps.

	“They what?” Damn them! Damn Beastman. Where the hell was Houghton?”

	“Not there, mostly because even I didn’t think Beastman would go after a joint like that.”

	“Yeah. I wouldn’t have thought so either. He must know our other places are well protected now.”

	“Looks like it.”

	He shook his head. “I’ve had enough of Beastman. He was nothing more than a convenience anyway. The things I thought he could bring to the table aren’t worth it anymore. Go talk to Houghton. Tell him it’s time to wipe Beastman off the board. More than likely, he’ll love that assignment.”

	“Yeah. No doubt. From what I hear, his guys love to shoot. I’m on it.” “Billy!”

	“Yeah?”

	“How’s the drug situation looking?”

	“So far, pretty good. Better than we anticipated. With Lozano gone, along with his entire stash of heroin, we’re one of the few players in town with any at all.”

	“Good. We’ll wait a few more days to drive the price up, then we’ll start bringing in bigger shipments.”

	“Sounds good,” Billy replied. “You want me to pass the word to get the shipments ready?”

	“No. Let’s wait. I’d really like the price of the drug to double before we move too fast.”

	“Got it Boss.”

	“Go talk to Houghton. Right now, I want Beastman removed from the map.” “On it,” Billy replied before walking out.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol rode the streets of Las Vegas. Most of the buildings that she knew about that Beastman owned appeared to be either deserted or heavily guarded. But then the last man she had captured from Beastman had told her that Beastman was consolidating his people to protect them. A good move…unless someone planted a bomb or had some other way to take out an entire building in one swift move.

	She stopped in front of another of Beastman’s crappy looking buildings. As far as she could see, it was just as deserted as a few of the others she had driven past. But was it? She drove her bike around to the back of the building. It still looked empty. She parked her bike and went up to the back door. Locked and quiet. She pulled out her set of lock picks and went to work. The old lock yielded to her in just a few seconds. She went inside. The hallways appeared dark. She searched the entire building quickly, but it was soon obvious that it was totally deserted. No luck.

	She went back out to her bike and drove away, heading for the next of Beastman’s establishments that Wu Enterprises had found. It was a bit of a ride, but she didn’t mind at all. She would have enjoyed it much more if she was out of the city. Her ride took her to another part of the outskirts of town. She stopped at a traffic light. The light turned green, but she didn’t move. Her attention was caught instead by the sound of guns being fired. A lot of gunfire! The car behind her honked its horn and instead of heading straight like she intended to, she turned to the right, towards the sound of the guns.

	As she got closer, she suddenly heard a different gunshot. A deeper one. There were a few more shots, then the shooting stopped completely. She was close now though. She pulled her bike to the curb and parked it. Ahead, she could see a lot of men moving all around out in the street. Men with guns. She also saw a car that had crashed into another car parked along the side of the road. Most of the men were running towards the crashed car. She heard a few more gunshots, noting that several of the men were firing into the parked car. And then it all seemed to be over.

	She sat on her bike and watched as the men pulled three dead black men from the car. But what caught her attention even more were the men who weren’t paying attention to the car. Those men were actively searching around, including the rooftops of all the buildings in the area. Carol quickly realized that the one odd gunshot she had heard hadn’t come at all from any of the men ahead of her. That shot had come from a military rifle. Beastman’s men must have been doing a drive–by shooting. That was what all the gunfire she had heard was about. But that one shot had to have been from a sniper somewhere who had taken out the driver of the car, causing it to crash and letting the other men finish off the other men in the car.

	So who were the men that Beastman had been targeting? And more importantly, that one odd gunshot, had it come from one of the mercenaries? Carol started her bike and began driving around the area, searching for any sign of the mercenaries. After half an hour of searching, she had found nothing.

	Why had the mercenaries been there? If they took out the driver of the car, it sounded like they were protecting whoever was in that building…whoever they were. And, if it was the mercenaries, the men in the street hadn’t seemed to act like they knew anything about whoever that shooter might have been. Another mystery. It was also more evidence to Carol that the shooter might have been one of the mercenaries.

	So…if she were a mercenary, and if for some unknown reason she been given an assignment to protect someplace without being seen, how would she do it? Where would she place herself so she could do the job and nobody would know? She drove around the streets of the area a little more, trying to figure out the best logistics for the job. She soon came to one perfect solution. The best place to protect that building, was from on top of the building itself. The shooter could station himself up there. He wouldn’t be seen by anyone inside the building. And he could cover all four sides of it with very little trouble. In fact, the fact that it had taken him so long to get his shot off might be because he had been somewhere else on that rooftop. It made total sense to Carol.

	The only problem with that theory was, if the men in the building didn’t know about him, how did the mercenary get all the way up to the roof without anyone seeing him? Or…did someone in that building know he was there? Either way, Carol now wondered if the man was still up on that roof, or had he fled. Of course, that was assuming someone had been up there to begin with. But it was the most likely scenario that she could think of. The more she thought about it, the more likely she figured that someone inside that building had to know about him…or them? Maybe it was them – multiple shooters on the roof. The mercenaries did seem to work in groups of two.

	That left her with one last question. How could she get to the roof and find out? She drove all around the building again, studying it as quickly as she could. There were very few men on the street now, only a few stationed out front. A tow–truck was pulling the wrecked car away. Surprisingly, or not surprisingly, Carol saw no police cars at all. Someone didn’t want the police involved. Just the way she liked it.

	She left the area and found a fast–food restaurant to stop and eat in. Taking her time. Killing time. When the sun started to go down, she finally left the restaurant, heading back to that building. She drove around the area. All seemed to be quiet, but she did see two men still stationed out in front of that building. She drove around behind the building and parked her bike at the curb a block away. In the distance she could see two more men posted behind the building.

	As she was taking her helmet off, she saw a dark van suddenly pull up to the curb in front of the back door. The door to the building opened and two men came out. Two men carrying automatic rifles. Two men with their heads wrapped in black cloth. The men got into the van and the van quickly pulled away. Pulling her helmet back on, she followed it, staying well behind it, often with other cars between her and the van so she wouldn’t be spotted.

	The van finally parked a few blocks away from one of Beastman’s buildings. Carol watched as six men, all with their heads wrapped, all with military rifles, quickly got out of the van. They separated into three groups of two and each group hurried off in different directions. All of them vaguely heading toward Beastman’s building up ahead.

	Was Beastman there? Was Brandy there? Riding slowly now, she headed down to the next corner, then turned to the right, following behind where one of those groups of mercenaries had gone. She watched as the mercenaries turned left at the next corner, she went straight and parked her bike. Leaving her helmet on, she raised the visor and went after the mercenaries on foot.

	The men moved quickly, seeming to know exactly where they were going. As Carol followed them, she tried to work out a plan to capture them both without causing too much of a ruckus. These weren’t your average run of the mill street punks. These were seasoned professionals. But the answer to how she wanted to try and take them came quickly and easily. Stopping briefly, she pulled her helmet off, then pulled the gasmask accessory out from the suit and pulled it over her head. When she was ready again, she pulled her helmet back on. From her pocket, she pulled the little glass vial of knockout gas that she had gotten from Beastman’s man. He hurried to catch up to the mercenaries.

	Ahead, she saw them both pause at the corner of a building on the corner. She saw one of them peer around the side of the building. Stopping them now would be the better option.

	“Hey guys,” she called out loudly as she ran toward them.

	She saw both of them turn their heads towards her. The one behind turned fully and lowered his weapon vaguely in her direction, but Carol could see he didn’t want to kill her. She ran right up to them and started to stop as if she just wanted to talk to them. They were both facing her now, but neither of them was aiming their guns at her. Their mistake. Instead of stopping near them, she accelerated and ran past the first man. Jumping high into the air, her foot came around and caught the second man square in the head as her hand grabbed the rifle the other man was holding. As she came down, she jerked on the rifle, pulling the man off balance. As her feet hit the sidewalk, she threw the tiny glass bottle down between the two men, causing it to shatter. Twisting, her leg came up and caught the man still standing behind his neck, pulling him hard down to the ground. She saw the first man starting to get up, then he faltered and sat back down. Both men immediately looked woozy. In seconds, they were both totally out. Carol had to hand it to Beastman. The gas made a very effective tactical weapon.

	Carol let them breathe in the gas for a few minutes while she walked away and made a phone call. “I’ve got two special ones ready for pick up.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The sound of the door opening pulled Brandy’s eyes open again. She saw Alfonso entering the room. Their eyes locked for a brief few moments until he purposely turned away. She watched as he walked over to the woman on her left. He never touched her, but he walked all the way around her, seeming to look her over. She heard the woman let out another sob.

	Brandy saw his eyes raking over her again as he walked across the room toward the other woman. Again, he walked around her without touching her.

	When he was done, Brandy watched as he stopped between the two women, looking at her. For some reason, he didn’t appear happy. She watched as an angry sneer crossed his face, then he turned and walked out. What had that been about? With the brief show suddenly over, she closed her eyes and dreamed of all the things she used to do…when she could move.

	Her dreams were interrupted by the door opening again. She watched as two men entered the room. They each gave quick glances to the other women in the room, but it was clear right from the start that they were interested in her…especially since they were heading straight for her. Uh–oh. She braced herself for more abuse.

	As the men split apart and headed for each side of her, she groaned. She knew her ass was about to get pounded again. She was surprised though when the two men stopped on each side of her. She felt them grabbing her cage and lifting it. Uh–oh. Was it party time again? She expected her cage to be lifted off the base and set on the floor, but they lifted her into the air, and then began turning her around. She felt them setting her down again, and then they seemed to leave her. A moment later, she heard the door open and close.

	She could no longer see the door. She could no longer see anything at all…except the dull tile wall in front of her face. She wanted to scream, but she didn’t. Instead, she cried. They had just found a way to make her existence even more unbearable. They might as well have blindfolded her or taken out her eyes. She couldn’t turn her head at all, so she couldn’t see anything at all…except the beige tile wall in front of her face.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	It was amazing the taxi drivers agreed to pick him up. It was amazing the hotel hadn’t thrown him out. It was amazing that all the restaurants he ate in didn’t throw him out. It was amazing that nobody seemed to mind him at all…except the pimps on the street when he tried to talk to the girls looking for customers. The bouncers in the clubs knew him now, but Ralphie knew he was watched very closely every time he went near one of the girls. For some unknown reason, he was tolerated, but only to a point – as long as it never kept the girls from mixing with any possible customers.

	All of his work and questioning so far had given Ralphie a pretty good picture of who each of the pimps worked for. The pimps might not always know the ultimate boss’s name, but from the little information he had heard Brandy and Carol discussing, he was able to come to some conclusions. And it seemed that the girls who ultimately belonged to Beastman, weren’t that hard to find.

	As Ralphie rode in the back of the cab, the bright city lights seemed to assault him from everywhere. He’d much rather the city be totally dark with no lights or electricity at all, just so nobody could see him. Sometimes, the entire city looked like one big red–light district to him. He guessed that with all the showgirls in their skimpy costumes running around, there wasn’t much of a difference. He tore his eyes from the bright lights around him and looked down in his lap instead. He could see the skirt of his red dress, and further down at the bottom of his shaved legs, his red stiletto heels. He was a walking embarrassment, and he knew it. It was amazing anyone allowed him to come anywhere near them.

	The cab deposited him right where he had asked to be taken. The car seemed to vanish the moment he closed the car door behind him. Taking a deep breath, he pulled his eyes up from the sidewalk to attempt to look everyone in the eye. It wasn’t easy. In truth, he didn’t have that kind of courage. But he had no choice but to try.

	He had seen some of the girls often enough now that they greeted him like an old friend, as long as he stayed out of the way of their business. This time, the things he asked them were different, more exacting. Have you seen or heard of a girl named Brandy, or as most everyone seemed to call her, Retribution? A lot of the girls laughed at that. None of them seemed to have heard of anyone like that. The few pimps and bouncers he was able to talk with didn’t seem to know either. It wasn’t long before he felt like his entire mission was nothing but a fool’s errand. A fool’s errand, for a fool. Like him. Fitting.

	It was getting late. He was about to start looking for a cab to take him back to the hotel, when he walked up to another group of Beastman’s girls that were working the streets. He saw the pimp watching them giving him the eye, but he had talked with these girls before. 

	“Ralphie!” one of the girls greeted him, while she eyed one of the passing cars, trying to attract a customer. “You’re looking sweet, sweetie,” she told him.

	“Thanks,” Ralphie replied. “Hey listen, I know this sounds weird, but I’m kind of looking for a friend of mine.”

	“What’s his name?”

	“No, it’s a she. A real she.”

	“A hooker? What’s her name?”

	“Uh…no. Trust me, she’s no hooker.”

	“Then I doubt I can help you. Now some of the guys that come around pretty often, I know them.”

	“No. I was just wondering if you ever heard any rumors about a girl named Brandy…or as she seems to more often be called, Retribution.”

	“Retro what?” the woman laughed. “Heaven’s no. Not that we would hear much anyway.” “Okay, thanks,” Ralphie told her and turned to walk away.

	“Hey Ralphie.”

	“He turned back.”

	“Why would you be asking us?”

	“Because, I’ve figured out that your big boss is someone named Beastman, and he kidnapped her. Now I’m trying to find out where she is.”

	“Oh gee. That’s tough. I really don’t know. Sorry.”

	“Yeah. Thanks.” He turned and walked away.

	“Ralphie!”

	He turned back to the prostitute again.

	“Look. It probably won’t do you a lick of good, but one of the girls that used to work with us caused a bit too much trouble once and was taken away. She was gone a long time. Months! Literally! We all figured she was dead. But she just came back yesterday, and from what I hear, she’s like…not the same person at all. She’s really messed up in the head. From what I hear, she hardly talks, she sleeps on the floor, naked! And she goes crazy trying to get every man who comes near her to let her go to work on him. You know? And trust me Ralphie, even for a woman in our position, she didn’t used to be that enthusiastic about it. But she sure is now. So I was thinking, I don’t know where they took her, but wherever it was, I sure hope it isn’t the same place they took your friend.”

	“Where can I find her?”

	“I don’t know. I expected her to be working the streets with us, but last night and tonight they grabbed her instead to work some special parties.”

	“Where would she usually work?”

	“I’m guessing, right here. They’ve just been keeping her busy since she got back, and trust me, she’s going out of her way to please everyone.”

	“What’s her name?”

	“They usually call her Sally Sweetlips. I’m not sure though if they’re still calling her that or not. I just heard most of this from some of the other girls. I haven’t seen her myself since she got back.”

	“Sally Sweetlips,” Ralphie repeated. “Thanks. Maybe tomorrow I’ll come back and see if she’s around.”

	“Yeah, sure Ralphie. And hey, maybe if you keep hanging around in dresses like that, Marco back there will let us do a makeover on you and you can work right here with us?”

	Ralphie smiled, but inwardly he was cringing at the thought. His life was already too much like theirs. “See you tomorrow.” 

	Sally Sweetlips. He had heard much worse names for a hooker.

	 


Chapter 28 – Looking For Answers.

	 

	The door opening pulled Brandy’s eyes open as well. Two women entered the room. Brandy quickly guessed it was feeding time again, which was good because she was so hungry her stomach had stopped rumbling a long time ago. Or maybe it wasn’t good. As far as she was concerned, it would be far better for her if they just starved her to death so she could die.

	She noticed that one of the women she had seen before, but the other one was new again. The one she had seen was the one that never spoke the last time she had been fed. She saw both women briefly glanced around the room, then they headed for the woman in the cage on the left. Brandy got to watch as they cleaned and fed her. Not fun to experience, and not fun to watch either, but it certainly beat the boredom of staring at the closed door all the time.

	Brandy had briefly tried talking to the other two women locked in the room with her. She had managed to call out, “Hel…ah.” The closest thing to, “Hello,” that she could manage. All it did was to start the other two crying again. All her repeated attempts to communicate had yielded her nothing but more sobs. She figured she’d try again after they had calmed down a bit more.

	The women finished with the first victim and came over to her. Once again Brandy had to put up with the invasive cleaning and the even worse feeding. She gulped the same bland mush down her throat as fast as she could. When they cleaned her mouth, she gulped as much water as she could. “Thak…ya,” she managed to say.

	“Shut the fuck up!” the one woman she had seen before said angrily. “Don’t ever say anything. You haven’t earned the right! Objects should be silent!”

	Brandy was more than a bit shocked, but she didn’t reply. She only watched as they finished with her and then moved on to the final woman in the room. Before long, quiet in the room was restored as the two women left, and the boredom set in once again.

	What was up with that one woman? All Brandy had done was to try to thank her.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Susan stared blankly out the window. She had heard about Carol talking with Ralphie. Which only served to remind her of something else. Brandy was the niece of one of her other clients. A very new client. Vinny. The mob boss in Cleveland. According to what Carol had told her, Vinny was more like a father to Brandy. Susan figured that since Brandy was missing, Vinny deserved to know. The question now was, should she tell Vinny now, or wait another day. She decided another day might be best.

	She would give Carol a little more time to find some answers. But after that, she couldn’t wait any longer. It was time to not only let Vinny know, but it would be time to start closing down operations here and send everyone else home. Although she had no doubt that Carol wouldn’t be willing to leave anytime soon. That was fine. Maybe Carol could still come up with the answer to who was causing all the trouble in Las Vegas.

	Tomorrow she would call and talk to Vinny. And tomorrow she would start trying to convince everyone else that they should leave…soon.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Billy didn’t bother knocking, he opened the door and rushed into the large opulent office. “Boss! Damn Beastman’s men did a drive by against one of our whore houses and took out two pimps.

	“They what?” Damn them! Damn Beastman. Where the hell was Houghton?”

	“Not there, mostly because even I didn’t think Beastman would go after a joint like that.”

	“Yeah. I wouldn’t have thought so either. He must know our other places are well protected now.”

	“Looks like it.”

	He shook his head. “I’ve had enough of Beastman. He was nothing more than a convenience anyway. The things I thought he could bring to the table aren’t worth it anymore. Go talk to Houghton. Tell him it’s time to wipe Beastman off the board. More than likely, he’ll love that assignment.”

	“Yeah. No doubt. From what I hear, his guys love to shoot. I’m on it.” “Billy!”

	“Yeah?”

	“How’s the drug situation looking?”

	“So far, pretty good. Better than we anticipated. With Lozano gone, along with his entire stash of heroin, we’re one of the few players in town with any at all.”

	“Good. We’ll wait a few more days to drive the price up, then we’ll start bringing in bigger shipments.”

	“Sounds good,” Billy replied. “You want me to pass the word to get the shipments ready?”

	“No. Let’s wait. I’d really like the price of the drug to double before we move too fast.” “Got it Boss.”

	“Go talk to Houghton. Right now, I want Beastman removed from the map.” “On it,” Billy replied before walking out.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol rode the streets of Las Vegas. Most of the buildings that she knew about that Beastman owned appeared to be either deserted or heavily guarded. But then the last man she had captured from Beastman had told her that Beastman was consolidating his people to protect them. A good move…unless someone planted a bomb or had some other way to take out an entire building in one swift move.

	She stopped in front of another of Beastman’s crappy looking buildings. As far as she could see, it was just as deserted as a few of the others she had driven past. But was it? She drove her bike around to the back of the building. It still looked empty. She parked her bike and went up to the back door. Locked and quiet. She pulled out her set of lock picks and went to work. The old lock yielded to her in just a few seconds. She went inside. The hallways appeared dark. She searched the entire building quickly, but it was soon obvious that it was totally deserted. No luck.

	She went back out to her bike and drove away, heading for the next of Beastman’s establishments that Wu Enterprises had found. It was a bit of a ride, but she didn’t mind at all. She would have enjoyed it much more if she was out of the city. Her ride took her to another part of the outskirts of town. She stopped at a traffic light. The light turned green, but she didn’t move. Her attention was caught instead by the sound of guns being fired. A lot of gunfire! The car behind her honked its horn and instead of heading straight like she intended to, she turned to the right, towards the sound of the guns.

	As she got closer, she suddenly heard a different gunshot. A deeper one. There were a few more shots, then the shooting stopped completely. She was close now though. She pulled her bike to the curb and parked it. Ahead, she could see a lot of men moving all around out in the street. Men with guns. She also saw a car that had crashed into another car parked along the side of the road. Most of the men were running towards the crashed car. She heard a few more gunshots, noting that several of the men were firing into the parked car. And then it all seemed to be over.

	She sat on her bike and watched as the men pulled three dead black men from the car. But what caught her attention even more were the men who weren’t paying attention to the car. Those men were actively searching around, including the rooftops of all the buildings in the area. Carol quickly realized that the one odd gunshot she had heard hadn’t come at all from any of the men ahead of her. That shot had come from a military rifle. Beastman’s men must have been doing a drive–by shooting. That was what all the gunfire she had heard was about. But that one shot had to have been from a sniper somewhere who had taken out the driver of the car, causing it to crash and letting the other men finish off the other men in the car.

	So who were the men that Beastman had been targeting? And more importantly, that one odd gunshot, had it come from one of the mercenaries? Carol started her bike and began driving around the area, searching for any sign of the mercenaries. After half an hour of searching, she had found nothing.

	Why had the mercenaries been there? If they took out the driver of the car, it sounded like they were protecting whoever was in that building…whoever they were. And, if it was the mercenaries, the men in the street hadn’t seemed to act like they knew anything about whoever that shooter might have been. Another mystery. It was also more evidence to Carol that the shooter might have been one of the mercenaries.

	So…if she were a mercenary, and if for some unknown reason she been given an assignment to protect someplace without being seen, how would she do it? Where would she place herself so she could do the job and nobody would know? She drove around the streets of the area a little more, trying to figure out the best logistics for the job. She soon came to one perfect solution. The best place to protect that building, was from on top of the building itself. The shooter could station himself up there. He wouldn’t be seen by anyone inside the building. And he could cover all four sides of it with very little trouble. In fact, the fact that it had taken him so long to get his shot off might be because he had been somewhere else on that rooftop. It made total sense to Carol.

	The only problem with that theory was, if the men in the building didn’t know about him, how did the mercenary get all the way up to the roof without anyone seeing him? Or…did someone in that building know he was there? Either way, Carol now wondered if the man was still up on that roof, or had he fled. Of course, that was assuming someone had been up there to begin with. But it was the most likely scenario that she could think of. The more she thought about it, the more likely she figured that someone inside that building had to know about him…or them? Maybe it was them – multiple shooters on the roof. The mercenaries did seem to work in groups of two.

	That left her with one last question. How could she get to the roof and find out? She drove all around the building again, studying it as quickly as she could. There were very few men on the street now, only a few stationed out front. A tow–truck was pulling the wrecked car away. Surprisingly, or not surprisingly, Carol saw no police cars at all. Someone didn’t want the police involved. Just the way she liked it.

	She left the area and found a fast–food restaurant to stop and eat in. Taking her time. Killing time. When the sun started to go down, she finally left the restaurant, heading back to that building. She drove around the area. All seemed to be quiet, but she did see two men still stationed out in front of that building. She drove around behind the building and parked her bike at the curb a block away. In the distance she could see two more men posted behind the building.

	As she was taking her helmet off, she saw a dark van suddenly pull up to the curb in front of the back door. The door to the building opened and two men came out. Two men carrying automatic rifles. Two men with their heads wrapped in black cloth. The men got into the van and the van quickly pulled away. Pulling her helmet back on, she followed it, staying well behind it, often with other cars between her and the van so she wouldn’t be spotted.

	The van finally parked a few blocks away from one of Beastman’s buildings. Carol watched as six men, all with their heads wrapped, all with military rifles, quickly got out of the van. They separated into three groups of two and each group hurried off in different directions. All of them vaguely heading toward Beastman’s building up ahead.

	Was Beastman there? Was Brandy there? Riding slowly now, she headed down to the next corner, then turned to the right, following behind where one of those groups of mercenaries had gone. She watched as the mercenaries turned left at the next corner, she went straight and parked her bike. Leaving her helmet on, she raised the visor and went after the mercenaries on foot.

	The men moved quickly, seeming to know exactly where they were going. As Carol followed them, she tried to work out a plan to capture them both without causing too much of a ruckus. These weren’t your average run of the mill street punks. These were seasoned professionals. But the answer to how she wanted to try and take them came quickly and easily. Stopping briefly, she pulled her helmet off, then pulled the gasmask accessory out from the suit and pulled it over her head. When she was ready again, she pulled her helmet back on. From her pocket, she pulled the little glass vial of knockout gas that she had gotten from Beastman’s man. He hurried to catch up to the mercenaries.

	Ahead, she saw them both pause at the corner of a building on the corner. She saw one of them peer around the side of the building. Stopping them now would be the better option.

	“Hey guys,” she called out loudly as she ran toward them.

	She saw both of them turn their heads towards her. The one behind turned fully and lowered his weapon vaguely in her direction, but Carol could see he didn’t want to kill her. She ran right up to them and started to stop as if she just wanted to talk to them. They were both facing her now, but neither of them was aiming their guns at her. Their mistake. Instead of stopping near them, she accelerated and ran past the first man. Jumping high into the air, her foot came around and caught the second man square in the head as her hand grabbed the rifle the other man was holding. As she came down, she jerked on the rifle, pulling the man off balance. As her feet hit the sidewalk, she threw the tiny glass bottle down between the two men, causing it to shatter. Twisting, her leg came up and caught the man still standing behind his neck, pulling him hard down to the ground. She saw the first man starting to get up, then he faltered and sat back down. Both men immediately looked woozy. In seconds, they were both totally out. Carol had to hand it to Beastman. The gas made a very effective tactical weapon.

	Carol let them breathe in the gas for a few minutes while she walked away and made a phone call. “I’ve got two special ones ready for pick up.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The sound of the door opening pulled Brandy’s eyes open again. She saw Alfonso entering the room. Their eyes locked for a brief few moments until he purposely turned away. She watched as he walked over to the woman on her left. He never touched her, but he walked all the way around her, seeming to look her over. She heard the woman let out another sob.

	Brandy saw his eyes raking over her again as he walked across the room toward the other woman. Again, he walked around her without touching her.

	When he was done, Brandy watched as he stopped between the two women, looking at her. For some reason, he didn’t appear happy. She watched as an angry sneer crossed his face, then he turned and walked out. What had that been about? With the brief show suddenly over, she closed her eyes and dreamed of all the things she used to do…when she could move.

	Her dreams were interrupted by the door opening again. She watched as two men entered the room. They each gave quick glances to the other women in the room, but it was clear right from the start that they were interested in her…especially since they were heading straight for her. Uh–oh. She braced herself for more abuse.

	As the men split apart and headed for each side of her, she groaned. She knew her ass was about to get pounded again. She was surprised though when the two men stopped on each side of her. She felt them grabbing her cage and lifting it. Uh–oh. Was it party time again? She expected her cage to be lifted off the base and set on the floor, but they lifted her into the air, and then began turning her around. She felt them setting her down again, and then they seemed to leave her. A moment later, she heard the door open and close.

	She could no longer see the door. She could no longer see anything at all…except the dull tile wall in front of her face. She wanted to scream, but she didn’t. Instead, she cried. They had just found a way to make her existence even more unbearable. They might as well have blindfolded her or taken out her eyes. She couldn’t turn her head at all, so she couldn’t see anything at all…except the beige tile wall in front of her face.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	It was amazing the taxi drivers agreed to pick him up. It was amazing the hotel hadn’t thrown him out. It was amazing that all the restaurants he ate in didn’t throw him out. It was amazing that nobody seemed to mind him at all…except the pimps on the street when he tried to talk to the girls looking for customers. The bouncers in the clubs knew him now, but Ralphie knew he was watched very closely every time he went near one of the girls. For some unknown reason, he was tolerated, but only to a point – as long as it never kept the girls from mixing with any possible customers.

	All of his work and questioning so far had given Ralphie a pretty good picture of who each of the pimps worked for. The pimps might not always know the ultimate boss’s name, but from the little information he had heard Brandy and Carol discussing, he was able to come to some conclusions. And it seemed that the girls who ultimately belonged to Beastman, weren’t that hard to find.

	As Ralphie rode in the back of the cab, the bright city lights seemed to assault him from everywhere. He’d much rather the city be totally dark with no lights or electricity at all, just so nobody could see him. Sometimes, the entire city looked like one big red–light district to him. He guessed that with all the showgirls in their skimpy costumes running around, there wasn’t much of a difference. He tore his eyes from the bright lights around him and looked down in his lap instead. He could see the skirt of his red dress, and further down at the bottom of his shaved legs, his red stiletto heels. He was a walking embarrassment, and he knew it. It was amazing anyone allowed him to come anywhere near them.

	The cab deposited him right where he had asked to be taken. The car seemed to vanish the moment he closed the car door behind him. Taking a deep breath, he pulled his eyes up from the sidewalk to attempt to look everyone in the eye. It wasn’t easy. In truth, he didn’t have that kind of courage. But he had no choice but to try.

	He had seen some of the girls often enough now that they greeted him like an old friend, as long as he stayed out of the way of their business. This time, the things he asked them were different, more exacting. Have you seen or heard of a girl named Brandy, or as most everyone seemed to call her, Retribution? A lot of the girls laughed at that. None of them seemed to have heard of anyone like that. The few pimps and bouncers he was able to talk with didn’t seem to know either. It wasn’t long before he felt like his entire mission was nothing but a fool’s errand. A fool’s errand, for a fool. Like him. Fitting.

	It was getting late. He was about to start looking for a cab to take him back to the hotel, when he walked up to another group of Beastman’s girls that were working the streets. He saw the pimp watching them giving him the eye, but he had talked with these girls before. 

	“Ralphie!” one of the girls greeted him, while she eyed one of the passing cars, trying to attract a customer. “You’re looking sweet, sweetie,” she told him.

	“Thanks,” Ralphie replied. “Hey listen, I know this sounds weird, but I’m kind of looking for a friend of mine.”

	“What’s his name?”

	“No, it’s a she. A real she.”

	“A hooker? What’s her name?”

	“Uh…no. Trust me, she’s no hooker.”

	“Then I doubt I can help you. Now some of the guys that come around pretty often, I know them.”

	“No. I was just wondering if you ever heard any rumors about a girl named Brandy…or as she seems to more often be called, Retribution.”

	“Retro what?” the woman laughed. “Heaven’s no. Not that we would hear much anyway.” “Okay, thanks,” Ralphie told her and turned to walk away.

	“Hey Ralphie.”

	“He turned back.”

	“Why would you be asking us?”

	“Because, I’ve figured out that your big boss is someone named Beastman, and he kidnapped her. Now I’m trying to find out where she is.”

	“Oh gee. That’s tough. I really don’t know. Sorry.”

	“Yeah. Thanks.” He turned and walked away.

	“Ralphie!”

	He turned back to the prostitute again.

	“Look. It probably won’t do you a lick of good, but one of the girls that used to work with us caused a bit too much trouble once and was taken away. She was gone a long time. Months! Literally! We all figured she was dead. But she just came back yesterday, and from what I hear, she’s like…not the same person at all. She’s really messed up in the head. From what I hear, she hardly talks, she sleeps on the floor, naked! And she goes crazy trying to get every man who comes near her to let her go to work on him. You know? And trust me Ralphie, even for a woman in our position, she didn’t used to be that enthusiastic about it. But she sure is now. So I was thinking, I don’t know where they took her, but wherever it was, I sure hope it isn’t the same place they took your friend.”

	“Where can I find her?”

	“I don’t know. I expected her to be working the streets with us, but last night and tonight they grabbed her instead to work some special parties.”

	“Where would she usually work?”

	“I’m guessing, right here. They’ve just been keeping her busy since she got back, and trust me, she’s going out of her way to please everyone.”

	“What’s her name?”

	“They usually call her Sally Sweetlips. I’m not sure though if they’re still calling her that or not. I just heard most of this from some of the other girls. I haven’t seen her myself since she got back.”

	“Sally Sweetlips,” Ralphie repeated. “Thanks. Maybe tomorrow I’ll come back and see if she’s around.”

	“Yeah, sure Ralphie. And hey, maybe if you keep hanging around in dresses like that, Marco back there will let us do a makeover on you and you can work right here with us?”

	Ralphie smiled, but inwardly he was cringing at the thought. His life was already too much like theirs. “See you tomorrow.” 

	Sally Sweetlips. He had heard much worse names for a hooker.

	 


Chapter 29 – Dead Ends.

	 

	“What’s the word from Houghton?”

	They only hit two of Beastman’s places last night, but they wiped those places completely off the map.”

	“Why only two? I thought they were going to keep going and hit everything we know about.”

	“That was the plan, but at one of the first places they hit, two of their men went missing even before the action started. They still wiped the place out, but after that, Houghton called the whole thing off so they could search for their missing men.”

	“Did they find them?”

	“No. According to Houghton, it’s like they completely vanished.”

	“Deserters are his problem. I still want him to eliminate Beastman.”

	“He knows. But he’s sure his men didn’t desert. He thinks some of Beastman’s men caught them and got them out of there. Now he’s hopping mad about it, and evidently his men want payback.”

	“Good! Maybe they have a little more incentive now to get the job done.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Fuckin’ shithead!” Vince Beastman muttered angrily. “There’s no way he can deny it wasn’t him now that killed our people.”

	“No way!” one of his men agreed.

	“Okay,” Beastman said. “These guys are going to be a problem. A big one. But that doesn’t mean we can’t beat them. There’s still more of us than there are of them.”

	“I want all our places surrounded by men – all the time! And I want them all heavily armed. Tell the men not to just stand out in the open where their snipers can pick them off too easily. I want them all to take cover behind something. Make barriers with cars if they have to.

	Anything. Just make everyone is ready – all the time!”

	“I’ll pass it on,” another of his friends told him.”

	“Now,” Beastman continued. “The drive–bys we tried haven’t worked out as well as we hoped. We need something better. We need to hit him where it really hurts. Any ideas?”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Having just the beige wall to look at, so close to her face, was almost dizzying for Brandy’s tortured brain. She would never believe how powerful a thing like taking away what little she had to look at before could be. It would be better if she was actually blind. But she wasn’t blind. She could see the wall perfectly. There was just nothing on that wall to see. Nothing.

	The pain in her breasts from the bucket hanging below them was monstrous. As bad or worse than it had ever been. Surely the bucket had to be overflowing by now. Surely! When would they come in and empty it?

	She heard sounds behind her. Men talking and laughing. She realized that she hadn’t heard the door open. If anyone came in quietly, she would never even know someone else was there. She heard a loud slap and a man laughing…followed immediately by one of the women starting to cry again. The sounds behind her seemed to increase a little, but all that was immediately wiped from her mind when she felt a hand suddenly run along the length of her body. She hadn’t even known someone was heading towards her.

	And then there was a man standing right in front of her, the fly on his pants lined up right with her face. He was too close for her to see his face. If he stood back against the wall, she wasn’t sure if he would still be too close for her to see his face. But she had an excellent view of him pulling the fly on his pants down, and she had no choice but to watch as he pulled his big cock out. Just as she had no choice when he stuck it into her mouth.

	Before she could fully react, her face was rocked with pain when he slapped her hard. Her head locked so tightly in place felt like it was going to split apart.

	“Get busy! You’re going to learn to use that tongue of yours better than you have in the past. You’re going to learn to put it to work as good as you can the moment anything goes into your mouth. This is all you’re good for from now on, and we’ve been told to make sure you learn that. You’re nothing anymore, except a pleasure machine. Nothing. Now get busy!” Brandy’s face was slapped again. Her head roared with pain like a bad migraine.

	“Get busy!” the man yelled. He slapped her face as hard as he could on the other side.

	Brandy was assaulted by pain. He slapped her again.

	“I don’t stop until you start learning your place. Get that tongue working!” He slapped her again.”

	Brandy didn’t even remember starting to cry, but one fact came through loud and clear, if she didn’t get him hard and get him off, then the pain was going to continue. And she had no way to fight against it. Her head was rocked by pain as he slapped her yet again. Through the pain that threatened to tear her head apart, she put her tongue to work on his limp penis in her mouth. It was all she could do. As far as they were concerned, she was nothing more than a pleasure machine for them now. Nothing more than two holes for them to use in any way they wanted.

	Nothing on her body could move, except her toes, and her tongue, and she could blink. But that was it. All other movement for her had been rendered impossible. And these people weren’t interested if she could move her toes or blink her eyes. They were only interested in the movement of the tongue in her mouth. That was it. As the man had said, she had been rendered into nothing more than a machine for them to use. A thing. Otherwise, she was useless. No longer human in their eyes.

	“Harder!” the man ordered sternly. “Faster. Put more effort into it!”

	Brandy’s face got slapped again and the pain roared through her entire head and down her rigidly held spine. She had no choice but to try to work faster on him. No choice.

	She felt his cock growing faster now. There were place on it that seemed to react more to her tongue than others. She concentrated more on those places. In moments, she wished she hadn’t as his cock began thrusting in and out of her mouth, and it felt like it was going halfway down her throat. She had no choice though but to continue.

	She knew he would keep at it, keep nearly killing her, until he managed to spurt his junk into her…right down her throat. She’d be lucky if it didn’t kill her, or maybe she’d be luckier if it did kill her. But that was another thing she had no way of controlling. Just like there was nothing else she had any control over either. Nothing!

	In order to get him to stop, the only thing she could do was to get him off faster. And the only way she had of doing that was to keep working on him with her tongue. She tried. There was nothing else she could do. The feel of his cock continually ramming the back of her throat was literally killing her. She couldn’t stand it. Her trying to get him off was mostly desperation. How did those women who did this all the time do it? She couldn’t. She couldn’t stand it.

	And then she felt him cumming. Squirting into her mouth. Squirting right down her throat. Thrust after thrust. Squirt after squirt. And then he slowed down. Her tongue slowed as well. She coughed and choked a bit with his cock still in her mouth. She felt it shrinking in her mouth, but he wasn’t removing it yet. Why? Still, he seemed to be done, and that was a relief.

	For as many times as she had been forced to do this now, she still couldn’t handle it. She still hated it. And she still had no way to fight against it. But they had fixed things so that she would have no way to fight against it. That was the purpose of the ring in her mouth, and all the rest of the metal holding her entire body rigid.

	“You’re going to learn to do this better,” the man said menacingly. “Much better!”

	Brandy just wished he’d pull his damn cock out of her mouth and go away. Why wasn’t he? And then she found out when her mouth was suddenly attacked by a strong stream of his pee rushing into it.

	“Swallow!” the man commanded. “Swallow all of it!”

	She swallowed, but not by choice. It was either swallow or die. Still, she was glad for as much of it that fell out of her mouth so she wouldn’t have to swallow it. She was drowning! The pee stopped, but her mouth was still full of it. Still full of his cock too. It was difficult to use her tongue to push the pee out with his cock still there. She was forced to swallow what was still in her mouth.

	“You’re going to have to learn to do that better too,” the man told her. “Now clean me. Clean me off good. Every bit of it,” he demanded. “Put that tongue back to work!”

	Brandy had no idea who this guy was, but she hated him. She hated him passionately. She had no choice but to try and use her dirty, pee–soaked tongue to go over every bit of his penis she could reach. Finally, she felt him pulling out of her. She breathed in a few breaths of air.

	“You need a lot of work!” the man muttered. She saw him put his cock back in his pants and zip of his fly. Then he walked away. She had never seen his face. She had no idea what he looked like. She was just glad he was gone.

	Her head still felt like she had a bad migraine. Her mouth tasted horrible from all his pee. And even though it had been just the one man, her tongue was already tired. She really hoped he would never come back.

	Through the pain in her head. Through the horrible taste in her mouth, the blank wall in front of her seemed to reach out and envelope her. Blankness. Dullness. Nothing to focus on. No stimulation at all. She closed her eyes, but her mind still seemed to see that empty wall. 

	Another tear escaped her eye and rolled down her cheek. Just thinking was starting to become difficult. She realized that they didn’t care if she could think or not. She could lose her mind completely and it wouldn’t matter to them. As long as she could still perform with her tongue. Or maybe they didn’t care about that since they could still use her ass instead.

	Blank. Nothing. Two holes. A machine. A thing that could do nothing but bring them pleasure…and feel pain.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Susan wouldn’t normally do this. This was something she knew that even now, wasn’t necessary. People died in this business every single day. She had never, in her life, informed anyone that someone in the business had died…unless that was information that was sold as part of a deal. But this time, she felt different about it. There was no reason to contact Vinny in Cleveland about Brandy. It was only because of Carol that she was doing it. Carol had somehow managed to fall in love with Brandy, and it seemed that Brandy had loved Carol equally. Who would have ever thought? But it was only because of Carol, that Susan now picked up her phone.

	It took her a few minutes to get through to him, but eventually she heard his voice. “This is Vinny.”

	“Mr. Salduvicamervatori,” Susan started. “This is Susan Wu, with Wu Enterprises.”

	“Wu Enterprises? What, you want money now for something you didn’t tell me about?”

