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



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



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



              +++



 



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



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



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



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



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



              He emerged from the backseat as the chauffeur
 
’s

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



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



             
 Go to hell, then,
 he thought.



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



               



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



             
 I’m a redwing blackbird baby



 



             
 Circling skies, looking for my lady--



 



             
 I feel our eyes meet across that space



 



             
 And suddenly I'm lost in place--



 



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



 



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



 



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



              Jane smiled.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



              She decided to kick it up a notch.



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



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



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



              “Ohhh,” she cooed.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



              “Ohhh, aahh,” she gasped.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



             
 He’s close now,
 she thought.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



              “Sit in the chair,” she said.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



 



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



 



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



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



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



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



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



              “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



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



              “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”



              His cum shot up inside the escort, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her own cum juice continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a big puddle between her legs.



              She felt Davey’s young cock stiffen in her hand and she knew the guitar player was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard as her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.



              “Goddamn! Goddamn!” he hollered.



              His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he splashed himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Jane felt it squeezing her tongue as she orally sodomized his rear opening.



              Excited by how crazy she’d made the two young studs, Jane dropped to her knees and reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulled them toward her by their still hard dicks.



              In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.



              Finally, satisfied, she sat back, exhausted. Surge collapsed into the chair while Davey leaned heavily against the wall of the cabin. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.



              Mickey, Hauk, and Peter began clapping.



              The door to the cockpit opened. A lean built man with gold pilot wings on a navy uniform stepped into the cabin. His entrance caused the streams of incense and pot smoke to swirl so that he seemed to step from a cloud. His features were sharp, nose large, eyes the sort of cobalt blue most associated with the print on china patterns.



              He studiously pretended not to notice what was going on.



              “I’m Captain Sinclair,” he said. “Just wanted to let you know we’ll be making our approach into Edinburgh soon,” His Scottish brogue was pure Highlander. “I’m, ahh,” he cleared his throat, “going to have to ask you all to take regular seats.”



              “Groovy,” Surge said in his soft, easy voice. He’d have felt a lot less groovy knowing about the blue ink skeleton key tattoo hidden by the sleeve of the man’s uniform.



              Hauk regarded the man with a sharp gaze. His eyes were piercing, with the same clinical scrutiny of a sniper looking through the cross hairs of his scope. Hauk’s foot stopped tapping. He used his thumb to twist the ring on his finger.



              “What happened to Ray Evans?” the British manager asked, referring to the man Jane knew from her briefing was the group’s regular pilot.



              The Highlander smiled. “Touch of the flu they tell me, something like that, anyway. Company called me in last minute because I know the Northern Coast like the back of my hand.”



              “What about Jacky?” Hauk countered like a man fencing. Jacky Evans was Ray’s wife and co-pilot. Jane listened with interest, all thoughts of sex gone for the moment. The Evans had been Hauk’s choice for a crew almost since the inception of the band itself.



              Sinclair smiled easily. It was so wide it seemed to slice his head in half. “I’m sure Mr. Evans’ condition isn’t too serious, but I'm told his wife wanted to stay by his side. Pretty understandable, you’ll agree.”



              Hauk seemed to consider the answer, holding the slightly perplexed expression of a man who doesn’t enjoy surprises or changes in plans. Still, they were in the air and there was obviously nothing for it anyway, so he nodded.



              The pilot smiled the same surface level expression as before and stepped back inside the cockpit, closing the door firmly behind him. It sealed like an airlock, or the door of a mausoleum.



              Still feeling mellow and high, the group dressed and slid into comfortable seats. There was a chorus of muted, metallic
 clicks
 as their seat belts secured into place. Jane popped open her purse and using a wet nap and a cosmetics case, began reapplying her make up.



              “Hey,” Peter said. “Can I borrow that eyeliner when you’re done?”



             
 Fat dick or not,
 Jane thought,
 you’re no Mark Stern.
 “Absolutely,” she said.



              “‘Hey!” Michael called out as he came from the back of the cabin. Everyone turned toward him. He stood by the doorway to the second cabin where the roadies stayed and the sleeping cabins were located.



              “What is it?” Mickey asked.



              “Where are the roadies? They're gone.”



              “That's impossible,” Davey said.



              The plane stuttered, mid-flight. “Sit down!” Jane warned. Surprised, the band’s fashion-plate, Michael threw himself into a seat and quickly buckled up.



              Outside, rain lashed the windows. The airframe shuddered in a sudden gust of wind. The plane hit a pocket of reduced atmosphere and dropped hard. The reverberations were enough to flicker the cabin lights. The band and Jane cried out in an unmelodious chorus, Hauk gritted his teeth.



              The port engine exploded in a fireball.



              +++



 



              David McAllister, “Davey” to his band
 mates, was a lot of things, Jane knew. He was a progressive bass player and a poet of some talent. He remained ingrained with a Midwestern work ethic that functioned as a sort of engine for the group as a whole. He was also utterly genuine, even when completely wrong in his own self-interpretation.



              As an unfortunate example, Davey, among his numerous other talents considered himself a humorist, Jane had read in his file.



              He was not.



              Except for inadvertent successes, his jokes were rarely funny and,
 
lacking clues

 oblivious
 to certain social subtleties, he was often completely inappropriate while always utterly unaware of any faux pas. Being a rock star, even if he had noticed, he wouldn’t have given two shits.



              Facing death as the DC-8 plunged out of the Scottish sky with a burning engine he reverted to form. Instead of screaming in panic as was sensible, he placed his pince-nez glasses on his face and pushed them up the bridge of his nose, then began screaming the first thing that entered his head.



              “There was an old man from Nantucket whose dick was so long he could suck it!” the Douglas engines roared, desperately trying to compensate for the crippled jet turbine. “He said with a grin as he wiped off his chin!” Both Hauk and Jane stared at him in bemused amazement. Pinwheels of electrical sparks spun out of the inferno raging on the wing right outside his window. “if my ear were a cunt—” The props shrieked in protest as the pilot curved the huge airplane into its downward spin. “—I could—“ At that moment Michael screamed as the thick glass filled with yellow flame. “ fuck
 it
 !”



              Mickey turned his head to the side, feeling sick, but he reached out with one long arm and took Jane’s hand. She clutched it fiercely.
 This is how you earn your living,
 she thought once again,
 this is how you earn your pay.



              Across from them Michael began muttering a prayer, fingers white on the arm rest. She saw him peek out with one eye and look stunned to see how collected Hauk seemed. Across from him, Surge clutched the Rickenbacker like a mother with her baby.



              Mickey, sure this was the end, looked out the window at the burning engine.



              The fireball winked out in an instant like a used up match. One second flames licked back in ribbons and in the next eye-blink the conflagration was gone. The effect was so shocking he gasped, releasing Jane’s hand.



              Sinclair’s voice broke over the intercom. It was calm, unflustered and the Scottish accent remained as mellow as the eponymous whiskey. “Everything is going to be fine,” he said. “We had trouble with the port engine but the other three are enough to get us down safely. I’ve had to divert to a small regional airport because of the incident, which may slightly affect your schedule but I’m sorry, it can’t be helped.”



              Davey opened his mouth, but Hauk shot him a look and he stayed quiet. The open mike had barely clicked off when the band felt the landing gear jerk beneath them as they lowered into place.



              “That was an awful fast approach,” Hauk said.



              “Lucky for us a runway was so close,” Jane said.



              “Yes,” Hauk replied. Oddly, he didn’t seem relieved. “Very convenient for us.” He turned his ring over and idly tapped it against his arm
 rest, pensive.



              Michael, well known in the gossip columns as a clothes horse, began straightening out his jacket and cuffs. Color began returning to his face and the act of grooming himself and his clothes, a habitual occurrence, seemed to sooth him, Jane saw.



              “Man, it was far-out lucky that engine fire snuffed out,” he said. “I swear for a moment I thought it was going to melt the wing.”



              Surge carefully set his guitar down. “Yeah,” he said. “We got lucky there too.”



              Mickey, Jane saw, looked at their manager’s face and could tell the older man seemed to think this was pretty convenient as well. She watched him open his mouth to ask Hauk a question, but right then the big plane touched down and the engines roared as they reverse-thrust to slow the lumbering transport.



              The sound of the tires on pavement came in a loud screech and Mickey seemed to forget his curiosity at the relief of the feel of Terra firma.



              After that
 ,
 things happened very quickly.



               



              +++



 



               



 



              The plane came down and settled to a stop.



              With a terse “Wait here, I’ll find out where we are,” Hauk got up and moved to the cockpit. He rapped twice sharply using his ring like a knocker. The band heard the door open. There was a murmured conversation then the door closed again and Hauk was gone.



              “Oh, yeah, screw that,” Jane scoffed. “I’m not waiting another second in a plane that was just on fire. Not when there’s ground right outside!”



              Davey popped up, eyes bright. “There’s no staircase at the door; we can pop the emergency slide!”



              Almost as one the band stood with Jane. Surge seemed momentarily torn, unable to decide if his precious guitar would be safer here in the plane or with him
 ,
 but out in the elements. He hesitated and
 
, laughing,

 Jane
 , laughing,
 playfully pushed him out of her way.



              “Come on, Surge. The fires out, it's totally safe, leave the guitar for now and let’s see where we’re at.” He tried to reply that this was exactly the opposite attitude of her previous statement, but then just smiled and went along. Jane knew she was a royal force of nature, and she considered it Noble Prerogative to change her mind.



              Mickey popped open the door. Davey, a kid at the carnival, opened the little locker-hatch and pulled the emergency slide release lever like a Vegas pro working a slot machine. Instantly a bright yellow rubber inflatable slide popped from under the door jam and jumped to the ground.



              “Ladies first!” Her Jane yelled and jumped.



              Her giddy air headed antics were all an act. Whatever Dawson had put her close to the band to discover, this had to be it. She had to make sure they didn’t dismiss her as just another groupie leaking their cum from every orifice. Not just as things were building.



              The big tittied girl hit the slide, squealed in delight for show as she bounced and shot down the decline. Laughing, Peter immediately followed her. Behind them, Mickey looked out the door and saw nothing but Scottish mist and the dark blue-black blur of a forest beyond an ancient-looking chain link fence.



              From the ground, Jane looked up and saw him frown. Looking down, he seemed to realize what Jane had already figured out; he wasn’t on the tarmac of a runway, but what looked like the old gray pavement of a road.



              There were no landing lights, no street lamps, and no real illumination other than that spilling from the plane itself.



              “Cheers, mate,” Surge said, mocking Michael’s affected faux-English accent that always drove Hauk crazy. “The groupie’s right. Solid ground is going to feel good.”



              Mickey nodded and smiled. He stepped back and let the lead guitarist bounce out onto the slide first. He looked out the door again, couldn’t see an air traffic control tower or any sort of terminal.



              He looked back toward the cockpit. The door was closed. He frowned
 ,
 then shrugged as Michael slapped his arm once and jumped.



              He wanted on the ground just as badly as the rest of them, Mickey decided.



              He allowed himself a little grin as he eyed the slide. At the bottom the group laughed, calling for him to follow them down. He felt himself relax. It was Hauk’s job to worry, and he’d must have let the manager’s cynical attitude rub off on him a little bit.



              Everything was fine.



              For no reason he could explain though, he grabbed the compact little orange box marked EMERGENCY KIT from where it sat beside the slide lever in the locker. He turned, took a big step and jumped on the slide, bounced once and shot down.



              Hitting the bottom, he popped up. The fun of the silly kid ride lifted his spirits, but he immediately felt the clammy chill. This was fucking up his buzz royally. He looked up at the nose of the DC-8 where light blazed out. He saw figures moving, but his angle was off and he couldn’t quite make out what they were doing. Shrugging, he looked around.



              “Guys,” he said. Something in his voice cut through the banter and the band turned to face him. “Anything look a little...off to you?”



              Smiles fading, they surveyed the area. They weren’t at an airport, or at least any sort of traditional commercial landing strip. A road ran straight across the dark forest, lined on either side by a weather beaten and sagging chain link fence. About three quarters of a mile down the road the vague outline of a building was an indistinct geometric shape.



              “Like no airport
 I’ve
 ever been to,” Michael said. Nervous, he shot his cuffs.



              “
 The woods are lovely, dark and deep
 ,” Peter quoted, “
 but I have miles to go and promises to keep
 .”



              “Except,” countered Jane, “they don’t seem very lovely at the moment.” Unconsciously, she took a step closer to Mickey.



              “I’m glad I didn’t bring my guitar,” Surge mumbled.



              “Something’s wrong here. It’s not cool at all,” Mickey said.



              Across the way, just on the other side of the fence. a sudden rustling shook the bushes. The group jumped. Spinning as one, they turned in the direction of the racket.



              A figure appeared in the mist, near-ghostly. Its head was lumpy and misshapen, its silhouette hunched and bulky. In the uncertain light cast by the open plane door and cockpit windows, everything was as softly murky as an impressionist painting. Still coming down from being high as a kite didn’t help.



              The fence jerked as if against a strong wind, and the figure abruptly vanished. One instant it was there, a shadow against the night and in the next there was only night. Far off, as if on cue from central casting, a hound let out a long, mournful howl that hung like the final note of a ballad. It trailed off and finally ended.



              Jane heard the band release their breath all together in a single, tension filled exhalation.



              “That was definitely
 so
 not groovy, mates,” Michael said. “I think that dog was the Son of the Hound of the Baskervilles.”



              “What was wrong with that shape?” Jane demanded. “Why did it look all…I don't know,
 wrong
 ? You don’t think it was a bear do you?”



              “I don’t even know if Scotland has bears anymore,” Surge said. “But that dude was way far out.”



              “There’s only one way to find out,” Mickey said. “Let’s go look - come on.”