	“No, Mr. Salduvicamervatori.”

	“Please, it’s just Vinny.”

	“Very well…Vinny. I’m only calling as a favor for someone else. Someone who’s done a lot of work for this company, and someone who I’m afraid has fallen deeply in love with your niece, Brandy. And Brandy has fallen in love with her.”

	“Her?” Vinny replied. “Funny, I ain’t heard about it.”

	“That’s why I’m calling. I’m afraid your niece is missing.”

	“Missing! And how about this woman you say she’s in love with? I know Brandy was supposed to be working with one of your people.”

	“Our agent has been searching everywhere for your niece. She’s convinced that Brandy is still alive but is being held captive somewhere. Personally, I’m not so sure anymore. It’s been a while now since she was taken.”

	“You’re sure she was taken?”

	“Positive. They resorted to using gas against her.”

	“Gas! Huh! Dirty play…not that anything is out of bounds. But there aren’t too many people who use something like that.”

	“We’re fairly sure we know who took her, we just haven’t been able to find him either. I’m sorry to have to let you know about this. As I said, I’m only calling because someone else wanted me to.”

	“Is this girl that Brandy’s been working with, and evidently is now in love with, the one that rumors call Death?”

	“I’m afraid that’s her.”

	“I told Brandy to watch out for her.”

	“Just as we told Carol to watch out for Brandy.”

	“Carol.”

	“Her real name.”

	“Not that it matters,” Vinny replied.

	“No. It doesn’t. Carol had gone by dozens of different aliases over the years.”

	“I’m sure she has. So what do you want from me?”

	“Nothing. Nothing at all Mr…Vinny. I only wanted to let you know that Brandy is missing. Carol, I’m afraid is insisting on continuing to look for her. I’ve been in the area, but it’s time now for me to close up shop and start sending my people home.”

	“Okay,” Vinny replied. “I know some people out in Las Vegas. I’ll fly out and have a little talk. Who did you think took her?”

	“We’re sure it was one of the city mob bosses. A man named Beastman.”

	“Never heard of him. But I’ll look into it. Thanks.”

	“You’re welcome Vinny,” Susan replied. “And again. I’m very sorry.”

	“Yeah. Me tool.”

	“Vinny hung up the phone. Brandy was missing. Maybe dead. Not good!”

	“Sammy!” he yelled. When his old friend came into his office he said. “Book me a flight to Las Vegas. Brandy has gone missing.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Janice gratefully finished off what was left of her glass of cold iced tea as she watched the men leading the first of the mercenaries away. Mercenaries. Soldiers. She had destroyed the minds of dozens of them over the years. They all thought they were so tough, but in the end, they fell to her methods just like everyone else. As the man was led away to be questioned by the experts, she set her glass down and headed for the house to take a short breather while they set up the second mercenary in her workroom.

	As she approached the back patio, she saw Susan sitting out there just putting her phone down. She took one of the seats next to the oriental woman. “How’s business?” Janice asked.

	“Business is fine,” Susan replied. “I just finished talking with Brandy’s uncle. Carol wanted me to let him know that Brandy was missing.”

	“I’m surprised Carol asked you to call him.”

	“And I wouldn’t, normally.”

	“Carol hates men.”

	“I know,” Susan replied. “Just like you.”

	“I’m afraid I made sure of that since the time she was born. A decision I still don’t regret. As much as I hate what Carol has become, I’m also quite proud of her.”

	“With good reason,” Susan said. “She’s one of the premier assassins in the world.”

	“And evidently, so was Brandy, the woman she loves.”

	“Yes. Just not on the scale that Carol has achieved. But in many ways, the two of them were very much alike.”

	“Danger,” Janice said. “For many people, no doubt Carol and Brandy as well, danger is a drug. A drug they can’t do without.”

	“And no doubt, they both saw that danger in each other. It’s probably what attracted them to each other in the first place.”

	“Perhaps,” Janice agreed. “In Carol’s case though, I’m actually glad she found someone she could love. I was worried that maybe she would go her entire life without feeling that emotion. Even for as brief a time as it was.”

	Susan looked at her and nodded her agreement. “True, I guess. When I lost the woman I loved, I sent you after her. A decision I’ve never regretted.”

	“Yes. My first job for you. And now look where we are.”

	Susan laughed. “I’m afraid that because of Maria Alverez and her secret empire, you’ve become an entire division for our company.”

	“True,” Janice admitted, thinking of all the people and equipment that Wu Enterprises had developed just to back her up. “Maria has invested a lot of money in my services. I always wanted to be wealthy, but I never imagined being as wealthy as I am now.” “And how much has Maria made because of it?” Susan asked.

	“Since she now secretly owns all the major drug lords and every politician in South American and beyond, probably far more than even you know about.”

	“Exactly.”

	“What did Brandy’s uncle say when you told him?”

	“He took it rather well. He’s flying out to Vegas to talk with some of the people he knows.”

	“I wish him luck. If Carol hasn’t turned up anything so far, I’m not sure that he will.”

	“I doubt he’ll turn up anything either. I have no doubt that him coming out here will be a complete waste of time.”

	Janice saw one of the Chinese men come out of the barn. He stopped when he saw her and motioned to her. “Well, it looks like soldier number two is ready for me now. Back to work.” “Good luck,” Susan wished her.

	“Huh! The bigger they are, the harder they fall. And they all fall down before me.” Janice walked off the patio and headed for the barn and her next victim. She turned before she got very far though. “Susan,” she said. “Would you do me a favor please and call Brandy’s uncle. I think I’d like to meet him. Offer him one of the rooms here to stay in for a night.”

	“Here?” Susan almost fell out of her chair. Janice hated men. All men. She barely put up with her father and the men working for them, most of whom were mostly kept away from Janice whenever possible.

	“I’ll extend the offer,” Susan replied, still trying to overcome her surprise.

	“Thank you,” Janice said before turning and heading toward the barn.

	Susan could only wonder why Janice would want to meet…Vinny.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Bullet holes. Scattered around. Easily missed. But not if you knew what and where to look for them.

	The call had come in last night. One of several. Gunfire. A lot of gunfire. The police had responded, but by the time they got there, it had all been over. As Detective Corbin’s practiced eyes searched the buildings in the area, he had to wonder why the police hadn’t gotten there sooner. He had his suspicions. Two suspicions. Either one, or the other, or…both! Most likely both. One, the police in the area had been paid to look the other way and to stay away. And the second and more likely scenario, once they had heard all the gunfire, they had simply gone somewhere else for a while until it was all over with. As far as Corbin was concerned, it could have easily been a combination of both scenarios. They police had been paid to look the other way, and once they had gotten near the area, they had simply gone somewhere safer for a while – until it was all over.

	There was one building without bullet holes along the front. But instead of bullet holes, he saw something far more concerning. Blood. Several large spots of it staining the sidewalk. Several places where the front of the building had been splattered with it. People had gotten shot there. But unlike the buildings across the street, there were no bullet marks in the front of the building. Whoever had been shot here, had been shot by someone who knew how to shoot – well! And the men who had been shot, had returned fire, but their bullets had gone wide and hit the buildings across the street instead.

	He pushed his way into the building, and stopped. It smelled like blood. It smelled like death. And it didn’t take him long to find the first body. Or the second, or the third. “Shit!” he muttered. He backed out of the building and pulled out his phone. As far as he was concerned, the building was too dangerous to simply walk through just then. He called in a S.W.A.T. unit to search the building for survivors…and further danger.

	A block away, Carol sat on her motorcycle and watched as the police wandered around the area. She saw the one man go into Beastman’s building, and she saw him come out and make a phone call. Something had happened here. Most likely it had happened last night while she was messing with the mercenaries in another of Beastman’s locations. Her mother was now playing with the mercenaries she had captured last night. It would be later this afternoon before they would have any information out of them.

	In the meantime. Carol had come back into Las Vegas to continue searching for Beastman. Had he been killed? She hoped not. She wanted the pleasure of doing that herself. She started her bike and left the area. The police were in her way right now. And from what little she had seen, she was guessing that there was no one left alive in that building anyway. So where was Beastman? She prayed he wasn’t dead yet, because he seemed to be the answer to her more important question. Where was Brandy?

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Vince Beastman walked around the suburban house that one of his men had recently purchased. It sat in one of the worst black neighborhoods just outside of Las Vegas. There was nothing special about it. If fact, it was pretty much a dump. But right now, it was probably the safest place in the city for him to be. There was no way it could be traced to him so there was no way anyone could know he was staying there.

	He had three main buildings left in the city. All of his people, all of his whores, all of his drugs, everything his organization had was locked up in those places. Except him and his three closest friends. He was out away from it all where he could stay safe while he ran operations. All the buildings he had left were in the process of being turned into fortresses so those damn mercenaries couldn’t get at them. It was the only move he had left to make. That…and revenge. Unfortunately, he couldn’t see a method for revenge just then, but he was determined to find one.

	“Boss!” one of his men said as he put his cellphone away. “All our places are set.”

	“Good!” Beastman replied. “How about the hookers?”

	“They’re still going to run some of them, but like you said, we’re going to have lots of men hidden nearby. If they try anything, our guys will be ready.”

	Beastman nodded. “Good.”

	“Boss,” another of his men said. “What are we gonna do? He’s wiping us out like he did the Mexican.”

	“I know!” Beastman replied, totally frustrated with the situation. “Trust me, I’m open to any ideas any of you man have.”

	None of his friends had any suggestions for the problem at all.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	It was mid–afternoon when Carol drove her bike into the driveway of her mother’s mansion. Her maid, Susannah, greeted her at the door. “Your mother finished a little while ago,” She told Carol. “I understand that Mr. Wu’s men finished with the first man and are now questioning the second one. Right now, Miss Wu is out on the patio behind the house with your mother.”

	“Thanks,” Susannah,” Carol replied. She headed for the back of the house. As she went out the back door, she saw her mother and Susan Wu sitting together. She also saw Mr. Wu heading from the barn toward the house.

	“Carol dear. You’re back,” Janice called happily. Come join us?”

	Carol went over and hugged her mother briefly before taking one of the seats. Mr. Wu was just then climbing the steps.

	“No luck in the city today?” Janice asked.

	“It looks like someone has been doing their best to wipe Beastman off the map. The place where I grabbed those two mercenaries wasn’t the only place they hit last night. And from what I’ve seen, it looks like Beastman is doing his best to beef up security as much as possible.”

	“That sounds logical,” Susan noted. “What else would he do?”

	“True,” Carol replied. “But between his security, those mercenaries, and now the police sticking their noses into things, it’s making answers even more difficult to find.” They all watched as Mr. Wu took another of the seats.

	“Any news yet father?” Susan asked.

	“So far, it looks like this second man only knows what little the first one did. Both men were in the military together. They both came from Michigan. They both were in Special Forces together. And now they’re both mercenaries for hire. They’re all staying at some big ranch, but they don’t know who owns it. Just that it takes them nearly an hour to get back and forth to the city. And like the first man said, they’re given specific targets, and then told to take them out. Right now, their mission is to simply kill everyone inside the buildings they’re being taken to. And neither of them knows who is ultimately paying their bill.”

	Carol shook her head. “So even the mercenaries are a dead end.”

	Mr. Wu smiled. “Perhaps not quite.” He noticed everyone’s attention to that detail. “They’re being led by someone named Colonel Houghton. The background check our people are running on him right now says he used to be American military before he turned to private contracting.”

	“How do we find him?” Carol asked.

	“We’re still looking. It will be several hours yet before we know anymore.”

	“Colonel Houghton,” Carol mused. “I never heard of him.”

	“You rarely work in the states,” Mr. Wu reminded her. “We’ll give you the entire file on him as soon as we have it.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Ralphie strolled down the sidewalk. Since he had left the cab, he had noticed things in the area were subtly different. Tonight, he had a far more exacting quest than he had before. He was on a mission to find Sally Sweetlips with the hope that she would know something about where Brandy might be.

	His mind barely registered the pain in his feet from his very high heels. This pair of shoes seemed to hurt more than some of his other shoes. But he had worn nothing but very high heels for so long that he barely thought about that irritation anymore. The dress he was wearing was black with a short skirt that had a slit where his left leg poked even further out of it with each step he took. The top of the dress was low–cut and tight, prominently displaying is fake boobs. As always, he was a walking embarrassment.

	But would that embarrassing life continue if he couldn’t find Brandy? He wasn’t even sure why he was still looking for her, except that it might be possible that if Brandy turned up dead, then Vinny might just decide to end his life. He hopped not, but with mob bosses like Vinny, you never knew. His bigger worry was Brandy. If she finally turned up alive, and he wasn’t around, and he wasn’t still doing just what she wanted, then he had no doubt that she would go out of her way to make what remained of his life a total living hell. Brandy scared him far more than Vinny did.

	As he approached the area where he had talked with that one hooker last night, he noticed some changes. The pimp watching the girls was different. And another difference he was quick to pick up on. There were three muscle men watching everything and everyone too. No, not just three. More. He wasn’t sure how many men were casually standing around on the sidewalks, on both sides of the street. Men who were acting casual, but weren’t. Why?

	He spotted the woman who had suggested he find Sally Sweetlips. He headed straight for her, well aware of the looks the men in the area were giving him. They made him far more nervous than he already was. He walked up to the prostitute.

	“Hey you! Get your flaky ass outa’ here!”

	He turned. One of the goons was heading straight for him. “Is Sally working tonight?” He quickly asked the prostitute.”

	“Yeah,” she’s here,” the prostitute replied.

	Ralphie felt the goon grabbing him and pulling him. In seconds the man shoved him hard. “Get your ass out of here!” the man ordered as Ralphie fell to the pavement.

	Ralphie looked up at the prostitute. “Where is she?”

	“A few blocks further up,” the woman called to him.

	“Shut the fuck up and get back to work!” the man yelled at her. He turned and pointed at Ralphie, still on the ground. “And you get lost!”

	Ralphie picked himself up and hurried away, in the direction he needed to go to find Sally. He had no idea what she looked like, only that he needed to find her. He moved two blocks further. He recognized a few more of Beastman’s prostitutes, as well as a few women who were working the street that he hadn’t seen before. Was Sally one of them?

	He walked up to the first prostitute, one he hadn’t seen before. “I’m looking for Sally Sweetlips,” he said to her. 

	The woman looked him over questioningly. “Nice dress,” she said.

	Ralphie ignored the compliment. “I need to find Sally Sweetlips. Is she here?” “Hey! You!” another angry male voice yelled. “Get the hell away from here.” Ralphie looked up to see another man hurrying toward him.

	“Where’s Sally?” he asked the prostitute desperately.

	“The other end of the block,” the woman told him. “She’s the blonde wearing the orange outfit.”

	“Thanks,” Ralphie replied before hurrying away from her…in the direction of Sally Sweetlips. Hurrying that way though, took him right past the man who had yelled. As he hurried past him, the man reached out and pushed him. Ralphie stumbled but didn’t fall.

	“Get out of here!” the man ordered. Stay away from our girls!”

	Ralphie hurried on…directly toward Sally Sweetlips. She was easy to find. She was also the most enthusiastic whore out there. Ralphie had never seen a woman put so much energy into trying to find customers. “Sally?” he asked as he walked up to her.

	She turned to him. Ralphie noted how surprised she was to see him. But that surprise quickly left her face as she came right over to him and put her arms all around him.

	“Aren’t you just the sweetest thing, Sister? Love your outfit. Bet I can make you feel better than you’ve ever felt in your life.”

	She was now running her hands up and down his body. “Uh…I just need information.”

	“What you need sugar, is some of what I can do for you. I promise, I can do things that make you forget about every woman you’ve ever had before…or man,” she added quickly. 

	“Uh…I just need some information,” Ralphie said as the woman dropped to her knees and began running her hand up under his skirt.

	“What the fuck are you doing!” and angry voice yelled. “Yo! Sally! Get your ass back to the streets and find a real customer.”

	Before Ralphie knew it, he was grabbed and pulled away from Sally by a large black man. The man pulled Ralphie around, then punched him in the stomach. Ralphie doubled over in pain, trying to catch his breath.

	“Get your ass out of here and stay out of here!” the man yelled. He kicked Ralphie in the rear end, sending Ralphie down to the sidewalk again. “Go!” the man yelled. “Get!”

	Ralphie did his best to pick himself up and leave. He was still bent over, his stomach still in pain from the one punch the man had landed. He had no choice but to hurry out of the area.

	How was he going to get to talk to Sally? How?

	 


Chapter 30 – Not So Sweet Abduction.

	 

	Ralphie didn’t sleep much. Worry ate away at him. On the surface, he knew he should be ecstatic if Brandy had somehow gotten herself killed…even if it was very possible that Vinny might kill him just to keep him quiet. But it was also possible that Vinny might decide to let him go free. He knew that running away from someone like Vinny would be difficult. People like Vinny had ways of knowing far too much. But the truth was, he wasn’t ecstatic over the situation at all. The situation ate away at him. And despite his longing to be free of Brandy and her never–ending tortures, he’d much rather be back on firm footing so he could know where he stood – which of course was at the bottom of whatever pressure–cooking idea Brandy saddled him with.

	So far, his one and only lead to what might have happened to Brandy seemed to rest in that hooker. Sally Sweetlips. But last night, there were an unprecedented number of men with guns that were guarding not only Sally, but all the girls in that part of town. Despite trying desperately to talk with Sally, who had been the most enthusiastic, over the top, hooker he had ever seen, he had been thrown out of there. Forcibly! It would be a while before he forgot about how hard the man had punched him in the stomach.

	For all of his trips through that area in the last week, Ralphie hadn’t seen most of those men there before. It was like a whole new crew had taken over the girls there. A big and very well armed crew. They had made it very difficult, in fact impossible, for him to talk with any of the girls. He was obviously not customer material, so they had chased him away, every time.

	As far as he could see, Ralphie had one and only one option. He needed help. And the only person he knew to ask for that help, was Carol. And the only way he knew of to contact her, was through the Chinese restaurant. He didn’t even have a direct phone number where he could call her. As far as Ralphie could see, his one and only option was to go back to that Chinese restaurant and ask them to contact Carol for him. He would let Carol know what he had and hadn’t found. And if she wasn’t interested, maybe she could offer him some advice on what to do if Brandy wasn’t found…or was found dead.

	The only question now was, what time did that Chinese restaurant open? Oh, and what dress would be the best one for him to wear, where he would get laughed at the least?

	It was late morning when Ralphie, wearing a blue and white print dress and his black stiletto heels stepped out of his hotel door and made his way down to the waiting taxi below. He prayed the driver would be one he had met before. When he got to the bottom of the stairs, he was able to see the driver though the windshield. He thanked his lucky stars that it was a driver he had been picked up by several times now. He opened the rear door of the taxi and got in. He had already told the cab company dispatcher where he needed to go.

	“That same Chinese restaurant?” the driver asked.

	“Yes please,” Ralphie replied.

	But the driver didn’t go anywhere. Instead, Ralphie saw him staring at him through the rearview mirror. “Is there a problem?”

	“Not really,” the driver said. “I’m just wondering something.”

	Uh–oh. “About me?”

	“Oh yeah!”

	“Look,” Ralphie said, “I don’t want to dress like this, but if I don’t my mistress will literally kill me. And I mean literally! She’s dangerous!”

	The driver chuckled a laugh. “Sure.”

	“That’s my story, whether you believe it or not. So can we go?”

	“I need to know something first.”

	“What?”

	“How much for you to give me a blow job while I drive you there.”

	Ralphie was shocked. “How…”

	“You keep your mouth on my cock the whole way there, and I don’t charge you a dime for the trip.”

	“Money isn’t a problem!”

	“Maybe for you, but my problem is that I want someone to suck me off. And I’m betting anything that you’ve had plenty of experience.”

	“What if I have?”

	“Then I’m guessing you’d be a prime candidate to give me what I want.”

	“I have money! Plenty!”

	“And I want a blowjob! And if you’re good enough, maybe you and me can get together sometime later, in a more private situation.”

	Ralphie stared at his face in the rearview mirror. It had been a while now since he had gotten any relief. “Would you be willing to fuck my ass?”

	The driver laughed. “Fuck your ass? Shit! I’d give my right arm to do it.”

	“Promise?”

	The driver chuckled another laugh. “I don’t have to promise. I’m already looking forward to it. “Then open the front door. I’ll be right there.”

	The driver couldn’t believe it. He unlocked the front door and let his fare get in. “What’s your name.”

	“They call me Ralphie.”

	“John,” the driver told him. “Nice dress.”

	“Thanks,” Ralphie replied as his hands went to the front of John’s pants. He started unzipping them.

	“Chinese restaurant?” the driver asked, not believing his luck. 

	“Just let me know when we get there,” Ralphie replied. He leaned over and pulled the driver’s cock out of his pants and underwear. His mouth was already at work before the driver put the car in gear. 

	Ralphie’s practiced mouth and tongue went to work. He kept the driver in a constant state of excitement the entire way to the restaurant. He didn’t stop until after they had arrived, then he really went to work and a moment later, he was swallowing the entire load of cum the driver could give him. Ralphie pulled his head up out of the diver’s lap and locked him in a passionate hug and kiss. “You know where my room is. I’m not sure what time I’ll be back, but please…call me later.”

	“As soon as I get off work,” the driver replied.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Both men wore expensive tailored suits. There was an air about them that spoke power. They had travelled together many times through the years, this time they were in Las Angeles. But Las Angeles wasn’t their final destination.

	“Over there, boss,” Sammy said as he spotted the Chinese man holding a placard that said “Vinny” on it.”

	“Yeah. That’s gotta be him,” Vinny agreed.

	“And why are we taking the time to see this woman again?” Sammy asked.

	“Because Wu Enterprises said we should.”

	“Sounds dumb. Like they’re purposely trying to waste our time. We know people in Vegas. We can lean on them for help.”

	“Yeah. But I have a feeling that we might want to listen to Wu Enterprises. At least until they give us reason not to.”

	“We’ve gotten along just fine without them in the past,” Sammy pointed out.

	“I know. But to me, being selected as one of their clients, is an honor. We’ll listen…for now.” “Mister Vinny?” the Chinese man asked as they walked up to him.

	“Yes. Are you with Wu Enterprises?”

	“Instead of replying, the Chinese man smiled and turned. “Right this way please. We’ll get your bags and then we have a bit of a drive ahead of us.”

	“Where are you taking us?”

	“Nevada.”

	“Anywhere near Las Vegas?” Sammy asked.

	“Several hours away, I’m afraid. LA is closer.”

	After they collected their bags, the man led them to a beautiful black limo. “At least we travel in style,” Sammy noted.

	Once they were on the road, Vinny took the opportunity to question the driver. “Do you know this Stokley woman we’re supposed to meet?”

	“Oh yes,” the Chinese man replied. “I have had the honor of doing many things for her. She is a truly great woman.”

	“Sounds rich then,” Sammy noted.

	“Yes, yes,” the Chinese man told him. “Very rich.” “And she wants to see me,” Vinny said.

	“That, I do not know. Mr. Wu gave orders that I should pick you up and bring you to them.

	That is all I know.”

	Neither Vinny or Sammy replied to that. Evidently, they had a long drive ahead of them.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Susannah knocked softly on the bedroom door. “Miss Carol,” she called. “Come on in, Susannah,” Carol replied.

	Susannah entered the room and found Carol just getting out of bed. “Sorry,” Carol told her.

	“Late night.”

	“You work a lot of late nights,” Susannah noted.

	“Part of the job,” Carol replied.

	“Miss Susan has asked me to get you. You’ve had a call from Brandy’s friend Ralphie. From what I understand, he would like your help with something.”

	“Ralphie! Shit! Thanks, Susannah. I can dress myself today. Tell Susan I’ll be there in a few minutes.”

	“Yes Miss,” Susannah replied with a smile. She turned and left.

	Ten minutes later, Carol wandered downstairs and found Susan. “Ralphie called?”

	“Yes,” Susan Wu replied. He thinks he has a lead on Brandy, or at least someone who might know something, but he can’t get close enough to her to talk to her.”

	Carol sat down in one of the soft chairs across from Susan. “While I’ve been trying to find Beastman, Ralphie has been out talking to the hookers. I told him to specifically talk to the ones that belong to Beastman.”

	“Hookers sometimes know more than people think,” Susan replied.

	“Yeah. I’m sure they might. Where’s Ralphie now?”

	“At the restaurant, waiting to hear from you.”

	“Will you please pass the word to him that I’ll meet him back at the hotel. It’s about time I cleared what few things I still have there out of there. And tell him to pack Brandy’s stuff up too. Whatever he needs, if it involves Brandy, I’ll help him with. Then I guess for now, we should bring him back here for a few days. No use having him up there.”

	“We’re going to have a full house here already tonight,” Susan told him. “You’re mother has invited Brandy’s uncle to stay here. And I believe he has a travelling companion as well.”

	“Ralphie can sleep in the barn for all I care. Then put him to work with the rest of the staff.”

	“Since Brandy’s uncle is coming,” Susan said, “perhaps we can come to some kind of conclusion what should be done with him.”

	“Yeah. Good idea. If we can’t find Brandy, let him take Ralphie off our hands. I’ll get dressed and head out to Vegas now to see him.”

	“It’s lunchtime,” Susan pointed out. “You know your mother would much rather have you here.”

	“Yeah. True. Tell Ralphie I’ll leave here right after lunch.”

	A short while later, they were all sitting down to lunch at the big table. After Janice had said grace, Mr. Wu brought up the subject of the two mercenaries that Carol had captured. “We still haven’t been able to find Colonel Houghton,” Wu told Carol, but we’re now trying to track his cellphone to see if that can give us a clue. So far, we havn’t had much success. We’re fairly sure he has it turned off while he’s working, but if it comes back online again, we’ll be able to narrow down the search area.”

	“Sounds good,” Carol nodded. “And what about those two Bozos I brought in two days ago?”

	“We got nothing more that was useful out of either of them.”

	“Where are they now?”

	“The last I noticed, I think they were doing their best to lay an egg out with the rest of your mother’s…chickens.”

	At hearing that, Janice couldn’t help herself. She laughed. So did Carol.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	One minute she was sound asleep, the next, Brandy was chocking as someone’s cock was rudely shoved down her throat. Her mouth seemed to automatically go to work on the oversized cock. She had gone from sleeping as best she could despite her pain, and a heartbeat later, she was desperately trying to get the guy off so he would leave her alone. 

	It was more than just mere desperation. It was a desperation born out of pain and fear. She didn’t know how many times now she had woken up just like this. One minute she was sleeping, the next, she had no choice but to put her tongue to work, and work it hard! The cruel slaps she had gotten from past men had her completely on edge. She never knew when one of those trainers would pay attention to her. And every one of them had been overly cruel. 

	Most of the time, when she was awake, she heard someone coming into the room, and then they would pay all their attention to the other girls. She always breathed a sigh of relief when they did. But she dreaded the times when they came in to lavish their cruelty on her. 

	And then there were the women who came in to feed and clean her, she never knew when they were there either until they started working on her. The few times she had tried to say something to them, they had yelled at her to shut up. One of them had slapped her face too. None of them now seemed to be like that first woman who had fed and bathed her.

	Her life was slowing going from bad to worse, to much worse. Facing the blank wall like she was, she had no idea what was really going on behind her. It was getting to the point now where she simply tuned the sounds out. The one thing she wished she could stop, was the constant never ending pain in her breasts. The bucket seemed to always feel like it was full, even after they emptied it. But she knew now that the weight of that bucket would forever be growing and pulling harder on her tortured breasts. She had no doubt that her breasts were distended now from all that weight and were probably permanently disfigured.

	She just wanted the pain to stop. She just wanted to be able to move…any part of her body just a little. She was beyond desperate to be able to move again. She was beyond desperate to do anything at all.

	The man finally shot his load down her throat. She coughed a bit. At least that was getting easier. Her eyes watched as he pulled his big cock out of her mouth and put it away in his pants. And then he was gone. She breathed a sigh of relief. At least he hadn’t slapped her face again…whoever he was. She couldn’t see anyone’s faces anymore. The wall was too close for that. Most of the men who came to her now, she only knew them from the look of their cocks. And the one who had just left her she hated more than any of them. What a freak! How did he get a cock that big?

	She closed her eyes, and despite not being able to move a muscle, despite all the pain to her breasts, she fell asleep. It was getting like she had an on–off switch now. She would be asleep until someone shoved their cock into her mouth, then she turned on and went to work on him. Her own on–off switch. Just like a machine. Another way that she was less human than she had been. They had turned her into a thing. A machine. A decoration. She wasn’t a person anymore. She was…a thing.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	As Carol drover her bike away from the mansion, she passed one of the Wu limousines driving in. She couldn’t see who was in the backseat because the windows were black, but she wondered if it was Brandy’s uncle arriving. Unfortunately, she didn’t have time for him now. She needed to get to Ralphie and his tip about Brandy. Unfortunately, she had already been delayed too long because her mother wanted her to stay and have lunch. But if that was Brandy’s uncle arriving now, why hadn’t her mother delayed lunch until they got here. Of course, the answer to that was easy. Her mother hated men. The fewer she had to put up with the better. Carol was amazed that her mother had invited Brandy’s uncle to stay in the first place.

	She put Brandy’s uncle and her mother out of mind as she opened the bike up on the long stretch between the mansion and Las Vegas. Did Ralphie find Brandy…or at least a clue as to where she might be? That was a hope she clung to desperately.

	The big bike slowed as it reached the outskirts of the city. The traffic caused her to slow even further. But the cheap hotel finally came into sight and she parked her bike where she usually did. She went up to her room first, the room she had barely been in. She looked around, then left. Her things looked undisturbed, not that there was anything at all there that she was interested in. She went to the next door and knocked. The door was opened quickly.

	“Miss Carol,” Ralphie exclaimed. 

	“What’s it all about, Ralphie?”

	Ralphie backed up and sat on his bed while Carol entered and closed the door. “You know Miss Brandy has had me going out every night to talk to the hookers.”

	“Yes. You were going to keep talking go them to see if any of them might know where Brandy is. What did you find?”

	“Nothing for sure, but there’s this new hooker in town and I was told by one of the other hookers that she might know. Nothing definite. But…it’s the best possibility I’ve gotten so far. The only problem is, that last night when I went out to talk to the girls, there were a lot of new men around everywhere and they were all armed. Every time I got close to one of the girls to talk to them, they chased me away.”

	“So you didn’t find the one you were looking for, the one with the information about

	Brandy.”

	“No! I did find her!”

	“You did? What did she say?”

	Ralphie shook his head. “Nothing about what I wanted to know, and before I could ask any more questions, the guy came over and punched me in the stomach and chased me away.

	My stomach still hurts.”

	“Do you think there’s a chance this girl might really know something?”

	“It’s the only thing I’ve been able to dig up so far. But Miss Carol, I was warned that this hooker was weird. And I’ve got to tell you, she had to be the most desperate hooker in the world. When I tried to talk to her, she was all over me, trying to get me to have sex with her, and I mean all over me! Until that guy punched me and I had to get out of there.”

	“What’s her name?”

	“Sally Sweetlips?”

	Carol rolled her eyes. “Gorgeous name.”

	“Where can we find her?”

	“You know they don’t run the hookers like her until late at night. They only put the cheaper ones out during the day.”

	“Yeah. So we’re stuck waiting. I don’t suppose you know where they’re keeping her.” “I don’t know.”

	“So we’re waiting. Alright. I can handle that. Pack all of Brandy’s things up. I’m going next door and I’ll sleep for a while. We’ll go out tonight and find this…Sally Sweetlips. And trust me, if there’s any chance at all that she knows where Brandy is, I’ll destroy everyone in the entire damn city to get at her.”

	“Uh…Miss Carol?”

	“Yeah?”

	“Um…I’ve kind of got a date tonight.”

	“A date!”

	“Uh…just for a little while. And not late.”

	“What do you mean, a date? Someone is taking you out?”

	“Uh…I don’t think so. He’s a cab driver who’s picked me up a few times. He’s coming here after work so we could…you know…together.”

	“Right here?”

	“Uh…I think that was the general idea.”

	Carol laughed. “Fuck Ralphie, if you did find someone who can help me find Brandy, have all the fun you want. What time do you think we need to leave here to get there when your…Sally Sweetlips starts working?”

	“Uh…I’m not sure. I think if we leave here about nine, that will work.”

	“Okay Ralphie. I don’t care what you do between now and nine o’clock, but I’m going to have a car come by then to take all our things out of here…you too! Just be damn sure your ready to go by nine. Got it?”

	“Yes Miss Carol,” Ralphie replied excitedly. “Thank you.”

	“Good! I’m going to get some rest. Don’t wake me.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“Mister…um…. Please forgive me for not using your last name,” Janice said to the well– dressed gentleman who had just arrived at the mansion.

	“That’s quite alright, ma’am,” Vinny replied. “I prefer people to just call me Vinny. No Mister in front of it or anything, just Vinny. And this is my friend Sammy,” Vinny told the woman, one of two on the front steps of the place. The other was a Chinese looking woman, and there as a Chinese man with them as well.

	Janice nodded. “Very well…Vinny. It is much easier.”

	Susan stepped forward. “And I’m Susan Wu,” she told the two men. “And this is my father, the head of Wu Enterprises. You can just call him, Mr. Wu please.”

	“The head!” Vinny exclaimed. “It’s an honor to meet you, sir.” “Welcome,” Mr. Wu replied with a small bow.

	“Please come in,” Janice said as she turned and led the way inside.

	Vinny and Sammy followed her into the house. There were several maids standing in the hallway. Janice turned and indicated one of them. “Vinny, I’ve assigned Natalia here to be the personal maid for you and Sammy. Trust me, she’s quite good. If you need anything at all, just ask her.”

	“Brandy’s maid?” Sammy asked. “What happened to Ralphie?”

	“Ralphie has been staying in Las Vegas,” Janice replied. “I understand he’ll be back here some time tonight.”

	“Tonight, Miss Janice?” Natalia asked. “Where will he be staying?”

	“According to Carl, in the barn.” Natalia was relieved.

	“Natalia,” Janice said to the maid. “Why don’t you show Sammy to his room.” She turned to Vinny. “Vinny, will you come sit and talk with me out back for a bit?”

	Sammy quickly figured that he wasn’t wanted. He saw the quick nod from Vinny and followed the pretty maid up the stairs. “Your Brandy’s maid?” He asked.

	“When she’s here,” Natalia replied…which hasn’t been much.”

	Downstairs, Janice led Vinny out to the back deck where she took her favorite seat staring out at the barn and the pastures behind the house.

	“It’s nice out here,” Vinny remarked as he took a seat next to her. Something weird caught his eye out in the pasture by the barn. It looked like men, mostly black men, walking around naked in a squatting down position. “What the heck is that?”

	Janice looked to see what he was staring at. “Those are chickens, Vinny. Just chickens. Nothing more. At least, that’s all they will ever be now, for the rest of their lives. What they used to be, no longer matters.”

	“Chickens?”

	“Trust me. Chickens. That’s what I do, Vinny. That’s what I’ve made my life’s mission…to destroy men. I don’t kill them like my daughter does. I destroy their minds. I’ve never done a chicken before until this trip, but I believe they’ve all come out rather well. Please feel free to admire them if you like.”

	Vinny looked at her uncertainly…and with a bit of fear. “What you do to people?”

	“Men…mostly. I don’t like men. None of them. I destroy them. Well, I destroy their minds – utterly!”

	“And now you’ve invited me here.”

	Janice laughed. “Have no fear Vinny. You’re not on my menu. And trust me, no matter what, you never will be.”

	“Are you sure?” Vinny asked uncertainly.

	“Quite!” Janice replied. “Vinny, a few years back, my daughter was sent on a mission into Nicaragua. She wound up wiping out an entire military unit up there. Sixty–eight men. She did that all by herself. After that, we started hearing rumors about someone that people were calling Death. They had somehow managed to put together what had happened to that military unit, with other missions that Carol had done. My daughter is a monster, Vinny. I know that, and she knows that. She also knows that as bad as she is, I may be an even bigger monster than she is. But despite that, so far, she is still very proud of me, and I’ll make no bones at all about telling everyone that I’m rather proud of her too.

	“But Vinny, now something has happened that I’m very happy about. Something I strongly worried would never happen. My daughter, the monster that people have named Death, has fallen in love. Deeply in love. And that’s the reason I wanted you to come here today. That’s the reason I wanted to meet you. Because your niece, your Brandy, is the one that Carol has fallen so head over heels for. And Vinny, I don’t know if you’ve heard or not, but Brandy has fallen for Carol the same way. 

	“Believe me, I couldn’t be happier with that situation. What I’m not happy about however, is that Brandy, your Brandy, is missing, and that fact is driving my daughter to distraction. In her business, distractions like that can get her killed.”

	“Yeah,” Vinny replied. “Brandy too. But to be honest, I was kinda hoping that Brandy would get interested in a man…no offense, ma’am.”

	“None taken,” Janice tossed off. “That’s the proper way of the world. But it’s not the way I raised Carol to be. I think they each saw too much of themselves in each other. Both of those women are dangerous,” Janice said. “I believe both of them are drawn to extreme danger. Therefore, both of them were drawn to each other. After that, I think they simply found someone each of them could be comfortable with.”

	“Maybe,” Vinny replied. “I wouldn’t know. To be honest, Brandy isn’t exactly the settling down type. No little house with a picket fence and a dozen kids in the yard for her. I knew that about her since she was in high school. She’s had her flings in the past I know, but she’s a grown woman. If she didn’t, then I’d worry.”

	“Of course!” Janice replied. “Carol too. I just raised her carefully to…not like men. The same as me.”

	“And what if she wants kids?”

	“There are ways around it nowadays, Vinny. But really, you said yourself that you didn’t see Brandy as the motherly type. If Carol is a carbon copy of Brandy, do you think she would want children either? No, No grandchildren for me, I’m afraid. But I have only myself to blame for that, and it’s a decision I’m still quite happy with. The only thing about Carol that I wish was different is her love of killing and danger. I wish she was more feminine. Seeing her in a dress is an occasion to take pictures, just to prove she wore it!”

	Vinny laughed. “Brandy’s not nearly that bad. She’s always loved clothes. She just likes the…uh…dangerous stuff more. We noticed it when she was young. Brandy’s got a cruel streak in her a mile wide. Because she was so good at it, we put her to work just doing nothing more than taking…retribution out on people. She got so good at it, that’s all she does now. We make a lot of money taking jobs for people all over the country. And like someone started calling your daughter Death, they call my niece, Retribution. But trust me, if Brandy gets the chance, she’s going to buy clothes. Nice clothes!”

	Janice laughed. “Maybe she’ll convince Carol to wear some nicer clothes once in a while too. Let me tell you, it shocked me to no end! But when they first arrived here in Las Vegas, when they first got together, both of them, Carol included, bought beautiful evening gowns.”

	Vinny held up his hand. “No offence, ma’am,” but we may be talking about nothing here. I don’t know the latest, but from what little I was told, I believe there may be a good chance that Brandy is dead. Something that wouldn’t surprise me in the least. Especially not in her line of work.”

	“Yes, Vinny. We don’t know if Brandy is alive or dead. Carol insists she’s still alive. The rest of us, have our doubts.”

	“And you’ve had no further information?”

	Janice considered how to answer that. “Nothing definitive yet. But it seems that Ralphie, Brandy’s…”

	“Yeah, trust me, I know him.”

	“It seems that Ralphie may have dug up a lead about Brandy. Carol is in Vegas right now checking it out. From what Susan has told me, it will be very late tonight before we hear anything more. The source that Carol needs to meet is evidently a hooker, and she doesn’t hit the streets until late at night.”

	“A hooker? Well, if Ralphie dug her up, then that figures. He used to be a pimp.” “I fear there’s no way he’ll ever be doing that again,” Janice replied.

	“Probably not. But he’s Brandy’s toy…if…she’s still alive.”

	“Let’s pray she is. Would you like some ice–tea, Vinny? Let me ring for one of the maids. Then, let’s talk about more pleasant things. Our daughters…your niece. Young love. And perhaps, what they were like growing up.”

	Vinny laughed. “Growing up? Brandy was hell! Pure hell! Especially to the other kids in the family…and at school.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	“How was your…date?” Carol asked, knowing full well how Ralphie’s date had gone. She had been able to hear it all right through the wall. The part she had laughed about, was when the guy got a glimpse of the intimidating cock restraint that was welded onto Ralphie’s cock.

	“It was okay,” Ralphie replied.

	Carol came close to laughing out loud. She had heard Ralphie begging the guy to rape his ass. And then when they got going, Carol had heard every moan and groan from the two of them. Two men, going at it like a man and a woman. In truth, it had been both sickening, and extremely funny to hear. But Carol already knew that both of them had gotten their rocks off.

	“There’s a car waiting downstairs,” she told him. “Get everything into it, you won’t be coming back here. Tell the driver where to take you and I’ll follow. The driver already knows to park some distance away from where the hooker will be. Can you manage walking a little distance in those shoes?” she asked, noting the red stiletto heels he was wearing.