              They instinctively formed a wedge with Mickey at the tip of the spear. Jane, not wanting to reveal her cover yet, kept to his right hand, walking almost even with him. The sight was as incongruous as if Marylyn Monroe herself had just walked off the pages of Cosmo magazine and into the wilderness.



              The girl wore an A-line fur coat over a Frog Button suit-dress of alabaster that her heavy, torpedo tits strained against, and matching go-go boots. With her pale lipstick and false eyelashes, she seemed more ready for an upscale cocktail party and orgy than a romp through the woods, which, actually, had pretty much been the case.



              Michael was even worse.



              While the other guys wore casual bell-bottom jeans and Nehru jackets which were only just starting to fade from popular fashion, the Milwaukee, Wisconsin native was decked out in a fleur-de-lis print shirt, cotton sateen under a jacquard cardigan of one hundred percent zephyr wool in a brick red. This was over his Oxford weave cuffed trousers of the same color. As far as his ensemble went the only thing close to practical for an outdoor adventure were his stylish “Beatles boots” with Cuban heels and pointed toes.



              The idea of an urban-dressed rock ‘n roll band on a woodland expedition, much less charging headlong into danger seemed utterly ridiculous, but they were too stoned to care and didn’t hesitate. Reaching the fence in quick steps, they fanned out in a loose semi-circle.



              Immediately they saw the fence hung cut open, and a rent in its length was peeled back like the open flap on a tent, allowing easy egress to the dark woods just beyond the chain links.



              Mickey pulled it back further and scrutinized the area.



              “There are tracks here,” he said. “Right in the mud.” He pointed at the stark outlines of heavy boot prints in the soft, moist ground.



              “Those are no bear tracks, mate,” Michael said.



              “Oh?” Davey asked. “Now you’re fucking Daniel Boone?”



              “We can tell the difference between a heel print and claw marks,” Jane, voice quiet.



              “Yeah!” Michael agreed.



              “Well excuse me, Your Highness,” Davey replied.



              “Piss off.” he shot back.



              “Why would an airport worker hide from us?” Surge asked.



              “Exactly,” Mickey said.



              Behind them the plane went dark.



              +++



 



              In an instant the band stood covered in inky darkness. Low clouds obscured the moon, mist lay thick all around them in a soggy blanket. The only source of illumination leaked out weakly in a butter yellow light from the obscure structure far down the road.



              “Who, like, turned out the lights?” Davey demanded.



              “Obviously the pilot,” Mickey said. He found Jane’s hand and took it again. She wished he’d stop, but thought the gesture was sweet. It was in stark contrast to the way he used his cock when he was worked up.



              He gave it a reassuring squeeze. “The real question is, why?”



              “I don’t like this,” Jane said, voice low.



              “I heard that, sister,” Surge said.



              “What’s that?” Michael asked.



              Suddenly, the bushes rustled heavily again and in the next heart beat the fence shook. Eyes rapidly adjusting to the night, Jane saw the outline of numerous figures emerging from the brushy thicket.



              “Look out!” she shouted. It was all the warning the band got.



              Bodies pushed through the hole in the fence, moving swiftly and holding cudgels over heads covered by black hoods. Mickey reacted on instinct, his long, heavy arms striking in conjunction with his talents as a percussionist.



              In other words; the drummer beat skins.



              He smashed his fist into the middle of a black hood and felt the satisfying
 crunch
 of a breaking nose. The figure stumbled backward. He spun and realized too late he couldn’t avoid the club strike coming for him.



              In that moment his attacker went down, squawking like a duck as Jane, crouched on the ground, kicked his ankles with the thick heel of her go-go boot. The man was big, and his breath left his body with a grunt when he struck the pavement.



              Surge’s eyes hadn’t adjusted as quickly as the other two, and he was slower to react. Almost sensing rather than seeing an attack, he threw his arms up in a cross to ward off a blow. The heavy wood of the cudgel smashed into his forearms and he cried out in surprise at the pain and dropped down to one knee.



              Next to him, Michael was roughly snatched up by strong hands and jerked away. His expensive cardigan ripped like a piece of paper.



              “Bloody bastards!” He shouted.



              Obviously enraged, he failed his fist around blindly, striking out at the milling, shadow-figures.



              His boxing style was sloppy and almost completely uncoordinated, but, despite his foppish ways, the truth was Michael Button had heart, Jane realized, and he put that into every swing he threw. He clipped one of the attackers, staggering the man who swore in Scottish. Off balance, the assailant swung his weapon at the band member. Missing Michael’s head, he struck the slight built rock star in the shoulder.



              Michael yelped in pain as his right arm went numb. He realized the club was metal, not wood, and almost instantly recognized the object was a flashlight. Adrenaline flooded him, and he dove into the man, snatching for the possible source of illumination like a drowning man swimming for a buoy.



              Jane, moving through the mob scene like a feline predator, saw what was going on and immediately acted. As Michael and the man struggled, she went down on all fours behind the mysterious combatant,
 
as he

 who
 retreated under Michael’s wild assault.



              The man stepped back and she was there to trip him like some high school prankster. He went ass-over-teakettle, arms wind milling, and struck the road. The flashlight went spinning across the pavement and both band member dove for it.



              Peter McAllister was built for brawling.



              Short and squat with a grappler’s physique, he’d come up in Detroit, Michigan, a city not known for producing a lack of fighting spirit in its citizens. Peter was no exception to his environment.



              As soon as he realized the band was under attack, he snapped into action, not even pausing for a moment to worry about losing his glasses. Like a veteran street fighter in a gang rumble, he went to work.



              “Once more into the fray!” he shouted. “Ride boldly, ride!”



              “I’ll ride ya’
 ,
 you little hippie punk,” a voice snarled.



              It gave Peter his target and he plunged toward the figure.



              “No!” Jane shouted. Too late.



              The man’s club smacked into the top of his head like a hammer driving home a nail. Stunned, he dropped to his knees. The attacker laid the stick upside the bassist’s head and the twenty-one year old went out.



              There was a sudden, sharp
 crack
 and a bright orange ball shot up into the air. It went up over the fighters like the sun rising on fast forward, then exploded out in tentacles of brilliant light. Night turned to day as the flare slowly drifted back toward earth on a little parachute.



              Mickey stood holding a flare pistol from the orange EMERGENCY KIT lying open at his feet. The man who’d just struck Peter unconscious stood in the glare, black hood still in place above a heavy tweed coat and dark canvas pants the color of dirt. His heavy work boots were filthy and mud encrusted.



              One arm was raised high, club in his fist. His arm jutted out of the sleeve and the tattoo of a skeleton key was clearly visible. Surge’s eyes opened wide in surprised recognition and a piece of the puzzle clicked together. Bewildered, the man cast about him and saw that somehow, he was the only one of his gang still vertical.



              “What the hell!” he roared. “Get up, you great stupid gits!”



              It was too late.



              The element of surprise was gone, the cover of darkness stripped away. The band quickly snatched up loose cudgels and the long, heavy flashlight which Jane clicked back on and shone in his eyes as the flare sank lower behind them.