	“All my shoes are like this,” Ralphie replied. “I walk everywhere in them.”

	Carol figured she couldn’t make it walking across a single room wearing heels like that. 

	Carol followed the car through the red–light district of the city. Plenty of hookers were still out, despite the gang wars going on. But as Ralphie had told her, there were also plenty of guns hanging around too. More than she would have thought. Enough that she knew she needed to be more concerned than usual about them.

	The car turned a corner then continued on for a few blocks before finding a place to park. Carol pulled her bike up next to the driver’s window. “I’m going to drive around for a bit,” she told the driver. Wait here till I get back.” The big bike carried her away from the car and down the street. She carefully took note of everyone she saw. “For the next fifteen minutes, she drove around all the streets in the area, noting who the most likely guards would be. Only when she was satisfied with what she had seen did she go back and park as close to the car as she could. 

	Once off her bike, she fixed a silencer to one of her guns, then with Ralphie in tow, she walked back the way they had come, eventually turning the corner out to the main road. 

	“How far down is she?” she asked Ralphie.

	“Two more blocks,” Ralphie replied. “I saw her when we went past.”

	“Two blocks? Not this block and not the next, but the one after that? Or is it the next block up?”

	“No. The one past that,” Ralphie confirmed.

	They continued on into the next block, where Carol suddenly grabbed Ralphie’s arm and pulled him over against the side of one of the bar fronts. “Wait here,” she said.”

	Leaving Ralphie behind, she walked ahead. There were two hookers working this block. There had been none on the block before it. There were two men standing against the front of one of the cheap casinos there. Two men who where a bit too obvious. She walked up to one and touched him lightly on his arm. When he turned to see who it was, she stuck her silenced gun in his stomach and pulled the trigger. As he doubled over, dying, she shot the second man. The hookers working the street never even looked back.

	She went back and grabbed Ralphie and dragged him with her. Ralphie couldn’t take his eyes off the dead men as they walked past. Carol led him into the next block where she immediately shoved him up against the front of the first building they came to. “Wait!” she commanded. 

	She left him, watching the three hookers on the block as much as the men standing in the shadows. She barely paused as she walked, but her gun spit silent bullets and each of the men were left dying in the shadows they had been standing in. She didn’t stop walking but continued on for another block. There were three hookers there as well…and two more men with guns. Like on the first block, the two men were standing together talking. She didn’t bother going all the way to them before her gun spat bullets and the two were left for dead. She hurried back the way she had come to the next block. 

	“Ralphie!” she called as soon as she had reached the block. She saw Ralphie pull away from the building and head towards her, his hips swaying stupidly with every step he took. Those stupid shoes Brandy insisted that he wear. “Which one?” she asked urgently.

	“Sally,” Ralphie called as he stopped and pointed at the middle woman.

	“Hey Sister,” Sally replied as she turned and spotted Ralphie. “Back again?” She hurried towards him, intent on showing Ralphie just what a good time she was willing to give him, but Carol arrived just as she got to him. “Come with us!” Carol said softly but urgently as she grabbed Sally’s arm and pulled.

	“What? What are you doing?” Sally asked as Carol started pulling her. “No!”

	“Come on!” Carol urged, but then Sally did the most weird thing Ralphie had ever seen. She immediately dropped down so that her hands were both on the pavement, and she started barking like a dog.”

	“What the hell are you doing?” Carol yelled. She grabbed Sally’s arm again, but the frightened woman only seemed to act more like a dog. She nuzzled up against Carol and began stroking her especially the crotch of her riding suit. “Stop that. Get up.”

	But Sally stayed down like she was and did nothing but bark while she tried to make out with Carol. But now Carol realized something else about the woman. She was frightened out of her skull.

	“Hey! You!”

	Carol heard the man yelling. She looked up to see him just coming to the end of the next block before he could cross the street. She saw another man running at her from across the street. She raised her gun and the second man dropped dead in the middle of the street, causing an accident almost on top of him. A bullet whizzed past her head. She looked to the first man, he had crossed over to this block. Before he could try and shoot her again, Carol killed him too. And through it all, Sally did nothing but bark on all fours and nuzzle Carol’s crotch. What the hell?

	“Look lady, I don’t have time for this,” Carol tried, now let’s go!”

	But it was as if Sally never heard her. With no other options, and knowing she had to hurry, Carol’s fist lashed out and Sally was immediately out for the count. Carol picked Sally up and through her over her shoulder. “Get a move on Ralphie. Hurry! Back to the car!” She took off running with Sally over her shoulder, while Ralphie teetered along as fast as he could behind her.

	The Chinese driver was standing outside of the car waiting for them. He had the trunk of the car opened before Carol arrived. Carol dumped Sally’s body straight into the trunk and closed it. “The mansion…as soon as Ralphie gets here…if he ever gets here.” She looked back up the street. Ralphie was indeed hurrying. His heels just didn’t let him run the way she could. A minute later, Ralphie finally arrived back at the car. “I’ll see you at the mansion,” she told Ralphie. Oh, and you’re probably going to be sleeping in the barn tonight. All the rooms are taken. Brandy’s uncle is supposed to be there now.”

	Ralphie’s jaw dropped. “Vinny? There? Can I please go back to the hotel?”

	Carol looked at him like he was crazy. “No! See you there!”

	As the car pulled away from the curb, Ralphie lapsed into a state of distress. Vinny, Brandy’s mobster uncle, was at the mansion. Was he there just to see him? Maybe to kill him? Ralphie knew it was a distinct possibility. Worry ate at him as the car travelled all through the city, then out into the desert. It was a long drive, but not nearly long enough for Ralphie.

	Far ahead of them, on her bike, Carl was still trying to contemplate Sally Sweetlips. What the hell was up with her? Barking like a dog. Acting…crazy? She was…weird! Could someone like that possibly hold any kind of key at all to finding Brandy? Carol’s hopes were diminishing with each mile that fell to the speed of her bike.

	 


Chapter 31 – A Few Answers.

	 

	“What?”

	“Seven of our guys were killed watchin’ out for the whores downtown.”

	“Damn him!” Vince Beastman yelled. “His mercs couldn’t get through our defenses, so they went after the girls on the street?”

	“Except that I didn’t hear nothin’ about those mercenaries,” the man told him. “From what I heard, all the killing was done by a woman. One woman.”

	“One?”

	“Could it be that other broad you was lookin’ for?”

	“Death! I thought she was long gone. How many of the girls were killed?”

	“None. But one is missing.”

	“Missing? Which one?”

	“Some new broad named Sally somethin’.”

	“The new one? Sally? Fuck!” Vince roared. “She’s the one I brought back with me from the breaking house. Shit! Well, there’s no way she can tell anyone where that place is.” He dared to chuckle. “In fact, from what I was told, there’s no way she can tell anyone about anything at all…except to beg them for sex. If that damn woman is back again, then tell everyone to keep their eyes out for her. I still want her, and I want her bad. Revenge and Death. The perfect matched set. I may even have to arrange something special to display them both…properly!”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The car drove around the back of the mansion. Ralphie watched as the barn grew nearer. He was staying in the barn this time instead of the house. The entire top floor of the barn had been converted into makeshift quarters for the entire staff that wasn’t staying in the house. Now him as well. But that was good. Vinny was staying in the house. Ralphie wanted to keep as much distance between himself and Vinny as possible.

	He saw Carol standing outside of the barn entrance, waiting. He knew she couldn’t wait to talk with the woman in the trunk. He wanted to hear what she had to say too. Was Brandy alive. Did she know anything at all about Brandy? Ralphie was sure that Carol had other things she was interested in knowing as well, but for Ralphie, his entire future rested on Brandy’s fate. Was she alive? Or did he need to worry about what would happen to him without Brandy.

	The car stopped and Ralphie heard the trunk opening before he managed to get out of the car. He immediately heard that strange sound again, and there was no doubt as to what it was. The woman they had captured was barking like a dog. Weird! That other hooker had said Sally was weird, but Ralphie hadn’t expected anything at all like this.

	There was a crowd gathered around the back of the car. It took a few minutes, but Ralphie finally was able to see what was going on. The damn woman was down on all fours, barking like a dog, while she did her best to go to every man in the group and do her best to try to get him interested in having sex with her. Except that the only noise she seemed to make, was to bark like a dog. Carol and the others were all trying to get the woman to stop it, but the woman didn’t appear to be interesting in stopping her behavior. And to Ralphie, she just looked scared. He couldn’t blame her. Did the woman have any idea the kind of people that were gathered around just to see her?

	He spotted Carol’s mother walking from the house to the group of gathered people. He worked his way around the back of the crowd so he could get closer to Carol to hear whatever was said. He watched as Carol and her mother hugged, then Carol’s mother stood watching the oddball woman and her sexy doglike antics.

	“We can’t get her to stop,” Carol told her mother. “It’s like she doesn’t understand anything we’re saying.”

	“She’s obviously scared,” Janice noted. “But that wouldn’t account for this kind of behavior.” She thought about that as she watched the woman. Finally, she nodded. “Someone has been busy with her,” she said. “Carol, I suggest you lock her in the barn for the evening. Someplace where she can’t get free. Someone has done some mental conditioning on her, and whatever they’ve done, they’ve done a pretty good job of it. As I see it, your only chance of getting anything useful out of her at all is if I go in and manage to override what’s been done to her. And from the look of things, that may not be easy.”

	Carol wasn’t happy to hear that. “You’re sure, Mama?”

	“Very! That woman has been brainwashed! Lock her up and let’s all get a good night’s sleep. I have a feeling, come morning, I’m going to need it.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	There was no way that Janice would depart from her usual routine schedule, but for Carol’s sake, she had hurried just a bit through breakfast. There was no doubting her daughter’s worry about Brandy, and no doubting how anxious Carol was to get answers. The woman Carol had brought in last night was only a faint hope for those answers, but so far, it was the best Carol had been able to come up with. So for Carol’s sake, Janice had hurried, a bit, through breakfast.

	“All is ready,” the Chinese man said to her as she approached her workroom in the barn.

	Janice merely nodded as she entered the room. The woman was there. Naked. The usual shock collar locked around her neck and attached to the chain that ran up to a beam from the ceiling above. As before, the woman was down on all fours. She wasn’t barking like a dog this time, she only looked scared. Not just scared, petrified.

	Janice didn’t like working over women. She didn’t like hurting women at all. She was a great advocate of women, trying to help them out whenever she could.  The collar and stripping her naked perhaps weren’t the best ways to start with this subject. Not if she was already acting too much like a dog – a trained defense mechanism she suspected. Brainwashing…of sorts. A fallback to what she had been trained to do…or become.

	She didn’t usually ask questions of her victims, but this time she did. “What’s your name?” She noticed the wide–eyed frightened look on the woman. And then the woman barked. Janice shook her head, perturbed. Either the woman was too scared to answer, or too brainwashed. She was going to have to be tough with her. Cruel. Perhaps more so than with some of the men she destroyed.

	“Sit in the chair,” she ordered. But the woman just stayed where she was, on all fours. Janice didn’t bother giving another command she grabbed the remote control from the table, pointed it at her, and pushed the button for maximum pain. The woman screamed and writhed on the floor. Janice released her finger from the button. “I said sit in the chair…like a human!”

	The woman appeared to be more frightened now than she had been. She propped herself up on one elbow and barked…almost pleadingly. Janice immediately hit the button for maximum pain again. “Every time you don’t do what I tell you to, you get pain. Pain just like this. You either do exactly what I say immediately, or I put you through hell.” She released the button. The woman was panting heavily, her hands grasping at the metal collar locked around her neck.

	Janice moved closer to her, closer than she usually did to her victims. “I don’t care what you’ve been conditioned to do. You either do what I say, or you spend your life in agony, just like that. No more barking. No more acting like a dog. You’re a woman. A human woman, and I want you to act like it and sit in the chair…like a human woman! Now move!”

	The woman started to move her body, but slowly. Janice’s finger moved down to the lowest pain setting and hit that button, the woman fell to the floor in pain. Janice’s finger left the button. “Not fast enough,” Janice said to her. “When I give an order, your only thought has to be to do what I want – as fast as you can. Now sit in the chair!”

	This time, the woman moved much faster toward the chair. A moment later, she was sitting and staring fearfully up at Janice. 

	“Much better,” Janice told her. “You think you experienced hell before? Trust me, that’s nothing to the hell I’m about to put you through. Now that we’ve gotten you sitting in that chair. Stand up.” But the woman wasn’t fast enough for Janice and Janice’s finger hit the medium pain button for a moment. “Stand up!” The woman stood. “Sit down!” Janice ordered immediately. “Stand up! Sit down!” And so her commands began. This time, against a woman. This time, against someone who had already been through someone else’s brainwashing. But Janice was unquestionably the best in the world at brainwashing. Nothing could stand against what she did. And nobody could ever break free when she was done with them.

	The commands came. One at a time. Constantly changing. “You don’t have time to think. The only way you can get through this is to let me do the thinking for you. My brain controls you.” Step by step. One by one, she gave the commands to the woman. Taking her though the process that would render the woman powerless against her. Taking her though the process that would force the woman to do whatever Janice wanted. Janice’s will, was her will.

	To Janice, the woman seemed to go under her spell faster than any of the others. She guessed it was because of the prior conditioning the woman had been through. But she dared not take any chances, just as she dared not take any shortcuts. Janice was thorough, and she prided herself on that. She would own this woman, lock, stock, and barrel. And in the end, if she decided the woman was worth saving, then later she would decide how she wanted to save her. But first, she had to own the woman’s mind…something she knew already that she did. But still, she took no shortcuts, took no chances.

	In the end, when she was done with her, Janice left her right where she was. But this time she didn’t wake the woman up from her hypnotic control. She simply left her sitting calmly in the chair, her body relaxed, her head empty of thoughts. Janice opened the door and motioned to one of Mr. Wu’s workers. “Call my daughter please, and anyone else who wants to hear. I want to start questioning her here first, before I wake her. Then, after we know a few things, the others can question her.”

	The woman nodded and hurried off towards the house. Janice poured another glass of iced tea and drank it while she waited. Mr. Wu arrived in moments. He always stayed near during her sessions. Carol and Susan came hurrying in a few minutes later.

	“Mom?” Carol said. “You’re not sending her to the interrogators?”

	“They can have her after we’ve talked a bit,” Janice explained. “After watching her, I want answers too. Someone else is bending minds and I want to know who. Whoever it is isn’t nearly as good as I am, but this is a dangerous game. I need to know more.”

	Carol looked at the woman sitting calmly in the chair. “Is she awake?”

	“No. She’s still pretty deep. I haven’t asked her anything yet, but we can start getting some answers from her now.”

	––––– o0o –––––

	Brandy!” Carol said. “I need to know about Brandy.”

	“Of course,” Janice returned with a smile. She moved in front of the naked woman. “We’re going to ask you some questions now. I want you to answer each and every question truthfully and completely to the best of your ability. There will be no hiding anything. My mind controls your mind. My will is your will. And my will is that you will answer everything as best you can. Now let’s start with something simple. What is your name?”

	“Sally Logan,” the woman replied. “But lately it’s been Sally Sweetlips. That’s the name they gave me in Las Angeles.”

	“Los Angeles!” Janice exclaimed. What were you doing there?”

	“Working the streets. Hooking.”

	“I see,” Janice replied. “Did you want to be a hooker, or did someone force you to it?”

	“I had no choice,” the woman replied. “It was either that or starve.”

	“How about your family?”

	“I left them.”

	“Why?”

	“I didn’t like it there. We didn’t get along.”

	Janice figured that would be something the interrogators could get into later. “Sally, someone has gone to an awful lot of trouble to control you. Who was it?”

	Sally shook her head. “I don’t really know. I think I heard his name at a few parties they made me work. They called him Alfonso.”

	“A party. Where you there as a hooker for the men?”

	“Yes…and no. I was…I was…” And then she barked.

	“Sally!” Janice said sternly. “You are not a dog. You will no longer bark or act like dog in any way. I forbid it! And my will is now your will. You are a human woman and you will act like one.” But now Janice suspected something else. “Sally, at these parties, did you act like a dog?”

	“Yes. For the first few. Then later, I was allowed to be human again.”

	“I see,” Janice replied. This was more information they could dig out of her later. “And where were these parties held, in Los Angeles?”

	“I don’t know where we were.”

	“What do you mean, you don’t know?”

	“I don’t know. I have no idea where they took me.”

	“Where they took you? What happened.”

	“Bryce was mad at me for not getting enough customers. So he beat me up again, then the next morning, I got tied up and thrown into some kind of vehicle.”

	“You don’t know what kind of vehicle?”

	“They put a bag over my head. I couldn’t see anything.”

	“Was Bryce your pimp?”

	“Yes.”

	“In Los Angeles.”

	“Yes.”

	“And where did Bryce take you?”

	“He didn’t. He handed me over to some other guys, and they tied me up and put the bag over my head.”

	“And you don’t know who they were?”

	“No. Just that they worked for this place they took me to.”

	“And where was that?”

	“I don’t know.”

	“They put a bag over your head and put you in some kind of vehicle and took you there. How long a ride was it?”

	“Very long. A long time. I don’t know how long.”

	“And you had the bag over your head the whole time.”

	“Yes.”

	“And what happened when you got there.”

	“They took the bags off our heads.”

	“Our heads? How many were there?”

	“Me and two other girls.”

	“Did Bryce hand them over too?”

	“I don’t know. I didn’t recognize them.”

	More information for the interrogators to dig into. “What did they do with you all after that?”

	“They dragged us into this place and into a room where…” She stopped talking as her mind pictured the room with cages and the two other women already locked into them.

	“Sally,” Janice said. “Continue. Tell me about the room.”

	“Horror! Women! Mad!”

	“Mad? The women were mad?”

	“They were in…cages.”

	“They had cages for the women?”

	“Not like anything I’ve ever seen or heard of. And then they…” Once again her mind could only picture what had been done to her.

	“Sally, keep talking. Tell us what happened. My will is your will. My will is that you will describe everything you can to us. My will, is your will.”

	“Cages,” Sally said again. “We were stripped naked and put into…metal…things. Like cages but not cages. Locked in bent down. Fixed so we couldn’t move. Couldn’t move anything at all. Ring shoved into my mouth so I couldn’t close it. My hands covered so I couldn’t open them. My head held rigid so I could only look forward and not move it at all. Couldn’t move anything on my entire body…except my tongue. The only part they were interested in. Turned to face the wall. Beige wall. Blank. Totally blank. Told we weren’t human anymore. We were things, nothing more. Nothing but three holes for the men to use. And then they proved it.”

	“They proved it?”

	“Raped me. Raped us. All three holes. Couldn’t stop them. Couldn’t do anything. Not human anymore. Just a piece of furniture that men could use.”

	“How long were you kept like that?” Janice asked.

	“Don’t know. Forever. A very long time. No day. No night. No nothing. Just a blank wall and men coming in to use me. Women came a few times and washed me off with a hose. Fed me mush from a bottle, then left. Nothing but the blank wall. Nothing. Lost…went mad. Couldn’t move. Impossible to move. Impossible to do anything. Impossible to be anything. Madness.”

	Janice looked at the others briefly. “When did they let you out of that cage?”

	“Offered me a chance to move again. But only if I became an animal. Not human. I wasn’t human. But I could be a dog. But I had to be a dog. In all ways. Couldn’t be human. If I wanted out of the cage. If I wanted to move again, I could only be a dog. Nothing else, and I had to prove I was a dog and nothing else.”

	“How?”

	“Acting like a dog.”

	“So you took the opportunity.”

	“Madness. Blank wall. Couldn’t move. Barked for them in my cage.”

	“And what did they do?”

	“They set me free. Put collar and leash on me and trainers took me out to the kennels where other dogs were.”

	“Other dogs?” Janice asked. “Or other women?”

	“Dogs. They used to be women, but not anymore. Trainers made sure we only acted like dogs – always! If not, cages were there in the kennels and we were put into them where we couldn’t move again. Could only watch other dogs moving. Running. Making love to men.”

	“Making love to men?”

	“Our most important responsibility. It was the only reason for us to exist. Give men pleasure. Always. Otherwise…cages.”

	“How long were you kept as a dog?”

	“Don’t know. A long time. No time. Just existing. Being a dog. Giving men pleasure. Begging for chance to give men pleasure.”

	“How did you get to be a human again?”

	“Long time as dog. Then gradually allowed to stand upright, but still could only bark. Cleaned and fed women in cages. Worked at parties to give pleasure. After time, I was allowed to talk and wear clothes like a human…but I wasn’t human. I will never be human. I know now that I am nothing but three holes for men to use. And that’s all I will ever be.”

	Once again Janice glanced around at the others. Then she turned her attention back to Sally. “Sally, we’re looking for someone who may have been taken to that place. Her name is Brandy.”

	“Don’t know any names. None at all.”

	Carol spoke up quickly. “People usually called her Retribution.”

	“Don’t know,” Sally replied. “But I heard the word used once shortly before I left.”

	“In what way?”

	“New girl. But…different. I never saw anything like it in my life.”

	“What do you mean?” Carol asked.

	“I had to teach another to clean and feed them once. She was in a cage, like the others, but not turned to face the blank wall. But…awful! Worse!”

	“What do you mean?”

	In cage but…welded all over so she can never get out. And her breasts pierced…bucket hanging from them that collects all her pee so it pulled on them horribly. Vagina sewn shut with steel cord…just a tube sticking out of it going down into pee bucket. We were told we couldn’t empty that bucket until it was overflowing.”

	“And you don’t know her name?” Carol asked.

	“No. No name. She was just…different. Awful! Special care. Not three holes for men…just two.”

	“What color hair did she have?” Carol asked.

	“Black. Long. Braded around head rod like all the others so it stays out of the way.”

	“Black hair,” Carol said. She looked at her mother. “I’d bet anything that’s Brandy.”

	Janice nodded. “I agree. And she did say that Retribution was used once in reference to her.” “Right!” Carol replied, confidence and hope filling her. “Brandy is alive. She’s just locked into one of those cage things.”

	“But the question is,” Susan Wu throughout. “Where is she? Where is that place? She doesn’t seem to know.”

	Janice turned to Sally again. “Sally. What happened when you left that place? Tell me how you got from there to Las Vegas.”

	“Man wanted me. Took me.”

	“What man?”

	“Black man. Others called him Vince.”

	“Did you see anything when they took you away from there?” Janice asked.

	“No. Put me into a van. Back of van. No windows. No seat. Had to lay on floor. Tied my hands behind me. Put bag over my head so I couldn’t see anything. Told to stay quiet and to sleep. Long journey. Then. Big city. Men grabbed me and took me into building. I had…” her voice seemed to be filled with awe. “A bed.”

	“So you have no idea where that place was.”

	“No.”

	“Was it closer to Las Vegas than to Los Angeles?”

	“I don’t know.”

	Janice turned to the others. “I’m going to prep her now for the interrogators. Maybe they can get some more useful information out of her.”

	“Hopefully!” Carol replied. “But we do know that Brandy is alive, and we also know that Vince has her and that he knows where she is.”

	“We also have a few other starting places to look,” Susan pointed out.

	“Where?” Carol asked.

	“Two names. Alfonso. And maybe more importantly, a pimp named Bryce.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The door opening behind her made no impression on Brandy at all. Her fogged out mind didn’t even register it. In fact, the men’s voices that soon followed didn’t make an impression either…for a while. Nobody was paying attention to her, so she wasn’t paying attention to anything happening behind her. There was no trigger point that she would ever be able to put her finger on, but her mind suddenly came more awake when she realized that one of the men was offering the other women in the room a chance to get out of the cages. That concept brought her fully alert and her ears strained to hear everything that was being said.

	“You wouldn’t be mere…things anymore,” Brandy heard the man saying. “But you certainly won’t be human either. You don’t deserve to be human. You will never be human again. Ever! But…if you want to show me how much you’re willing to give up your entire humanity and become something else, something that can move around again, then this is your only way out. Otherwise, we’re perfectly happy to keep you in those cages forever. And trust me, if you mess up in any way at all after we take you out of there, you’ll quickly find yourself right back in them again. So the choice is yours.”

	The biggest thing that filtered into Brandy’s brain was the chance to get out of the cage. The chance to move some part of her body again. Not human? She wasn’t human now. But to move again. Even just a little. She dreamed of it constantly.

	“But the question is,” the man continued, “what is it that you would become. As I said, not human. You will never be human again. But…I suppose…if you want out of those cages, then if you can’t be human, then your only other choice is to become an animal. A complete animal, in every way imaginable. And not just any animal. But a dog.”

	A dog? Brandy remembered something from what seemed like a hundred years ago now when she had been a party decoration in another part of the building. There had been entertainment, and some of the women had only been allowed to bark. She had heard Alfonso saying that the women were turned into dogs before they were allowed to eventually become human again. Her brain seized on it all instantly. To be human again, to get out of the cage she was in, she would have to become a dog first…and then, later, she could be human again!

	“If you want to move again,” the man continued. “If you want out of those cages, then your one and only choice is to become a dog. Completely. In every way possible. For the rest of your life. That is your only choice. Become a complete dog…an animal for the rest of your life. Or spend what’s left of your life in those cages where I’m sure your mind has already started to sink into madness.”

	Brandy heard a loud slap and then a surprised grunt. She realized the man must have hit one of the girls.

	“How about you?” Brandy heard the man ask. “Are you interested in becoming a dog, or would you rather stay here for the rest of your life?”

	Brandy heard odd noises from the woman. Enthusiastic odd noises. She could only guess that the woman was very interested in the man’s offer…as horrible as it was. But as far as Brandy could see, the life of a dog would be heaven compared to what she was enduring now.

	“Nope! Not this one,” Brandy heard the man say. She heard more noises from the woman. Pleading noises. She heard another slap. Then the man said again. “How about you? Are you ready to show me that you want to be a dog for the rest of your life?”

	Brandy heard crying from the first woman as the second woman started to make sounds to agree to the man’s request.

	“Nope,” Brandy heard the man say. It sounds like neither of them is ready yet.

	And then Brandy heard one of the women behind her trying to make a barking sound.

	“What’s that?” the man said.

	Brandy heard more barking. Then she heard barking coming from the other woman too.

	“Perhaps we do have some volunteers,” Brandy heard the man say. “Are you sure?” the man said. “You will never be able to make a human sound again. You will never be allowed to be human again. Just a dog. Just a lowly stinking dog. Is that what you want?”

	Brandy heard one of the woman making some kind of agreeing sounds.

	“Nope!” the man said at hearing something other than barking. “I guess she’s…”

	Brandy heard the woman start barking again. Both women were barking repeatedly and loudly. Before she knew it, Brandy was doing her best to bark as well. She had to get out of her cage. She had to do something. Anything. She was willing to do or be anything to be out of her cage and be able to move again.

	She heard laughter behind her, and then someone slapped her rear end.

	“Hear that?” Brandy heard the man say. “This one want’s out of her cage too. “Sorry. Not gonna happen. You’re never getting set free. You’re never going to have a chance to be anything more than what you are right now.”

	Brandy screamed as she heard the man laughing behind her. Her rear end was slapped again, and she began to cry.

	“Get them out of their cages,” she heard the man say. “Let’s see just how willing they are to become dogs now for the rest of their lives.”

	Brandy could barely hear the faint metal sounds over top of the two women barking. She could hear one of the women barking…and crying at the same time.

	“Get a collar and leash on her before you do the other one,” Brandy heard the man say behind her.

	One of the women was free! But not her. Brandy barked. She barked loudly and repeatedly. But her barking did nothing, it gained her no attention at all. The sounds of things happening behind her went on while she barked. 

	And then the barking grew less, then it was suddenly gone, and the room became completely silent again. Was she alone? She knew she was. Not that it made any difference. Alone or with others in the room, facing the blank wall was its own isolation. The others had been taken out. They had been set free.

	But not her.

	She would never be allowed out of her confinement. She would never be allowed to move any part of her body again. She had been rendered into nothing more than a thing. A piece of furniture or whatever kind of inanimate thing the men wanted her to be. She was nothing. She would forever be nothing…except two holes for the men to use whenever they wanted.

	 


Chapter 32 – Breaking the Pimp.

	 

	Janice, Carol, Susan, her father, Vinny, and Sammy sat at the dining room table, but there was no food in sight. It was simply a meeting to decide what to do next.

	Susan Wu looked to her father. “Since it appears that Brandy is indeed still alive, then perhaps we should continue operations here for a while more.”

	Mr. Wu looked to Janice, who had become his largest source of income in the last few years. Keeping Janice happy was one of his primary interests. “I have no doubt that you will be unwilling to leave anytime soon,” he said.

	“Not a chance!” Janice replied. “Not if the love of my daughter’s life can still be found.”

	“As I thought,” Mr. Wu replied. He looked to his daughter, Susan. “We will stay…for now.”

	“Good!” Carol said. “Thanks. Now how do we find Brandy?”

	“The interrogators are still pulling information from Sally,” Susan replied. “But so far, our biggest two leads are Alfonso and the pimp, Bryce. Just knowing their names may be a big clue. We know Alfonso is connected somehow to Vince Beastman who took Brandy. We’ll have our people look into that angle. But I believe our best course of action will be to find her original pimp, Bryce. She gave the interrogators the information on how to find him already so we should have no problem there, but more importantly, Bryce knew how to contact the people that actually took Sally to the breaking house.”

	Mr. Wu looked to Janice. “Perhaps this should work like many of the jobs you do for Maria Alverez. We get him alone, take him, give him to you for one night, then release him and no one is the wiser.”

	Janice nodded. “Yes, I have no problem at all working over a pimp. In fact, I’d rather enjoy it. I just can’t do anything much with him afterwards since he’ll have to appear normal to everyone else.”

	Mr. Wu smiled. “Perhaps we can arrange for you to go back later and…finish the job.”

	Janice smiled. “You know already that I’d like that.” Destroying men was her favorite pastime. “One thing I think we should all be aware of though,” she continued. “Since Brandy was taken to that place, when we find her, there’s a very good chance that she’s been brainwashed too. If she’s in one of those cages as Sally described them, then she’s already been living in hell. No telling what that did to her mind.” “She’s got a very strong mind!” Carol threw out.

	“I’m sure she does,” Janice agreed. “But that doesn’t mean that the treatment they’ve been giving her hasn’t taken root. I have no doubt that living the way Sally says she’s been, has already taken quite a toll on her.”

	“Then what do we do?” Carol asked, worried.

	Janice shrugged. “Let’s find her first. We won’t know anything until then.”

	“Okay,” Susan said. “Is that about it?”

	Vinny spoke up. “Since there isn’t anything much we can do, Sammy and I are going into Vegas to talk with a few people. Maybe they know something. If we come up with anything, we’ll let you know. If not, we’ll go home until Brandy is found. Just keep me informed.”

	“I’ll have a limo ready to take you to the city whenever you’re ready,” Susan told him. “Anything else?” she asked.

	“What about Ralphie?” Carol asked.

	“Ralphie!” Vinny exclaimed disgustedly. “Where is he now?”

	“He stayed last night out in the barn with the rest of the staff,” Susan replied. “I have no problem with him continuing to stay there.”

	“And I have no problem putting a bullet in his head and getting rid of him for you,” Sammy told her.

	“He’s Brandy’s toy, and she’s very fond of him,” Carol replied. “Besides, he was the one who found Sally. He’s done a lot of good work talking to all the prostitutes and pimps in the city to find information. He deserves some kind of break.”

	“That much is true,” Vinny admitted. “I can send him home if you like.”

	“No,” Carol said. “If we find Brandy, I have no doubt that she’ll be very interested in having him close.”

	“Carol,” Janice said. “Does Brandy love him?”

	Carol laughed. “Not…exactly. She simply loves torturing him. She gets her biggest kicks out of finding ways to humiliate him. It’s what she does for fun.”

	Janice nodded. “As you said, a toy. But her favorite toy.”

	“Yes.”

	“For now then,” Janice said, “he can remain out in the barn. I would just prefer that he not come here in the house. You all know I don’t like men around.” “May I make a suggestion?” Carol said.

	“Of course,” Janice replied.

	“Brandy never lets him wear anything but dresses. We shouldn’t change that. Maybe we can have him be a maid…to the maids and other staff out in the barn.”

	Janice smiled. “That sounds workable.”

	“Maybe the maids can teach him something as well.”

	Janice nodded. “I’ll instruct the staff. I’ll have them find him a proper uniform too.” “That should work,” Carol replied.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“What is it Billy?”

	“Colonel Houghton says his extra men have arrived, along with the new equipment.”

	“It’s about time! When is he going to put them to work?”

	“Tonight.”

	“It’s about time!”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Carol had enjoyed much of the ride from her mother’s mansion into Los Angeles, but now having to put up with the traffic as she approached the city was nothing less than maddening. Still, finally they had a plan of action. The agents that Wu Enterprises had in L.A. had already found out everything they needed to know about the pimp, Bryce, who evidently was more than just a simple pimp anymore. From what information they had sent about him, he had moved up the chain rather quickly recently. Carol got the impression that he was well known to the Wu Enterprise agents there.

	Carol’s mother, along with a host of support people were on their way to L.A. now and would arrive…eventually. A place for her mother to work had been secured. All preparations were in the process of being completed. Carol just had to get there to lead the operation. An operation that they decided couldn’t take place until the early hours of the morning, like many of the other jobs Carol had done in the past.

	But first, Carol had to get to L.A. And right now, the traffic seemed to be doing nothing at all to help that situation. Maybe if she pulled out a gun and shot a few hundred of the drivers on the road she’d be able to get through. It was a fun thought, but that’s as far as Carol could take that idea. Maybe if everyone rode a motorcycle there wouldn’t be traffic jams like this.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Night had fallen when Vince Beastman’s cellphone rang. He was still hiding out in a cheap house outside of the city along with three of his most trusted men. He answered his phone.

	“Yeah?”

	“Boss! We’re under attack! And….”

	Vince heard what sounded like an explosion. “What was that?” he yelled.

	“Fuck!” the voice on the other end replied. “Something exploded. Shit!” “Exploded!” Beastman yelled. 

	“Boss! They’re all over the place. They’re…. Damn it! I see one of those RPG rocket things. Shit! They’re aiming it this…. Fuck!”

	Vince heard a sound that was cut off quickly as his line went dead. It had sounded like another explosion, only much bigger. Whatever it was, he no longer had any communication with the man he had been talking to.”

	Vince had been angry and scared before. It was the reason he was hiding out where he was. Now, he was far more afraid.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	This time, the police had been called in quicky. Rockets and loud explosions insured it. But as fast as the police response had been, they had still been too late. Now it was left to Detective Corbin to pick up the pieces. According to the S.W.A.T. experts, whoever had destroyed the building had used military R.P.Gs. Rocket grenades. Far more powerful than your typical grenade.

	Whoever had done it had come through fast and hard. Coordinated. They had come in and gotten out just as fast. And unfortunately, just as invisibly – so far. There was a war going on in the city streets. A war that seemed to be aimed at some of the city’s criminal elements. This was another building owned by a mobster – Vince Beastman. Or rather, it used to be another building owned by him. Now, it wasn’t much more than a bunch of rubble. It might take them days to search for bodies.

	He turned to the team of younger detectives working with him. Start knocking on doors. Someone had to see something. No way they couldn’t this time.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Vince Beastman was angry. Angrier than he had ever been. The word he had gotten from some of his men who had driven past the attacked building, was that it pretty much wasn’t there anymore. As far as his men could tell, they had bombed and killed everyone.

	As angry as he was, Vince knew he couldn’t hold out any longer. He turned to his three men. Start calling everyone you can find. Everyone left. Get them out of the city. If that madman hits another of our places there won’t be anything left of us. Send everyone you can back to L.A. Get them out of here as fast as you can. We’ll have to pick up the pieces from there. But I promise you, as soon as we kill that bastard, we’ll be back. I’ve just got to figure out some way to put a bullet in his brain first. Or better still, capture him and take him to the breaking house. That…I would love! Him…and that broad – Death. Both of them have ruined me. I want them both! Put the word out, I still want her…and him now. And I’m going to make them suffer like never before.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Ralphie ran his hands down the front of his new dress. Even with Brandy gone, it seemed he was still stuck in dresses – with no way out. The only bright spot was his shoes. The most comfortable shoes he could remember wearing. Low–heeled black pumps, just like all the maids wore who worked for that woman – Miss Janice, as the others always referred to her. So now he had another new dress. Two actually, although they were both exactly alike – black with white collars and white cuffs on the short sleeves. Each dress included a white apron that went with the white accents on the dress. It was of course, a maid’s outfit, and it exactly matched all the maid’s outfits that everyone else wore.

	He had heard that Vinny and Sammy were gone now, but he had been given strict orders to stay away from the big house. It seemed that Miss Janice didn’t like men – at all. One of the others had rumored that she killed men. Although the word the woman had used was destroyed. After seeing for himself what was left of the men she had worked on recently, all out in the pasture next to the barn, acting like chickens, he believed it. He shuddered at the thought. So yes, he was perfectly happy to stay well away from the big house, and well away from Miss Janice.

	It was explained to him in no uncertain terms that until Brandy came back, he was going to have to be the maid to everyone that stayed in the barn, which from what he had seen was a lot of people. Mostly women, but there were a few men who worked downstairs in the barn too. Oddly, all the men were Chinese. A few of the women around were Chinese too. But the maids that worked up in the big house were not Chinese. None of them.

	One of those maids, the one he had met before, the one that had taken care of him in past visits to the house, the one called Natalia, was now in charge of him. Now she acted nothing at all like she had with him in the past. Now she seemed to hate him. She yelled and screamed at him for the least little thing. Everything he did had to be perfect. No exceptions. He had to spend all his time cleaning the entire upstairs in the barn. Make all the beds. Pick up everyone’s clothes. Clean the bathrooms. And do everything that Natalia could find that needed to be done for everyone working on everything else.

	The biggest problem was, as far as Ralphie could see, everyone who stayed in the barn seemed to be slobs! Consequently, the work never ended.

	And now most of the people staying in the barn and the big house were suddenly gone. It was just a few that remained. Unfortunately, one of the ones still there was his new jailer – Natalia. Speaking of which, there she was now.

	“Ralphie! What the hell are you doing?” Natalia barked angrily.

	“Just making the beds, Miss Natalia,” Ralphie replied, dropping a small curtsey as she had been forcing him to do every time he spoke to her…to anyone.

	“You can finish that later. The big house is empty right now. It’s the perfect time for you to scrub all the floors. And you better do a good job of it our you’ll be the next chicken out in the yard!”

	Ralphie gulped. If he hadn’t seen those men with his own eyes, he never would have believed it. Natalia’s threat wasn’t an idle one. It was a very real possibility. He dropped another curtsey. “Right away, Miss Natalia.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Bryce waited in the darkened doorway. One of his pockets was full of money. Another pocket contained packets of cocaine. It was getting late. Almost time to quit for the night. It had been another good night. All the girls he had sent to Alfonso’s breaking house were performing better than any hookers he had ever run in the past. The drugs were selling better too.

	After spending a few months at “Al’s place,” he had come away with new knowledge. New abilities. Abilities that his boss, Blakely, had quickly put to work. He wasn’t just a pimp anymore. He was the one who ran the pimps. He had five working for him now. But that didn’t mean that he didn’t stay out on the streets. He kept a close eye on all his people. He also kept all the cash and drugs they sold. All of them were no more than simple middlemen now. He held all the control.

	He checked his watch. It was two–thirty in the morning. About time to wrap it up for the night. He was just waiting for one more of his pimps to come back. He turned his head down the street to look for him, and relaxed. There he was now. He waited, knowing that sometimes a John could take a bit longer. “How’d it go?” he asked the pimp as he walked up.

	“Pretty good,” the pimp replied. He said nothing else. He just pulled a large wad of money from his pocket and handed it over.”

	“Beautiful!” Bryce declared softly. “See you tomorrow.”

	“Yeah, Bryce. Tomorrow.”

	Bryce watched as the pimp walked off. A moment later he turned and headed the other direction, heading back to his new apartment. Ahead of him, his eyes were treated to the sight of a lone woman walking in his direction. Her body was outlined by the streetlights behind her so he saw more of a silhouette than anything else, but that silhouette was striking. Now there was a woman he could put out on the streets! For that matter, what the hell was she doing walking the streets alone at this hour? He could easily…. But no, it was time to go home to bed. And he already had some of the best whores in L.A. working for him.

	He was surprised when the woman slowed just before she would have passed him. “Are you Bryce?” she asked.

	Surprised, Bryce took a closer look. She was wearing some kind of black outfit from head to toe. Probably leather. Kinky! “Yeah. What of it.” “Good,” the woman replied.

	The next thing Bryce knew, she was spinning and her foot nearly knocked his head completely off his body. Totally stunned, he realized he was down on the sidewalk, just before her foot caught him with another huge kick to his head.