              Around them, the sprawled-out attackers began regaining their feet, warily eying the now nominally armed rock band. Mickey gave the masked man a crooked grin as he snapped a second shotgun round flare into the Very pistol. He pointed the cavernous muzzle at the thug.



              “This is going to hurt,” he warned.



              “Run away!”



              The masked figures scrambled to their feet with the call for retreat as the falling flare fell so close to the ground that it cast long shadows out in confusing stripes of light and dark.



              “You try and follow us, you're dead!” one of them called back.



              “Like we're going to follow you,” Jane muttered. “That would be crazy.”



              Realizing they couldn’t hope to capture so many assailants with a single round Very pistol flare gun, the group formed a self-protective knot around the laid out Peter and tried looking fierce as the ambushers quickly exited the scene through the hole in the fence and the flare struck the ground where it burned an eye-searing orange, but cast little light outward.



              “
 It is better to have loved and lost than to have never loved at all
 ,” the bassist moaned as he came to.



              “What does that even
 mean
 ?” Jane demanded.



              “That he’s still alive,” Mickey answered. “I’ll take it for now.”



              “Those were no muggers,” Surge said. “That tattoo on the last one’s arm? I saw it on a mechanic our limo driver gave an envelope to.”



              “Oh, fuck me,” Michael gasped. “My clothes are ruined.”



              Jane ignored the fashion maven. “A payoff?” she asked the lead guitarist.



              “Sure seemed that way,” Surge admitted.



              “Mechanics with weird tattoos taking bribes, a new pilot, engine trouble and a convenient landing place, followed by a sneak attack from men with the same strange tattoo as the London mechanic?” Jane recited with the acuity of a mathematics teacher explaining basic algebra to particularly thick students. “This was a setup, start to finish.”



              Peter pushed himself up, “She’s right; this was a trap.”



              As one the band turned back toward the now dark and silent DC-8.



              “Hauk!” four of them shouted in unison, suddenly remembering the manager.



              “My ax!” Surge yelled.



              +++



 



              They looked up at the plane. Now it was simply a dark shape on the road and completely silent. There was the acrid smell of smoke in the damp air. Nothing moved around them. There was no sound.



              “Everything is all wrong,” Surge said, voice soft.



              “We've got to try and make sure Hauk is alright,” Mickey said. “Surge, you and me can climb up the slide while the rest of the band stands guard.”



              “I'm game,” Surge answered, nodding.



              Mickey handed the Very pistol to Jane. She played the light around to make sure no one was sneaking up on them. The road was empty, the woods quiet. She looked at him in surprise.



              “I know you can keep your head when a lot of stuff is flying at you,” he grinned. “Besides,” he added more seriously. “I’m
 still
 fucking stoned.”



              “Got it,” she said.



              “Keep guard,” he told her. “I'll be right back.”



              “You better,” she said.



              Mickey and Surge scrambled up the emergency slide hand over hand, clinging to the outer edges of the incline. In a minute they disappeared through the dark rectangle of the DC-8 door. On the ground the other three formed a triangle to cover all approaches.



              “Hey,” Davey said. “Jane, put the light on the engine.”



              “Why?”



              “The smoke.”



              “What about it?”



              “It smells wrong.”



              She put the light along the length of the aircraft wing. “The smoke smells wrong?”



              “Yeah. It doesn't smell like burning oil or hot metal. It smells like the pyrotechnics we use on stage.”



              “Leave it to a Detroit lad to be a smoke connoisseur,” Michael said.



              “You should see me with garbage,” he replied.



              The three of them inspected the engine. There was a charcoal smear along the inside housing but the engine itself and the propellers were clean under the play of the flashlight.



              “That look ate up with an electrical fire to you?”



              “No,” Jane said. “It sure doesn't”



              Mickey appeared in the doorway and called down. “There's no one on the plane. Hauk and that Sinclair are gone.”



              “Curiouser and curiouser,” Davey said. “This is turning into quite the tea party.”



              Surge and Mickey used the slide to rejoin the group. “Look,” Jane showed them. “Davey figured out the engine fire was a fake.”



              “Someone went to a lot of trouble to get us here,” Mickey said.



              “Yeah, but maybe it's not 'us' they went to all the trouble for,” Surge said. “Whoever took Hauk must have moved as soon as we were attacked.”



              “Why would anyone want to kidnap Hauk?” Jane asked.



              “I don't know,” Elroy said. “We know he has his past and his secrets about what he did before he became a band manager.”



              “Yeah,” Davey echoed, “he's like
 way
 too connected to just be babysitting a rock band.”



              Jane took the information in, added it to what Dawson had briefed her on. “Either way,” she said, “we'd better find him.”



              “How are we going to do that, luv?” Michael demanded. “He could be anywhere; we don't even know where we are.”



              “I bet those guys who jumped us know something,” Mickey said. “We can start there.”



              “Yeah, but man, they, like, went into the forest…”



              “Then that’s where we go too,” Jane said.



              Someone began shouting from the belly of the plane.



              +++



 



              The group looked at the plane. Again, from inside, they heard someone shouting.



              “You hear that?” Michael asked.



              “
 Ask not for whom the bell tolls
 ,” Davey said. “
 It tolls for thee
 .”



              “Of course we heard it!” Jane said.



              “Think it's Hauk?” Surge asked. “And do you know how to open the cargo hatch?”



              “There's an access panel next to the door,” Mickey said. “I don't know where the switch is in the cockpit.” He paused, thinking. “Or even how to turn the plane back on, for that matter - but I saw the ground crew back at La Guardia use it.”



              “How we going to reach it?”



              “My arms are longest; I'll stand on Surge's shoulders,” Mickey told him.



              “You're really heavy, man,” Surge said.



              “Jane can hold the light while Davey and Michael give us a lookout.”



              Standing on Surge's shoulders, and using the edge of the slide to steady them, the two reached about twelve feet, enough for Mickey’s long arms to just manage and reach the mechanism.



              The cargo door unsealed with a hydraulic hiss. Mickey dropped off Surge's shoulders as the ramp lowered into place. The band looked in amazement. Two figures tied up with black nylon rope lay blind folded on the cold metal floor.



              “Oh man, that's all bollixed up,” Michael said.



              “At least they're still alive,” Mickey pointed out, darkly.



              The band had just found their missing pilot and his wife.



              +++



 



              Working quickly, the band freed the Evans. Ray and Jacky seemed okay. The former military pilot was furious over the rough handling his wife had suffered, but he had little to tell the band that helped.



              “They took us at the airport while you were at your show,” he said, voice bitter. “I thought I was talking with a new mechanic. Next thing I know, it
 ’
 s lights out, and I'm in the cargo hold.”



              “They got me after that,” Jacky said. The woman was furious. “The limo driver told me Ray needed my help. When I came out to see what the problem was they stuffed a duffel bag over my head and tied me up. I never saw it coming.”



              “None of us did,” Mickey replied. “Even Hauk. He's the one we think they were after. But we don't know why.”



              Ray shook his head. “I've known Hauk for a long time. Trouble hasn't been a stranger to him,” he admitted. “But I couldn't tell you what he has, or knows, that would cause someone to go to this kind of trouble.”



              “We think the plane is fine,” Surge told him. “Can you and Jacky check everything and get it going again?”



              “That shouldn't be a problem,” Ray said.



              “The
 real
 problem,” Jacky informed them after looking around the gloomy terrain, “is seeing if this road is long enough to take off from.”



              “We landed,” Michael pointed out.



              “Right, but without a ground crew to turn the plane, we need just as much roadway in that direction as we did coming down,” Ray told him, pointing toward the nose of the DC-8. “I'd say we're lucky this road could hold up under our weight, but I have a feeling luck has nothing to do with it.”



              “Yeah,” Jane said. “It's just the last in a long line of 'lucky' things that have been happening to us tonight.”



              “We have to look for Hauk, quickly,” Mickey said. “In case they try and shove him in a car or something. But it seems dangerous to leave you guys alone again.”



              “Don't worry about it,” Ray said. “This time we'll be ready for them, besides if it's Hauk they really wanted, then they're through with us.”



              “That's what I'm afraid of,” Mickey told him. “I have a hunch ‘being through with us’ might be a sort of dangerous position with these guys.”



              +++



 



              Using their appropriated flashlight, the band scanned the ground near the fence where their fight had happened. There was a mess of obvious footprints in the mud. The trail would be easy to follow, but only if they kept the light on.



              “We don't have a choice,” Surge said. “If we can't see, we can't follow the tracks.”



              Davey pointed at the ground. “Look, the bushes aren't solid. A trail cuts through them.” He paused. “Jane, shine the light on the ground over here.”



              “Why?” she asked, playing the beam over the ground.



              “Look,” Davey told her.



              In the mud lay a pair of gold pilot wings.



              “They came through here,” Mickey said. “That means Hauk did, too.”



              They pushed through the fence and into the wood. It felt like crossing a barrier of some kind and entering another world. The ragged end of the snipped chain links snagged at their clothing but the eerie atmosphere was so overwhelming, even Michael didn't complain.



              The footprints led to the trail. The trail cut through the woods, parallel to the fenced in roadway and head
 ed
 in the direction of the building. They felt exposed as they moved down the path. At any moment
 
if

 it
 seemed as if the forest would explode in an ambush again.



              They tried to be quiet, but realized the flashlight would give them away before they got close enough to anyone for it to matter. Finally, after a brief, hushed conversation they decided they had no choice but to approach the mysterious building in the dark.



              Carefully, they crept through the gloom. They were worried about Hauk, but if they tried moving faster in the dark, they just ended up tripping over exposed roots and rocks. Rain fell and the Scottish chill set deep into them within minutes until they shivered.



              After about ten minutes of careful travel their eyes adjusted enough that Mickey began pushing the pace. Suddenly, the woods broke open into a clearing. Out from beneath the shadows of the old growth trees, they could see better.



              “
 I'll show you fear in a handful of dust
 ,” Michael quoted.



              “We're through the looking glass now,” Jane said, nodding.



              Before them stood a ring of standing stones. Twelve of the ancient monoliths, each reaching eight feet in height, sat arranged in a circle. The feeling of age on them was thick with the centuries. Slowly, the band stepped forward.



              Mist hung close to the ground, curling around their feet in crooked fingers. An owl hooted softly from somewhere, the noise sounding far off. A feeling of superstitious dread as clammy as the mist seeped into them.



              “Uh, is this Stonehenge?” Davey asked.



              “We're in
 Scotland
 ,” Surge pointed out. “Besides, these are much smaller. If I had to guess I'd say this is a Druidic marker, or maybe the cairn of a Dark Age chieftain.” He shrugged. “I'm just guessing, though.”



              “I didn't realize you did anything besides play that Rickenbacker,” Davey said, surprised. “Now you turn out to be a professor.”



              “I don't think it's going to help much,” Surge admitted. “But if nothing else about tonight has been a, you know, coincidence and everything coordinated, then can something like this be random?”



              “Fair point,” Jane admitted. She suddenly frowned and looked into the trees.



              “Hey—“ Davey began.



              “Ssshhh,” Mickey hissed in a whisper. “Do you hear that?”



              For a moment the band stood frozen, ears straining against the wool-like muffle of the drizzle. Davey turned toward Mickey and addressed him in a stage whisper.



              “What are we listening for?”



              Mickey pointed past the stones. “The path picks up there on the other side. But I think I can hear a river, even over this rain.”



              “‘Hey,” Michael asked. “Do you lot smell cigarette smoke?”



              There was the unmistakable sound of a firearm action being worked. A figure stepped out from behind one of the stones. In his hands he held a British Sten submachine gun with side mounted magazine. Its muzzle covered them.



              “Oh, you're a real bleedin' jack rabbit, ain't ya, laddie?” the man demanded. “Ears so good you hear the damned
 burn
 a hundred yards through the woods in the rain but you didn't notice me less than two meters away.”



              “You were being very quiet,” Surge suggested.



              “Shut up,” the man growled. He gestured sharply with his weapon. “Hands in the air.”



              A form stepped out from the shadow of a standing stone. It was huge, at least seven foot tall, wearing a dark brown robe of heavy cloth. The hood was up, turning the stranger into a specter-like apparition. In hands large as dinner plates it grasped a long wooden staff.



              “You Americans,” the submachine gunner sneered, “always putting your noses where they don't belong. You should have stayed with your plane. Now you're going to have to take a little boat ride.”



              The figure loomed above the armed man. Slowly it lifted the staff up above its head.



              “You kidnapped us,” Mickey said, hoping to distract the man further.



              “What's a 'burn'?” Jane asked.



              Ignoring their questions, he gestured with his weapon muzzle. “Throw that flare gun over here,” he ordered.



              “Defiler!” the hooded figure roared.



              The sound of the staff striking the skull of the gunman sounded like the crack of a fastball going off the end of a bat at Fenway. The gunmen went down immediately without a murmur and sprawled loosely in the dirt. The Sten clattered out of his hands and the figure used a long leg to kick it clear, staff still up and ready.



              “A
 burn
 ,” the tall man said simply, “is the
 
Scotch

 Scottish
 word for river.”



              “Good to know,” Jane said, eyes wide.



              +++



 



              “Are you a…a…druid?” Surge asked.



              “Aye. I'm not one of these dirty illuminated ones, that's for sure and a day.”



              “Illuminated ones?” Mickey asked, curious. “What's that mean?”



              “Means they're damned annoying with their plots and machinations, that's what it be meaning. But you'd call 'em Masons, which I guess they are.” He paused then added, “Key Masons.”



              “Free Masons,” Davey said.



              “Not 'free' Masons,” the figure corrected with a sharp voice, “
 Key
 Masons. It's one of the Scottish Rites. They're like Masons within the Masons. Most Free Masons don't even know they exist.”



              “This is so weird,” Michael whispered.



              “We think this guy's crew has our friend,” Mickey said. “We don't know why, but we have to find him.”



              “I saw his likes carry somebody through here on their way to the mill.”