	Carol pressed the button on her transmitter. “One for pickup.”

	The car had been waiting around the corner. In moments it was there and two Chinese men dragged Bryce’s unconscious body into the back of it. As the car drove away, one of the men bound Bryce’s hands and feet with cable ties. But it was hardly necessary. Bryce didn’t even start coming around until they had reached the warehouse where Wu Enterprises had set everything up for Janice to go to work. Bryce was only able to put up token resistance as they stripped him naked and attached a metal collar to his neck. A collar with a chain running up to the ceiling.

	There was a single chair placed in the room right next to him, but he was still sitting on the floor, when a woman walked into the room. Bryce got his first glimpse of the nightmare that would soon haunt him for the rest of his life. He watched as the woman went over to a table at the side of the room and picked up a glass of something and drank some. He watched as she picked something up from that table. It looked like a remote control for a TV. And then she was approaching him.

	“Hello Bryce,” the woman said. “Welcome to hell. For your sake, I suggest you do everything I ask of you as fast as possible.”

	“I’m not telling….” The pain that lanced from the collar around his next seemed to grab every fiber in his body and set them alive with pain. His entire body felt like it was on fire. He grasped at the metal collar, but he could do nothing about it. It felt like the pain went on for an eternity, even though it only took him moments before he realized that pain like that could…would…kill him. And then the pain was suddenly gone. He was lying on the floor, still grasping at the collar as his lungs tried desperately to draw life back into him.

	“Sit in the chair!” the woman ordered.

	He looked up at her…and the pain came again. He writhed helplessly until it ended. His head was spinning. “You better react faster than that,” the woman said. “Now sit in the chair!”

	He tried to get up, but the pain came again, driving him back to the floor. The pain wasn’t as bad this time.

	“Faster!” the woman ordered. “You don’t have time to think. Only to react. Now sit in the chair…fast!”

	Bryce moved, picking himself up as quickly as he was able and was soon sitting in the chair. 

	“Now stand up,” the woman commanded.

	Stand? But a moment later, the pain was back again. He writhed in pain, falling back to the floor. The pain ended.

	Now let’s try it again. “Sit down!”

	He did his best to get into the chair and sit in it.

	“Stand up!”

	This time, he stood.

	“Sit down!”

	Huh? He hesitated just that bit and the pain was back again. It wasn’t long before he learned that he had to do whatever she wanted, as fast as he possibly could…faster even…or he would be punished with pain. Pain that even without her commands left his head spinning. 

	Stand up, sit down. Raise your right arm. Raise your left knee. Lower your right arm. Lower your right knee. Stand up. Raise your left arm. Raise your right arm. Sit down. Lower your left arm. Lower your right arm. You don’t have time to think. You can’t think. Let me do the thinking for you. My mind controls your mind.

	Over and over the commands came. Faster and faster they came. Every time he wasn’t fast enough, he was treated to more pain, brief pain, but it was there and enough to get him to try harder. His head was whirling and in a fog but he barely knew it. He didn’t have time to realize things like that. He only had time to do whatever she wanted. He never knew when he passed the point where she was completely in control of him. He never knew when his mind was no longer his own. He did know when she let him sit in the chair and watch as an impossibly big and strong wall went up in his mind. A wall that completely blocked off all free will, ensuring that he had to do anything that the woman wanted him to. But that impossible wall was just another part of his mind now…not his mind, her mind. He had no conscious thought about that, his mind was her mind. Her will was his will. That’s all he knew.

	Janice turned and walked to the side of the room where she grabbed her glass of iced–tea. She took a sip, then opened the door. Several Chinese men were standing there waiting. “He’s ready,” she told them.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	It was close to eleven in the morning when Bryce opened his eyes and woke up – in his own apartment, in his own bed. As he sat up to get out of bed, his mind caught a brief glimpse of an impossible wall growing a tiny bit bigger, a tiny bit stronger. Then that vision was gone. It was back again when he stood up. 

	He went through his usual morning routine, doing all the things he usually did. He made a few phone calls and answered a call from someone else. To all appearances, he was his same normal self. Except, he wasn’t.

	There was no way he couldn’t do what that woman had told him to do. No way. And because she wanted him to do it, he wanted to do it. At one in the afternoon, he picked up his phone and made a call. 

	“Yeah. It’s Bryce, from L.A. I got another one for you. And this one really pissed me off last night. The damn woman actually managed to kick me in the balls. I’m afraid she’s a bit bruised right now, but she’ll live.”

	The voice on the other end laughed. “We’re picking up two others later today. We can take her if you want. Are you interested in getting a finished one in exchange? We’ve got a few we can bring for you today.”

	“An exchange?” Bryce asked. “For one of your girls. Absolutely. Every last one of them are the best damn whores in the business now. Hell yeah, I’ll trade her.”

	“Good,” the man replied. “Same location as last time. Can you have her there at seven o’clock this evening?”

	“No problem,” Bryce replied.

	“Good. See you then.”

	Bryce hung up the phone. He had done the first of the tasks that the woman had wanted of him. Now, tonight, he would do the rest.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The Chinese man looked up at Mr. Wu from his electronic listening equipment. He nodded his head. “The call has been made. An exchange has been arranged for seven tonight.”

	Mr. Wu looked over to Carol. “All appears to be ready. Anything else you need?”

	“No,” Carol replied. “I’ll get some sleep. Your men might want to do the same. It’s going to be a busy night.”

	“Indeed,” Mr. Wu agreed.

	 


Chapter 33 – The Raid.

	 

	It was six o’clock when Susan Wu brought the entire team together. The team that would back Carol up and rescue Brandy – if they found her. She looked around at the sixteen Chinese men. All heavily armed. Some had been in the Chinese army in the past, now, they were agents in the United States working for Wu Enterprises. This army alone would have been more than enough to rescue Brandy, but Susan knew that there was no way that Carol would be left behind. And with the way Carol worked, it was safer for these men to simply let Carol go in alone, and then back her up when she needed them…if she needed them.

	“We’ve got some info on Alfonso,” Susan told the team. “At least, we think this is the man. It may not be, but the facts seem to fit. It took some digging, but we found someone who still lives in the area where Vince Beastman grew up, and he remembered that early on, Beastman had a friend in the area named Alfonso Letterman. But Alfonso was different than all the other kids. Despite being Beastman’s friend, he didn’t join any of the gangs. The man we spoke to only remembered that Alfonso was a dumb geek, as he called him. He didn’t know anything more than that.

	“From there, we managed to track this Alfonso. He was unquestionably smarter than his street hoodlum friends. He went to college and did well, eventually getting degrees in both business and psychology. We discovered that Alfonso is currently in the process of getting his PHD in psychology right now.

	“We don’t know where all the money for Alfonso’s education and everything else came from, but since he and Beastman seem to still be friends, it’s possible that Beastman himself may have financed some of Alfonso’s education, and possibly more. We do know that Beastman was highly successful in his criminal pursuits, and since they were friends, it is possible. We’re thinking that Alfonso and Beastman have worked together since childhood, Alfonso with his academic knowledge and Beastman with his criminal knowledge. Each drawing on the abilities of the others to rise up and put together something bigger and better than either one of them could manage alone.

	“We’ve been trying to do a quick look into property ownings by Alfonso and we came up with a few, including a large tract of land up in the mountains in northern California. We don’t know, but this is where we suspect they may be keeping Brandy. That’s all just supposition since we have no proof yet that the Alfonso we’ve been looking into is this man. But as I said, it all seems to fit. 

	“At any rate, the girl that the pimp is going to hand over to these people will have a tracker implanted under her skin so we can stay back and simply follow them to their destination. Carol will lead the way. As you know, everyone else will follow further behind, ready to assist when needed.”

	Susan asked for questions and got none. She turned to Carol, “Carol, it’s your show now.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Bryce was brutal. That much was easy for Carol to see. But she didn’t care. She understood the necessity of it sometimes. As programmed, Bryce had grabbed one of his prostitutes, bound her, and had taken her to a private meeting place where the girl was taken by Wu Enterprise people and had a tracker injected under the skin of her arm, so that even if she as stripped naked, they could still track her. After that, Carol had watched as her mother went over some of the instructions that had been given to him last night, making sure he would do everything required…which wasn’t much. From this point on, all he needed to do was to turn the girl over to the right people.

	The Wu interrogators had questioned Bryce thoroughly last night and had learned much about the place they were going to. They had learned everything Bryce knew, but the one thing they wanted the most was the one thing he didn’t know, the location. That much even Bryce had no knowledge of, except that it had been a very long ride to get there.

	On the chance that the large parcel of land that Alfonso owned up in Northern California was indeed where they were going, three vans full of the Wu agents had been dispatched to wait along the way. If the girl was brought in that direction, they would follow the van discretely, switching which van would be following first so there would be less chance of the people they would be following realizing it. Carol however, would follow the girl as close as she dared through the entire trip, letting the others know where she was going at all times. Of course, the Wu team had access to the tracker information as well.

	A little before seven in the evening, Carol followed Bryce’s car from the warehouse to another warehouse in the same part of town. Staying back, she waited for another vehicle with the girl in it to leave. Five minutes after Bryce pulled into the warehouse, he left, Carol noted a different woman in the car with him this time. She paid no more attention to Bryce since he had been programmed to go straight back to the warehouse where her mother waited. Wu enterprise people would take both Bryce and the woman back to the mansion in Nevada.

	Two minutes after Bryce had left, Carol saw a white cargo van leave the warehouse. The tracking chip signaled that it was moving. The app on Carol’s phone verified that the van was the vehicle she needed to follow. She allowed the van to turn the corner and get a good lead before she started following.

	It took a while, but the van finally left the city and headed north on the Interstate highway. On the highway, Carol was easily able to stay well back from the van so they wouldn’t know they were being followed. She followed it north up Interstate 5 for hours, eventually passing San Francisco. The van stopped for gas and Carol stopped for gas at the same exit. Then the van got back on the road and headed north again. Every mile seemed to confirm for Carol that they were heading for the large tract of property they had found that Alfonso owned.

	When the van left the Interstate in the small hours of the morning, Carol was close enough to it to easily follow. After a while, the roads began to grow even darker as there were fewer lights along the road. Still the van pressed on, going north and west, going up in elevation along the almost totally dark road now. Carol had studied the maps, so she had a vague idea of where they were. Still, it was a surprising sight to see the glow of light coming from the empty road ahead. She slowed down and approached. A large house appeared. Not a house, it looked more like a corporation had set up a company complex here. While the main building was well lit, she now noticed a few other buildings with lesser amounts of light coming from them.

	Carol pulled her bike well off the road. She called her main contact with the Wu team that was following and gave them a description of what she could see. She put her phone away and checked all her weapons, screwing silencers onto both pistols. Keeping her motorcycle helmet on, she headed on foot in the direction of the complex of buildings, staying well away from the road. The night vision in the helmet was a good aid in helping her to see where she was going.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Brandy couldn’t see anything that was happening, but the sound of several woman screaming brought her fully awake. In the timeless room, she never even wondered what time it was. Her ears heard the sound of women screaming even before the door behind her opened. The moment the women were brought into the room, the screaming grew to complete panic. It was a few moments before Brandy could guess that there were three women who had now been brought into her room. Three new women who had just been committed to hell. Three women who were about to completely lose their humanity. She felt sorry for them, but in her state, that’s all she could do. She was nothing herself. Nothing, and no one. Just an amusing decoration for men to use. Just two holes and nothing more. The women she was listening to were about to find out that they were going to be nothing more than furniture too. They were about to find out how little their world could really be.

	It seemed to go on forever as Brandy listened to the sounds of the women being stripped naked and then locked into the cages. The screaming eventually became nothing but desperate sobbing as the brutal men locked them in. Sobbing that was altered by the ring gags locked into their mouths. And then Brandy heard the laughter from the men as they went about abusing those women in the worst ways possible, giving the women their first taste of their new reality. 

	There were no grand speeches this time explaining what their new lives would be. There was only the brutal abuse dished out by the men as they raped the women in ways they had never contemplated. And then the door opened, and the men left, and all that remained was the quiet sobbing of the women. Brandy closed her eyes. She could do nothing for them. She could do nothing for herself. She could do nothing – period. But then, she could do nothing, because she was nothing. Just two useless holes for men to use in whatever way they wanted.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Carol knew there would be guards. Not only did it make sense, but Bryce had confirmed it in the interrogation. As Carol moved closer, she studied the landscape and the situation, and she made guesses as to the most likely positions of those guards. Instead of avoiding them, she did her best to find them – quietly. The night vision in her helmet helped her find the first one. Her silenced gun made a spitting sound and he dropped dead to the ground. Carol took the time to search him. She noted the type of gun he was carrying, she checked his cellphone, and she searched him for anything else that might help her. Other than his gun and cellphone, she found nothing interesting at all. She got the impression that this hadn’t been a military trained man at all. 

	She moved on, her objective being a door at the back of the main building. But in getting there, she did her best to find and eliminate as many of the guards as possible. She thought she would find three by the time she reached the back of the main building. She found four instead. Four men who were now all dead. Four men she had searched and found nothing interesting about them. Four useless, and now dead, men.

	In approaching the main building, she came upon a large fenced in area with more fences inside it. Fenced areas that were long and narrow. Areas that each contained what appeared to be a doghouse at the back end. She didn’t see anyone around, or even any of the “dogs,” so she kept going.

	She had only two main objectives on this mission. Number one, find and rescue Brandy. Secondly, she wanted Alfonso. Of course, if by chance she happened to find Vince Beastman as well, then that would be an even bigger score.

	The door she was interested in was easy to find. It wasn’t far from the kennels at all. Both Sally and Bryce had described how to find it. Testing the door, she found it unlocked, but then she didn’t expect it to be locked. She made a quiet phone call to the Wu team and told them where she had eliminated the guards. They could now start moving closer. She had no doubt they would first go after any guards on the other side of the property. She didn’t care as long as they were there to help get Brandy out when she found her.

	Since the hallway inside was well lit, she removed her helmet and left it outside. But remembering the gas that had been used to capture Brandy, she pulled the gas–proof covering in her riding suit over her head and donned the special goggles as well. Silently, she pushed her way through the door and into a long hallway that was the lower level of the building. The hallway where she hoped to find Brandy.

	There were a number of closed doors off that hallway, but Sally and Bryce had both told her that the girls in the cages were kept in the ones closer to the door, and according to Sally, closer to the dog kennels. Following Sally’s information, Carol opened the third door on the left. What she saw inside, sickened her.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Brandy didn’t hear the door opening again a short while after the new women had been brought in. Even the quiet sobbing of the women barely registered in her mind anymore. It was all just useless background information. The presence of anyone near her didn’t register at all, until a whispered voice from right next to her said, “Brandy!”

	Brandy. A name she used to have. A name that was lost to her now, along with the rest of her life.

	“Brandy, what have they done to you?” Carol whispered as her hand reached out to caress the tortured face she had loved so much.

	Brandy opened her eyes and was shocked. She saw someone. It appeared to be a woman’s body, dressed completely in black.

	“Brandy, are you okay?”

	Okay? For Brandy, there was no longer any concept of okay. She simply waited for the abuse to begin.

	Carol could barely see any sign of awareness in Brandy’s eyes. She knelt down in front of her and said, “Brandy, it’s me, Carol.”

	Carol? A name from the past. A name of someone she had loved. Love. Just a memory now. A memory that hurt too much to think about.

	Carol pulled the gas mask hood off her head so Brandy could see her better. “Brandy, it’s me Carol!”

	Now Brandy could see the woman’s face in front of her. The face of the woman she had loved so much. She chanced using her voice. What came out was nearly incomprehensible. “Caarll?”

	“Damn!” Carol exclaimed softly. “What have they done to you!” She quickly got up and started examining the cage. But as Sally had told them, it appeared to be welded all over. She could see no way to get Brandy out of it at all. But there was one thing she could do for her lover, she removed the almost full bucket of pee that was hanging from her breasts. The reaction from Brandy at it being removed appeared to hurt her as much as Carol was sure that the bucket had. “There,” she said. “I can’t do much else for you right now, but that should help.” 

	She pulled out her phone and called the Wu team. “Brandy is here, right where we were told she would be. I can’t get her out of the cage. It’s going to take several people to carry the whole thing out. I’ll send you a picture. There’s a road that goes all the way around to the back. I’ve taken care of all the guards on the right side of the complex, but nowhere else, so be careful. Just get her as soon as possible. I’m going after Alfonso.”

	Carol took a few pictures of Brandy in the cage so the men would know what they were dealing with, then she moved back to where Brandy could see her. “Friends are coming for you. They’ll get you out of here. I have someone else to take care of. I’ll see you later.” But that was when she heard Brandy trying to speak again. “Kaalll eeee. Kaiilll eee.”

	Carol reached out her hand and caressed Brandy’s face again.

	“Yeah. I’m going to kill someone alright. But not you. Hang on Baby. Help is on the way. See you soon!” With that she hugged Brandy’s head and placed a loving kiss on Brandy’s forehead. “I love you,” she whispered. She pulled the gas mask hood back over her head and adjusted the goggles again before she left the room. Now all she had to do was figure out how to find Alfonso. After what she had just seen in that one room, she vowed that Alfonso was going to pay just as much as Beastman would…perhaps more!

	She no sooner got out of the room when she heard a loud alarm sounding and an intercom announcement. “Intruders! All personnel to your defensive positions! Repeat, all personnel to your defensive positions!”

	Carol swore. They had either discovered the dead guards already or they had noticed the Wu agents coming in. In the hallway ahead of her, she saw a door open quickly and two men rushed out. They just happened to see her. Her silenced gun made quick work of them. She heard shouting from that room as she ran to the door and looked in. Inside, she saw two other men, both with weapons drawn and pointing at the door. The room appeared to be filled with electronic equipment. To Carol it was easy to guess that she had just stumbled across the main security room. Diving to the floor right in the doorway, both her guns fired before either of the men could realize that she wasn’t where they were aiming their weapons. That quickly, neither of them were ever going to aim a gun again. Carol made a quick examination of the room but decided there was little she needed to worry about there. She left the dead men behind and moved on.

	At the end of the hallway, she climbed steps and went through a doorway. As she did, she saw men running across the far end of the large room. But none of those men had noticed her and they were all now gone. She followed them, silently and carefully. Eventually she reached a room that she figured was at the front of the house. There were five men in that room, all with guns pointed out the windows. But the men were all looking the wrong direction. None of them were looking behind them where Carol was. By the time any of them realized she was there, her silenced guns had killed most of them. The rest died only moments later.

	Carol moved on toward another room where she found three more men aiming guns out the windows. Three men who again weren’t looking behind them. Carol’s silenced weapons made quick work of them and she kept going.

	Occasionally she came across a room where someone was firing at the Wu Enterprise agents outside, but as Carol came across them, their gunfire didn’t last long. One by one Carol went through every room on the ground floor of the building, more often than not, killing everyone before they even knew she was there. The defensive positions of the Alfonso’s men were great…if there was nobody sneaking up behind them. For all the men Carol was killing, it was remarkably easy. She finished with the first floor and found the large grand stairway heading up to the next level. She was halfway up it when the first gunshot came in her direction.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Carol. Had Brandy imagined that she had been there? Probably. Just another memory she would be better now doing without. Just another fantasy of being rescued that she would be better off without. Rescue was impossible. All she wanted to do was to die…completely. She was already dead inside. She just needed some way to finish the rest of the job. The only thing different now was…she could no longer feel the weight of the bucket hanging from her breasts. Was it gone? Was it really gone, even for just a little while? Or was she no longer capable of feeling that kind of pain from her breasts again? She hoped the later was true. In fact, she didn’t want to feel any pain anywhere in her body anymore.

	She was fading back to sleep again when she heard the door opening. There were new women in the room. No doubt they were about to get the lecture about being nothing but three holes. But then she realized that whatever men had come into the room were right next to her, then one of them in front of her. None of them talked to her. None of them said anything. She simply waited to see one of them pull down his fly or perhaps one of them would stick his big stinking cock up her ass. But instead, the men seemed to be examining her cage. Going over it carefully. They all spoke a language she didn’t know, so she didn’t understand anything they were saying, but she soon heard a few metallic sounds, then there was someone on each side of her head and she was being lifted straight up. The blank beige wall in front of her suddenly started growing further away as she realized she was being carried toward the door. Her peripheral vision had a brief glimpse of the rear ends of the three new women in the room as she was carried through that door.

	Had Carol been real? Had what she thought Carol had said been real? But her mind could no longer deal with that thought any further. She was nothing now. She would always be nothing.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The gunshot barely missed Carol and she dove to the side of the stairs, then almost as fast, she was running up those steps, moving back and forth across the wide stairs, taking them two or three at a time. Gunshots came, but with her weaving, none of them hit her. When she got high enough, she suddenly stopped, and two bullets carved out chunks of wooden stairs above her where they thought she would be running. Instead, Carol quickly brought her guns up. She could see two men above her now. Her bullets found each of them. No more bullets came down at her as she climbed the rest of the way up.

	Knowing that she had been spotted now, she was more careful than ever. She headed one direction along the hallway at the top of the stairs. Two men suddenly appeared. Men with automatic weapons. She shot one but the other one was already shooting before she could kill him. She dove into an open doorway to get out of the way as bullets splattered all over the place for a moment. She quickly poked her head and gun out the doorway and shot him dead before he could pull the trigger again. Automatic weapons were great, if you knew how to use them. Otherwise, they just splattered bullets all over the place since they were so difficult to aim for more than just the first shot. 

	She moved on. She caught sight of the gun barrel as it was coming out of a doorway before she saw the body of the man following it. Another automatic weapon. She dove for the floor, her gun already aiming. She fired and killed the man before he had a chance to turn fully in her direction. She stayed there waiting to see if anyone else would follow, but nobody else did.

	She picked herself up and continued down the hallway. The few doors she passed were all open. She looked briefly into each room but all of them appeared to be empty. So why were the men she just killed where they were? She could only think of one reason. To protect Alfonso.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Brandy’s head was spinning. Cold air washed over her body as she was carried out through another door. She was outside! It was dark though so she couldn’t see much. She felt the back of her cage being set down, and then she was pushed – into a vehicle of some sort. The doors nearly hit her face as they were quickly closed the moment she was in.

	What was happening? She felt the van moving. Did she dare hope this was a rescue? Or was someone else grabbing her for their own bit of fun. A trophy for another wacko. That seemed more likely.

	But the men spoke Chinese…she thought. Carol’s friends from Wu Enterprises had all been Chinese. Did she dare to hope? But hope was too fleeting a concept for her brain to hang onto.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Carol approached the open door carefully. If Alfonso was in there and had protection, she had no doubt there would be a number of guns aimed at the doorway. Keeping low near the floor, she quickly poked her head out and glanced into the room. She saw two men there. Only one of them had a gun aimed anywhere near her. She didn’t see a gun in the hands of the other man at all, only in the hand of the larger of the two men. The odd thing she noticed right away about both men though, was that they each had one hand raised in the air, and they were each holding something in those hands. It was easy for Carol to guess – gas! She slowly stood up, watching the gun in the big man’s hand carefully, her own gun at waist level but aimed at him.

	“Now!” the smaller of the two men yelled. Both men brought their arms down quickly, throwing the small vials of gas to the floor and breaking them. Both men turned and grabbed gasmasks and pulled them on as the room quickly filled with the gas.

	Carol simply stood where she was in the doorway and watched them carefully, the suit she was wearing was still protecting her perfectly from the effects of the gas.

	The two men were surprised that the gas wasn’t having any affect on the woman. She simply continued to stand in the doorway where they both knew the gas should have knocked her out by now. The larger of the two men looked the woman over carefully, keeping his gun aimed directly at her chest. She was dressed from head to toe in some kind of black suit that even covered her face. Even her eyes were covered by some kind of lenses. “Who are you supposed to be?” he joked through his gasmask, “Batgirl?”

	“No,” Carol replied. “Death!” With that, her finger tightened against the trigger of her gun and she shot the large man right in the middle of his forehead. She turned to the smaller man. The man without a gun. The man that was now looking far more frightened. “Let me guess. You must be Alfonso.”

	“You’re…you’re the one Vince wants so badly. The one called Death!” Alfonso said, his voice muffled by the gasmask he wore.

	“Aw. You guessed!” Carol said as she raised her gun and pointed it at his head.

	“No! Don’t!” Alfonso said as he cringed away.

	Carol walked closer to him, keeping the gun pointed at his head while her other hand stowed her other gun away in her suit. The man cringed but there was no place he could really run to. Carol kept going until she pressed the gun right up against his temple. “Where’s Beastman?” she asked threateningly.

	“I…I don’t know!”

	Carol pressed her gun harder against his head. “Where is he?” she demanded louder.

	Alfonso cringed down, trying to get the gun away from his head, but Carol followed him, keeping the pressure up and pushing even harder.

	“Where is he?” she hissed angrily.

	“L…Los Angeles. Where we grew up.”

	Carol reached out and ripped the gas mask from his face, hurting him more than a little. She didn’t need to do anything else as the gas in the room had him unconscious in moments. She pulled out her phone and called one of the Wu agents. “I’ve got Alfonso. He’s…sleeping. I’ll bring him down to the back door.”

	“Bring him out the front instead,” the agent replied. “We have a van there ready and waiting.

	The building appears to be secured. No sign of trouble from anyone else yet.”

	“Did you get Brandy?”

	“She’s already on her way to the destination.”

	“Good! I’ll be there in two minutes.” She ended the call and hefted Alfonso over her shoulder. She carried him out of the room and down the staircase. The van was waiting right at the front door. Alfonso was loaded in the back where an agent secured his hands and feet for the long ride ahead. Carol went back through the building, stopping at a few of the rooms on the way out where she found more women in those cages. Going through the back door, she retrieved her helmet, and spent a few moments looking at all the women in the dog cages – all of them on all fours. All of them with dog collars on their necks. All of them watching her curiously. She left them all there.

	Once she was back at her bike, she phoned Susan Wu. “I’m out. There’s a lot of dead men inside the main building and the women are just as Sally and Bryce described them. I suggest you make the call.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	In her private limousine, on her way back to Janice’s mansion in Nevada, Susan Wu grabbed a burner phone and punched in a number. She knew her call would be recorded. She gave a description of where Alfonso’s property was located along with a brief description of what could be found there. She ended the call and pulled the battery from the phone. She would throw it away as soon as she got the chance.

	The call had been to a hotline for the FBI. It would be up to them now to deal with the women and men they would find at Alfonso’s property.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Instead of the dull beige wall, All Brandy could see was the closed van doors that were only inches from her face. It was less to see than she had before – and more.

	For a brief little while, something resembling a tiny spark of hope had gone through her. But as the monotonous hours continued to pass, with only a tiny portion of the too close back doors of the van to see, and not a word spoken to her, the spark of hope was lost. The spark of hope had been almost nothing to begin with. Her mind had long ago ceased to function fully. It could no longer process anything but the immediate situation and what was physically happening to her, which was either sex for some man, or once in a great while being cleaned and fed. Her entire life. 

	The fact that she was no longer in that room mattered nothing anymore. She was still in the same position, the same situation. She couldn’t move, she couldn’t see anything worth seeing. As always, she was ignored unless someone wanted something. Nothing mattered. She didn’t matter. She was nothing. She was…a piece of furniture. A thing. Useless. Except when men wanted to abuse her. And even that, meant less to her now than it used to. Nothing mattered to a thing. Nothing mattered, because she was nothing. 

	But in the back of her mind, a memory refused to go away. 

	The memory of a person. Carol.

	 


Chapter 34 – Extraction.

	 

	Carol, in her rush to help Brandy, got back to the mansion long before any of the vans could get there. She was simply anxious. Her mother and Susan Wu has only arrived a few hours earlier, and she was told her mother was sleeping. The wait for Brandy to get there was aggravating. She had tried so hard, for so long, just to find her. And after seeing her, she knew Brandy needed help more than she ever imagined. But she couldn’t help her yet, because Brandy wasn’t there yet.

	Watching out the front window of the mansion for the vans to arrive, her waiting was interrupted when Susan walked into the room. “I took a good look at that picture of Brandy you sent last night.”

	Carol turned to her. “The picture was nothing. You should have seen it in person. She had a big bucket full of pee hanging from her breasts, pulling them down, keeping her in pain.”

	“Just as both Sally and Bryce told us,” Susan replied. “Carol, because of what was done to her, and because it’s gone on this long, I’ve called for Dr. Xiang. Your mother and I agree that Brandy is going to need more help than just getting her out of that thing.”

	“Good!” Carol replied. “If anyone can help, he can.” Which to Carol sounded odd in a way, since she knew perfectly well how sadistic Dr. Xiang really was. He spent more time torturing people and killing people than he did helping them, and he specialized in cruel interrogation techniques. But Carol had first–hand knowledge of just how good a doctor he was capable of being. In fact, he had briefly been one of her tutors.

	“Xiang is already on the way, but he won’t be able to get here for some time yet. You’re going to have to be patient.”

	“Ugh! I don’t want to be patient. I want to get Brandy out of that thing!”

	“As do we all! He’ll be here as soon as we can get him here. It’s a long trip.”

	Carol sighed. “I know.”

	“In the meantime, when she arrives, we’ll but Brandy in the barn.”

	“The barn! But that’s not comfortable. She needs…”

	“Carol! Think! We’re not going to carry her up to her room when she can’t even get out of that thing. We’ll set her up and get everything ready to remove her from it just as soon as Xiang gets here. We haven’t even had a chance to study that cage yet.”

	“I saw it. It’s just welded shut in a few places.”

	“We’ll get it unwelded when Xiang arrives,” Susan insisted.

	Carol clearly wasn’t happy, but there was nothing she could do about it. “Maybe we can do something for her. Anything!”

	“If we can do it, we will,” Susan assured her. “Carol, be patient. We’ll have her out of that thing as soon as possible. You know that.”

	“Yeah,” Carol sulked. “Just not soon enough.”

	“I also called her uncle,” Susan told her. “He’s immensely grateful.” “I’m sure he is,” Carol replied.

	“He’ll be here later this evening,” Susan told her.

	Carol only nodded before turning to look out the window again. In the distance, she saw a van approaching. “They’re here!” she said. She headed out the front door and Susan followed.

	The lead van with Brandy in it pulled up to the front of the house. Susan went down to meet it and told them where to go. All three vans went around the side of the house, heading for the big barn. Carol ran through the house and down to the barn. She was there shortly after all three vehicles had arrived.

	With the arrival of the vans, people started spilling out of the barn. Wu Enterprise people, whose job it would be to handle whoever they brought back, including Brandy, were all crowding around the vehicles now. Carol herself reached for the rear van doors and opened them. What she saw, sickened her.

	The noise so close to her face caused Brandy to open her eyes. Light. And bodies. People. But none of that mattered. Still, it was something different for her eyes to see. Other than that, there was no change at all in her expression. She wasn’t a person anymore. She was a thing. She didn’t need any kind of expression on her face.

	Carol stood there for a moment staring at Brandy’s face. She looked so…dead. Drool dripped from her lips, and it looked as if Brandy didn’t even care – about anything! “Brandy,” she breathed softly. Her hand reached out to caress her face.

	Brandy felt the hand touching her, but she didn’t see the face that went with the hand. She didn’t even try to turn her eyes that high.

	“Brandy!” Carol tried again, this time bending down to put her face in front of hers. “It’s me. Carol. Remember?”

	Carol? Remember? A faint misty memory swam across her brain. Carol. Love. Her eyes focused a bit, and there was that face she had wanted to see for so long, but couldn’t. Was it real?

	It was worse than when she had found her in Alfonso’s breaking house. “Brandy,” Carol tried again, seeing her eyes change a bit. “Say something,” she begged as her hand reached out to caress Brandy’s face again.

	Carol? Could she really be here? Was it possible? Had she been rescued? “Caal?” her voice cracked.

	“Yes Baby. I’m here now. We’re going to get you out of that thing!” Was it real? It was too much to hope for. “Caal,” she said again.

	Carol hugged Brandy’s head. “I love you,” she whispered. “Hang on Baby. It’s going to take a little bit, but we’re going to get you out of there. We’re going to help you. We’re just waiting for a doctor to get here. Hang on Baby.” “Caal,” Brandy said again.

	Carol moved back. “Let’s get her inside,” she ordered quickly. In the background she noticed Alfonso being led by a group of Wu Agents into the barn. She couldn’t wait to get her hands on him again too. But now that they had him, Alfonso would keep. Right now, she was too worried about Brandy.

	They carried Brandy into the interrogation room and set her on the table there. A plastic container was placed under her and the tube from her catheter was stuck in it to collect her pee. Carol hadn’t even noticed they had done that in the van. Now that she was inside on the table, Carol and two of the agents started studying the cage carefully, looking for what they would have to do to get her out of it.

	“Does she need some water?” Susan asked. “Does she need something to eat?”

	“Shit! I wasn’t thinking!” Carol exclaimed. She went around to Brandy’s head and stared her in the face. She was glad to see a bit more awareness in Brandy’s eyes. “Are you thirsty? Hungry?” she asked.

	“Yyyeeess,” Brandy’s weak voice managed to reply.

	“Get some water,” Susan ordered one of the servants. She turned to another of the women nearby. “She can’t close her mouth so she can’t chew, but see if you can find something a little more substantial that she can swallow.”

	A bottle of water was brought in, and the best Carol could manage for Brandy was to tip it up and let a little trickle into Brandy’s mouth. She was glad to see Brandy swallowing it greedily.

	“How do we get this ring out of her mouth?” Carol complained. She bent down and stared into Brandy’s mouth. She reached her fingers in and grabbed the ring, but she couldn’t budge it. “It’s got some kind of things on it that are fastened into her gums. I don’t know how we’re going to get it out.”

	“We’ll have to let Xiang look at it,” Susan told her.

	Carol looked next at Brandy’s hands, bound up in the leather covers. “Can we at least free her hands?”

	“I think that should be safe enough,” Susan agreed.

	Carol grabbed one of Brandy’s hands and examined the leather cover closely. It felt hard to the touch. She noticed the leather laces holding it tightly together. She tried to pick at the knot, but it wouldn’t come free. “Wow, this is tight,” she complained. She pulled a knife from her boot to cut the leather laces.

	“Carol. Wait!” Susan said urgently.

	“What?”

	Susan went over and examined the hand Carol was about to work on. “Damn!” Susan exclaimed. “Leather!”

	“Yeah. So what?”

	“So it looks like they wet it and stretched it before they put it on her. Carol you know what happens to leather when it dries.”

	“Yeah. It shrinks.”

	“Exactly. A lot of people have been killed through the ages by shrinking leather.”

	“But it’s only on her hands.”

	“But it’s possible those covers may have shrunk enough to break every bone in her hands. Carol, we don’t dare take those covers off until Xiang can be here to supervise. She may need x–rays before we can get them off.”

	Carol was so frustrated she wanted to hit something…or someone. And the only person she could think of just then was Alfonso, who she was sure was still being handled somewhere in another room. She walked around to Brandy’s head and bent down. “We’re trying, Babe. The doctor is on his way, but we’re just going to have to wait a bit more.”

	Wait? Brandy had done nothing but wait. Wait for an eternity. Wait for a miracle. And now the miracle was here, and the miracle still couldn’t help her.

	“I’ll have someone bring a blanket to put over her,” Susan told Carol. “Thanks,” Carol replied. “I’ll be right here with her till Xiang gets here.” Susan nodded and left.

	“We’re trying, Brandy,” Carol said softly. “We’re trying.”

	No change. Nothing…because she was nothing. Nobody could help. Brandy closed her eyes. At least sleep offered some kind of oblivion. She fell asleep almost instantly…while dreams of Carol and love flitted through her mind.

	Carol watched Brandy’s blank face for a while until one of the servants rushed in with a bowl of something.

	“I had the cook run some fruit through the blender,” the woman told Carol. Would you like me to see if she can eat it?”

	“I’ll do it,” Carol replied, taking the bowl of fruit. “And…thanks. That was good thinking.” With the servant watching closely, Carol brought the bowl in front of Brandy. “Brandy, my love,” Carol whispered. When there was no reaction, she reached out and touched Brandy’s face. “Brandy!” She was rewarded to see Brandy’s eyes open. “Here,” Carol said. “See if you can swallow this. It’s fruit.” She took a spoonful of the mushed–up fruit from the bowl and transferred it to Brandy’s mouth. She wasn’t prepared for the reaction.

	Fruit? Brandy felt something enter her mouth. As she had been conditioned to do, her tongue automatically went to work, but this wasn’t some man’s cock. This had a sharp bright flavor like nothing she could remember anymore. She swallowed it quickly. It was wet. Refreshing, and not whatever mush they had forced her to drink as fast as possible for so long. “Ahh! Ahh!” she begged, wanting more.

	“You want more?” Carol asked, hoping she understood. Brandy blinked repeatedly. “Ahh!

	Ahh!”

	Carol gladly shoved more of the fruit into her mouth.

	“I’ll get more,” the servant said, and literally ran from the barn.

	When two bowls of fruit had been finished, Carol started into Brandy’s more awake face. She caressed that face. Hang on, Baby. The doctor’s coming. It’s just a long trip for him. He’ll be here later today.”

	For the first time in…forever. Brandy had a sense of something she thought she’d never have again. Hope.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Xiang was anxious to see his new patient. He had gotten a description of what had been done to her from Susan. He had even seen the picture that Carol had taken. But all that did was to spark his imagination. For someone who lived to find new methods of cruelty, the opportunity to see someone else’s handiwork was a rare treat. Never mind that it was a patient he would have to help. He was still anxious to examine what had been done.

	Since he spent a lot of time at the Wu’s compound in North Carolina, he knew Susan and her father very well. He had met Janice on a few occasions, finding her work fascinating. He had been asked to tutor Carol off and on for several years too. Teaching her what things could hurt the human body more than others. He also had to teach her quite a bit about first–aid and what to do in case she got hurt or shot. Knowing what he did about Carol, he was amazed the girl was still alive. But Carol too had a head for cruelty, and so working with her sometimes generated some interesting conversations.

	After a long flight across the country, then another long trip to Janice’s house from the airport in Los Angeles, his body was tired, but his mind was excited and was totally focused on the problem ahead. A problem he couldn’t wait to see. 

	After a brief opportunity to freshen up inside the house, Susan and her father escorted him through the back door and out toward a large barn. It wasn’t the sight of the barn though that caught his attention. As they walked, his eyes fell on what he saw wandering around in the fenced in yard next to the barn. There were a number of… “men”…wandering around, in the most ridiculous position, acting in the most curious manner possible. Janice’s work, he had no doubt. The woman was an absolute genius!

	“Chickens,” Susan told him, offering no other information.

	“Ahh,” Xiang replied. “Most ingenious.”

	“Don’t let Janice know if they’re a bit difficult to figure out,” Mr. Wu added. “She seems a bit sensitive about it.”

	“Of course not,” Xiang agreed. “But now that you mention it, I have no difficulty seeing it at all. I must study them more later.”

	“I’m afraid they’ll have to wait until after we take care of Brandy.”

	“Ah yes,” Xiang agreed. “I can’t wait! This sounds very interesting.”

	Xiang was led into the large barn and into one of the rooms created from several of the horse stalls. In the room, he saw Carol, but more importantly, his eyes went immediately to the large object sitting on the table that was draped with a blanket. The only part of that object he could see was a head sticking out from the blanket, fastened by some kind of metal brace. “Dr. Xiang!” Carol exclaimed, relieved that he had finally arrived.

	“Miss Carol,” Xiang greeted her with a small bow. But his eyes went immediately back to what was on the table and what dominated the room. He took a moment to savor the sight before him, his eyes studying not just the blanked covered body, but the sight of the head sticking out from it. Almost giddy with the anticipation, he asked, “can we remove the blanket now?” 

	One of the group of workers who had entered the room with them pulled the blanket away and Xiang got his first real glimpse of what had been done to the woman. It was exquisite! Genius! As his eyes appeared to study the cage and the woman’s predicament, Xiang’s mind was salivating over the horror of the situation. Nobody else could see that though, even though Xiang had no doubt that Susan, her father, and possibly Carol, could probably guess the delicious emotions and thoughts running through him just then.

	“We need to get her out!” Carol reminded him, trying to get Xiang to do something – sooner rather than later.

	“Of course,” Xiang replied, barely acknowledging the remark as he continued to stare at the arrangement.

	He moved closer. His hands now running slowly over almost every part of the cage from the base of Brandy’s neck to the very back. When he got behind her, he found another surprise he hadn’t seen before. Someone had sewn the woman’s vagina shut with steel cable. Very nice! His fingers ran lightly over the threading then followed the catheter down to where it was draining out into a plastic container.

	“She had a big bucket hanging from her breasts,” Carol told him. “One of the whores we rescued told us they didn’t allow the bucket to be emptied until it was overflowing, and then they had to put it right back on again. She was in constant pain.”