              The stranger stepped forward and pulled down his hood. He was impossibly tall with wild black hair and tangled beard. His eyes were even more piercing than Hauk. Mickey wasn't sure they didn't burn with a light that seemed slightly touched by madness.



              “Whoa,” Davey said. “Whattcha going do with that stick there, Little John?”



              “You a-feared of me walking staff?” the man asked innocently, as if he hadn't just brained a man near to death in front of them all.



              “Well...yeah.”



              “Take this un's weapon then.”



              Jane started to pick it up.



              “I don't know if that's such a good idea,” Mickey said.



              She halted, still undercover.



              The man fixed him with a quizzical look. “Aye?”



              “I mean it makes sense, but none of us are trained police or anything,” Surge said. “And the first group didn't use guns against us.”



              “This ‘un here is their sentry,” the Druid explained. “He wasn't here for your kind. He was set here for me.”



              “And you are?



              “Aldwyn.”



              “Where are we? What is this place, mate?” Michael asked.



              “Those be two separate questions,” he countered. “But the short of it is you're in the Cairngorms of south Scotland. The long of it is you're at an airstrip built by the British SOE and American OSS during the war to help resistance in Sweden and Norway. Later, the RAF expanded its capabilities to include medium bombers.”



              “The OSS?” Davey asked. “Like the CIA, now?”



              “Aye.”



              Jane looked at him and arched an eyebrow.



              Davey shrugged at knowing that piece of trivia. “I saw a Lee Marvin movie once with my dad.” He paused. “When I was a kid, I mean.”



              “Thanks for clearing that up,” she said.



              “These 'illuminated ones,’ the Key Masons,” Mickey asked, “they think they can just hijack
 us?
 We're on the cover of every newspaper in the UK. That's a pretty big plane we're flying in. They think they can just get away with this? That no one will notice?”



              “They've done it now, haven't they?” Aldwyn said. “Here ye are. You can stand around gnawing my leg off with your questions or you can get to your friend before they shove him on the boat and take him out of here.”



              “Boat!” The band echoed.



              “Aye,” the druid replied. “As soon as their boss gets here they're taking your man out of the mill by the river.”



              “Show us,” Mickey told him.



              +++



 



              The group crouched in the darkness.



              Aldwyn was a massive shape next to them, but, oddly, the druid's form seemed flexible despite his size. It was only with the utmost concentration the band didn't lose his silhouette completely among the night and brush.



              In front of them sat the building they had first seen from their plane. Up close it revealed itself as an old lumber mill set next to a wide, deep river as black as ink. It was a dilapidated building from older days, but it was not abandoned At least not tonight.



              The men Aldwyn called 'the illuminated ones' had appropriated the structure in force. Two men in hoods and armed with crafted cricket bats stood beside the road, just out of the light. As the group made their approach, Ray Evans turned over the engines to the DC-8 and even from three quarters of a mile away the noise was significant.



              The sentry's were obviously agitated, pacing back and forth and conferring with each other at frequent intervals. Close up to the building now the band could see more traces of illumination seeping through the cracks from inside.



              Mickey turned toward Jane, expression worried. “You're sure?”



              She nodded and smiled. “Easy as pie.”



              “It's a bad plan,” Aldwyn said. The band was beginning to get the feeling the druid was not an optimist by nature. “But Ah don't think we're going to get a better one in time.”



              “Thanks for the show of support,” Jane said. “You just make sure you get your gigantic behind to where it belongs by the time I need you.”



              “Aye and you're a sassy one,” the big man chuckled.



              “It's the Scot
 
t

 in me.” She turned back to the band, her eyes on Mickey. “Go. I'll be fine.”



              He nodded. “It’s going to take us a little while,” he said. “We won't be able to signal you, so just expect us when we get there.”



              “I'll do my best.”



              She rose out of her crouch and fixed her clothes, smoothing down her hair. As the men crept away she dropped her coat to the ground. Her alabaster dress almost glowed, hugging her frame into a suggestive shape of utter femininity. Then she took everything off, released a pent up breath and stepped slowly onto the road.



              She walked in sure, confident steps toward the building. Her hips rolling like a model's on the runway as she sauntered. She walked like a Venus, all roadhouse rhythm and backstreet attitude.



              The hooded giants came out of the shadows as she got to the front of building. They were huge, broad chested men but the bats in their hands stayed at their waists despite the gruffness of their voices as they confronted her. They weren't seeing her as a physical threat. They were just seeing big tits and a hot piece of ass. Everything was going according to plan.



              “Stop right there, lassie,” one of the men said.



              Jane stopped and tossed her hair. She spread her feet and put her hands on her hips. She cocked her head to the side.



              “Hello, boys,” she said. “I thought I'd see what all the fuss was about. You know, after we've already kicked your tails once.”



              “That's it – you’re done!” the first one's partner snapped. “We're done playing games with you.”



              “But…we're just getting started,” Jane protested.



              “Just getting started what?” the other one demanded. His head bent in such a way that it was obvious he was staring at her tits, despite his face being hidden by the hood.



              Moving together, they crowded in around her.



              “The band sent me as a peace offering,” she told them. “So that you’d leave them alone. I’m supposed to do whatever you want,” she said.



              What she thought was,
 How I earn my living, this is how I earn my pay.



              They were so big. This close to them, they felt like mountains. Mountains in faceless hoods. The two remained silent as they came closer.



              The sentry on the left turned his head to face her, and bass echo of his voice emerged from beneath the hood.



              “You’re say you’re going to do both me and my brother?”



              She stood for a moment, almost petrified at the thought of how big the guy were. Not as tall as the Druid maybe, but fucking
 big.
 It made her curious. She wondered how the men were going to stack up to the night she’d slept with the defensive line of the Oakland Raiders. What did the penis of a three hundred pound plus giant look like?



              Bigger than a rock star’s, she wagered. She swallowed. “That’s exactly what I’m saying,” she told them.



             
 Let them be stupid bastards who think with their dicks,
 she prayed.
 Let them be stupid bastards who think with their dicks.



              The two guards looked at each other, hoods swiveling in unison. Something seemed to pass between them, and they nodded together, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their huge hands, unzipped their dungarees.



              Jane felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated adrenaline high at the intensifyingly surreal nature of the experience. She felt the familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with uncertainty and fear. Watching the guards pulling their dicks out, she regarded the scene in a sort of out of body experience.



              Unsurprisingly, the giants wore no underwear beneath their pants, and their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this would get rough.



              Despite all her mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the massive members hanging between the legs of the two guards.



              She remembered to breathe, and gasped.



              The cocks drooped low, a foot long fully flaccid. Blue veins big as a child’s fingers, ran in y-branches under the pale skin. She’d never seen uncircumcised penises before, and a wrinkled sheath of flesh covered the heads of the uncut cocks.



              Under her amazed gaze, heart hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The two guards dropped cudgels to the ground without ceremony. Jane jumped at the harsh clatter of hard wood on pavement, but her eyes were drawn back to those giant cocks. They were over a foot long now, and only just beginning to grow.