	“Yes,” Xiang said softly, imagining just what had been done to the woman.

	His continued his examination of the cage, going along the other side of it, heading very slowly back toward the front. This time, he took more careful note of how the head was held so immobile. Coming fully in front of her, he saw the way her mouth was open. His fingers moved her lips aside so he could examine the ring gag better.

	“I couldn’t pull it out,” Carol told him. “It seems to be fastened to her gums somehow.”

	“Yes,” Xiang breathed softly again, his mind continuing to imagine what the woman in that cage must have felt.

	“I wanted to cut the covers off her hands,” Carol said next, but Susan was worried that the leather may have broken the bones in her hands. 

	This time, Xiang nodded and moved his examination to her hands. “Wise,” he said softly as he felt the leather. “The leather has become hard. As with everything else, we will have to be very cautious to remove them.”

	Once again, he began a slow tour around Brandy, going slightly faster this time, but still examining everything closely. When he got to the far side of her, he stopped to look under her at what had been done to her breasts. The distention told the story of a lot of weight pulling at them for a very long time. The woman would need surgery to make them look normal again. In his opinion, believe it or not, her breasts might be the least of her problems.

	“Doctor,” Carol said. “Can we at least start undoing the welds now?”

	In a way, the question irritated Xiang. He could stare at the woman like that in the cage device forever. Savoring it. But he had been brought out here to remove the woman from the cage, not keep her in it. Unfortunately. He finally nodded and looked at Mr. Wu. “They can start cutting the welds, but do not open any of it. She will need to be removed very carefully. Her body will be weak. It will have to be supported as we go.”

	Mr. Wu turned to one of the men in the room and nodded. The man was there with his equipment just for that purpose. Instead of cutting the welds with a torch as had been used to weld the cage shut, he would cut the metal with a special saw instead so the woman in the cage wouldn’t be injured.

	As the man moved in to work on the cage, Xiang moved around to Brandy’s head to deal with the ring gag in her mouth. “Can I get a chair?” he asked. “This may take a bit.” A chair was quickly found, and Xiang sat in front of Brandy and examined the gag more carefully. 

	As the Chinese man in front of Brandy examined the gag in her mouth, loud noise and a strong vibration ran through her body. It was irritating, but it was also the biggest sign of hope she had yet. They were removing the cage. They were really getting her out of it!

	As Xiang stuck his fingers in Brandy’s mouth to help him see and feel the situation better, he noticed that her tongue seemed to be working overtime against his fingers. Not trying to push them out, but licking them. Interesting. “Can you keep your tongue away my dear?” he asked Brandy.

	Brandy was surprised. She had been conditioned to use her tongue to the best of her ability the moment anything was put into her mouth. It took a slight bit of effort, but she stopped licking his fingers and tried to keep her tongue out of the way. With so much of his hand in her mouth so often, it was difficult.

	Xiang studied the gag carefully, he now suspected that the tabs on the gag were hinged cleats of some sort, simply stuck into her gums on both the inside and outside of her teeth. At any rate, the only way to remove them would be to yank them out. “Can someone bring me my bag?” he said, referring to the medical bag he had arrived with. 

	One of the workers brought it to him and he searched inside of it. He pulled out a pair of latex gloves and put them on. Next, he removed a long flat tool from his bag. “I’m afraid this is going to hurt,” he said to Brandy. Actually, it was only with certain clients that Xiang ever bothered to use anything to lessen the pain. He lived to cause pain. He could have given the woman a local anesthetic so that she wouldn’t feel any pain, but he didn’t bother to ask. 

	Using the flat tool, he had to force it with some difficulty under the edge of the cleat, hurting Brandy more in the process. He was finally able to pry the thing out. It took some doing and there was quite a bit of blood. He carefully looked closer at the tiny cleat. It was barbed like a fishhook so that once it was in place, it couldn’t be removed. No wonder there was so much bleeding. Easy to get in, impossible to get out. But there was no help for it. Prying the things out was the only solution. One by one, he popped all the cleats on the inside and outside of her gums. After that, he still had to work hard to get Brandy’s mouth open far enough to extricate the thing.

	“Finally!” Carol breathed from beside him.

	Xiang grabbed some gauze and blotted it against each of the wounds. The bleeding continued. It would have to stop on its own, which he was sure would take a little while. They could give the woman some water when he was done.

	But now that the gag was out, Xiang noticed something else, Brandy’s mouth was still in the exact same open position. “The ring is gone now,” he told Brandy. Can you close your mouth?

	Brandy’s mouth was in pain. She tasted and swallowed a lot of blood. The ring was gone. She could feel it gone. She tried to close her mouth, and couldn’t. “Oooo,” she said, trying to say no. She kept trying, but her jaw seemed to be stuck.

	Xiang placed his hand under her jaw and gently pushed it up. Brandy cried in pain, but slowly her jaw closed. “Open,” he told her with his hand still on her jaw. He gently pulled the jaw down and slowly her mouth opened, but Xiang could tell it was with some pain and difficulty. “Close,” he said. Again, he had to help her close her jaw. “I’m afraid it’s going to take a bit for your muscles to loosen up again,” he told her. “But I’m sure that your jaw will work just fine…given a little time. He checked the bleeding in her mouth briefly. It was already slowing down. Good.

	He looked up at Carol. “Can we give her a bit of water so she can rinse her mouth?”

	By the time a bottle of water was brought in, Xiang was surprised to see that Brandy’s mouth was open again in the same position it had been before. He allowed Carol to move in and tilt the bottle and pour the water into Brandy’s mouth, but her mouth remained in the same open position. “Can you swish some of that water around?” Xiang asked Brandy.

	Brandy tried, but the only thing she could move well with her mouth, was her tongue.

	Xiang nodded. “It will come in time,” he told her softly.

	He moved around behind her and with one practiced pull, removed the catheter that had been up inside her. As expected, there was no more urine in her system to leak out.

	As the man continued to saw away at the welds, Xiang moved to Brandy’s side where he knelt down and studied what had been done to her breasts. Basically just piercings. It took him a few minutes, but before long he pulled both the piercings from both of her breasts. He left her like that and stood back while the man continued to cut the metal welds.

	While they waited, Carol moved in front of Brandy again and gently pushed her mouth closed, she released it and it slowly went back to the same open position. She hugged Brandy’s head. “We’re getting there,” she whispered into her ear. “Very soon now.” The man cutting the welds finally looked up and nodded at the doctor.

	“Very well,” Doctor Xiang said as he moved closer. “Let’s see if we can figure out how to open this thing and get her out. I believe we’re going to need to start with her head, but once we release it, she may not be able to support it. Someone may have to hold her head up.”

	“I’ve got it,” Carol told him quickly.

	Xiang nodded, and with the help of one of the Wu workers, they unfastened the steel band that went all the way around Brandy’s head.

	“Aaaahh!” Brandy grunted in pain as the pressure was released. It felt like she had suddenly been gifted with a giant headache. But nobody seemed to notice or care. She felt Carol grabbing her head and holding it, and then she felt the device being removed completely from her head.

	“I’ve got you Babe,” Carol whispered.

	Brandy was glad.

	With the neck piece gone, Xiang decided to attack the portion of the cage that went around her waist. When it was removed, nothing at all seemed to happen with her position. One by one, the parts of the cage were opened, exposing Brandy’s entire body, but she still didn’t move at all, but by now, Xiang didn’t expect her to. She had been stuck in that position far too long. While Carol continued to hold Brandy’s head, four men picked Brandy up out of the cage device and set her down on the floor – still in the same position. Brandy’s body position didn’t change at all and Carol had to continue to hold her head.

	Brandy was out! To her, it was an amazing feeling. She just couldn’t move anything in her body yet. In fact, despite being out of that cage, she didn’t even try to move anything yet.

	“Turn her onto her side please,” Xiang requested.

	Brandy felt her body being slowly and carefully turned onto her side. Carol let go of her head and laid it on the floor. It was an amazing experience. A new position. She could now see a bit more than she could before. But still, she kept her body tightly in the same folded shape.

	“Now move her onto her back,” Xiang directed. 

	Slowly, Brandy was turned, still in her folded position, onto her back. Nothing on her moved from the shape it had been in for so long, not even her mouth that was still wide open. 

	Xiang took Brandy’s right leg and gently but firmly pulled. It took some tugging and Brandy cried out in pain, but he continued pulling until the leg was fully straight. After a moment, he gently pushed it bent again, then pulled it out, trying to work the muscles a bit. One by one, he pulled all of her limbs straight, working each one just slightly, until she was finally laying flat. Seeing the difficulty he had experienced in doing it, he made a difficult decision. “No more today,” he said. “Let’s get her in the house if we can. I recommend warm baths every few hours, then let her sleep. Food and drink are going to be essential as well, but this is as far as I dare go with her today. Tomorrow, I’ll take a look at her hands and what has been done to her vagina.”

	Susan started giving orders. “Wrap her in that blanket and carry her inside. She turned to one of the female servants. “Tell Natalia to run a bath for her.”

	Brandy was free. So why did it hurt so much? Why was it so difficult for her to move her limbs? She was stretched out, but being stretched out wasn’t comfortable. She wanted to pull her legs and arms in and contort her body back into the shape she had been stuck in for so long. 

	Her vagina was still sewn shut…not that she could feel it anymore, and she still had no hands at all…if she would ever have hands again. But she was free. She knew that now with a certainty and a relief she never thought she would feel. 

	Carol had come for her. Carol had rescued her. Carol was here with her, doing everything she could to help her. Carol hadn’t abandoned her at all. It had just taken Carol a very long time to find her. But Carol did still love her. She held onto that one thought as her body was picked up and carried from…wherever she was.

	Carol watched as Brandy was wrapped in the blanket and picked up. She followed as she was carried into the house and all the way up to her room where she was laid on the bed until her bath was ready. She sat down on the side of the bed next to Brandy, whose mouth was still wide open. She leaned in close. “I love you,” she said. 

	Brandy, with difficulty, nodded her head. “Uu oo too,” she managed to say, her mouth barely moving.  “Taks,” she added, trying to say thank you for getting her free.

	Carol leaned over and kissed her cheek.

	“Her bath is ready, Miss,” Natalia announced.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Ralphie barely saw her. He had stood with everyone else just outside of the room where they had worked on Brandy for what seemed like an eternity. What was wrong with her? He knew a doctor had been called in, but he had been told nothing else.

	In the crowd of people watching the open door where Brandy was, Ralphie happened to look around. His eyes stopped still and stared. Brandy’s uncle Vinny and his friend Sammy were there. He locked eyes with Vinny and felt fear going through him. Vinny finally turned his eyes away to look back at the open doorway.

	Things suddenly seemed to be happening. Everyone was pushed back out of the way and he saw Brandy, wrapped in a blanket, being carried out of the room. He followed with everyone else out of the barn, but like most people, he stopped just outside of it as Brandy was carried into the house…where he wasn’t allowed to go.

	He felt a hand touch his shoulder and he turned, and almost passed out. Sammy was there.

	Sammy motioned with his head to the side, and Ralphie saw Vinny standing there, waiting. Totally afraid, Ralphie went with Sammy to see what Vinny wanted.

	“You’ve been Brandy’s toy for a long time,” Vinny started. “As much as I don’t like it, or you, Brandy is fond of you. After all she’s put you through, I was more than a bit surprised to hear that you were the one who found the way for the Wu’s to rescue her. For that, I have to thank you. For that, I owe you now. But that’s all it is. I owe you, even though it’s something I seriously doubt you’ll ever get the chance to collect. Since Brandy owns you, you still belong to her. As far as I’m concerned, nothing has changed. Understand? I just want you to know, that I’m grateful for what you did.”

	Ralphie was amazed. As he had been taught so strenuously to do since he had arrived back at the mansion, he automatically grabbed his skirt and dropped a small polite curtsey before speaking. “Thank you,” he said gratefully.

	Vinny nodded and walked off with Sammy toward the house.

	Vinny owed him? But as Vinny had said, it was a debt he would most likely never be able to collect. But still, he felt very much relieved. He didn’t need to be worried about Vinny being out to murder him anymore.

	Brandy was back. His life of hell would continue, like it or not. But at least he now knew where he stood…and he knew he no longer had to worry about Brandy’s uncle.

	 


Chapter 35 – Human Again.

	 

	Even muted by the curtains, the morning sun was strange enough to wake her. Early in the night, she had rolled over onto her stomach, drawn her knees up to her chest and put her arms in the same position they had been locked into for so long. Her chin rested on a pillow, supporting her head in the position she had been in for so long. Instead of cold hard metal, she felt a soft mattress and bedding supporting and surrounding her. Her mouth was closed though, but only by the weight of her head against the pillow where she rested her chin. The position was the only one she felt comfortable in.

	She opened her eyes. Instead of seeing the empty beige wall, she saw stacked pillows and the headboard of the bed. It was hard to believe. She was free. Mostly. Her hands were still confined, and her vagina was still sewn shut, but that doctor had promised to do something about them tomorrow…today now. In truth, her confined hands and sewn vagina felt normal. What didn’t feel normal was everything else. She was…free. Rescued! By Carol. And Carol still loved her.

	She breathed in deeply, letting that relief wash through her. Sudden movement next to her caught her attention. Slowly and painfully, she tried to turn her head to the side, but she didn’t get far before Carol was moving up closer to her. She felt Carol’s arm going around her waist, and then her head was next to hers. Soft loving lips kissed her cheek.

	“Morning,” Carol said softly. “How are you?”

	How was she? In truth, she was fantastic, only because she was free. All the other things, the pain, the stiffness, the things that were still wrong with her, didn’t matter. All that matter was that she was free. It was amazing and fantastic. Her jaw and mouth worked better today. “Good,” she managed to say normally. She felt Carol kiss her cheek again, and with some effort, Brandy was able to turn her head far enough to the side so the two of them could kiss properly. Love. After being reduced to nothing for so long. After being a thing instead of a person for so long. Love was the biggest difference. And she felt that love strongly from Carol. 

	“Time to roll over again and stretch out,” Carol told her.

	Stretched out wasn’t comfortable. But Brandy knew Carol was right. She rolled her body over and painfully stretched all her limbs out straight. 

	Carol kissed her lips again. “I’ll have Natalia run you another bath,” she told Brandy. “Then, do you think you feel up to coming downstairs for breakfast? If not, I can have something brought up for you?”

	The bath sounded great. She’d had several the evening before. The warm water seemed to help the pain and stiffness, not to mention how simply wonderful the warm baths felt. “I want to be human again,” she replied.

	Carol kissed her again. “Good!” She got up and went to the door to find Natalia, but Natalia was already waiting out in the hallway. “Bath time,” she told the maid. “Then she wants to go down for breakfast.”

	Natalia smiled. She had done as much as she could last night to help Miss Brandy. She hurried into the room and straight for the bathroom there to draw Brandy’s bath.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Clothes! She had been naked for so long, in front of so many people, it barely meant anything to her anymore. But wearing clothes again, real clothes, had an effect on her that she hadn’t anticipated. More than anything else so far, the clothes that Natalia and Carol were helping to dress her in seemed to emphasize that she wasn’t a thing. She wasn’t a dumb piece of furniture. She was human!

	After she had the simple underwear, slacks, and shirt on…no bra, Carol took off to get ready for breakfast herself. While Carol was gone, Natalia started working on her hair. The brushing felt wonderful. Natalia had washed her hair last night the second time she had been put into the tub, but today, the brushing felt better than ever. She relaxed, closing her eyes and savoring the feeling…as her mouth unconsciously dropped into its usual open position.

	A short while later, Carol was back. With Carol holding onto her tightly, Brandy slowly made her way down the stairs. She was walking. Going down stairs, mostly by herself. She was moving around. Going places. She was…human again. It seemed like every little new thing that she did emphasized that fact loud and clear. Even if her hands were crushed and no longer worked anymore, even if she didn’t have a vagina anymore, it wouldn’t matter. What mattered was that she was human. She was moving around on her own. She could talk. She could do things. She was human.

	The breakfast table was set elegantly…like she remembered it. The only people she saw besides Carol, were the servants as they finished the breakfast preparations. Carol pulled out a chair for her and she sat – like a human – at a table. Carol sat right next to her.

	“Coffee?”

	There was still some stiffness as she turned her head to look at the woman with the coffee pot. “Yes please,” she replied as politely as she could. She waited while the woman poured some coffee into the cup. She reached out to pick up the cup, but she couldn’t. She had no hands. Frustrated, she set her useless hands back in her lap. But as she did, she saw Carol reaching for her coffee cup. Carol held it to her lips and tipped it up very slowly. Her mouth worked much better now, and she was able to drink some. “Thanks,” she said, still frustrated that she couldn’t do it for herself. But she was sitting at a table like a human being. She was drinking coffee like a real person. Never mind that Carol had to help her. She was human again.

	“Good morning!”

	Brandy turned her head and saw Janice approaching the table. She went to Carol, hugged her and gave her a brief peck on the cheek. Brandy was surprised when Janice did the same for her before going to the head of the table to sit down. The servant was there immediately pouring her coffee.

	Susan Wu and her father came into the room. Something about seeing Mr. Wu there sent a tiny bit of fear through Brandy, but she pushed it away. 

	“Morning!” the male voice from behind her was a surprise…and just the sound of it brought a touch of fear, even though Brandy knew that voice very well. She felt hands touching her shoulder. She felt her uncle leaning over her. “Hi kid,” he said. “Welcome back.”

	One of her bound up hands went up to touch his. “Thanks,” she said simply. She watched as her Uncle Vinny moved around to the other side of the table with Sammy and they sat down to eat. And then the doctor came in. The strange man who had helped get her out of that cage. He had visited her twice in her room last night, never doing more than just checking on her. But she supposed that had been enough. She couldn’t wait until he could free her hands…and she feared it just as much. She had heard the comments he had made to the others about the possibility of her hands being crushed too much. But still, even without hands, she would be human again.

	She knew that Janice hated men – passionately. But looking around the table, there were four men sitting there this morning. She found that strange. She wondered how Janice felt about it. She knew how she felt. In truth, all the men around her were making her nervous.

	Servants came in and set plates of food in front of each of them. Eggs. Toast. The whole nine yards. It looked and smelled wonderful. Brandy couldn’t wait to start eating. It was a good thing her hands were useless, because she would have dug in immediately. She was about to turn to Carol to ask for her help, when Janice began saying grace. She had forgotten that odd little quirk about the woman. Fortunately, grace didn’t last long, and as soon as she was done, she saw Carol sticking a fork into the food on her plate. 

	Brandy opened her mouth wide, ready for her first taste of real solid food in…what seemed like years! She felt the food going into her mouth. Her mouth closed around the fork, pulling it off. And tears ran down her face. Solid food. It was the first bit of solid food she had eaten in a very long time. It was all she could do not to sob with joy. Eating was slightly painful. Not only was her jaw stiff and hard to move, all the places in her mouth where the ring gag had been attached still hurt. But she was eating – food! Real food! Never mind that Carol had to feed her every bite, she was still eating – like a human!

	She was human!

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The breakfast dishes had been cleared from the table, but everyone else remained. It was time. Dr. Xiang moved and sat next to Brandy. Brandy put both her bound hands on the table. Xiang picked up her right hand and held it to examine it closely again.

	“I don’t think the bones are broken,” Brandy told him. “As the leather dried, it hurt for a long time. Then…I couldn’t feel anything anymore.”

	Xiang nodded. “We will see. He used a scalpel to cut the laces. Very gently, he tried to peel back the leather, but gently wasn’t working. The leather was still too tight. He cut more of it, doing is best to not cut into Brandy’s hands. Finally, the leather cover came off. Underneath, the doctor was surprised to find layers of tape holding her hand in the closed position. He quickly guessed that the tape holding her fingers in the right position had made putting the leather covers on much easier. His scalpel went to work on the tape, creating an opening, then he pulled. The tape came off and Brandy’s hand was revealed – crushed into an unnatural position.

	Xiang studied the hand and especially the fingers carefully. He felt each bone in her hand as best he could. “You may be lucky,” he said softly, still examining the hand. “Here we go,” he said as he grabbed her thumb. Very gently but firmly, he pulled the thumb out straight.  Brandy cried out in pain. Xiang stopped and felt the bone in her thumb again, he didn’t think it was broken and the joint appeared to okay as well. “I don’t think it’s broken,” he told her. “It has just been held too tightly for too long. He moved the thumb a little bit, then moved on to the next finger.

	One by one, he pried each finger free, examining each one carefully. “I believe you have been very lucky,” he told Brandy. Like the rest of your body, your fingers will need exercise for you to regain full use of them, but otherwise, I see no other problems.”

	Brandy’s face contorted in pain as she tried to open and closer the fingers of her hand. They moved, but with difficulty and pain. But…they moved!

	Xiang started on her other hand. It was another slow and painful process, but eventually Brandy had two hands again. Even more human! She vowed that the next time she sat down to eat, she would feed herself! “Thanks,” she told the doctor, a bit breathlessly as she tried to painfully work her fingers.

	“Now we must see to the last part of what they did to you,” Xiang told her. “Your vagina.”

	He looked up at Susan. “Perhaps the bedroom would be the best place?” “Definitely!” Susan agreed.

	“I think this is our cue to leave,” Vinny announced. He went around and hugged Brandy. “I’m glad they found you, and everything seems like it’s going to be okay. Sammy and I are going home now. Call if you need anything. Love you kid.”

	This time, Brandy was actually able to grab his hand with hers. “Love you too, Uncle Vinny.”

	Vinny looked over at Carol. “I take it you’re going to find this guy Vince and put an end to him?”

	It was Susan that answered. “We already know where he is and we’re tracking him closely.”

	“I don’t plan on killing him,” Carol told him. “I plan to capture him. He’s going to wish we had killed him instead.”

	“And I’m looking forward to working with him,” Janice added.

	After seeing what Janice was capable of, Vinny only nodded. There was no doubt about it, Janice could be a fate worse than death. He was glad she had told him that she would never come after him.

	“Thanks,” Vinny told Janice. “Take care of my niece.”

	“Don’t worry,” Janice replied. “We will.”

	Vinny had no doubt at all that Brandy was in good hands. “Take care kid,” he said as he patted Brandy’s shoulder, then he and Sammy headed up to their rooms to pack.

	“The bedroom then,” Xiang said as he too got up from the table.

	As they all headed slowly for the stairs, Susan stopped Xiang and whispered. “This time, if you have to do anything to her, don’t cause her any pain. If it’s necessary, as I have no doubt it will be, a little anesthetic might be advisable.

	Xiang got the message loud and clear. “Of course,” he agreed.

	The only man in the room was Doctor Xiang, but the room still seemed to be filled with people. Brandy was totally naked again, a state that no longer bothered her in the least. As Xiang prepared a local anesthetic, her eyes swept briefly around the room. Carol was sitting on the bed right there next to her, holding tightly onto her hand. Susan Wu hovered nearby with Janice slightly behind her. Both Natalia and Susannah were looking on from the other side of the bed. Brandy felt more comfortable with all the women surrounding her. She would have felt even better if the doctor wasn’t there. But the doctor had to be there. Why couldn’t they have sent for a woman doctor? She was grateful though, so she said nothing.

	“Little prick,” Xiang said softly to Brandy as he held the hypodermic needle ready.

	Brandy’s first thought though was to think that the size of someone’s dick that was about to enter her, but the slight pain she felt quicky dissolved that illusion. Her muscles tightened at the pain that was probably amplified because the shot had been given in such a sensitive place. She felt the needle being removed.

	“And again,” Xiang said.

	Brandy felt the pain from the needle again, now in a different place, then again, then one more time. Four shots of the local anesthetic. Each shot had hurt, but at least it was over now. Now all she needed was to get that cable out of her vagina. As she thought about that, memories of making love with Carol flashed through her mind. Wonderful memories. Would she ever be able to feel what she had felt before? She desperately hoped so. 

	“Can you feel this?” Xiang asked.

	“What?” Brandy asked, her mind coming back to what was happening. 

	Xiang nodded and grabbed the wire cutters that had been found for him to work with.

	The only thing Brandy could feel down there was some slight tugging. No feeling at all really. Just like it had been since she had been captured. No feeling. No pleasure. No love. She felt Carol’s hand tighten briefly against hers.

	Carol leaned over. “How you doin?” she asked.

	“Good,” Brandy replied, turning her head to Carol and managing to kiss her lips. “I’m just praying I’ll be able to enjoy something again. Anything! Even just a little bit.”

	Carol kissed her lips again. “You will Babe. I promise.”

	While the slight tugging and pulling continued, Brandy’s mind went back to remembering the love sessions between her and Carol. Love. Love. Love. She’d been to bed with many men before. Several women too. But none of them came close to what she felt with Carol. None of them! As Xiang continued to work on her, she remembered those wonderful steamy sessions where they expressed their feelings for each other.

	Love.

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Alfonso was nervous and afraid. Naked. His wrists were manacled behind his back and his manacled ankles were bent and chained to his hands. The exact same position he had woken up in, in the back of a van. At least he was no longer gaged as he had been for that long drive. But any food and water he was given had to be eaten on his belly, without the use of his hands. The bastards!

	Chinese bastards! Everyone he had seen since he had woken up in that van had been Chinese, and he didn’t understand a single word of anything that had been said. From everything he could tell, he was now somewhere in China…as unlikely as that seemed, but that’s the impression he got. The last non–Chinese person he could remember seeing, was that…woman! Death! She had ripped the gasmask from his face, and the gas had done the rest. She was the last thing he could remember seeing…although he didn’t really see her. Her entire head had been covered, including her eyes. Was she Chinese too? He wouldn’t doubt it for a moment. 

	Lying on his side, he had done his best to survey his surroundings. In truth, he couldn’t tell much at all. It was a small place with a concrete floor. Wooden walls and a door. Very plain. Secured and chained as he was, he didn’t stand much chance of breaking out. Especially since he had discovered another chain running to a large beam in the wall. Whatever this place was, it had been built sturdy.

	The door opened. He watched as a man entered. No surprise, he was Chinese. But this one seemed different. He acted different too. Was this the man that would kill him? 

	Xiang looked down at the chained naked man. He smiled. His practiced eyes wandered over the man’s body. A black man. It had been a while now since he had done anything with a black man. It would be such a pleasure. But unfortunately, this one was not going to be a plaything for his amusement.

	“You are the one they call…Alfonso. Correct?”

	It was the first English words that Alfonso had heard. “What of it?”

	“I am Doctor Xiang. A…medical doctor. There doesn’t appear to be any lingering effects from the gas.”

	“What do you want?” Alfonso demanded.

	“To talk.”

	“I’m not saying anything!”

	Xiang laughed. “Trust me. You will.”

	Alfonso didn’t like the sound of that. He knew from his studies in mental conditioning just what some prison techniques could do to a man. And China was particularly bad.

	“Unfortunately,” Xiang continued, “questioning you is not going to be my pleasure. But Miss

	Janice has kindly allowed me the opportunity to speak with you before I must leave.” “Miss Janice?”

	“Perhaps the most remarkable woman I’ve ever met,” Xiang replied. “But you will meet her later. So tell me, those…cages. Was it you that developed them? They are…ingenious. I do wish I had the opportunity to study a subject in them for a much longer period of time. I’ve already seen what it can do to a body, but…what it must do to the mind! So, was it you that developed them?”

	Even though Alfonso was proud of developing those cages, he decided that he wasn’t going to admit to anything. If his position wasn’t so dire, he would have laughed at this man’s clumsy attempts to question him. He stared up at Xiang and said nothing.

	“Ah,” Xiang said with a shake of his head. “No trust. It won’t matter. In a little while, I can guarantee that you will be wishing that Miss Carol had killed you instead of simply capturing you.”

	“Miss Carol?” Alfonso asked.

	“A young woman I have been asked to train a number of times in the past. An assassin now, and I understand she is quite accomplished.”

	“Is she the one they call Death?”

	“Death? I do not know. However, I will concede that Miss Carol is quite deadly. She has developed two main loves. Guns, and motorbikes.”

	“But you’re a doctor, and yet you trained her to kill.”

	“Of course. But then…curing people and taking care of them are not my main areas of expertise. I’m far more interested in…how shall we say…torture techniques. Being a doctor and understanding the human body as I do helps me to know just what will inflict the maximum amount of pain without killing someone.”

	Alfonso’s eyes had gone wide as soon as Xiang had mentioned the word torture. “You’re going to torture me?”

	“Ah…as I said, not me. Miss Janice has claimed that responsibility.”

	“So this…Janice is going to apply the thumb screws.”

	Xiang chuckled. “Nothing so archaic. Her methods are truly revolutionary. To my knowledge, no one has ever come close to duplicating what she is capable of. To a small degree, I am actually jealous of what she can do.”

	“And yet you like to torture people.”

	“Of course. It’s just that my methods are more…physical than Miss Janice. Her methods torture the mind and leave the body whole.” That didn’t sound good at all to Alfonso.

	I remember one case however, when I was called in to punish someone…after Miss Janice had done her work. What she had accomplished was… truly awesome! She had taken a healthy man and carefully constructed a completely new mind…a new brain as you will. But not only did she do that, but she had put a type of switch in that brain so that with a simple phrase of words, you could go instantly back and forth from the old brain and person to the new brain she had created. Quite remarkable.

	“Sounds like hypnotism,” Alfonso said.

	“Oh, I guess it is…of sorts, but believe me, it goes far beyond that. Far, far beyond.”

	“So if what she did to that person was so great, why did they call you in?”

	Xiang chuckled again. “What she did was so good, that the new mind she created in the subject, had no knowledge at all of his old life. And unfortunately, her conditioning left him completely happy with what he was now. That didn’t sit well with my employer. She wanted the man to suffer. So I was called in.” He chuckled again. “And what we did to that man… He’s still suffering today. And he will continue to suffer for the rest of his miserable life.”

	Alfonso was growing nervous. He already knew that the Chinese could be cruel, which didn’t bode well for him. But something Xiang said gave him a hint of hope. “So, this Miss Janice gave the man a new personality? One where he was happy?” As far as he was concerned now, if this Janice simply gave him a new personality, one that was happy, then that didn’t sound so bad.

	“Oh no. Not a new personality. When she was finished with the man, he was no longer a man at all. At least, not mentally. No, she had removed every vestige of humanity from the man and carefully reconstructed his brain…into that of a dog.”

	“A dog!”

	“Yes. It was really amazing. Miss Janice hates men, you see. But at the same time, she doesn’t like killing them. So when she’s done with them, they aren’t men anymore. Mentally, they aren’t human anymore. And I understand she’s only gotten better at it since. Unfortunately, that first time I saw her work, the subject was too happy in that new life for my employer’s taste. She wanted him to suffer more. So I was brought in.”

	Afraid of what Janice might do again, Alfonso felt he had to ask. “What did you do?”

	“Oh,” Xiang said as he remembered it clearly. “First we had his legs folded back permanently by having heavy steel bands welded onto them to make sure he would always stay on his hands and knees. Then we covered his knees, his hands, and his genitals in very heavy rubber so he no longer had hands, there would be no way he could ever touch anything, or receive any sexual pleasure, and the rubber meant that the new permanent position of his legs would not deteriorate too much. That thick rubber was like what they make automobile tires out of. He has no trouble crossing a pavement highway now on a very hot day. He can’t feel much of anything at all. After that, we attached a ring from the rubber surrounding his genitals, and we ran cables from the rubber in his right hand, through the ring, and down to his left knee. We did the same with his other hand and knee so that all his movements would be difficult and there was no way he could ever attack or try to fight back.” Alfonso’s eyes were wide as he tried to imagine it. 

	“And then, the brilliant part,” Xiang said as he remembered it all. “A trainer was brought in and the…well, he really wasn’t a man anymore. But a trainer was brought in and he was trained to behave as only an animal and nothing else…with the exception of one thing. He was also trained to bring sexual pleasure.”

	Alfonso remembered what he had done with the women under his care. He too had trained them to become nothing but dogs that would also only provide sexual services.

	“To this day,” Xiang continued, “if he doesn’t succeed in providing the necessary service, then he doesn’t get anything to eat at all, and I understand they are still giving him nothing but scraps and dogfood. Of course, since they shipped him off to live in a brothel in China, he gets plenty of opportunity to provide that service. Although in China, he also can’t understand what anyone around him is saying…much like any other animal.” Xiang took in a happy breath as he thought about it. “That has been his life for years now, and I see no reason why it won’t continue for the rest of his life. But that was my first experience seeing Miss Janice’s work. Remarkable. Really. And now lately, I’ve had the pleasure of working with her daughter as well, Miss Carol.”

	“Her daughter? Janice’s daughter, is Death?”

	“I don’t know about this Death. As I said, I only know that she is an accomplished assassin.” He smiled. “She has been interesting to teach. Since she has an interest as well in…shall we say, cruelty…the two of us have had some interesting conversations.”

	Alfonso’s imagination had no trouble picturing what kind of people had he fallen victim to.

	“Are you sure you won’t speak to me about your remarkable cages and what else you’ve done?”

	Alfonso tried to picture that scenario, and couldn’t. What kind of people had he fallen victim to?

	“Are you sure you won’t speak to me about your remarkable cages and what else you’ve done?”

	Alfonso only stared at him, the shock of the things he had been told was too clear in his mind. He couldn’t have spoken if he wanted to.

	Xiang sighed. “Too bad. I’m sure we could have had a most enjoyable conversation.” He nodded. “I will leave you now to Miss Janice’s tender loving care.”

	As Alfonso watched the man walking out, his mind was filled with nothing but horror at the things he had just heard. What were they going to do to him? And now this Miss Janice was going to take his mind and…. A small bit of something he had read in his studies fought to become clear. There was very little evidence and the knowledge had come through several sources to get to him. But the FBI and other authorities were looking for someone…a woman…who was a mind control expert. And that woman left her victims as things that weren’t human. Early subjects that were known could be brought out of it briefly with strong electrical shock, but they always reverted back to what she had done with them shortly after. But nothing had been found at all that could bring back the few later victims they had found. As far as medical science could tell, her later subjects were that way even more permanently than the earlier ones.

	Could this Miss Janice the doctor had spoken about be that woman? He very much feared he had fallen somehow into her clutches. What would happen? What would become of him? And a large part of his academic brain couldn’t help but wonder, how did she do it?

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Slow and easy. Brandy’s entire crotch didn’t just ache, it hurt. There were stitches now in each of the places where she had been pierced, and all of the anesthetic had worn off. Now Carol was “forcing” her to take a walk. Something she knew would be very good for her stiff body, but also something that was now more painful than it would have been before the doctor had removed the cable holding her vagina closed. But the doctor’s prognosis was that she would be left with no other impairment than a few small scars. That was good…if it would ever stop hurting.

	Her vagina hurt! Her breasts hurt and flopped back and forth under her shirt. She still couldn’t wear a bra, and had no interest in wearing one. According to the doctor, if her breasts didn’t go back into shape by themselves, then she might require surgery. He had suggested a good supporting bra. But right now, she had enough discomfort, she didn’t need a bra to make matters worse.

	“It’s beautiful today,” Carol said from her side as they walked out the back door, intent on simply walking around the grounds so Brandy could get some fresh air and exercise.

	“You have no idea,” Brandy replied, completely enjoying the feeling of walking freely, even painfully, in the open air. A blinding snowstorm would have been enjoyable weather to Brandy after what she had been through.

	“What the heck?” Brandy said as she caught sight of the odd men squatting and moving around in the fenced in paddock next to the barn.

	“Oh, they’re some of Mom’s work,” Carol told her. My mother never did chickens before.

	She wants to create a whole flock of them before we release them.”

	“Release them?”

	“Back in Las Vegas. Mom is sure they’re going to be quite a sensation.”

	“I have no doubt,” Brandy agreed. The strange men that Janice had worked on didn’t seem to bother her at all. Not like she had discovered just the presence of other men did.

	They found Janice just inside the barn, talking with Mr. Wu. “Hi Mom,” Carol greeted her mother.

	Janice smiled at the sight of Brandy and Carol together. “Out for a walk?”

	“Yeah,” Carol replied. “Just a short one. Brandy is still hurting quite a bit from having that cable removed.”

	“I have no doubt!” Janice agreed.

	“What are you up to?” Carol asked.

	“I was just about to go in and meet our new guest. I’m actually looking forward to it. I have no doubt that he and I are going to have a number of very interesting conversations…before I do something else with him.” “Guest?” Brandy asked.

	“Alfonso,” Carol told her.

	Just hearing the name sent a major wave of fear through Brandy. She turned around. “Let’s go back to the house, okay?” She started walking immediately. 

	Carol turned and looked at her mother. Both of them had worried expressions on their faces.

	 


Chapter 36 – Broken.

	 

	Where the hell was Alfonso? Why wasn’t he answering his phone? Vince Beastman angrily paced the room. It wasn’t like Alfonso to not answer his calls, except perhaps when he was working with one of the girls or he was teaching a class. But this was the third time he had called today. What the hell was Alfonso doing that he couldn’t answer a call? Was he that tied up with work?

	Putting his phone away, Vince’s frustration showed as he strode out of the room. How was he going to get back to Vegas? How was he going to knock that damn blockhead off his throne? How was he going to stand the damn jerk up right in front of all his own mercenaries and give the command to annihilate him – completely? Because that’s exactly what he wanted to do. He just didn’t know how. Alfonso was the brain. He needed Alfonso’s help. But where the hell was he?

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Four Chinese men entered the room, and Alfonso’s heart raced. The chain connecting him to the beam in the wall was removed, and the four men dragged his naked body out of the room and into another one. From what little he was able to see outside of the rooms, he got the impression that this was some kind of barn for horses, but some of the stalls had been converted now into small rooms. How many small rooms? He didn’t know, and it didn’t matter. 

	It took no time to drag him into another of those rooms where he saw a simple chair sitting in the middle of the floor. They dropped his body next to the chair. Before he knew it, they were fitting some kind of heavy metal collar around his neck, locking it in place. He could hear and feel another chain locked to that collar. The men removed the cuffs and chains binding his hands and feet, leaving him free now of everything except the new collar around his neck…and the chain attached to it that he now saw went around a heavy beam in the ceiling above. He had more freedom than before, but he was still bound, just by a different chain.

	He stood up, testing the collar to see if he could free himself. He couldn’t. The chain was too strong as well. He noticed a small table with a drink cooler and a tall glass on it over by the door. He headed that direction, only to be brought up short after a few feet. The chain wouldn’t allow him that much freedom. After being bound the way he had been, he walked around, trying to flex his aching muscles. Mostly, he walked circles around the chair. 

	He was anxious. He had no doubt that this was where the questioning would begin. He had no doubt, that this was where the torturing would begin. Would he be able to hold up against it? What would they do to him? Hurt him, that was for sure. He wasn’t as strong as Vince was. Not nearly, but he had a strong, smarter mind. Could he hold up? He could only try. He had to try!

	The door finally opened, and a heavy–set woman stood in the doorway. Not Chinese. She wasn’t at all what he was expecting. Was this the Janice woman that the Chinese man had told him about? “You’re going to be the one to question me?” he asked.

	“Oh,” Janice replied. “I have questions, but most of them will have to wait for later. She closed the door behind her and picked up the glass from the table and poured herself a glass of the cold iced tea. She took a sip, then still holding the glass, she turned back to him. “We’re guessing that you’re Alfonso,” she said to him. “Is that right?”

	She was going to be the one to question him. Well, he wasn’t going to play her games! He was smarter than that. “I don’t need to tell you anything!” he said boldly.

	Janice grunted a chuckle. “Not yet,” she said as she set the glass down and picked up the remote control for the collar around his neck. “But I’m quite sure that you and I will have a number of very interesting conversations in the future. In fact, I’m looking forward to it. Sit in the chair please.”

	“Do what?” The pain that immediately attacked his neck and ran all through his head and down his spine was like nothing he had ever felt. He screamed and writhed, falling to the floor, his hands clawing against the collar.

	“Sit…in…the chair! Quickly!” Janice ordered.

	Alfonso was breathing heavily now. He had read much about electric torture. He had studied it and even experimented a bit with it. But it had never been used against him. When he didn’t move immediately toward the chair, the pain came again.

	“Sit in the chair! Fast!” Janice yelled to get the point across while the pain was still attacking her victim. The moment she let go of the button, she said it again. “Sit in the chair, fast! As fast as you can, or I’ll let you cook all day with that pain!”

	Not wanting to feel the pain again, Alfonso moved toward the chair. Before he got there, he felt another small jolt of pain from the collar. But finally, he was sitting down. It wasn’t until then that it dawned on him. “You’re her, aren’t you?”

	The question surprised Janice. “I’m her? Of course, I’m her. I’m a woman. What her are you talking about?”

	You’re the one I read about,” he said. “The mind control expert. The only person to ever force that much control over your subjects.”

	Janice chuckled. “I see you’ve heard of me. Where may I ask did you come by that information?”