              The pair had several inches on the biggest cock she’d ever handled. Easily. Including her current favorite, non-professional fuck buddy, Mark Stern, LAPD. She could only guess where they were going to stop at once fully erect.
 And my god, they were so fat
 , she marveled. There was little difference between the circumference of the meat poles and the ends of their clubs.



             
 How the fuck am I going to take those!
 She thought.



              Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The guards, faceless, anonymous, identical, in their hoods, merely waited.



              They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. Where was she going to go?
 Earn your living,
 she thought.
 It’s never not relevant.



              She stopped her retreat, eyes still locked on those massive erections. The foreskin slid back in a loose hood and the helmet-shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and showing an angry purple.



              She felt like the warm mouth on the other side of a glory hole. She could see nothing, really, of these two giant males, identical and faceless in their hoods. All she could see were two great cocks, standing at attention and waiting to be pleasured.



              As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Jane took a step forward, and then another. The guards regarded her, breathing heavily. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself. Her hands came up and she reached out for them.



              Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.



              Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.



              The guards were tall, but she wasn’t short for a women, and she realized she could reach the veiny, fat-headed monsters from her knees, as long as she knelt tall. Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was rough on her bare knees, and she shifted to find a comfortable place.



              This close up, she could smell them. Beneath the heavy scent of male musk, she detected the order of old spice and whiskey, presumably Scotch. The guards turned slightly in toward her, cocks pointing toward her face. On her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.



              This was going to be nothing like sucking off Mickey, she realized. If one of these giants lost control and started face fucking her, there could be a real problem. She had to get them off, make them cum, as quickly as possible.



              The panicked, near hysterical part of her brain--the part that couldn’t get past how goddamn
 huge
 these cocks were--thought crazily, if I swallow the loads coming out of these big balls I won’t need to eat for days. The more rational part of her mind was forced to agree, yes, it was a whole hell of a lot of protein.



              Hesitant, still nervous some random movement or shift on their part might bump into her and send her sprawling, she dipped her head toward the left cock.



              Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the corona up to the groove of the frenulum where it split the underside of the glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.



              The cock tasted like cock, only more so. There was no smell of perfume like cologne, or scented soap. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still moving as she continued beating the giants off, and licked the other head.



              She dipped forward and gave the cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into the left cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.



              She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized, she was starting to get off on blowing such giant cocks. She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began to relax.



              Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking huge pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided.
 You can do this,
 she told herself.



              Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on the left cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft just below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. There was a shift of a huge body from the left guard and she knew, faceless or not, the giant was getting into it.



              She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on the right cock.



              Her tongue burrowed into the seam of frenulum again, rubbing back and forth as she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started to ache at being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, and for the second time in as many hours, she made her pussy wet with a dick in her mouth.



              “That’s enough brother,” the guard said, and the strain his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”



              “Drop your pants and give my brother your cunny, woman,” the other one told her.



              Hoping Aldwyn and the band reached her before she was disemboweled, she did what she was told.



              Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretched her lips around, battering into her pussy. But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a massive thing between her legs, and feel it moving in and out of her body.



              She slowly straightened up off her knees and the left sentry moved around behind her. Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against the legs of the right guard to help keep her balance.



              No hand touched her. Instead, a baseball-sized cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a battering ram at a castle gate. She braced herself, still jacking the right guards cock and sucking hard on the head.



              The guards reached up and put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices were muffled through the heavy cloth of their hoods.



              “She’s good, brother,” one said.



              “She’s done this before,” the other agreed.



              “She’s tight.”



              “Just push it in, brother!”



              And by god, Jane realized, that was exactly what he was going to do. The massive cock head parted her lips and split her wide. Her lips came off the fat cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the invasion.



              “Ahhh!”



              The guards, holding arms braced above her, stood firm, and the cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully.



              She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against the legs of the guard in front of her, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.



              She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. The cock near her mouth lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls bulging down there.



              Something in the sensation was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. The guard held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart in order to compensate.



              She realized what she was experiencing. She was filled up, completely. Never in her life had a cock touched her so far up inside herself, or left her feeling she was on the very ragged edge of being able to take it.



              The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and one hand flew between her legs and she began furiously working at it.



              The huge cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as the sentry fucked her.



              Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.



             
 I’m getting fucking pounded here,
 she thought in a sort of detached, bemused amazement.



              Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the trees of the dark, chilly forest and rolled back on her. The sounds were animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.



              The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this.



              Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. The sentry fucking her grunted loudly. “I’m cumming, brother, I just unloaded in her cunny!”



              “Goddamn right brother!” the other sentry cheered. “Huzzah! Give her the dick, give her the fucking dick!”



              The sentry in her pussy began bucking even harder. Unable to articulate words anymore, he just started grunting in that thick, Scottish accent.



              Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Then the sentry suddenly pulled out, leaving her empty.



              “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested. Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon.
 What the fuck is wrong with me?
 She wondered.



              Without being told, she turned and reached for the sentry who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. She grabbed him by the belt and turned around so that she was facing his moistened, cum slimed cock.



              “Fuck me,” she said over her shoulder. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.



              It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? It didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of their massive cocks inside her.



              She scanned the forest, searching for any sign of the Druid or the band,
 where the fuck are they?



              The sentry she’d been sucking off pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than his brother experienced, her juices and the other sentry’s sperm greasing the groove for him.



              For all of that, it still hurt. She squeezed the sentry on the left, pressing her hands into his denim trousers, and
 shoved
 herself back along the cock.



              There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.



              She’d taken all she could take. The sentry on the right exploded into a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.



              She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, an accentuation that had never been present before. But, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the second sentry let out a hoarse, barking cough and exploded into her.



              Again, she felt like a hose had been shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. She thought, inebriated from the sex, that it would take three regular ball sacks to dump this much cum into her.



              There was a wet, squishy sound as the sentry pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.



             
 Any time now, boys…



              She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and aching between her legs. She understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.



              The brother guards stood still, cocks still hanging out, making no move to retrieve their armor piece or pole arms. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive face masks.



              “I think,” the left sentry informed her. “That it’d be a show of good faith from the people in the plane, if you just went ahead and cleaned our dicks real good.” The sentry on the right nodded.



              “What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”



              “I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” the sentry replied. “In full.”



              “Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.



              She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. Once again, she sank to her knees in front of the massive guards and her lips found the first cock. She began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.



              She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the first sentry’s cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.



              She looked up and the sentry nodded.



              Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on the second sentry. She took the great sticky weight in her hand, and licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch. She took the second flaccid organ into her mouth and also sucked it clean. When it too, shone as pink and clean as the other, she looked up, and smirked as she earned her nod of approval.



              Standing, realizing it was going to be awhile before she walked straight, she faced them.



              She had time to think,
 sure,
 now
 you fucking show up!



               



              Aldwyn's hulking shape appeared out of the dark behind the first man. He looked like a bear looming over its prey. He struck in a twirling mass of robe and limb. At the same time the other four hit the second guard like a soccer mob, swarming over him.