	“I’m working on my doctorate in psychology. Particularly as it pertains to behavior control. I was able to get hold of some papers from the FBI,” he told her. “From there, I was able to meet with a few doctors in Alabama, Mississippi, and Georgia.”

	Janice smiled. “I see. Well, perhaps I can teach you a thing or two. Tell me, did you get a chance to study any of the men down there?”

	“I saw them. I observed them. I heard that electric shock was used to briefly bring some of them out of their altered mental states, but none of the doctors would allow me to see it. I only got to observe their behaviors and nothing else.”

	“And what conclusions did you come to?”

	“That…something really affected them. Their mental states appeared to be completely altered, as if there was no human side to them at all. They appeared to be only whatever it was that they were now. Most of them, I wasn’t able to decide what they were supposed to be at all. One that I saw though, he looked and acted more like a praying mantis than anything else.”

	Janice smiled. “Ah yes. One of my favorites. I prefer turning men into nothing but bugs. Bugs…I can step on and crush!”

	Alfonso gulped. He had seen those subjects with his own eyes. They were…mentally lost. Each and every one of them. Bugs! That explained a lot of what he had seen. “Is…is that what you’re going to do to me?”

	“No,” Janice replied with a smile. “I have something different in mind for you. Something new I’ve been working on, Alfonso. It is Alfonso isn’t it?”

	Shit! He had already given away too much. He remained silent, forcing his lips closed.

	Janice grunted a laugh. “Alfonso. The one who was torturing all those girls, warping their minds, trying to do what he shouldn’t have messed with! Don’t worry, Alfonso, by the time I’m done, you and I will have spent more than enough time together. Mind control is serious business. It takes strength and cruelty. But more than that, it takes intelligence and willpower. You, Alfonso, are intelligent, but not enough! I studied one of your girls. I managed to undo everything you did to her. You’re…not…good…enough…Alfonso!”

	“You…undid it? How? That should be…impossible!”

	“How? Let me show you. Stand up.”

	Stand up? And do what. But when he didn’t immediately move, the pain was back, driving through his skull and down his body. 

	“You do what I say, as fast as you can, or you live with that pain for the rest of your miserable life. Now stand up!”

	Alfonso stood, still grasping at his collar.

	“Sit down!”

	Sit down? He had just stood up. But before that thought could fully register, the pain was back again. Torturing him.

	“I said fast! Stand up!”

	He stood as fast as he could.

	“Sit down!”

	The commands started coming fast…faster! Stand up and sit down were only two of the many simple commands that assaulted him. Every time he moved the wrong part of his body, he was attacked by a brief spell of pain. “You don’t have time to think,” came through to him again and again. “You can’t think fast enough.” As the commands, unbelievably, continued to come even faster, his spinning mind didn’t know what to do. He couldn’t process what was happening fast enough. He couldn’t analyze anything fast enough. It was either do what she said faster, or be tortured by the pain. Trying to analyze what she was doing was left far behind.

	“You don’t have time to think. Raise your right arm. Lower your left arm. The only way to get through this is to let me do the thinking for you. Lower your right knee. Raise your left arm. My will is your will. Stand up. Raise your left arm. You can’t think fast enough. Lower your right arm. Sit down. My will controls you. Raise your right knee. Lower your right knee. The only way to survive is to let me do the thinking for you. Stand up. Sit down.”

	He never knew. The commands came so fast that he never even knew when his mind let go and tipped over the edge. He only knew that if he didn’t do what she said then he would be assaulted by the pain. Letting go was the only way. Letting go and not trying to focus was the only way to survive. Don’t think, let go.

	The commands came even faster, mixed with other brief suggestions. He didn’t know it of course. His mind had let go already. She was controlling him. The commands came and each one was as if it came from his brain to control his body, when in reality, it came from her. She was controlling him like a puppet…even though that thought never once entered his mind. It couldn’t enter his mind. His mind was already too far gone.

	He didn’t know how long is lasted. Thoughts like that weren’t possible. The only thing possible for his mind was to follow each and every command he had been given. Even just sitting calmly in the chair, his mind was still completely blank. The only thing that mattered anymore was the words she was saying. Her will…as his will. Of course, he didn’t care. All that mattered was her will.

	He learned about the impossible wall then. The wall that completely blocked his ability to access his own will unless she gave permission for certain things. The impossible wall that only grew stronger and stronger every time he sat up, stood up, sat down, or laid down. Every time he moved, he would get a vision of that amazing wall growing stronger and stronger, making his own will even more impossible to reach. Of course, her will was his will now, and he no longer had any desire to reach his own will. Not that he had the brain power anymore to realize it.

	And then came the strangest command of all. The command where she woke him up completely. His spinning head cleared…some. He realized things again. But the biggest thing he realized was that the only thing that would ever matter for the rest of his life, was her will. Whatever her will said he should do, then that was his will too. Her will…was his will. And right now, her will was that after he awoke, he would go willingly with whoever wanted him, and he would talk to them and tell them absolutely everything they wanted to know about. Everything. And he would do that gladly, because it was her will.

	Calmly, naked, he waited while the Chinese men removed the collar from his neck. The collar that no longer mattered. He remembered the pain it could bring, but it felt like a century now since he had felt any of that pain. Her will now controlled him. She could control him faster than his own mind ever could. It was the only way to avoid the pain. When asked, he followed the men out of the room. He followed them into another room, where they told him to sit in a chair. And…he told them everything he possibly could, answering each and every question they had for him. 

	Hours and hours of questioning. The time didn’t matter. The only thing that mattered was that he would follow her will. And her will was that he would gladly answer every question he was asked. That was her will. So that was his will.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“How much does it still hurt?” Carol asked.

	“Some,” Brandy admitted, referring to what had been done to her vagina. “A lot less when I don’t move.”

	“I believe it. How about when you do move? Any better?”

	“Yeah. Some.”

	“Better enough to take another walk? You need the exercise. Xiang said to give you as much as possible.”

	“He’s not the one who hurts!”

	“No, but he’s also right and you know it.”

	“Yeah,” Brandy admitted. “I know.”

	“So let’s go. Just a simple walk and nothing else. Slow and easy.”

	Brandy gave in. “Let’s go somewhere else though. I don’t want to go toward the barn.”

	“Okay. No problem. We’ll go out the front and head that way.”

	Brandy held out her arms and Carol pulled her from the chair she had been sitting in. She followed Carol out the front door and down the steps. The air felt good. Moving felt even better. Her vagina didn’t feel better though. The tiny sutures seemed to burn with every step she took. Still, she was out. She was moving. Even the pain reminded her that she was human again. She cherished the feeling with every slightly painful step she took.

	“Is there any particular reason why you didn’t want to go out back this time?” Carol asked, mostly for something to talk about.

	There was, but Brandy didn’t say it. It was the men. The barn was full of men. The house wasn’t. Right now, there was only Susan’s father in the house, and she rarely saw him since he spent most of his time in the barn…where the rest of the men were. She made no reply to Carol’s question. 

	“Bandy?” Carol said. “Did you hear?”

	“What?”

	“My question.”

	“What?”

	“Is there a reason you didn’t want to walk out back?” Again, Brandy was silent. 

	“Brandy?” Carol waited for an answer, but she got none. She stopped Brandy and faced her, holding both her arms comfortingly, but firmly. “Brandy, what’s wrong?” She asked the question, but again there was no answer, instead, she saw the troubled look on Brandy’s face.

	“Brandy, tell me,” she said gently. “You can tell me anything. You know that. What’s bothering you?”

	“I’m scared,” Brandy breathed more than spoke.

	“Scared? Of what?” When she got no answer, she asked again. “What?” It was hard for Brandy to admit it. “Men,” she said almost as softly.

	“The men scare you? What men?”

	“All of them.”

	Carol was very concerned. This wasn’t the Brandy that she knew. The Brandy she knew was absolutely fearless. “Brandy, you’re free now. We rescued you. You don’t have to be afraid of anything anymore.” She had spoken the words, but she didn’t like the blank, uncaring look that was now on Brandy’s face. “Brandy,” she said softly. “Tell me what’s wrong? Why do the men scare you?”

	Brandy’s face slowly changed from uncaring to something between anger and total fright. “I’m scared!” she said loudly. “Okay? I just am! And I can’t help it!” She tore loose from Carol’s grasp and hurried as fast as she could back toward the house.

	Carol followed, but more slowly. Brandy was scared? And evidently, she was very scared. That was worrying. Worse, she didn’t know how she could help the one person in the world that she truly loved. Scared! She wondered if her mother was done yet with Alfonso. She needed desperately to talk with her now. Maybe her mother could tell her how to help Brandy.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	She stepped up onto the bus at the Los Angeles Bus Terminal. She found an empty seat and sat down. The woman travelling with her, sat next to her. She didn’t know the woman’s name, or anything about her. Nor did she care. They would simply be travelling together until they got to Sacramento, then the other woman would board another bus to take her somewhere else, while she took another bus toward home. Indianapolis.

	As the bus departed the station, her name ran though her head, Sally Logan. Her other more recent name was there too, Sally Sweetlips. She had vague memories of some woman and some…place that she had been at, but they were vague. Not important. She didn’t know that all her memories of the breaking house and what had been done to her had already been completely erased from her mind, never to be remembered again. The only important thing that she knew now, was that she was going back to Indianapolis, she had grown tired of her life as a hooker, and for the first time ever, she had a clear direction of what she wanted to do with her life.

	She didn’t know if what family she had in Indianapolis would except her or not. In truth, it didn’t matter. All that mattered to her was what she wanted to do…what she wanted to be – a nurse. She wanted badly to dedicate herself to helping people in any way she could. Her memories of her life on the streets had taught her much about suffering, now she wanted to do something, anything, to relieve the suffering in others – particularly women if she could. She was determined to study, and study hard. She was determined to work tirelessly for the rest of her life, all to achieve her goal – to be the best damn nurse she possibly could. And she knew without a doubt that she would be able to do it.

	If her family wouldn’t accept her back, she had a card in her wallet with ten thousand dollars available on it to get her started. She would do whatever she needed to do now to follow her goal…her dream – nursing. Anything…except hooking again. Never again. Never! She was beyond that now. She had grown. She had confidence in herself now that she never had before. Confidence that had something to do with that strange lady that she vaguely remembered.

	As the bus hit the highway and headed north, all her memories of Janice, that strange lady, vanished from her mind – permanently. A little while later, she no longer had any memories of the place where Janice had worked with her. Shortly after that, she no longer had any memory of the name Sally Sweetlips. She remembered none of that at all. She only had muted memories of hooking in Los Angeles, something she would never do again. 

	A smile crept across her lips and stayed there. For the first time in her life, she had something to look forward to. For the first time she knew what she wanted to do with the rest of her life. For the first time in her life…she was happy.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Brandy laid on her bed and cried. Her body was curled up into the same horrible position again. Her head was held up by the pillows under it. As much as she absolutely hated the position, it was the only one she was comfortable in anymore. This was now how her body was used to being. As horrible as it was…as much as she hated it…this was her new comfort zone. But Brandy didn’t think about any of that. None of it. She was afraid. And now, lying there as she was, all her mind could see was that blank beige wall and nothing else. Blankness.

	She could almost feel that cage surrounding her again, making sure she couldn’t move the slightest muscle. She could hear that door opening behind her and the men coming in to use her however they wished…whenever they wished. She could feel the hopelessness of her situation as they raped both ends of her…hurting her…not caring one bit about her…because she wasn’t a person. She was an object. A thing.

	Just thinking about men now…any man. All men. Just the thought of a man brought all those images and emotions back to her. That’s what men could do to her. That’s what men did do to her. And she was helpless to prevent it.

	Helpless. Useless. Nothing to them. An object. A…nothing.

	The beige wall loomed in her mind. The confining cage crushed her body…and her emotions.

	She was helpless.

	She was afraid.

	Men.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Carol stared at Brandy’s closed bedroom door. According to Natalia, Brandy had gone back to bed and was napping. She wasn’t so sure. She feared that Brandy was sinking down into a fit of depression. But there was nothing she could do about that…because she didn’t know how to handle that. She was used to handling rougher situations. Give her good fight any day! Someone she could punch…beat up…shoot! She wasn’t good at these emotional situations. 

	She left Brandy and headed outside. She went to the barn, searching for her mother. Her mother was easy to find, all she had to do was find the biggest knot of people since her mother always had servants and helpers around her. She didn’t know what they were all discussing, and she didn’t care. “Mom?”

	Janice looked up. “Ah, Carol dear. How is Brandy?”

	“Can I talk to you about that?”

	Janice noticed the worried expression on her daughter’s face. “Of course,” she replied. “Let’s head back toward the house.”

	The two of them began walking slowly back toward the large house. “What’s wrong?” Janice asked.

	“Brandy,” Carol replied. “I tried to get her to go for a walk earlier, but it didn’t last long before she made a beeline straight back to her room. And when we walked, she specifically wanted to go anywhere except near the barn.”

	“Why was that?”

	“Because…” Carol stopped walking and turned to face her mother. “She said, she’s afraid.” “Afraid?”

	“Afraid…of men. I guess, there are men in the barn, but nowhere else.”

	Janice looked at her daughter for a moment before saying, “I guess that’s mostly true.” She didn’t bother mentioning Mr. Wu staying in the house. From what little she had heard now of Brandy’s “experience,” she thought she fully understood. “Carol, Brandy has been through something horrible. It’s going to have some major psychological ramifications. You don’t go through something like that without it leaving scars.”

	“Yeah,” Carol replied, “but she was always so strong, but now…she’s…not. She’s different.” “She’s afraid.”

	“Yes! Brandy was never afraid of anything. Anything!”

	“No. And neither are you. You were both like a pair of bookends. The same, but still separate.”

	“How do I help her?” Carol asked. “What can I do for her? This isn’t some fight I can just go and win, this is…” She threw her hands up in the air. “I can’t handle this kind of situation. I don’t know how.”

	Janice smiled. “No. Emotional and psychological issues are not exactly your strong points.” “But they’re yours,” Carol pointed out.

	“Somewhat,” Janice agreed.

	“So how can I help her? What can I do?”

	“I don’t know,” Janice replied. “She’s going to need time, that’s one thing. But beyond that, you may have to consider something else. Something that’s far more troubling.”

	Carol didn’t like the sound of that. “What?”

	“Carol, I haven’t had a chance yet to speak with Alfonso about what he did. I’ve only worked with him once and the interrogators are speaking with him right now. Later, I plan on speaking with him at length before I…get rid of him. But from everything we know already, his mental conditioning program was designed to break the spirits and minds of all the women that were brought to him. Those cages were his first step. He essentially removed their minds from their bodies, not allowing them to be anything except helpless receptacles for whatever tortures his men wanted to inflict. Those cages were designed to do one thing and one thing only. And to do it quickly. Break the women. No drugs, nothing but mental torture.”

	“It had to be miserable,” Carol agreed.

	“Carol, you may have to face the facts of something I’m sure you don’t want to consider.” “What’s that?”

	“That Brandy is broken.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“Damn it!” Vince Beastman yelled loudly as he turned his phone off. “Where the hell is he?” He turned to his three best friends who were almost always around him. “I can’t sit here anymore. Get the car. We’re going on a little road trip. We’re going to find out why Al won’t answer his damn phone!”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Susan’s phone rang. It rang dozens of times every day. Some of it was for business pertaining to where she was now and the project they were currently working on with Janice, but much of it had nothing at all to do with that and was just more of their normal business. This call however concerned something that was more pertinent to what they were doing now. “Yes?” she said as she put her phone to her ear.

	“Miss Wu,” the Chinese voice replied. “It appears that Mr. Beastman is angry that Alfonso is not answering his calls. He is getting ready to go up there now to find out why.”

	Normally, that wouldn’t concern Susan at all, but this time, it was a troubling situation. 

	“Are the FBI still up there?”

	“We’re sure they’re going to be all over that place for at least the next week.”

	“Yes, no doubt,” Susan agreed. “Follow him, but put the word out, be prepared. We may need to take him before the FBI can get their hands on him.” “Yes Miss Susan,” the Chinese voice replied.

	Susan ended the call and closed her phone. Anyone showing up at that breaking house while the FBI were still there would probably wind up in the FBI”s hands for one reason or another. Especially someone like Vince Beastman who would be known for what he was in Las Vegas. She didn’t want Vince Beastman falling into the hands of the FBI or anyone else’s hands either. He had a lot to answer for, mostly because of Carol and Brandy, not to mentions everything that had been happening, and was still happening back in Las Vegas. 

	She looked back toward the house and saw Carol standing and talking with her mother. Neither of them looked happy. Whatever they were discussing appeared to be serious. But so was this. She headed for them.

	“Carol,” Janice said to her daughter. “Believe me, so far, I only know of one way to help Brandy, and that’s it.”

	“You do. What?” Carol replied hopefully.

	“I have to go into her head and remove everything that Alfonso did to her, just like I did with those two whores we put on the bus earlier.”

	Carol was horrified. “No! you can’t do that to her.”

	“Carol, it may be the only way. I can make her completely forget everything they did to her. She’ll be just like she was before they captured her, only that entire experienced will be erased from her mind. She’ll just be…missing a little bit of time.” “But if you do that to her, then you’ve got to….”

	“Yes. It’s how I work. It’s how the whole process works.”

	“But…No! I can’t put her through that. There must be some other way.”

	Janice shrugged. “I still haven’t talked with Alfonso yet, but even then, I fear there may be no other way. It will have to be either that, or she’ll have to learn to live with it. And if you stay with her, you’ll have to learn to live with the…new Brandy.” “No…” Carol lamented.

	“Excuse me,” Susan said as she walked up. “Sorry to interrupt whatever you’re talking about, but we’ve got a small situation.” “What?” Carol asked.

	“Beastman is heading for Alfonso’s property to find him. Beastman has been trying to phone him repeatedly and of course, he never got an answer. But the FBI are still crawling all over that place.”

	“So what’s the big deal?” Carol asked.

	“None, if you want to take the chance that the FBI will realize who he is and take him into custody. I just thought you might want to do that yourself. For Brandy’s sake if nothing else.”

	Carol’s face set sternly. “You’re damn right, I do,” she agreed. “I want to rip his head off, personally!”

	“That’s what I thought. Not to mention he’ll probably have far more information about what’s happening in Las Vegas than Alfonso has.” “Yeah, that too,” Carol replied. 

	“Do you want to lead the team to grab him, or shall I just let our people do it?”

	“No. I want to be there. I can’t wait to get my hands on him.” “Then let’s talk about how we’re going to do it,” Susan suggested.

	“And I’ll have a little chat with Brandy,” Janice added.

	“No!” Carol said quickly. “Don’t…”

	“Don’t worry,” Janice told her. “I said just a chat. Nothing more. I’ll just talk to her and find out what she’s been though and what’s going through her mind now.” “Oh. Good!” Carol replied.

	“What’s the problem?” Susan asked.

	“Brandy,” Janice told her. “She was in Alfonso’s breaking house for quite a while. She’s…broken.”

	 


Chapter 37 – Beast Trap.

	 

	Carol’s motorcycle screamed up the backroads, heading toward the cutoff point where they would stop Vince Beastman before he could get to Alfonso’s breaking house. She had been trying for so long now to find that damn man, but that had been because she had wanted to find Brandy. Well, now she had Brandy, and now, because of Beastman, Brandy was…not herself. Because of that, she was going to make Beastman pay. Permanently!

	As she rode, her thoughts refused to leave Brandy and the way she had been. Afraid. Afraid wasn’t Brandy! But now she was afraid. And it seemed that she was mostly afraid of men. All men. 

	Her mother wanted to put Brandy through her mind warping process and wipe the experience completely from her head. In effect, resetting Brandy back to who she was before she had been taken. But Carol couldn’t do that to Brandy. Besides, what would Brandy say…or do…when she found out why she had lost so much time? That could have disastrous consequences. In case her mother didn’t remember, Brandy was dangerous. Was dangerous. It seemed that now that she had been broken, the word dangerous couldn’t be used to describe her anymore. Broken!

	She had to find some way to bring Brandy…the old Brandy…back. She had to find a way to light that spark of life in her again. She had to find some way to restore Brandy’s confidence. She had to find some way to bring back the old Brandy…the Brandy that she loved so much. But how? You could fix a broken car. You could fix a broken bike. But how did you fix a broken human being? It wasn’t like you could just replace some of the parts…which was almost what her mother wanted to do to her. Carol just didn’t see it working that way. She had to find some way to fix her love. How? Right now, she simply didn’t see a way. 

	In her frustration, she pushed her speeding bike to go even faster. Eating up the miles as the frustration over Brandy was eating away at her.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Alfonso was sitting calmly in the chair. The shock collar was again locked around his neck. He had put up no resistance at all. In truth, he was completely incapable of putting up any kind of resistance to anything anymore. That woman…Janice…had worked him over, but good. And she had done it in such a way that he never imagined could be done. He had no idea how long it had taken, he had lost all track of time during the process. But instead of taking weeks or even days, she had done in one session what he thought would be impossible. And now, his brain remembered everything, but accessing the willpower to do anything other than what she wanted was completely impossible. Even in the state he was in, he found that amazing. So he sat there calmly, like she told him he would, and waited.

	As he sat waiting, his mind went back to the one subject that he was finding the most fascinating now. Chickens. They were such interesting creatures. He had never really bothered learning anything about them before, other than the many different ways they could be prepared for dinner, but now it was like he couldn’t get enough information about them. How they lived. How they behaved. What they ate. What they did. His hungry educated mind wanted more information about them. He just thought it was lucky that Janice had allowed him to watch the couple of videos they had found for him. Fascinating! Amazing creatures. Why hadn’t he thought to think about them before? He should have!

	The door opened and he looked up. Janice! He could do nothing about the fear that ran though him now at the sight of her. She had locked that ability away with his ability to do anything else.

	“Hello Alfonso,” Janice said as she entered the room and closed the door. “Did you find the videos about chickens to be interesting?”

	“Yes. Very!” Alfonso replied immediately.

	“Good. Very good. Perhaps later I’ll see about letting you learn more about them.” She went over to the small table and poured herself a glass of iced–tea. She took a long drink, then set the glass down on the table. She picked up the remote control for the shock collar and turned to him. “Stand up!”

	Alfonso stood as fast as he could, but she had caught him by surprise. The small quick shock came and went, even as she was giving the command for him to sit down again. Stand up, sit down. Do this, do that. He knew that she had planted a command in his head that could drop him into a trance the moment she said it, but she never used it. Instead, it was as if she was starting all over with him again…and he was helpless to resist. Those thoughts didn’t last long as the commands came too quickly for him to process anything except what she was saying. And then his brain didn’t have time to process even that much as his mind relaxed and let her mind take over. Her will was his will. Her will controlled him completely. He had been lost to her will before, now he was doubly so. None of which he was capable of realizing. His brain barely existed anymore. Only her will existed. And that’s all that mattered.

	As always, Janice didn’t take shortcuts. She gave him the full treatment, making doubly sure that everything she needed him to know had been implanted in his brain. As always, the second time around went faster and easier than the first time. Even as smart as Alfonso thought he was, his mind was no match for hers. She had cut her teeth learning to do this to the brightest men around. One if which had been her husband. Now, all of them, her husband included, were mentally nothing more than bugs. And they would remain so for the rest of their lives. And they were her first experiments. She had only gotten better since.

	Eventually, she had been through everything with him again. For all intents and purposes, she was done with him. But before she finished completely, she put the remote control down and took another long drink from her tea. Then she turned back to him again, this time, for a little talk.

	“Your breaking routine was interesting,” she told him. “The interrogators told me all about it. Tell me, where did you come up with the idea for those cages?”

	“I needed a method to restrict all mobility,” he told her. “Separate the mind from the body.  It took some trial and error, and several different designs, but in the end, I think what I created was good.”

	“It was very good,” Janice conceded. “And then once in the cages, you went out of your way to make them believe they were nothing more than inanimate objects, treating them so miserably and making them realize that there was nothing they would ever be able to do about it. Tell me, is there anything about that part of your process that the interrogators didn’t think to ask about, or anything about it that you’re particularly proud of?”

	“The cages,” Alfonso replied. “I’m proud of developing those cages.” “Of course,” Janice agreed.

	“And one other thing.”

	Janice had thought he was done, now she wanted to know what else he was proud of. “What’s that?” she asked.

	“The semi–isolation,” he replied. “The women were always turned to face the blank wall, and they couldn’t see anyone else. But they could hear everything going on in the room around them. Even when something wasn’t physically happening to them at the time, whenever any of the other women were being worked with, their minds would still hear it and identify with what was happening. In a sense, it would be happening to them as well, just not physically.”

	Dastardly! Janice had to smile at that. “And how about your second stage of the process. Once in the cages, you only gave the women one way out, to become animals as completely as they could. In this case, I believe it was dogs.”

	“Yes,” Alfonso replied. “As dogs, they were still not human, but as dogs they still had the ability to give sexual pleasure. That was the only thing they were allowed to do. And when they didn’t do anything well enough, the trainers put them back into the cages, but they were still out in the dog pen where they could see all the others who were able to move around and do things, while they couldn’t.”

	“So you used the same cages in the dog pens to give them further incentive to become exactly what you wanted.”

	“Yes.”

	Once again, the word dastardly ran through Janice’s mind. But now it was time. He was still deep in his latest trance, the conditioning completely fresh. Now it was time to show him how dastardly she could be. 

	“Alfonso,” she said, “I want you to listen carefully. I’m about to give you some instructions. You will follow them completely because you know you cannot do anything else. I wanted you to learn about chickens. Now, as soon as I wake you up, you are going to get more experience with that. As soon as I wake you, you will no longer be human at all. All your humanity will be completely locked away from you on the other side of your wall. You can never touch it unless I give you the code words allowing you to become human again. Instead of being human, you will from that moment on, be a chicken in every way that I command. I will tell you how I want you to act. I will tell who how I want your body to behave. The rest, your mind will fill in as you constantly become more and more of a chicken. No longer human, just a chicken. Forever!”

	She told him the key phrase that would allow him to become human again. When she was done, she had one of the workers come into the room and unlock his collar. She told him that she would count down from three to one and when she reached one he would wake up completely and become that chicken, but he would still be able to understand her and would follow all her instructions. She counted down and woke him up, the look of horror on his face was very evident, even as he stood up from the chair, and his body bent slight, and he began wandering about the small horse stall looking for bugs to eat. She had him bend his arms into wings. She had him squat down into the position she wanted him. And she laughed as he went around chasing imaginary bugs, trying to eat them. In all ways, finally looking and acting exactly like she wanted him. 

	When she was ready, she woke him up completely again and had him sit in the chair. She said a few key words and he lapsed once again into his hypnotic trance. From there, Janice again spent a few minutes doing her stand up, sit down, move this, move that commands to make sure he was totally under her control. When she was done, she gave him his final instruction. Instructions that let him know that for the rest of his life he would no longer be human at all, but would be nothing but a chicken in all ways. Instructions that removed all his ability to understand any human language spoken to him or around him since chickens couldn’t understand any spoken words. The only exception to that was the key words that would allow him to become human again…words that most likely he would never hear for the rest of his life. In all ways, he would have to behave as nothing more than a chicken for the rest of his life. Then she said, “Alfonso, I’m going to count down now from three to one again. When I say the word one, you will wake up completely and be the chicken I want you to be. Three…two…one!”

	Alfonso snapped completely out of his trance, even as the memory of her instructions rammed into his conscious mind. “Nooo!” he started to shout, even as his body slid out of the chair as his knees bent into a squatting position and his arms moved to become wings – permanently. He started looking around the room searching for bugs to eat, flapping his silly wings, and making clucking noises.

	Janice nodded with satisfaction. Another bothersome man out of the way…and another chicken for her growing flock. She couldn’t wait to see the expressions on people’s faces when she released the entire flock somewhere. But where? That was the question that was beginning to occupy her mind now. Where would be the best place to release all her new creations, that would bring about the most interesting results? It was starting to be a very delightful question to ponder. 

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	The rest of the team wasn’t there yet. But even though they were coming from places that were closer, at the speed Carol had travelled through the back roads, she was there ahead of them. Since she had the time, she began scouting the stretch of road carefully, looking for the best place to spring their trap. It was time to trap and capture – the beast!

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Where had Carol gone? Brandy had asked Natalia, but all the maid had known was that Carol had gone somewhere. She had no idea where or when she would be back. Brandy headed down the steps to see if either Susan or perhaps Carol’s mother was in the house. If they weren’t, then she would wait in the house until one of them returned. She wasn’t going to step out that door for anything. Especially not alone. The house she was in was like a safe shell. A shell that contained only women. Well, mostly women. She wasn’t sure how much she counted Susan’s father, but he was rarely in the house anyway. She simply felt much safer inside the house than when she went out through the doors, especially through the back door.

	She heard talking and found Susan in one of the rooms talking on the phone. She barely looked into the room before she saw Susan ending the call and starting to make some notes on a pad of paper. “Excuse me,” Brandy said. When Susan looked up, Brandy asked. “Do you know when Carol will be back?” “Not till much later,” Susan replied.

	“Oh. Where did she go?”

	“To take care of…business.”

	Brandy wasn’t sure what that meant. “Okay. Thanks.” She turned and left Susan alone. She sat in one of the parlors at the front of the house for a while. Not knowing what to do with herself. 

	“Ah, Brandy.”

	She looked up to see Carol’s mother, Janice, entering the room. 

	“Did you have a nice nap dear?”

	Brandy wasn’t sure how to answer that. “It was…okay.”

	“Good. So how are you doing, now that you’re…free.” How was she doing? Terrible! “Okay,” she replied.

	Janice looked at her for a moment. “That’s not what Carol thinks.” “It’s not?”

	“No!”

	“What does Carol think?”

	“That you’re…afraid.”

	“Wouldn’t you be if you went through what I did?”

	“I have no doubt in the world that I would. That was the whole point of Alfonso’s breaking program, to instill permanent fear into the women.”

	Brandy looked down. “Yeah, well, it worked.”

	“Brandy,” Janice said. “Carol is very much against it, I’m afraid, but I could help you, you know.”

	“You can? Why wouldn’t Carol want you to help me?”

	“Because it would mean putting you through my process. And in its own way, my process isn’t exactly gentle. But in the end, you would be your old self, completely.”

	“My old self?”

	“Just like you were before you were captured. In fact, you would have no knowledge at all of ever being captured or of anything that happened to you after that. Just like you were before.”

	“No knowledge? That sounds great.”

	“Then let me help you.”

	“But…you said it isn’t a gentle process?”

	“No. I’m afraid not. It will mean that I will literally put you through hell and take control of your entire mind for a little bit. But once I have that control, it means I can then erase whatever I like.”

	“So, I wouldn’t remember any of it.”

	“None. Like it never happened.”

	“And what about my breasts, and my vagina? What about them?”

	“I’m afraid I can’t do anything at all about them, dear. They’re going to take time and perhaps some further medical treatment.”

	“But if I don’t remember what happened, how will I know what happened to me…physically?”

	“We’ll have to figure something out.”

	“It sounds good, but you said Carol was very much against it?”

	“Rather vehement about it.”

	Brandy thought for a moment. “Carol saved me.”

	“She loves you.”

	“Yes. That’s the one biggest thing that has helped me so far, knowing that she does love me…and I love her.”

	“And you have no idea how happy it makes me that you two have found each other. Will you let me help you? Submit to my process?”

	Brandy shook her head. “No. I appreciate the offer, but no. I trust Carol. And if she doesn’t think I should then I won’t. Besides, knowing just what tiny little bit that I do about what you do, I think that scares me almost as much as what I’ve been through.”

	Janice smiled. “I understand. And I’m afraid that what I do is quite…frightening. But it does bring me great pleasure to use that process on every man I can get my hands on.”

	“Trust me, I’d like to see you get your hands on a few more men than the ones you have already.”

	“Oh? Like who?”

	“Alfonso, for one. And also Vince Beastman. There’s a bunch from that breaking house that I don’t know their names that I’d like to see you destroy too.”

	“Alfonso, you no longer have to worry about. I took care of him just a little while ago. I’m afraid that all his education and brains have been for nothing. He now, and for the rest of his miserable life, will have the brain of a chicken, and nothing else. He firmly believes he is a chicken, and he will do everything possible to behave like one from now on.”

	Brandy smiled. “Yeah. I saw some of them out in the pasture by the barn.”

	“Alfonso, is gone. He’s mind is gone. Now he’s just another chicken, and that’s all.”

	“And how about Beastman? I wish you could do the same to him.”

	“I’m planning on it,” Janice replied. “Just as soon as Carol brings him back.”

	Brandy was horrified. “Carol went after Beastman?”

	“Yes.”

	“Oh no! He’ll kill her.”

	“I certainly hope not. Besides, Carol has lots of extra help from the Wu Enterprise agents. Knowing Carol, I’m sure they’ll bring him back here later tonight. And then…it will be my turn.”

	“They’re bringing him here?” Brandy said, the fear growing in her over that thought.” “Yes dear,” Janice replied, seeing the distress growing in Brandy.

	Brandy shook her head. “He’s mean. He’s dangerous!”

	“Yes. Just the kind of man Carol likes to kill.”

	“I’d rather she does kill him than bring him here.”

	“That could happen too. But if not, I’m rather looking forward to finishing my chicken project and turning them all loose somewhere.”

	“Turn them loose?”

	“Yes. I just haven’t decided where yet. Somewhere where they will make the biggest impact.” ––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The car sat at the side of the road with its hazard lights flashing and the hood open. It was positioned just past an intersection with another small road. Just another disabled vehicle along the side of the road. It was a road that didn’t get much traffic. There were very few places on the road that led to Alfonso’s breaking house. 

	Carol was crouched down in front of the car, invisible to any cars coming from behind it. The gas mask and goggles of her suit were in place. One of the Wu agents was crouched down on the side of the car behind her where he also couldn’t be seen by any cars approaching from the rear. Two more agents were crouched down inside the car where they wouldn’t be seen. There were two vehicles full of agents parked on the crossroad, waiting. The trap was ready, and the radio communications had warned them that the beast was approaching. 

	Carol could hear the car approaching from behind them now. She pointed her gun at the road just in front of their car, the barrel of the gun extended by the silencer that was once again screwed into place.

	“Yeah, we’re almost there,” Beastman said into his phone, talking with one of his people back in L.A. He barely noticed the car on the side of the road. Besides, he wasn’t driving. The car he was in moved over a bit and slowed down just slightly so it could go around the disabled car. Suddenly there was a noise and the car lurched to the side. Only then did Beastman start really looking around.

	Carol had shot the front tire out as soon as it got next to her. As the vehicle continued forward, she shot out the rear tire on that side as well. She and the other Wu agent hurried around to the back of the car where they wouldn’t be seen.

	“Damn it!” the driver of Beastman’s car exclaimed. Some kid must have put something in the road to take out the tires. That other car there probably had the same problem.” It was all he could do to get the car under control enough to get it to the side of the road like the other car was.

	The three men with Beastman got out of the car to take a look. Both tires on the right side of the car were blown. They could see two more vehicles approaching them. They moved to the middle of the road and started waving their arms to get the vehicles to stop so they could warn them of the trouble…and to take one of their vehicles. The vehicles slowed and the three men approached. As they did, the doors of Carol’s car opened all three agents that had been with her suddenly surrounded Beastman’s men. The guns in their hands didn’t give the men much of a choice but to do what they wanted. As the other two vehicles came to a stop, men with guns poured from both of those vehicles as well. Carol though, headed for the only person remaining in Beastman’s car. Beastman himself.

	“No. Don’t worry,” Beastman said into his phone, not paying attention to what was happening on the road behind him. “The guys have got it. I’m sure we’ll have another car in a minute.” He was surprised when his car door suddenly opened, and he saw a figure standing there pointing a gun at him. The figure was obviously a woman, but her head was covered in such a way that he couldn’t see anything at all of her face. “What the hell do you want?” he asked the figure.

	“To see you dead…eventually,” Carol replied. “Out!”

	Beastman hung up his phone and slowly got out of the car, his hands raised just slightly in the air. He now saw all the men…oriental men…surrounding his own men. Not good! But he wasn’t going down without a fight. He suddenly rushed at the female figure, his large body seeming to make her look that much smaller. But the moment he got close, it was like she wasn’t there! He twisted around, but he was too late.

	Carol came around behind him. As she did, she kicked his legs out from under him, sending him to the pavement. She jumped on him and before he could defend himself delivered a hard punch straight to his face. A punch that came much faster than he could ever defend. She moved over top of him and grabbed his head in a choke hold. “The last time we met, I broke your skull,” she told him as she squeezed, preventing him from breathing properly.

	“That was you? But I captured you!” Beastman said as he tried desperately to dislodge her arm from around his throat.

	“No. You got my friend Retribution. Now I’ve got her back, along with your friend Alfonso.” “You’re…Death?”

	“That’s right,” she replied as she squeezed harder.

	The two of them were surrounded by Wu agents now. Carol looked up at one of them and nodded. The man held one of the vials of knockout liquid that he had gotten from one of Beastman’s men. Another two men held Beastman’s arms out of the way, and he opened the small glass vial right under Beastman’s nose. In moments, the big man succumbed to one of his own weapons. Another agent took the glass vial and quickly threw it away since the smell was beginning to affect not only the man who had held it, but a few others as well.

	Five minutes later, all four of the men had been well secured and thrown into the back of the two vans. A minute later, the only vehicle left was the car Beastman had been riding in. The one with two flat tires.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Should she? Should she really do it? What was the worst that could happen? Should she take Janice up on her offer to…fix her? According to Janice, she would be just like she was before Beastman had captured her. She wouldn’t remember any of it at all. Not remembering any of it sounded like a dream come true just then. It had all been one never ending nightmare. She had never, ever been afraid before. But she was now. And it was a horrible feeling to know she was that vulnerable. 

	Her hands explored her sagging hanging distended breasts through her shirt. Ugh! Awful! If she did let Janice “fix” her, how would they ever explain her breasts and her sore vagina? Her vagina that would probably always show the scars from what had been done to her. No. If she did let Janice wipe her mind, she knew for a fact that the old her would be pretty adamant about getting some acceptable answers.

	In the distance, she heard Mr. Wu calling for Susan, his daughter. She was sitting in one of the rooms at the front of the house. Susan had been working near the back of the house. She realized that she was hoping rather hard that Susan’s father would stay in that part of the house and wouldn’t come near her. She also realized that it was awful to feel that way. She knew, logically, that she had nothing at all to fear from Susan’s father. And when her Uncle Vinny and Sammy had been there, she had no reason to be afraid of them either. But she had been. And she still was.

	Her mind went back to the room in the breaking house. If they had just given her half a chance to get out of that cage, she would have been more than willing to do absolutely anything. Anything at all! She would have gladly become one of the dog pets like they had done with those other women with her. Gladly! Anything to get out of that cage and move just one muscle. It would have been so worth it! But they hadn’t given her that chance. All they had given her was a heavy bucket filled with her own pee that forever hung from her breasts. And look how her breasts were now. Ugly! Uncomfortable! And her vagina was so sore she didn’t want to ever think about sex with Carol again…let alone have some man come for her. It was hard to admit, but right now, if a man came up to her and demanded that he have sex with her, she would submit to him completely. She was that afraid. Afraid? Terrified! Would she forever feel that way about every man she saw?

	So maybe she should talk to Janice again. What could he hurt to just talk a bit more about it? Maybe between the two of them they could find a decent excuse that her tortured brain would accept for the physical things that had happened to her. It would really be so worth it, if she could just not be afraid anymore.

	And then there was Carol. Carol who loved her. And Carol who she loved. But Carol loved the old her. The fearless her. The dangerous part of her that she knew didn’t exist anymore, and right now, never would. Would Carol still love her? Brandy knew for certain that if she remained this afraid, then Carol wouldn’t love her anymore. Eventually, soon most likely, Carol would give up on her. And Brandy couldn’t blame Carol at all if she did. So having Janice wipe her mind and fix her would be something she would be doing, not just for herself, but for Carol too. 

	As far as Brandy could tell, right now, Janice’s offer to wipe the entire experience from her brain sounded like the best thing she could possibly do, no matter how difficult and horrible the process would be. She would do it gladly…for Carol…and for herself.

	So why then, was Carol so against her doing it?

	She got up from her chair and left the room to see if Janice was in the house. She wasn’t going to go outside to look for her. She also wasn’t going to go anywhere near Mr. Wu if she heard him talking. If she couldn’t find Janice, she would wait. She saw one of the maids. “Do you know where Miss Janice is?” she asked as politely as she could.

	The maid smiled. “I believe she is sitting on the back patio, resting.”

	“Thanks,” Brandy replied. The back patio. Outside, but not that bad. She headed in that direction.

	Why didn’t Carol want her to do this?

	 


Chapter 38 – Breaking What’s Broken.

	 

	Ralphie stood in front of the barn looking at the house. He had heard that Brandy was back now, but he hadn’t been permitted to see her. Why? He would have thought that once she had been rescued that he would be one of the first things she would ask for. As he stood there, he could just see Miss Janice sitting in one of the chairs on the back patio. He wasn’t allowed into the house anymore without permission. Not even to take care of Brandy.

	His hands once again found the two small pockets in the skirt of his maid’s dress. The dress was by far the most comfortable and less provocative dress he had ever worn. And after wearing almost nothing but high spike heeled shoes for so many years, the practical low– heeled shoes he was wearing now felt like the most comfortable shoes he had ever worn in his life. 

	He was the maid to the maids…and the rest of the Wu Enterprise people that all lived in the top floor of the barn. He had far more work to do than the maids in the house. And those maids made sure he did everything perfectly. Too perfectly. All of them seemed to take great delight in tormenting him and laughing at him. But that had been his lot in life ever since Brandy had captured him. Long ago, he had been reduced to nothing but something to be laughed at, and his life had remained the same ever since.

	But why didn’t Brandy ask for him? Why? Where did he stand with her? Was anything changed? And did he dare ask?

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Brandy headed for the back patio where she had been told that Janice was sitting. The only thing on her mind was that she wanted out of her nightmare. It was time to talk to Janice about it again. She went out through the back door and saw Janice sitting in one of the comfortable chairs, staring out at the barn and the pastures where there were a number of her “chicken” creations running around. One of those chickens was evidently Alfonso. Seeing the chickens didn’t scare her at all. Just one look at them and she knew they weren’t even human anymore. Janice had reduced all of them to nothing but…chickens. And from everything she had been told, they would remain that way for the rest of their lives.

	“Brandy dear,” she heard Janice call. Her head turned in her direction, but not before something caught her attention out of the corner of her eye. 

	“Come sit with me,” Janice told her. 

	But her eyes were drawn back to that one thing she had seen. Or rather, that one person. Ralphie. A man. For everything she had done to him, he was still a man in that dress. A maid’s dress like all the others she noted. And she noticed one other thing. He was walking toward her. Heading closer…to probably talk with her. Her fear went up.

	“Brandy,” Janice called again. 

	But Brandy couldn’t take being near any man, even Ralphie. She turned and hurried back into the house. 

	“Brandy?” Janice said again. She got up from her chair, then her head turned, and she noticed Ralphie stopping along the road to the barn. He was watching the door where Brandy had disappeared. Was Brandy that afraid of men? Even someone like Ralphie? She continued into the house and saw Brandy heading toward the front of the house again, as far away from any men as it was possible for her to get. She followed after her and soon found her in the front sitting room. “Brandy,” she said as she walked in and sat down.

	Brandy looked at her, but said nothing.

	“Are you even afraid of Ralphie? Your own creation? Your own toy?” The look on Brandy’s face told Janice everything.

	“I can’t live like this,” Brandy finally whispered. “I can’t go on. The fear….” “I’m sure,” Janice replied softly.

	“Maybe it would be best if you could fix me,” Brandy told her.

	“For you, or for Carol?”

	Brandy looked at her and tears fell from her eyes. “If I stay like this, I know Carol won’t love me anymore.”

	Janice said nothing for a moment. Then finally she said, “Carol isn’t back yet. It’s going to take me a day or two to figure out just how I want to handle you. Beyond that, we’ve got other things to figure out too, like explaining your physical problems and the loss of time. All that can be worked with. But for you and Carol to be together, I believe you’re both going to need to be in agreement on everything we decide before I start working with you.”

	“But you can do it?”

	“Of course I can do it. There’s no doubt about that at all. It’s just…doing it some way that’s the best for you.”

	“When will Carol be back?”

	“I understand they’re on their way now, but it will be sometime late tonight.”

	“She caught him? She was successful?”

	“Yes. Of course. From what I understand, she had no problem at all.”

	Brandy shook her head. Once, she would have had no problem either. But now? “Where are they bringing him? Here?”

	“Of course. I can’t work on him anywhere else.” Janice noticed the additional fright on Brandy’s face. “Brandy, he’s well secured. There’s lots of Wu Enterprise people around to take care of him and all his men. I’ll start working with them all tomorrow. In another day or two, they’ll all be nothing but chickens, and I already know that my chickens don’t seem to bother you.”

	Brandy managed a smile. “They’re not human. Even looking at them, I can’t even see them as men.”

	“But you still see Ralphie as a man? Even after everything you’ve done to him? Even with that metal cage you’ve got his sex life trapped in?”

	Brandy shook her head. “That was the whole point of what I did to him. He’s supposed to look like a man. Just one in a dress. He’s supposed to be easily recognizable as a man.”

	“And even still, he scares you? Your own personal play toy?”

	Brandy shook her head. “I don’t know.”

	“Maybe you should at least find out. Talk to him. I believe he was trying to see you a few minutes ago. He’s not normally permitted in the house here, but I’ll allow him to come in and talk to you for a few minutes. Perhaps it would be a good idea.”

	Again, Brandy shook her head and said, “I don’t know.”

	Janice got up from her chair and went out into the hallway where she spotted one of the maids. “Call Ralphie in here please. Brandy needs to talk to him.” “No!” Brandy said.

	“Janice looked back at her. “Yes! You need to do this.”

	Brandy didn’t answer. Instead, her hands gripped the arms of the chair tightly.

	Janice sat down and saw the distress on Brandy’s face. “He can’t hurt you,” she told her. “He can do nothing to you at all. Especially sexually. You know that.” Brandy nodded without looking at her.

	“You know that I’m here with you and that there’s a house full of people who will help you at the slightest need.”

	Brandy nodded again.

	They waited in silence until finally Ralphie arrived. Janice saw him standing in the entrance to the sitting room, but Brandy was focused on the floor in front of her.

	“Miss Brandy?” Ralphie said softly. “I’m glad you’re back. You wanted to see me?”

	Brandy’s grip on the arms of the chair tightened. Slowly, she brought her head from the floor up to look at him. He was standing there wearing that maids dress. Looking more normal than she ever allowed him to look. For everything she knew about him, the one single thing that stood out about him was that he was still a man. And that thought alone frightened her. It was everything she could do to sit there and not run from him.

	She looked back at the floor so she wouldn’t have to see him. “Get out,” she said. “Get out.  Leave. Not just the house, but my life. Get out of my life. Leave me. I’m setting you free. Take whatever money you need from the credit card and get out! I don’t want to see you again! Ever!”

	Ralphie couldn’t believe it. She was setting him free. “Really?”

	“Get out!” she yelled.

	Ralphie didn’t wait a moment longer. He hurried back through the house, already trying to figure out what he needed to do. And near the top of that list was getting some new clothes. Men’s clothes!

	Janice looked at Brandy as she hurried from the room. Ralphie was hurrying toward the back door. He nearly bumped into Susan as she came out of one of the rooms near the back of the house. Janice headed for Susan. “Susan!” Susan waited for her. “Brandy just set Ralphie free. She told him to get out. She’s simply too afraid of even him.” “She’s that bad?” Susan asked.

	“I think she’s still getting worse. It’s all still eating away at her and sinking in. If we don’t do something soon, she’ll need hospitalization.”

	“Are you going to work with her?”

	“She wants me to. We’ll talk to Carol again about it as soon as she gets home. In the meantime…” She glanced at the way Ralphie had just gone. “Is there some way we can delay Ralphie’s departure? She set him free, but if she were back to her normal self, would she be upset about that?”

	“I’m sure she would,” Susan replied. “I’ll take care of it. I’ll make sure he’s stuck here for a few more days. At least until you all come to an agreement about him.”

	“Thank you,” Janice replied. “I know Brandy want’s him gone, but I don’t want her to be making that big a mistake.”

	“Of course not,” Susan replied.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	It was late at night by the time Carol’s motorcycle got back to the mansion. The cars with Beastman and his people would probably be at least an hour behind her. She didn’t need to worry about them. The Wu Enterprise agents would take good care of them. Once off her bike, she found her mother in the house waiting for her. 

	“How did it go?” Janice asked her daughter.

	“Great. Easy as anything,” Carol replied. “How’s Brandy?”

	“Carol, we need to have a little talk. I believe she’s getting worse. She tried to set Ralphie free this afternoon and she wants me to work on her to get rid of her fear.”

	“No!”

	“Carol, she’s getting worse!”

	“What did you do about Ralphie? Is he gone?”

	“No. I had Susan delay him a bit.”

	“Good!”

	“In the morning,” Janice said. “You, me, and Brandy need to sit down and have a big discussion. My methods may be the only way of saving her. Or at least bringing her back to who she used to be.”

	“Mom,” Carol said. “I’ve been thinking hard about that all day today. I may have another solution that I think will work, but it’s also one that I know you’re not going to be happy with.”

	“What?”

	––––– o0o –––––

	Susan was against the idea. Her father was against it. Janice was dead set against it. Brandy had no opinion because she didn’t know. And Carol, Carol wasn’t looking forward to it either, but she had no better idea other than to let her mother go in and rearrange Brandy’s brain. To her, that had to be the very last resort. As bad as this might be, she needed to try this first. 

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Vince Beastman had no idea where he was, and he didn’t care. The minute he got even partially loose, he was going to kill a lot of people, most of whom appeared to be Chinese. And especially that woman – Death! She was going to die! When they got to this place last night, he had been hauled along with his men into some kind of barn where they had all been stripped and chained. A few hours later, he had been taken out, still in chains, and tied to a fence just outside the barn. Now he was tied there with rope, instead of the steel chains. As hard as he could, he couldn’t manage to break free. But he was working on it. He wasn’t going to give up. He had people to kill.

	As the sun came up, he got a better look at his surroundings. He was out in the country somewhere. There was a big fenced in field in front of him. He heard a noise and from around the side of the barn, he saw something strange appear. It looked like a man trying to walk in a squatted position with his hands bent up to his armpits. The naked man paid him no attention as he seemed to be intent on searching the ground. Then another man appeared the same way, then more. What the heck? And then he recognized one of them, and shock nearly made him pass out.

	“Al! It’s me! Help me. Get me loose!”

	But Alfonso acted as if he didn’t even hear him.

	“Al. It’s me. Help me!” He tried again. But still Al did nothing but search the ground. There were more of those men now in the same state as Alfonso. Occasionally all of them would plant their faces into the ground as if they were trying to get something with their mouths. What were they doing? As far as he could tell, they were all acting like…chickens. He could hear the soft clucking from some of them now too. “Al! Wake up! What the hell are you doing?” But still his friend didn’t even act like he heard him. “Al. What did they do to you?”

	As the sun continued to rise, Vince Beastman had no choice but to watch, not just his friend Alfonso, but all the men, some of whom he knew, as they went about their new lives. As close as he could come, they were all acting like…chickens. Why? What had they done to them?

	Eventually, there were more people around him, but none of them came close. “What did you do to him?” he yelled. But nobody seemed to pay him any attention. He struggled with his bonds again, but it was no use. He couldn’t break free. But he was still ready, still waiting for that one little chance.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“No! I don’t want to!” Brandy lashed defiantly.

	“Brandy,” Carol said calmly. “You need to see this. Don’t worry, you’ll be surrounded by all the agents. Everyone. And especially me. But after what he did to you, this is something I want you to witness – personally. I really think it will help. All you have to do is go out to the front of the barn and watch.”

	“Watch what?”

	“Beastman being put into one of his own cages.”

	“What?”

	“I had the men modify the cage you were in so it would be large enough to hold him. After what they did to you, I thought a taste of his own medicine would be good for him. We’re going to put him in that cage, just like you were, and force him to stay like that for a very long time. Maybe forever. Susan even said she might be able to ship him off that way to China somewhere where he could be displayed like in a show of some sort.”

	“You’re going to put him in a cage?”

	“Yes.”

	“But it was Alfonso that built the cages. They were his torture devices.”

	“But Alfonso only did it for Beastman. I think Beastman deserves this, don’t you?”

	“Maybe. Yes. No! No, nobody should go through that.”

	“Not even him? Not even someone as cruel as he is? He’s the one that used that gas on you in the first place. I think he deserves it. We all do.”

	“Maybe,” Brandy admitted. “But why do I need to be there?”

	“Because I think it will help you to see it happening. I really do.”

	“Beastman was the one who made them do more to me than just put me into a cage. They sewed me up and then hung that bucket from my breasts that kept filling with my own pee.”

	“Maybe we can do something like that to him too. I’d rather enjoy doing that to him. Maybe we can hang a bucket from his balls, so his own pee pulls them down all the time.”

	Brandy smiled. “I think I’d like to see that.”

	“Then let’s do it. We’ll get him into the cage, and then once he can’t move a muscle, we’ll do whatever you want to him.”

	“Can we let the Wu people rape him whenever they want? He won’t be able to do a damn thing about it.”

	“Sounds like a great idea,” Carol agreed. “A taste of his own medicine.” Brandy said nothing. 

	“Come on,” Carol said. “You can supervise. But I really think that you seeing him being put into that cage will be a big help to you.” “Maybe,” Brandy admitted.

	“Come on,” Carols said. “It’s time to make him even more helpless than he is now.”

	Part of Brandy wanted to go, but a bigger part of her didn’t. Her feet didn’t seem to want to go anywhere. Carol reached out and grabbed Brandy’s hand. Very gently, she pulled. Brandy resisted. 

	“Trust me,” Carol said softly. “You know I love you. I only want what’s best for you. Trust me,” she said gently again.

	Brandy looked at her, then took a step. Carol pulled again and Brandy continued to follow her, out of the house, and out toward the barn. There were a number of people gathering now, including most of the Wu Agents. Men! But Carol kept hold of her hand and didn’t let her leave. Slowly. Carol led her to the large area in front of the barn where Beastman had been tied to the fence so he could see all the “chickens.” 

	“You’re not turning him into a chicken?” Brandy asked Carol.

	“I think this would be a better punishment for him, don’t you?” Carol replied. “As a chicken, he wouldn’t even remember what he had done. He would just think he was a chicken and wouldn’t suffer at all.”

	Brandy said nothing. Carol finally dropped her hand and left her there where she could see it. The empty cage was set in the middle of the space. One of the Wu Enterprise men was waiting next to Beastman. Carol went over to him and together they began untying him from the fence. 

	Beastman felt them finally untying him. If he was going to make a break for it, he figured this might be his best chance. The ropes were finally removed but the woman held one of his arms and the man held the other. He moved as fast and as forcefully as he could, suddenly shoving them both away. His fist lashed out and caught the man’s face, knocking him away, then he turned to the woman, the one he knew was the more dangerous one. But this time he was facing her. This time there would be no surprise attack. This time, he had the advantage. He glanced to the side and noticed one of Alfonso’s cages sitting there, but his attention had to stay on the woman. The dangerous one. The one they called Death.

	Brandy screamed at seeing Breastman suddenly fight his way free. The fear kept her rooted in place, her heart felt like it had stopped with her worry about Carol.

	Carol recovered quickly. She saw Beastman turn around. She also saw him notice the cage. “I’m going to put you in that cage,” she told him. “Everything you tried to do to my friend is going to be done to you instead.”

	“Like hell!” Beastman replied. He ran straight at the woman, but she moved like lightning and all he got was a kick in the back for his trouble. He stumbled, but he turned as fast as he could and his fist lashed in her direction, and caught her in the side of her head. He went after her as fast as he could. Fast enough that she didn’t have time to recover after his first punch. He punched her in the head again, this time, a full punch with everything he had. He was rewarded to see her go down. He dropped to the ground over her and hit her one more time. To the sound of someone screaming in the background, he picked up the limp body of the woman and carried her over to the cage. He dumped her down into it, then knelt so he could start pulling her body into position and locking her in.

	Brandy was going crazy. She watched in horror at what Beastman was doing to Carol. She knew they should have never messed with him. But now seeing Besatsman putting Carol into that cage was more than she could take. She screamed again, but this time it was a scream of rage. “Noooo!” Without thinking, she was running across the empty area straight at them. She launched herself into the air. “Nooo!” she yelled again. When she came down, her legs were around Beastman’s head. Her body twisted, and the sound of Beastman’s neck breaking could be heard all over the area. She rolled off away from him, ready to give him more, but when she turned around, he was still slumping to the ground. Dead. 

	Beastman’s heavy body suddenly seemed to heave up and move on its own accord, but it was only to get it away from the cage. Brandy saw Carol getting up out of the cage. Carol was looking at her with a strange, satisfied look on her face. Was she smirking at her? And then it hit her. “You set me up,” Brandy said as she got to her feet. “You planned all that. You knew what I would do.”

	Carol looked down at Beastman’s dead body. “I didn’t know you’d kill him, but I kind of thought you might at least break out of your shell and fight back. Looks to me like it worked.” “I hate you!” Brandy said angrily.

	Carol smiled and moved a step closer. “I love you too.”

	The two women came together and hugged each other tightly. When they separated, Carol held onto Brandy. “Look around,” she said. “How much do the men here scare you?”

	Brandy looked. She saw all the Wu Enterprise men watching her and Carol. It was a moment before she realized it. “None of them scare me at all.” She smiled. “None of them scare me one bit!” she emphasized.

	“Do you think you’re back to normal?”

	“No. Not even close. I have no doubt I’m going to have lots of trouble still, but for the first time since I got out of that cage, I feel like I can at least breathe. And I can’t tell you how much I’d like to kill someone for what they did to me.”

	“You just killed Beastman,” Carol pointed out. “Does that count?”

	“Yes and no. It’s just that now that I am back…at least somewhat…I feel like I want to kill someone else. But who else is there?”

	“Well, we were hoping that Beastman would know who’s behind all the trouble in Las Vegas,” Carol said. “But now…maybe one of his men will know.”

	“Don’t bother,” Brandy replied. “I think I know. I think I figured it out from a few things I heard while I was being held captive.” “Who?” Carol asked.

	“The person behind it all is the one person we never considered. But in truth, it was the one person we really should have considered. The only one that makes sense.” “Who?” Carol asked again.

	“Come on,” Brandy said. “I’ll tell you and Susan all about it. It may be a bit complicated.”

	Carol followed Brandy toward the house, but they only got a few steps before Brandy stopped and stared.

	“Ralphie!” Brandy yelled. “Are you still here? I thought I told you to leave.”

	“You did, Miss Brandy,” Ralphie replied. “But they wouldn’t let me.”

	“Well too late now,” Brandy said menacingly as she headed straight for him. “What the hell are you doing wearing shoes like that? You know perfectly well I don’t allow you to wear anything less than four–inch heels. Go change them, and make sure whatever pair you pick is your highest heels…and they better be locked on you the next time I see you.”

	Ralphie was scared again. “Yes, Miss Brandy,” he yelled as he started to run toward the barn.

	“Ralphie!” Brandy yelled behind him, stopping him. “When was the last time you wore a diaper? Huh? I’ll bet it’s been ages. The next time I see you, you better be wearing one, and it better be soaked! You hear me? Soaked! Now get changed. I can’t believe you would slack off so far. You’re a disgrace. I can see we’re going to have to do a lot more training to get you back in line.” 

	Ralphie gulped and ran as fast as he could for the barn. Brandy was back. He had missed his one and only opportunity to get away. But how could he? Those damn Wu people wouldn’t let him leave. Now what was he going to do?

	 


Chapter 39 – The Chicken Dance.

	 

	They sat around the table. Carol, Brandy, Susan, her father, and Janice. They all wanted to know what Brandy had found out about who was behind the Vegas problems. But instead of telling them, Brandy asked a question first. “What’s been happening in Las Vegas since I’ve been gone? I know that Lozano and Beastman are off the board now, but what about the others? Morrow hired me to look into it, but is he even still there?”

	“As far as we know,” Susan replied. “Actually, since you were taken, all that got put on a back burner and we’ve barely had time to follow what’s happening. I do know that the attacks slowed way down for a while, but recently they’ve started again, especially against Allingham and Morrow.”

	“The next two smallest organizations,” Carol noted.

	“Exactly,” Susan replied.

	“How bad has it been against Besinski?” Brandy asked.

	“We don’t know,” Susan told her. “I haven’t heard about him or Geovelli.” “You probably won’t,” Brandy replied. 

	“You think they’re behind it? Both of them?” Susan asked. “I was getting convinced we were dealing with an outside source here. Someone else trying to take over.”

	“No. From what little I heard while I was at the breaking place, I think this whole thing is about something else.”

	“Something else?”

	“Yes. I have no proof, and they didn’t come out and say it, but from the few things I overheard, I think the one person behind it all is the one person we never even considered.” “Who?”

	“Romo Geovelli.”

	“But he’s the biggest boss in the city!” Carol exclaimed. “Why would he do it?”

	“We’ve been looking at it all wrong,” Brandy told her. “This isn’t about someone smaller trying to take over. It’s about Geovelli trying to get back everything he lost when the others moved in. From what little I know about Vegas, there’s always been criminal bosses behind everything going on in the city. But there’s never been so many before. It’s only recently that men like Beastman and Morrow have moved in. Allingham too. As they moved in, what happened to Geovelli’s business? He had to lose some, probably a lot, to each of them. I think all this is about Geovelli wanting everything back again. And as for Lozano, the Mexican, I know he was around for a long time, but his pipeline of drugs had to be a big target for any of them. Even Geovelli. But you may want to do a check on how much drugs are back on the street. Unless I miss my guess, the drugs are back again, except they’re all coming from someone else. And I’m betting it’s Geovelli.”

	“We’ll check,” Susan told her. “If we’re going back to the business of what’s happening in Las Vegas, then we’ve got some catching up to do. I’m sorry to say it, but it’s a shame that Brandy killed Beastman. We’ll never get the answers out of him now, but we’ve still got his top men out in the barn. Hopefully, at least one of them will know something definitive.” She looked at Brandy again. “Is there anything else that makes you think it’s Geovelli behind the mercenaries?”

	“A few things,” Brandy admitted. “When we were looking into how the men were killed, it seemed like all his men were killed differently. Not necessarily by mercenaries, but other ways, including several of them with a knife. There may be a good chance that none of his men were killed at all, or just a very few. They might have been sent away somewhere for a while instead to make it look like they’re dead.”

	“It’s possible,” Susan admitted. She looked to Janice. “That puts the burden on you to prep the men for questioning.”

	Janice chuckled. “Burden? Susan, you know how I love destroying men. And right now, I’m trying to build the biggest flock of chickens I can, to release somewhere. I just still need to find the right place for it.”

	“I’ve got a suggestion,” Brandy replied.

	“Oh? Where?”

	“Right in front of Geovelli’s office building…or maybe inside it.” “That would be difficult to arrange,” Susan noted.

	“Yeah, but it will certainly catch his attention. He hired Janice once, and after seeing what she was capable of doing, it scared him to death. If he thinks we know he’s behind the mercenaries, he may consolidate his forces in one place and slow down the attacks. Sorry Janice, but he wants to stay as far away from you as he can.”

	Janice smiled. “My dear, don’t be sorry. I’m delighted I made such an impression.”

	Carol looked at Susan. “Susan, if Geovelli hired Mom, then he’s one of your customers. You always do everything possible to protect your customers. I know, because you’ve tasked me with doing some of that.”

	“Yes,” Susan said. “I’ve been sitting here thinking about just that.”

	“I think…” Mr. Wu spoke up. “that Susan and I will need to discuss this situation. We have not just two rival customers involved, but three. Omar Besinski is also on our client list.” “So what do we do? Cease all operations?” Carol asked.

	“For now,” Mr. Wu replied, “continue looking into it. Either way, we need to know who’s behind the mercenary attacks. It may be that we can stop them without touching any of our clients. Let us talk. We’ll have to let you know.”

	Brandy looked to Carol. “In the meantime, maybe we should take a ride into Vegas and look around. Did you by any chance find my bike?”

	“Don’t worry, we’ve got it here. But forget that. There’s more important things we’ve got to do instead.”

	“What?”

	“You’re out of shape. We need to not only get you back in shape, but we’ve got to get you a new riding suit like I’ve got.”

	“Like that mask that covered your entire face?”

	“That was the gas mask feature. It worked pretty well too. But the new suits have other features as well. And after that, we’ve got to train you in some new weapons. If we’re going after the mercenaries, then there’s a good chance there’s more of them than there were. You and I need some weapons practice.”

	Brandy smiled. “Cool.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The fear wasn’t entirely gone. It didn’t take Brandy long to realize that. She first noticed it when she and Carol went out the back door for another walk and headed toward the barn full of men. But the fear was only a small thing now and she was not only easily able to push past it, she was determined to conquer it. By the time they returned from that first simple walk, her fear had become anger. She was going to do whatever it took to conquer it completely!

	They started by walking and doing stretching exercises, followed by some light sparring together. But by the next day, Brandy’s determination had them jogging instead of walking. She had put one of her old bras on along with a sports bra over it to hold her breasts in place. If that didn’t work, she had decided she would bind them up. So far, it was working…or perhaps, helping a lot. She pushed past it her problems and pain. 

	Carol ordered another black motorcycle exactly like the one she was riding now, and she also ordered Brandy a new riding suit and helmet like she had. 

	Two of Beastman’s men were able to confirm that Geovelli was the one Beastman was working with…until Geovelli started killing the men in Beastman’s organization. It wasn’t until then that Carol and Brandy realized that it wasn’t Geovelli that had started that little war, they had. Beastman had just thought it was Geovelli so he started fighting back. But after that, Geovelli had sent the mercenaries after him. Either way, both Carol and especially Brandy, were glad Beastman and all his men were now gone – forever!

	Four days after Carol and Brandy started working out together, a man arrived from China. 

	“This is Master Wong,” Carol introduced him. “He’s one of my martial arts teachers. I asked that he come to help train you again and to possibly help us work better together.”

	Wong didn’t say much other than to bow to both Carol and Brandy. But he didn’t need to say much, his long staff that he carried all the time said much of it all for him. Under his help, over the next week, both Carol and Brandy seemed to become one single fighting force.

	And then Wong left, only to be replaced with a team of military advisors. That was when the weapons training really stepped up. Brandy not only became a much better shot, but she was now experienced with a much wider variety of weapons, and she could also shoot fairly well from a motorcycle.

	For three full weeks the two women worked hard every single day. After two weeks, Brandy was mostly back to her old fighting form…only better. Her other physical problems didn’t bother her much either. But she was aware of the fear she still held deep down of all the men around her. Would she ever be over that? She could only hope. It made her angry, which only seemed to make her try harder than ever.

	It was a week into their workouts before Carol and Brandy spent the night in bed together. The time was tentative. Scary for both of them – only because neither of them knew what problems Brandy might face. But Carol was more tender than she had ever been before and took things much slower. In the end, it was still magical. Brandy hugged Carol to her and cried. “Thank you, thank you,” she cried as she held her lover. “You showed me I can still love like we used to. Just…please…give me a bit of time till I’m back fully the way I was. I’m trying though…because I love you.”

	Carol kissed her and held her tenderly for the rest of the night. Then in the morning, before their workout, they did it all over again.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Susan called everyone together for a meeting. “We found the mercenaries,” she told them all. Once Brandy told us it was Geovelli behind them, and then Beastman’s men confirmed it, we were able to do a much broader search. They’re staying on a large ranch owned by one of Geovelli’s men, not Geovelli himself, which made them harder to find. But we managed to steal a few satellite images of the ranch that show everything pretty well.”

	She pulled up a satellite picture on her computer so everyone could see. “They’re all camped out here,” she said as she pointed to the tents off to the side of a building. Our best estimate is that they’ve got about thirty men there now.” That’s more than we thought,” Carol noted.

	“We think after you took care of some of them, they brought in more. Or maybe they’re getting ready for a bigger push against the bigger organizations that are left.”

	“Possible,” Carol agreed. “What’s the terrain like around there?”

	“Mostly dessert.”

	“Rocks? Hills? Trees?”

	“Some, but not many. Mostly, their camp is surrounded by nothing.”

	“Which means they have a good line of sight.” “A night mission?” Brandy suggested.

	“Maybe,” Carol said. “We need to think about it and discuss it. Let’s see if we can get more maps and pictures too.”

	For two days Carol and Brandy worked with the military advisors on a plan. To most of them, a nighttime raid sounded like the best thing, but in the end, Carol decided to do it in daylight – just after dawn. The only problem was, after considering everything, their best possible option was to do it all in a way they hadn’t expected.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	It was about five in the morning when Carol and Brandy entered Geovelli’s office building. They were dressed as normal everyday women. Nothing to raise any alarms or concerns. Once through the door, they separated. They already had an idea where the guards would most likely be. Carol headed one direction while Brandy headed another. 

	Carol spotted one of the guards and headed for him. “Excuse me,” she said as she walked up with a smile on her face. 

	The guard smiled back. “What can I do for you?”

	Carol’s foot lashed out and caught him in the head, knocking him out. She went looking for some of the other guards.

	Brandy came across two of the guards together. Seeing them together immediately brought back her fears of men again. But the fear only made her angry. She walked right up to them as if she were going to talk to them, but she never said a word. Her body seemed to launch into motion as she tapped into her anger and both guards were down and out in moments. 

	In the next five minutes, four other guards on the first floor fell to Brandy and Carol. Carol pulled out a small radio. “All clear.”

	A truck and a van pulled up outside of Geovelli’s building. Men swarmed from the van and quickly opened the back doors of the truck and put the loading ramp in place. While they were doing that, other men put up small temporary fences leading from the truck ramp to the doors. Two of the men began herding the entire flock of “chickens” down the ramp, through the passageway created for them, and into the office building. The chickens acted like…chickens. They made scared clucking noises and flapped their wings, but they went. Once through the doors, the “chickens” were simply allowed to wander where they wanted…which was everywhere.

	While the chickens were being loaded into the building, other men were setting up video cameras inside the lower floor of the building.

	Carol and Brandy got off the elevator at the floor where Geovelli had his office. It took them ten minutes to quickly search the top floor and eliminate any of the guards. Carol pulled out the radio again. “Ready for the shipment,” she said.

	Downstairs, two of the Wu agents herded two of the chickens into an elevator. The chickens clucked nervously during the ride up, but of course, they weren’t capable of giving any kind of trouble. Five minutes later, the two chickens had been put into Geovelli’s inner office, and all the humans were on their way back downstairs. By the time they got outside, the truck and temporary fencing were gone. In moments, it was like they had never been there – from the outside at least.

	Brandy and Carol were driven to one of the hotels where Janice and Susan waited. Monitors had already been set up and they were all watching the screens. 

	“I still think we should have let them go somewhere more public,” Janice complained. “Maybe outside one of the big attractions.”

	“Mom, we discussed this,” Carol said. “We need to make sure he keeps all his men together.”

	“I know,” Janice complained. “I still would have liked to see the reaction from all the people.”

	“While it would be interesting,” Susan replied, trying to placate her, “it would be far better that as few people as possible know about what you did to those men. Besides, keeping it as quiet as possible would probably help keep you in business later.”

	Janice thought about it for a moment, then sighed. “I guess you’re right. Still, it would be fun.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	It was the waking guards that discovered them first. “What the hell?” seemed to be the confused reaction of every one of them. There were naked men walking around all over the downstairs part of the building, but they were walking in a squatting position with their arms bent up to their armpits and flapping them like wings. And they were making clucking noises like chickens. In fact, they seemed to be acting just like chickens. All of them! The guards simply didn’t know what to do with them, especially since it seemed like none of them understood or even cared when someone spoke or hollered at them. They all just kept walking around, flapping their wings, and seemed to be searching the floor for something.

	While one guard called the police, another phoned one of Romo Geovelli’s men. He explained what had happened and what had gone on, then he went out to try and figure out how many of these strange creatures were wandering around the building. They were spread out everywhere, and controlling them was proving to be impossible.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“What?” Romo said, trying to clear the sleep from his head.

	“We’ve got something weird happening downtown in the building,” Billy told him again. “There’s a bunch of naked men walking around…but evidently they’re not walking but squatting…or something.  And the guard said they’re all acting like…chickens…maybe. Or something like that.”

	“Chickens?” Romo shook his sleep filled head. “This isn’t making sense.”

	“I know,” Billy replied. “It’s just what I heard from the guard. He said two women were in the building this morning and knocked out every guard on the floor. When they came to, all these…weird men were wandering around the entire lower floor.”

	“Two women?” Things started to connect in Romo’s head. “Damn! I thought they were out of the way for good. And you said two women, not just one?”

	“That’s what the guard said.”

	“Shit!” Romo cursed. “Get my car. I want to see – immediately!”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	In the hotel room, everyone was laughing and having a good time watching the guards as they tried to figure out what to do about all of Janice’s “chickens.” The chickens certainly weren’t interested in doing anything the guards wanted them to do, and mostly flapped their wings and tried to get away from them. And when the police showed up a short while later, things got even funnier as they couldn’t control them either. There were chickens, guards, and police running everywhere downstairs, and nobody knew what to do about it. It was obvious to everyone watching that nobody knew what to make of the men Janice had worked on. 

	And then on one of the monitors they saw a large black limousine pull up outside the entrance where more police cars seemed to be congregating by the moment. They all watched as Romo Geovelli got out and rushed into the building. One of the inside cameras caught the look of surprise on his face as he saw one of the creatures being chased by a policeman across the lobby of the building. And then he turned his head and saw two other policemen chasing two other creatures. 

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Romo simply didn’t know what to make of it. He stood there with his mouth open and watched it all. He watched as one of the policemen handcuffed one of the creatures, but the…thing…just started clucking noisily and angrily and still tried to flap it’s wings like a chicken. And even in the handcuffs, it was obvious that the creature had no idea in the world who the policeman was or what he wanted him to do. As if the…thing…couldn’t understand human concepts at all. Just like…. 

	Things started dropping in place for him. Just like what he had seen that woman do. Janice Stokley. The mother of Death! He had suspected that Death and Retribution had been the ones who knocked out all the guards earlier. Now he was certain of it. Now they had somehow arranged to show him a little more of Janice’s handiwork. He had no doubt about it, this was a message from her to him. She was after him!

	After seeing in the past what she had done to someone he had paid her to work on, turned him into a bug of some sort, he had been afraid of her. What she could do wasn’t just uncanny, it was frightening. Over the years, he’d had his people occasionally check on the man. He still seemed to act like he was a bug and nothing else. No progress back toward humanity at all. And now he was witnessing more of her work, this time, aimed directly at him.

	“Boss!” Billy said as he continued to look around. “Let’s get you out of here. Up to your office.”

	“Yeah,” Romo agreed. Together, they hurried to the elevator. “It’s the Stokley woman,” Romo said as soon as the elevator was closed.

	As Romo’s right hand man, Billy had been there in the past to see what the Stokley woman was capable of doing. “You’re sure?” Billy asked. “I wondered, but there were so many of them.”

	“I’m sure,” Romo replied. “What other explanation is there?”

	“Not a clue,” Billy said. “But why?”

	“I think someone is sending me a message. They must have found out I hired the mercenaries and now this is their reply. I’m guessing that some of those men belonged to Colonel Houghton.”

	“All his men that simply disappeared?”

	“Yes. Now at least we know what happened to them.”

	“I’ll call him,” Billy said. “He’s going to be angrier after he hears than he is already.”

	“Good! Maybe he can do his job better! The only thing that’s out of place in this is that they dumped those men here in my building. Wu Enterprises protects its clients. At least they’re supposed to. And Janice Stokley works for them. So if they stick to what they claim, they shouldn’t be trying to come after me to kill me.”

	“So maybe it’s just a message. Back off,” Billy suggested. 

	“That’s what I’m guessing.”

	“Are you going to do it?”

	“Romo thought about it for a moment. I don’t know. Probably not. We’ve come too far towards getting total control of the city. All of it, even damn Besinski’s slice, is all almost within our grasp. Once we have it all, we’ll be too powerful for anyone, even those damn Chinese people to come after us.”

	Two minutes later, they entered Romo’s secretary’s office, then went through into his private office. But the first thing they saw was two more of those strange men, and one of them seemed to have a sign of some sort hung around his neck. Billy had to fight a bit with the…creature…to get the sign off so they could read it.

	“It’s a message…to you,” Billy said as he glanced at it briefly. He passed it over to Romo.

	 

	Romo Geovelli. As you know Wu Enterprises goes out of it’s way to protect our clients. All of our clients. Unfortunately, some of the men you’ve been attacking are our clients. In view of that, we have decided to drop you from our client list. Since you have been a good client in the past, we will honor our agreement and not kill you. But we are coming after you!

	 

	The message was signed with a large fancy W. 

	“What are you going to do?” Billy asked.

	“They said they’re not going to kill me,” Romo said with a smile. “All they’re doing is dropping me as a client.”

	“But these…whatever they are? That’s got to mean something.”

	“Yes,” Romo said. “That’s the one thing that worries me more than anything else. They won’t kill me, but they’re showing me what they can do.” He made a decision quickly. “Call Houghton. Get him and all his men here in the building. If they’re coming after me, I want all the protection I can get. Between Houghton’s small army and all our men, even those Chinese Wu agents won’t stand a chance. Especially not here on our turf. And get rid of those…whatever they are!”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Downstairs, the police weren’t sure what to do. They tried to get the creatures into police vans and cars, but the creatures not only didn’t want to go, they didn’t seem to be able to unbend their legs. It was by far the weirdest thing any of them had ever seen. In the end, they called in a small truck and pushed them one by one up the loading ramp, before hauling all of them, including the two that had somehow found their way to another floor, to an insane asylum.

	 


Chapter 40 – Insanity.

	 

	“This is insane!” Brandy yelled.

	“Don’t worry, you’ll love it.”

	“You’ve got to be crazy!”

	“Crazy enough,” Carol laughed. 

	Before Brandy could reply, Carol jumped and they both were enveloped by the hurricane force winds. 

	“Aaaaahhh!” Brandy screamed.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“Status check!” Colonel Houghton said into his radio. He listened as one by one, his team leaders reported in that all was quiet. As much as Houghton would like got get the business over with, everything quiet was the better option. His men had every stairway and elevator in the building covered.  He had men hidden all over the building. Nothing could get through any of the doors without him knowing it.

	He had heard rumors of the woman called Death and of some of the things she had done in the past. He knew he had to be concerned. And evidently, she was now partnered with someone else that was just as bad. Two of them. And between them, they had already managed to capture some of his men. He made sure all his men were well trained, so capturing them couldn’t have been an easy task. But then, Death did have a reputation. Evidently so did the woman they were calling Retribution.

	Every man he had was now inside Geovelli’s building, hidden throughout it, most of them either on the bottom floor where all the entrances were, or on the top floor where Geovelli’s office and private apartment were. Some of Geovelli’s men were here too. Between the two forces, there were over sixty well–armed men watching everything. He and his men had gone through every inch of the building. There was no way that those women could get in. He even had men on the roof making sure they couldn’t somehow get down from a helicopter and then repel down to the windows to get in.

	Everything was covered and secure, and all was quiet. Another perfect night. But Geovelli, the man who hired him, was still scared, so they were staying and protecting him. Geovelli had moved into his personal apartment off of his office on the top floor, so getting to him would be nearly impossible. The sun would be coming up soon. It would be time to start sending his men off in shifts to get some sleep. There was no way those women could get in. There was no way a mouse could get in without them knowing it. Another quiet night.

	Perfect! Especially since he and his men were being well paid.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The black tandem parachute descended, through the night sky. Carol was controlling the parachute, Brandy was strapped to her front side. They were both armed to the teeth. Both women were wearing the new special black riding suits. Both women were wearing the black motorcycle helmets. The parachute, their riding suits, and their helmets were all black, making them nearly invisible against the night sky. The sun was just reaching the horizon, beginning to lend a glow to the night air around them. The bright lights of the city made noticing the beginning sunrise almost impossible, just as being able to see the two women would be equally difficult.

	“Two on the roof,” Carol said, her helmet transmitting her voice into Brandy’s helmet.

	“I see them,” Brandy replied as she pulled one of her already silenced guns from her riding suit.

	“Can you get them both before we land?” Carol asked as she pulled slightly on one of the ropes to control their descending direction.

	“I think so,” Brandy replied. “As long as this rollercoaster ride stays smooth enough.” “It’ll be smooth,” Carol assured her.

	“It wasn’t when we jumped.”

	“That was a lot higher. There’s a lot more wind up there.”

	The silent parachute descended. Carol lined their approach up perfectly to make it as easy as possible for Brandy. Neither of the men on the roof were looking anywhere near their direction, and most of the time they appeared to be staring down at the lights of the city below them. As they got near one of them, Brandy’s silenced pistol spat, and a bullet hit the back the first man’s head. Three seconds later, her gun spat again as the parachute cleared the edge of the building and the second guard died.

	“Great shooting,” Carol praised her.

	“No problem,” Brandy replied nervously as the top of the building seemed to rush at her. She felt her body suddenly being pulled back upwards as the parachute slowed abruptly and Carol set them down on the rooftop as gently as she could. Even fastened together, Brandy didn’t fall. “Thank God!” Brandy muttered.

	“You loved it,” Carol joked.

	“Like hell! Get me out of this thing.”

	Carol unfastened Brandy from where they were tied together, then she balled up the parachute. Both women removed their helmets.

	“Masks or not?” Carol asked.

	“Revenge is riding again,” Brandy told her as she pulled up the gasmask feature on the suit. “Just like we practiced.”

	Carol smiled. “You got it. Did I mention that this is the way I did Alfonso’s breaking house?”

	“You might have mentioned it a time…or two…or three.”

	Carol took the time to check the two dead guards. “Heavy bulletproof vests,” she noted.

	“We need to go for headshots whenever possible.”

	“I was already planning on it.”

	Carol looked at Brandy as she finished fastening her gasmask hood. In the faint morning light, she looked like a shadow. She pulled her own gasmask hood on. They had practiced this way in these suits a number of times. They were used to it. “We look like two shadows,” Carol said.

	“Deadly shadows, I hope.”

	Carol smiled. “Of course.”

	The door to the roof was unlocked, as they expected it to be. “Soundlessly, they descended the steps down to the door at the bottom. When they got there, Brandy looked back at Carol and Carol nodded. Brandy opened the door as Carol held her gun up and ready to fire through the opening. And she did. Two quick shots at two men who happened to be standing further back in the hallway. That fast, they were down, and the two women moved in. But a moment later, they heard shouting. Where the men had been standing was an intersection where another larger hallway joined it. Evidently someone in that hallway had seen the men go down.

	Carol and Brandy hurried forward along the side of the wall, then they stopped, their guns at the ready. In moments, they saw the barrel of a gun stick out from around the corner, the gun was soon followed by a head as a man tried to peer around to see something, but that head sticking out was just what Carol was waiting for. Her silenced gun spat once, and the man was dead. Carol and Brandy hurried to the very corner of the intersection. Before they could jump out, a canister landed in the hallway near them and thick smoke erupted from it, quickly filling the hallway.

	“Really?” Carol complained. “Tear gas? They’ve got to be kidding!” Completely unaffected in their suits, the two women used the cover of the smoky gas to move into the intersection, together, they rushed out of it, both of them firing their guns at every target they could see. The men they shot at weren’t prepared for that kind of response. Four more men died quickly. Carol and Brandy moved on.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Colonel Houghton rushed through the hallways of the ground floor. The women were in the building. Evidently, they had come down from the roof – one of the last places he seriously expected them to come from, but even that eventuality had been covered. “Status report! Status report!” he yelled into his radio trying to contact his men on the top floor. But where he was getting answers before from some of them, now he was getting none. The squad leaders that did answer were still trying to get where they needed to go to find out what was going on.

	He stopped right where he was, so did the two men with him. As quickly as he could, he started giving orders to reposition his men, sending most of them upstairs to where they were needed the most. Only then did he rush toward the elevator to head up to the top floor.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Like a machine, Carol and Brandy moved down the hallway, one on each side of it. Everything that moved didn’t move very long as their guns found the targets. They never stopped moving until they reached another intersection where they would have to turn again to get to Romo’s office.

	Brandy moved to Carol’s side of the hallway, and dropped to the floor, her head briefly peeked around the corner then came back again. “They’re down there. A bunch,” she said as she got to her feet. “They’re all stretched out in the doorways along the sides of the hall between here and his office. There’s more in front of the office door too.”

	“According to the building plans, it’s supposed to be about a hundred feet to the office.” “Sounds about right.” Brandy agreed.

	‘Okay,” Carol replied. “I’ll start on the other side. Give me a moment, then wait for my signal.”

	“Ready,” Brandy assured her.

	“I’m switching guns,” Carol said as she put her silenced handgun away and grabbed two of the three small automatic weapons hung from her neck.

	“Yeah,” Brandy agreed as she did the same. “No use trying to be quiet now. Let’s kick some ass.”

	“That was my intention,” Carol agreed. 

	With one automatic gun in each hand, Carol suddenly jumped across the hallway intersection, both guns already spitting deadly fire down the sides of the hallway. But the time she reached the other side, four more of Houghton’s men were dead. But there was no pause at all as the moment Carol reached that side where she was out of their deadly fire, Brandy began shooting from her side of the hallway, and her brief bursts if deadly fire didn’t stop. 

	Houghton’s men were all shooting at where Carol had gone, none of them had their guns aimed at where Brandy came out from behind the corner of the intersection. Worse, as the men tried to shoot at Carol, they had moved further out from behind the cover of the recessed doorways, giving both women better shots at them. As they adjusted their fire to shoot at Brandy, Carol came from around the corner firing as fast as she could. As good a shot as Brandy was, and the men were falling to her gunfire, Carol was far better, and her shooting decimated Houghton’s men as both Brandy and Carol moved quickly along the wall. But once they reached the first available cover of doorways, the women didn’t just go straight ahead along the sides of the walls. Instead, one at a time, they crisscrossed their way down the hallway, still going from doorway to doorway. By doing that, they each had better angles of fire at the men trying to kill them.

	As fast as they were moving, Houghton’s men couldn’t adjust to the new tactic fast enough. As many men as Houghton had upstairs, and as good as those men were, Carol was simply better and faster. With her uncanny shooting ability, every bullet that left Carol’s gun found a target. Carol coupled with Brandy, meant that the firefight didn’t last long more than a few moments. By the time they reached the door to Romo’s office, all of Houghton’s men were down. Carol and Brandy had to drag three of them out of the way to get at the door.

	“I count eighteen,” Brandy noted as Carol reached for the door handle.

	“I wasn’t counting,” Carol replied. “But that means that Houghton still has half his men somewhere. Probably on their way up here now. Like we thought, he must have posted the rest downstairs.”

	“How about Romo’s men?”

	Carol tried to turn the door handle, but it was locked. “I’m guessing some of them are in there,” she replied.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Romo Geovelli was going crazy. “What’s going on?” he yelled time and time again.

	“I don’t know,” Billy replied. “Houghton is still trying to get the rest of his guys upstairs here.”

	“How did they get in?”

	“I don’t know,” Billy said. “Probably the roof.”

	“I thought Houghton had that covered.”

	“He did!”

	Romo looked around his sumptuous apartment. He had been sound asleep when the loud gunfire had started, and once it started, it sounded like it never stopped…until just a few moments ago. Now, everything was quiet. Too quiet!” “What’s happening?” he yelled again.

	Billy once again called Houghton. “What’s going on?” he yelled into the phone. “Did you get them?”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Houghton was perturbed. Damn Billy, Geovelli’s main man, wouldn’t stop calling. He was in the elevator for heaven’s sake. He had no idea what was going on. “I don’t have a clue. We’re still on our way up,” he told Billy. “Are they still shooting?”

	“We don’t hear anything,” Billy replied. “Not a sound.”

	“Good!” Houghton said. He hung up on Billy and tried to radio some of his men. “Status report!” he ordered. But this time, nobody he had posted on the top floor answered. He got nothing but silence for his demands. The elevator finally reached the top floor. He and the few men with him rushed out.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Carol and Brandy stood well back from the door. Brandy pressed a trigger in her hand and the door exploded inward. Carol rushed in fast with Brandy right behind her. The explosion had stunned all six of Romo’s men inside. None of them were wearing bulletproof vests. Five seconds after the explosion, none of them would ever have to worry about needing one again. Every one of Romo’s six men were dead.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“What the hell was that?” Romo yelled.

	Billy didn’t bother replying. He positioned himself with his gun out and aimed at the door.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Houghton heard the explosion only seconds after he got off the elevator. A sound like that wasn’t a good one to hear. He stopped at the hallway corner and peered around it. He saw nothing but dead men. His men. And it looked like the door and part of the wall around Romo’s office was now gone. The explosion. He fanned his men out with their weapons ready as they slowly approached the office.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The building plans had showed them where the door to Romo’s apartment would be. Brandy wasted no time heading for it as Carol watched behind them. Brandy tried the door, but it was locked. This time, they needed that door intact. She quickly pulled out her lockpicks and went to work. She had become an expert at picking locks while she was still in high school. In moments, the lock opened. “Got it,” Brandy said.

	Inside the room, Romo and Billy both heard the faint sounds of someone working on the lock. Billy nervously waited for the door to open, Romo did too, only with far more fear.

	Carol stood to the side of the door while Brandy grabbed the door handle. At a nod from Carol, she turned it and yanked the door open.

	Billy saw the door opening and began firing right away. He pulled the trigger, as fast as he could, but he had no living target to shoot at. As he paused, he saw a black covered head poke up from closer to the floor. It was the last thing he ever saw as a bullet quickly found his head. 

	Romo nearly had a heart attack as he saw Billy’s head snap back and he fell to the floor dead. He nearly had another one as he saw the two black figures rush into the room. One of them closed and locked the door behind them.

	Carol was surprised that Romo didn’t have a gun in his hand, and as far as she could see, he was the only living person in the small apartment. While Brandy took a few seconds to lock the door behind them, she did a quick search of the apartment. “Clear!” she told Brandy as she saw Brandy heading for Romo.

	“No! No!” Romo shouted as Brandy headed for him, but Brandy never paused. Her foot lashed out and caught him squarely in his stomach. As he bent forward in pain, her fist lashed out and caught him right under his jaw. That fast, she had knocked him out. Brandy reached into one of her pockets and pulled out a length of thin rope.

	While Carol was busy tying up Romo. Carol pulled a chair over to the middle of the room. Standing on the chair, she could just reach the ceiling, close enough to plant a large explosive device. By the time she got down, Brandy had Romo trussed up securely. With that explosive device now planted, Carol planted one more in a far easier place to get to.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Houghton’s men pointed their guns around the opening where the door had been. Inside, they saw nothing but dead men. Six of them. They didn’t see anyone else alive in there. Houghton’s eyes were drawn to the last place the women could have gone, also the last place he wanted those women to be – Romo’s apartment. Death’s reputation seemed to be well deserved. He had never really believed that one person could do the things he had heard she had done. Now it looked like maybe she really might have done them. But of course, this time, Death wasn’t alone. Still, after seeing all his men dead, and no sign of the women, things looked worse than ever. How had they done it?

	He took a moment to fan his men out, positioning them where they could shoot at the doorway, from places where there was no chance they could all get hit at the same time. “You’ve got no way out of there!” he yelled toward the closed door. “You’re trapped. Surrender and you won’t be hurt.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“Time to hurry,” Brandy said as she picked Romo’s comatose body up.

	“All set,” Carol told her as she followed Brandy into the small bedroom where Brandy set Romo’s comatose body down on the floor.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Getting no answer from inside, Houghton gave the order. “Take the door out!”

	One of his men rushed toward the door with a small explosive device. He never got there. From inside the bedroom, Carol pressed the trigger and the first explosive device that she had planted on the ceiling of the living room exploded. It was a big explosion, one that not only blew a large hole in the roof, it also knocked every one of Houghton’s men in the outer room off their feet.

	“What the hell was that?” one of Houghton’s men yelled.

	Carol peeked out of the living room long enough to look at the living room. With the sun up now, she could see lots of daylight coming through the ceiling. “Good hole,” she told Brandy. “Ready for number two?”

	“Let’s get out of here,” Brandy told her as she held an automatic gun in both hands.

	Carol pressed another explosive trigger and the bomb she had planted on the wall between the apartment and Romo’s office exploded, taking much of the wall out with it. 

	Houghton’s men were still picking themselves up when the second bomb exploded, this one taking out most of the entire wall between the apartment and the office they were in. The bomb itself killed four of the men, the rest were injured or too stunned to do anything. By the time the few remaining men knew what was going on, all they saw were two women dressed from head to toe in black. Outfits that made them look identical. Outfits that completely hid their identities. But it wasn’t their hidden identities that caught their attention. It was the guns each of them held.

	Carol and Brandy moved like wraiths through the room. The few men who were conscious got bullets through their head. All except for one. Carol recognized the uniform Houghton was wearing. Houghton was meekly holding his hands over his head, surrendering.

	“Sorry,” Carol told him. “We don’t have time for prisoner’s today. But this time I’ll let you live. Just don’t get in my way again. Each of the two guns she held shot Houghton in each arm, then they shot him in each leg, rendering him incapable of stopping them.

	“They’re here!” Brandy called from the living room.

	By the time Carol got back into the living room of the apartment, a steel cable was dropping down from a helicopter just above the opening. Brandy pulled Romo’s bound up body over to the cable and hooked him up. Carol and Brandy both stood on his body and grabbed the cable, letting it pull them up and out of the apartment. A minute later, they were set down gently on the roof. Brandy picked Romo’s body up and threw him into the helicopter, then she and Brandy got in, a moment later, the helicopter was heading for the desert.

	Back in the apartment, Houghton was in major pain. The rest of his men were only then rushing into the devastated office. He had been visited by Death, but this time, Death didn’t want him. The next time he heard that Death might be in the area, he had no doubt that he’d steer clear of her. In fact, in light of his injuries, maybe it was time to retire. That sounded like the better plan.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“You okay?” Carol asked Brandy over the noise of the helicopter as the two of them pulled their hoods off.

	Brandy smiled. “Better than okay.” “You were great!” Carol told her.

	“I was okay,” Brandy agreed, “but you were amazing!”

	Carol smiled, then she felt Brandy grabbing her arm. Brandy leaned close so Carol could hear her better. “I lost something in there,” she told Carol.

	Concerned, Carol asked, “What?”

	“My fear!”

	Carol could only smile.

	Amid the noise of the helicopter, Romo finally regained consciousness. He looked up at the two black clad women, recognizing one of them. The one that was Janice Stokley’s daughter. The one that was known as Death. “You!” he yelled in fear over top of the noisy engines.

	Carol looked down at him and smiled. “Tell me something Romo,” she said to him. “How much do you know about chickens?”

	 


Chapter 41 – Rewind to the End.

	 

	Johnny Morrow was in his limousine on his way to work. But he wasn’t heading to his old headquarters building, he was heading toward one of the hideout buildings he had outside of town. Things had been quiet for a few days now, but he had seen quiet times before…usually just before all hell broke loose. It was one of the reasons he was so worried. 

	There were rumors circulating that Romo Geovelli had gotten hit a few days ago, and he had gotten hit hard. But they were just rumors. There was nothing to say whether those rumors were true or not. If Geovelli could get hit that hard, what would they do to him? He, Besinski, and Allingham were the only three bosses left in the city. There hadn’t been only three bosses since the fifties. Someone else was taking over Las Vegas and in the process getting rid of every boss here. Consequently, he was trying to make plans to move. Permanently. 

	His phone rang and he answered it. “Morrow!”

	“Boss,” one of his men said. “We’re at the old building where your office used to be. You better get down here.”

	“Why? It’s too dangerous.”

	“It may not be. Someone left you a little present.”

	“What kind of present?”

	“Uh…I’m not sure. Just get down here and see for yourself.”

	But Morrow couldn’t chance going anywhere where someone might find him. He sent another of his men instead. Five minutes after he arrived at his latest office, his phone rang again. The caller ID showed it was one of his top men. The man he had sent to check out the present. “Yeah?” he answered.

	“Boss,” his man said. “I’m here, but I don’t believe what I’m seeing.”

	“What is it?”

	“Just get over here. It looks like Retribution has come through after all, and she left you proof and a receipt that the job is already paid in full.”

	“What? She’s been missing for weeks! We thought she was dead.”

	“Evidently not. Just get over here and see for yourself. Frankly, I don’t know what to make of it.”

	Morrow had grave reservations about going, but he did. When he got there, he stayed in the car and sent two more of his men inside to check it out. Ten seconds after they walked through the door, one of them poked his head out and motioned that it was safe for Morrow to come in. He got out of the car nervously and entered the building. He got through the lobby and stopped. What he saw boggled his mind. 

	He recognized the man of course. Romo Geovelli. But he was stark naked, walking around in a squatted position with his arms bent up to his armpits and flapping them a bit as if they were wings. Geovelli didn’t appear to understand anything anyone was saying to him. He just tried to get away from all his men as it looked like he was searching the floor for something. It was a few moments before Morrow realized that Romo was making small noises. Kind of…clucking sounds. Like a…chicken! What the hell? As close as he could figure, Romo Geovelli was acting like…a chicken. 

	There was a sign hung around Geovelli’s neck. One of Morrow’s men grabbed it for him, which seemed to send Romo momentarily into a fit of panic, although to all appearances he still acted completely like a chicken. Morrow read the short message:

	 

	Morrow. Geovelli turned out to be behind everything. All of it. His mercenaries are all gone now, and as you can see, for all intents and purposes, so is Romo Geovelli. His mind has been torn from him and been replaced with the brain of a chicken – forever! We raided his accounts because of all the trouble he gave us, so your bill is paid in full. This is your receipt and proof that the job is done. – Retribution.

	 

	Morrow read through it twice. Romo was behind it all? But as far as he could see, the proof had to be right in front of him. At least according to Retribution. Still, he would keep his head down for a while more. He’d check with the others too to see what they knew. If Romo was indeed gone now, then there were business opportunities he had to jump on as soon as possible. No doubt Besinski and Allingham would be trying to jump on them as well. But did they know Romo was out of the business now? As far as he could see, he might have a slight advantage in knowing what they didn’t know – yet! 

	He looked at the…chicken moving around in his lobby. Romo Geovelli. Once the biggest boss in the city. Now, Morrow wasn’t sure what he was. Maybe he really was a chicken of some sort. But that begged the question. What the hell should he do with him…or it? It might be funny to take him out to a farm somewhere and put him in with a bunch of other chickens, just to see what happened. He smiled. Yeah. Now that would be very interesting. Maybe that’s what Retribution had in mind all along for him to do with Romo. And if Geovelli really was behind it all, that would be Retribution indeed. 

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	“Sit down, dear,” Janice Stokley said to the maid as she motioned toward one of the seats at the table. 

	Nervously, Natalia approached the table where both Mrs. Stokley and Brandy were sitting. She sat cautiously on the edge of the chair. Mrs. Stokley wasn’t a woman to be trifled with, and being called out for any reason at all was dangerous. She could lose her life. Worse, she could become one of the woman’s victims – a fate worse than death. 

	Janice leaned across the table and grabbed Natalia’s hand in hers. “Natalia,” she said kindly. “It has come to my attention that you don’t seem to be happy working for me. You want to move on. I have heard that you would like to possibly become Brandy’s maid instead.”

	Natalia tried her best to judge the situation. Mrs. Stokley didn’t look angry, and neither did Brandy. She decided she needed to take a chance. “It’s not that I don’t like working for you, I love it. You gave me a big chance to prove myself. But it’s just that…my family has always been the personal servants to some of the most important people in history. And working for you, all I do is take care of your guests. I don’t…belong to anyone one particular person.” She looked over at Brandy. “And I just thought that…Miss Brandy might find me far more useful than that…thing she has now. I can do so much more for you miss than he can,” she said to Brandy.

	Janice nodded. “I wondered if it was something like that. And your family history was one of the reasons I hired you in the first place. But Natalia, you do know that most of the people you take care of for me are some of the richest, most important people possible. Many of them are government leaders. Very influential people. I wouldn’t trust the care of those guests to anyone I didn’t fully trust. The people you handle for me require the very best care possible, and so far, you’ve done and outstanding job for me.”

	“Thank you,” Natalia said, blushing slightly. I guess I hadn’t realized that. But it’s just…I guess I want to be needed by one person. Someone important. I want to be the person taking care of that one important person.”

	“I see,” Janice replied. “And you think Brandy here would be a good fit for you?”

	Natalia looked briefly at Brandy, then nodded. “Yes, Ma’am. If she’ll have me.”

	“Natalia,” Brandy said. “It’s not that I don’t appreciate you’re offer, I do, but you have to understand something. I don’t have Ralphie there just to take care of me. All that is secondary. Natalia. I’m a bitch. A first class bitch. I’m a monster. And I take all my frustrations out on Ralphie nearly every day. The more I’m frustrated, the more I take it out on him. Natalia, working for me, I’d probably kill you inside a month. In a week, you’d be so afraid of me you wouldn’t know what to do about it. I’m sorry Natalia, but it just wouldn’t work out.”

	Natalia’s eyes went wide with surprise, but she also felt disappointed. “I’m sorry,” she said. “I was just hoping.”

	Janice smiled. “Natalia, give me a little while. I’ll look around and see if there isn’t a better situation for you. Would that suit you?”

	Again, Natalia was surprised. “Yes Ma’am. Very much. Thank you.”

	Janice nodded. “Give me a little time, after we get home.” 

	What she didn’t tell Natalia, was that after working for her, Natalia knew too much. Natalia would become one of her few women victims, even though she would never know it. In a few weeks, Natalia would remain the perfect maid, absolutely happy to be working her hardest for her in any capacity she could. And in the process, Janice would do one other thing to her too. Most women yearned for a man they could love. Janice would remove that from her entirely and make her interested in women instead. Janice hated men. All men. She saw no need of any of them at all. So there was no reason she could see why Natalia should need one either. In the end, Natalia would be happy. Very happy. She would be the perfect maid for all her guests. And Natalia would find it impossible to tell any secrets about Janice and what she did.

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	Two black motorcycles screamed down the highway.  The riders were dressed from head to toe in black riding suits that offered no clues at all about who they were. Even their helmets that covered their entire heads made them totally anonymous. Only the shape of the bodies inside those riding suits told the story of two women, each with a young voluptuous figure. At the speeds the two women traveled, the trip from Las Vegas to Dallas, Texas didn’t take nearly as long as it would for someone driving a car.

	For Brandy, this trip to Dallas was a total secret. Her Uncle Dominic who lived in Dallas would kill her if he knew she was there without his knowledge. Her Uncle Vinny would kill her twice over if he knew she was there – and especially why. But being a client now of Wu Enterprises had its advantages.

	They stopped on the outskirts of the city at a house one of the Wu Enterprise agents had. “We found her,” the agent told them. “We are watching, but she is working still. She usually gets home about four o’clock.”

	“Thanks,” Brandy told him. “I think the best time for us to do this is later tonight. After it gets dark.”

	A few hours later, just before the women were going to leave, the agent came and found them. He had his phone stuck to his ear. “Miss Brandy,” the agent said. “Our people tell me that a car just pulled up to the condo where she lives. A man got out and is heading for her door.”

	“Okay,” Brandy said. “We’ll have to wait.

	The agent stayed there listening to his phone, then smiled and said. “It looks like she’s going out with him.”

	“Huh!” Brandy grunted. “A date?” “Possibly,” the agent replied.

	“Okay,” Brandy said. “Have them keep watching.”

	It was almost eleven at night by the time they got word that the car and the woman had returned.

	“Do you want to do it tonight, or wait?” Carol asked.

	“No. Let’s do it tonight. Unless the guy stays, of course.”

	“The man went inside with her,” the agent told them, his phone still stuck to his ear.

	“Doesn’t sound good,” Carol noted.

	“Wait!” the agent said. “He’s coming out again. Getting into his car.” “Let’s do this,” Brandy told them.

	They followed the Wu agent to the condo where Brandy’s very first victim lived. Bobbie. They studied the situation from a distance. Brandy went to talk briefly with the agent. “And you’re sure that nobody knows we’re here?” she asked. “I’m particularly worried about my uncle.”

	“No one knows,” the agent assured her. “As you requested, we have been particularly cautious.”

	“Okay. Thanks,” Brandy told him. With a nod at Carol, she got her bike moving and headed into the parking lot. The two of them parked their bikes where the woman’s friend had parked just a little while earlier.

	“Let me,” Carol said to Brandy as they approached the ground–floor door. “Maybe you should stand back.

	Brandy moved away from the door and Carol knocked. It was a minute before the door was answered by a nice looking woman. “Bobbie?” Carol asked.

	“Yes?” Bobbie replied cautiously, seeing a woman she didn’t know, and one dressed for riding a motorcycle. “Who are you?”

	“I’m your guarantee that you won’t get hurt and nothing bad will happen to you.” “What?” Bobbie replied, now more nervous than she had been.

	“May we come in?” Carol asked.

	“We? Who’s…”

	Carol pushed her backwards into her apartment, only then did Brandy move from the side of the doorway and come in. She was closing the door behind them before Bobbie even saw her. 

	“What’s going on?” Bobbie asked in alarm. And then she finally got a good look at Brandy.

	Her mouth fell open and a moment later, the fear hit her. “You!”

	Brandy nodded as she got her first good look at Bobbie. “Yeah. It’s me,” she replied.

	Bobbie nearly fell down from the fear. Tears came to her eyes. “No. I had hoped you’d be gone forever.”

	“Don’t worry,” Brandy told her. “I am gone forever. I’m not even here now. Trust me, nobody will ever know I was here.”

	“And like I said,” Carol added. “I’m here to guarantee nothing will happen to you. You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

	“Who are you?” Bobbie asked Carol.

	Carol grunted a laugh. “An assassin,” she replied.

	“You’re going to kill me?” Bobbie asked, backing up a few steps.

	“Nope! Like I said, I’m your guarantee that nothing will happen to you at all. This meeting is about one thing and one thing only.” “What?” Bobbie asked.

	“Talking,” Brandy replied. “You were my very first victim. Which means you were special to me. You were back in high school, and it’s been that way every since. All I want to do is to find out how you’re doing. That’s all. Nothing more.”

	“How I’m doing?”

	“That’s all,” Brandy replied. “Can we sit? Maybe have some coffee or something?” “Sit?” Bobbie asked, not really understanding things.

	“And maybe some coffee,” Carol added.

	But Bobbie was just standing there, too frightened to move.

	“Bobbie!” Carol said firmly. “Coffee!”

	Bobbie finally moved toward the kitchen, but she kept her eyes on Brandy almost the entire time. While Bobbie made some coffee, Brandy and Carol sat down at the table. 

	“You’ve got a boyfriend,” Brandy said.

	“We’ve…gone out a few times now,” Bobbie told her. “You were watching me?”

	“No. Unfortunately, I didn’t see him. We had someone else watching for when you’d be home so we could come by. We would have done this earlier if we could.”

	“Someone watching us?”

	“Don’t worry, as soon as we leave, they’ll be gone – forever!”

	“How am I supposed to know…”

	“Trust us!” Carol told her firmly. “You’ve got nothing to worry about.”

	When the coffee was ready, Bobbie brought each of them a cup. She grabbed a cup for herself, then sat down at the table with them. But she was obviously nervous. “You’re not going to start…”

	“No!” Brandy said cutting her off. “I’m not going to do anything with you, except talk. And this will probably be the only time in my life I’m going to do it. Like we said, you’ve got nothing to worry about. I just want to find out how you’re doing. What your life is like now. How long did it take you to stop wearing the diapers?”

	There was a troubled look on Brandy’s face. “Years!” she finally admitted. “It was three years before I even dared try going without them. Then it took me a few more years to fully gain continence again. I still sometimes wet the bed at night. Fortunately, not often anymore.”

	Brandy nodded. “But dressing as a girl stuck.”

	Bobbie nodded hesitantly. “The way things were with my mother, because of what you forced me to do, I could never tell her about you. Never! So it was easier to just tell her this was the direction I wanted to go with my life. Eventually…” She shrugged. “I got here.” “Did you ever have that final operation?” Brandy asked.

	“Four years ago,” Bobbie admitted.

	Brandy nodded. “No going back now,” she said.

	Bobbie shook her head. “No.”

	Brandy leaned forward. “Bobbie, are you happy?”

	“Happy?”

	“Yes. Happy. Are you happy with your life?”

	“I sometimes wonder what my life would have been like if you hadn’t…done this to me. Would I have been better off, or not? Back in Cincinnati, we had nothing at all. But there was this man there that we only know as Mr. Vinny. He helped us out and got my mother a much better job here in Dallas. By the time we moved, I had no choice at all but to go as a girl. And after we got here, I was still too afraid of you to change anything. Like I said, I was even too afraid to not wear the diapers all the time – for years! I never knew how you did it, but somehow, you could always see what I was doing. Always! You knew everything! I had no way of knowing if you could still see me here in Dallas or not, so I dared not change anything.”

	“But Bobbie,” Brandy said again, “Please, are you happy in the life you have now?”

	Bobbie stared at her for a moment. “Yes. I am,” she replied. “I teach kindergarten, and I love it. I date sometimes, and I enjoy it. So I guess, I’m happy. Happy enough anyway. I just don’t know how happy I would have been if I had stayed as who I was, before you did this to me. I’ll never know.”

	“No,” Brandy admitted. “You’ll never know. Nobody will ever know. But I do know that you were poor. Dirt poor. You and your mother barely survived. I do know that even back I Cincinnati, my Uncle Vinny was watching out for you, even while I was still messing with you. If it wasn’t for him, things would have been far worse for you and your mother, and you would never have had the opportunities you’ve had ever since.”

	“Your uncle?”

	“Yeah. Vinny is my uncle. And he’s a powerful man. Powerful enough that even I don’t dare go against his word. And his word was that I should never see you again. So this is a little meeting that never happened. You’ll never hear from me again. I just wanted to…see you. To find out…what your life is like now.”

	Bobbie shook her head. “My life is good. I’m happy. I just don’t know what my life would have been otherwise.”

	“How about your mother?” Brandy asked. “How is she?”

	“She’s fine,” Bobbie replied, then smiled. “She’s worked her way up to a vice–president in her corporation now. A real big shot. She makes very good money now. Not like when we lived up north.”

	“Good! I’m glad to hear it. Are you two still close?”

	Bobbie’s eyes went wide. “Very! I just pray you’re not going to do something now to ruin things.”

	“I guarantee it won’t happen,” Carol threw in.

	“You? An assassin?”

	“Trust me,” Carol told her. “I can guarantee that Brandy will have nothing more to do with you…or your mother.”

	Brandy stood up. From the pockets of her riding suit, she started pulling wads of wrapped bills. Money. She set it all on the table. “There’s twenty–five thousand dollars there,” she told Bobbie. “Buy yourself something nice. Do something with it that will make you happy. On me.”

	Bobbie stared at all the money, then looked angrily back at Brandy. “Is this your way of saying you’re sorry? Because it will never be enough!”

	“Am I sorry? Hell no! You were simply my first. My very first victim, of which there have been more than I can count. My whole life now is dedicated to doing horrible things to people. You were lucky, most of the people I work with now wind up either maimed for life, or dead.” She nodded her head at Carol. “She’s an assassin, one of the best in the world. And I’m an enforcer. I make sure people toe the line inside of criminal organizations.” “And she’s one of the best in the world at it too,” Carol added.

	“I’m not sorry at all. You were simply my first, that’s all. And as such, you’re special to me. You always will be.”

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	Both German shepherds lifted their heads and turned to face the outside wall at the same time. One of them let out a faint growl.

	“What is it boys?” Candy Brinkley asked as she looked up from working at her desk. She noticed the two dogs getting to their feet. “Visitors?” She got up and headed toward the front door. She opened it and went out to the porch, letting her dogs out at the same time. There were no cars in front of the house, but now she noticed a motorcycle entering her long driveway. Two motorcycles! Both of the black. As she stared at the motorcycles coming her way, she noticed that each rider was dressed entirely in black. Two women motorcyclists, she noted.

	The dogs automatically took up defensive positions on the front lawn. They growled and barked ferociously as the two motorcycles pulled to a stop in front of her house. 

	“Tor! Chan!” Candy ordered. The two dogs stopped barking, but they continued to growl menacingly at the two riders. Candy watched as one of the women took her helmet off. It was a woman she didn’t recognize. The other one left her helmet on with the windshield down. 

	“You might want to call off your dogs,” Brandy told her.

	“Who are you?” Candy asked.

	“Who I am isn’t important,” Brandy replied. “What’s important, is that I’m your guarantee.”

	“My what?”

	“Brandy pulled a gun out her riding suit and aimed it at one of the dogs. “Call your dogs off or I’ll kill them both.”

	“No!” Candy cried. Suddenly frightened.

	“Trust me,” Brandy told her, “I’ve killed more dogs in my life than I can count.” She nodded towards the other rider. “I’m sure she has too.” “Who are you?” Candy asked again.

	Instead of answering, Brandy extended her arm with the gun towards one of the dogs.

	“No!” Candy screamed.

	“Call them off. You don’t need them anyway.”

	Frightened of losing her beloved pets, Candy yelled, “Tor! Chan! To me!”

	The dogs immediately stopped growling and went up on the porch, each one sitting down on one side of her.

	Brandy put her gun away. “As I was saying,” she said. “I’m your guarantee.”

	“Guarantee for what?”

	“That she won’t hurt you in any way at all.”

	“Who’s…she?”

	Carol now took her helmet off. “Me,” she said.

	Candy studied the new woman. She shook her head, not recognizing her. “Who are…” And then it hit her. “Carol?”

	Carol nodded. “Yeah. May we come in? I promise, you’ve got nothing at all to fear. And like she said, she’ll guarantee it.”

	“How?” Candy asked, now more alarmed than she had been.

	“Trust me,” I can,” Brandy told her.

	“That means nothing to me,” Candy replied. “By all rights, I should call the police right now.”

	“Don’t bother,” Carol told her. “Not only will we make sure you don’t call anyone while we’re here, but I’ll be completely out of the country in a few hours. Nobody will find me.” Candy stared at her for a moment, then asked, “Why would you want to come in?”

	“To talk. Nothing more.”

	“I’ve got nothing I want to say to you.”

	“I’m sure you don’t, but I’d like to talk anyway. Please? Can’t we just all sit down and have some coffee or something?”

	Candy grunted a laugh. “You…want to sit and have coffee…and talk…like a normal woman?”

	“Yes! Is that too much to ask?”

	“With you? Yes.”

	Carol got off her bike and walked partway toward the porch, then stopped. The dogs were both growling softly. “Let’s go in and sit…and talk,” she said. “And I suggest you put your dogs up somewhere. We’ve both killed more dogs in our lives than we can remember.”

	Alarmed at them threatening her dogs again, Candy backed up and opened the door. “Tor! Chan! Inside!” she ordered. She held the door open as the other woman got off her motorcycle. A moment later, Carol and Brandy followed Candy into her home.

	“Nice place,” Brandy noted as she looked around.

	“Thanks,” Candy replied. “I do the decorating myself now.”

	“Nice,” Brandy said again as Candy led them into the kitchen. 

	“You’re still fixing up and selling houses?” Carol asked as she and Brandy took seats at the table, while Candy started pouring mugs of coffee from a pot that had already been made. The two dogs laid down on the kitchen floor.

	“That’s what I do,” Candy replied. “Sometimes I build one from scratch, but mostly I buy, fix them up, and sell them.”

	“Candy girl, the handy girl,” Carol said with a smile.

	“Not so much anymore. I just do real estate now. I’ve got two different crews working for me.” With three mugs of coffee in her hands, she carried them to the table where she sat. She pushed a mug toward each woman and kept the third one for herself. “What did you want?”

	“To talk, nothing more,” Carol said. “We just made a trip down to Dallas where we did the same thing for…” she nodded towards Brandy, “…my friend here. Each of us had a first. A beginning. She just had a nice talk with hers, and you were mine.”

	“Your beginning?”

	“Yes. You were my first victim. Mom may have made you what you are now, but it all started while she was still in prison, and she let me have my way with you. That was when I first began to discover who I really was.”

	“You were a monster!” Candy said angrily.

	Carol nodded. “Mom told me you said that once. But it’s become a title I’ve worn proudly ever since. I’ve spent my whole life now becoming even more of a monster.”

	“As bad as your mother?” Candy asked. “Because I can’t imagine a monster worse than her.” “Huh! Nobody can match Mom. Not even me. She’s…unique.”

	“To this day, I still can’t talk about her,” Candy said, anger in her voice. “Except, I guess now with you.” She turned towards Brandy. “Do you know what her mother does?”

	“Oh yeah,” Brandy replied. “Janice and I have become good friends.”

	Candy shook her head. “What she did to me…”

	“Yeah,” Carol replied. “I know. I get it. But believe it or not, Mom considers what she did to you a step up in the world. You know how she hated men.”

	“So she said,” Candy replied. “So what is this? A forewarning that she’s coming back for me?”

	“No,” Carol said. “She’s got no reason to. She’s done with you. Oh, she was a bit mad for a bit that you wound up with the last million dollars she had left here, but that didn’t last long. She’s got so much money now that a million dollars wouldn’t even be pocket change for her. No. She could care less about you now, except that she always wished she had finished you properly.”

	“Finished me! What else could she have done? Isn’t this bad enough? I’m a woman. I was never meant to be a woman.”

	Carol nodded. “Yeah, but she says she should have made you believe you were a woman, changed your mindset, your thinking, so that you would know you were a woman.”

	“Have you any idea how many years I went through therapy? Useless therapy because what she did to me wouldn’t let me talk at all about what she did to me.” It took forever before my mind started to catch up with the changes in my body and I finally realized that I was a woman. Like it or not, it’s what I had become. That took me years to get to that point! Life before that was…hell!”

	Carol nodded. “Yeah. I’m sure it was. That’s why Mom said she should have changed your mental outlook too. She never had the chance.”

	Candy glared angrily at Carol as she took a sip of the coffee she didn’t really want. “So why now?” Candy finally asked. “Why did you stop in to see me now?”

	“I’ve seen you a number of times since then,” Carol told her. “You just didn’t see me.” “You have?”

	“Yeah, but it was always as you were coming out of church, and only from a long distance off. So I only saw you for a few moments each time.”

	“Why bother?”

	“Because you were my first. There’s something special about a first. You were mine, so I had to check in to see you once in a while. I just couldn’t let you know I was there.”

	“You couldn’t?”

	Carol shrugged. “I’m still a wanted woman in this country. I don’t work here much anymore.” “But you came now?”

	“I was doing another job. Now it’s done. And as I said, you were my first. This may be the only opportunity I’ll have in my life to talk to you.”

	“Just because you consider me to be your first.”

	Carol nodded. “That’s about the size of it.”

	“What did you want to know?”

	Carol looked for a moment at Brandy, then back at Candy. “I think she put it best when we visited her first. I guess, I want to know…are you happy? Finally?”

	Candy stared at her for a long time without answering. The silence seemed to build in the room. Finally, she said. “Yes. I’m happy. I guess, as happy as I can possibly be. I used to love teaching, but you took that away from me. But I now I think I love rebuilding old houses, bringing them back to life again, more than I did teaching. There’s something about fixing the broken buildings up again and breathing new life into them that seems to satisfy me. Maybe it’s because of what you and your mother did to me, broke me, then tried to breathe a new and different life into me. I don’t know, but it’s what I do now. So…yes, I guess I’m happy.”

	Carol nodded. “Good. I’m glad. I know this is personal, but…do you have…a love life? Does anyone love you? Do you love anyone else?”

	Again, Candy looked at her for a long time without answering. “No,” she said softly. “There’s no one. “I’ve been out with a few men over the years, but nothing ever came of it. Now, it’s just me and my dogs.” She looked down at the two German shepherds lying on the floor, and smiled. “They’re my babies. I love them to death.”

	Carol nodded, then stood up. From the pockets of her riding suit, she began pulling out stacks of money. “I know you don’t need this, but she did it, so now I am too. Take this and use it to buy yourself something nice. Something that will make you happy. Splurge on yourself.”

	“I don’t want your money! I want nothing at all to do with you.”

	“I know,” Carol replied. “I understand. But I sure don’t need it and I’m not taking it back. Like I said, splurge on something that you will enjoy.”

	 

	––– §§§§§§§§§§ –––

	 

	The two women hugged tightly. “Two months is too long!” Brandy said.

	“Way too long,” Carol agreed. “But as much as I’m not looking forward to traipsing all over Europe in lavish gowns, I am looking forward to see you again.”

	“Yeah. And hey, getting dressed up nice for a little bit might be fun for a change.”

	“Yeah. I know. But a whole month of it? I’ll go crazy!”

	“Me too,” Brandy agreed. “I know I’m only going to be able to take so much before I start going stark raving mad. You know me. I need to let my frustrations out on someone. More than just Ralphie.”

	Carol smiled. “Don’t worry, I’ve already arranged for Wu Enterprises to make sure we’ve got plenty of rope available, everywhere we go.”

	Brandy smiled. “Oh good! I have no doubt we’ll be able to find plenty of…uh…innocent victims to play with.”

	“Everywhere we go,” Carol agreed.

	“Absolutely!” Brandy said. She smiled. “That doesn’t mean that I’m going to let poor Ralphie off the hook. Before we go, I’m planning on buying Ralphie an entire new wardrobe just for that trip.”

	“More hooker outfits?”

	“Nope!”

	“Fancy ballgowns?”

	“Nope!”

	“Brandy! You’re not going to let him dress normally, are you?”

	“Not on your life!” She laughed. “I’m having an entire wardrobe of adult baby girl outfits made for him. For the entire trip, everywhere we go, that’s all he’s going to have to wear. That, and his diapers. I’ve had him in them now since I killed Beastman. He’s not getting out of them until sometime after that trip. He’s going to be absolutely miserable!”
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