              In an instant both men were down, Aldwyn's limp and unconscious. Mickey had the other monster sized one in a headlock, choking off his angry shouts as Michael, Surge and Davey used the man's own belt to tie his hands.



              “Told ya,” Jane said with a wry smile. “Works every time.”



              Aldwyn walked over and looked down. “Ack, and then,” he muttered, voice dark. The staff rose and fell once like an auctioneer's gavel. The end clipped the sentry in the temple and instantly he went limp.



              Michael looked up from where he had been tying the man's bootlaces together. “That works too,” he said.



              Mickey stood up. “I guess it does.” He turned toward Jane. “Nice job,” he smiled. “They never saw us coming.” He handed her back her clothes.



              “What do you mean, ‘it works every time,’ Jane?” Surge asked. “You’ve done this before?”



              Jane shrugged and avoided the question. Now wasn’t the time to be having this conversation. She suddenly looked at him with a look of astonishment spreading across her pretty face.



              “What is it?” Mickey asked. “What's wrong?”



              “Aldwyn,” she said. “He just vanished!”



              The band leader spun, the big druid had been standing right next to him just a breath ago. Jane was right; the man was gone.



              +++



 



              “Great,” Michael muttered. “There went our heavy artillery.”



              “That was spooky,” Surge said. “I felt his robe on my arm, looked at our new favorite groupie,” Jane curtsied, “and then he was gone.”



              “
 I have a little shadow that goes in and out with me; And what can be the use of him is more than I can see; He is very, very like me from the heels up to the head; And I see him jump before me when I jump into my bed
 ,” Michael quoted. Then, out of force of habit informed them, “That's by Robert Louis Stevenson.”



              “Groovy,” Davey informed him. “Now if you'll kindly stop thinking about the giant jumping into your bed, we still have a manager to save.”



              “Wait—what! No!” Michael frowned. “I mean he was like a shadow...” He saw the look on his bandmate’s face and trailed off. “It was the only shadow poem I could think of right now. Plus, you know, he's Scottish and wrote
 Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde
 , which is scary.”



              “Moving on,” Surge said. “We never did ask him what
 he
 was doing here.”



              “Yeah,” Mickey said. “But giant forest-man or no giant forest-man, we've got to get Hauk out of there before they shove him on a boat and disappear.” He paused. “I just don't know how yet.”



              “He left this,” Michael said. The band turned to look at him. He held up a large iron skeleton key. He shrugged. “It was just lying on the road.”



              “Keep it,” Jane told him. “After everything we've seen tonight I don't believe in coincidences anymore.”



              “I know what that goes to,” Mickey said suddenly. “I saw it as we snuck in.”



              “You think Mr. Sir-Vanishes-a-Lot is still helping us?” Davey asked. “Why not just
 tell
 us then?”



              “Like I said,” Michael informed him, “weird.”



              “Yeah,” Jane said. “It all makes sense if you don't think about it too much.”



              +++



 



              On the side of building next to a gravel parking lot soft with moss, there was an entrance beside an old set of metal rolling doors on the loading dock. The door was secured with logging chain and a massive black iron padlock.



              The key Aldwyn had left them worked perfectly. Carefully, they removed the lock from the thick links without rattling the chains and set it down without making a sound. Adrenaline made the hair along their arms stand up like the fur on a cat.



              “So far so good,” Mickey whispered.



              Quiet as shadows, the band slipped into the building. After a moment a much larger shadow emerged from the night. Without hesitation, Aldwyn appeared and crossed over to where the band had entered the building.



              Stooping down the druid snatched up the padlock. Working casually, almost dismissively, he reattached the padlock through the links of the logging chain and snapped it closed. Taking up his staff, he retreated into the shadows.



              +++



 



              Brighton Hauk sat tied to a chair.



              The equipment and machinery had been stripped out of the old mill decades ago, leaving only a shell rotting in the damp next to the river. The interior was as all high ceiling and gloom obscured walls. Piles
 of
 old lumber cut into various board sizes lay all around. It stank of damp and rot and pulpy wood. Saw dust was scattered on the floor like snow drifts. Behind them ran a row of sliding doors facing the river. Next to them, in the corner, were four red twenty-gallon Jerry cans filled with boat fuel.



              Hauk' chair stood in the middle of four strong lanterns, covering him in light so bright he squinted against it. Four Key Masons stood on the outside of the light. If they were there for security they were imperfect, all their attention was turned inward toward the prisoner, not outward. Among them, the only one without a mask was Captain Sinclair. Strangely, the pilot held Hauk' signet ring and studied it closely, oblivious to everything around him.



              Perhaps they simply felt safe. They had a man with a submachine gun in the woods and two burly hooligans with cricket bats on the road. Maybe they were so used to things not going wrong they didn't think they could. Whatever the reason, the hooded figures stood with arms crossed over chests as they watched the bound Hauk, completely relaxed.



              It wasn't the figures that had frozen the band into place, however. Crouched by the loading doors, behind a pile of four-by-six boards nearly as old as they were, the band mates were gob smacked by what they saw.



              Aldwyn stood in the square of light, standing tall over the seated Hauk. The druid no longer wore his robe. Using enough cloth to make a circus tent, he was dressed head to toe in black. The only thing the same, besides his face, was the gnarled white oak staff in his massive hands.



              “What’s going on?” Elroy whispered.



              “Tell me!” Aldwyn yelled at Hauk. “What does it signify?”



              “I told you,” Hauk replied, voice even, “I don't know what you're talking about.”



              “This doesn't make any sense,” Jane hissed.



              “When has
 anything
 that's gone on tonight made any sense?” Surge asked.



              She glared at the lead guitarist then lifted her shoulders in resignation and nodded. “I know, right?”



              “What do we do?” Michael asked.



              “We take a page out of the druid's book and create a distraction,” Mickey told him. “I fire the flare gun and we rush 'em. Jane unties Hauk, we get on our plane and Ray takes off.”



              “It going to be that simple, you think?” Surge asked him.



              Mickey shook his head. “No, something’s going to go wrong. But what else are we going to do? Distract-and-attack is about all we’ve got.”



              From out of the shadows of the mill a large pipe wrench, red with rust, came twirling. The band, reacting as one, felt time slow. They flinched as the heavy die cast tool flew in, almost hypnotized by each revolution as it dropped.



              They scattered out from behind the lumber pile to avoid being knocked unconscious. The metal implement, heavy as a radio, crashed into the boards with a deafening racket and clattered to a stop.



              The Masons spun. The group, sprawled out across the filthy floor, looked up at them.



              “Hello, boys,” Jane said.



              “Get them!” Aldwyn snarled.



              +++



 



              The four Masons sprang toward the band as they tried to get to their feet. Sinclair didn't hesitate as he charged forward, his face an ugly mask of anger, splotchy red and twisted up like a dish towel. He wore Hauk' signet ring like a pair of brass knuckles.



              Operating on pure instinct, Mickey unfolded into action. He yanked the flare gun free of his waist band, pointed it at the ceiling and pulled the trigger. The magnesium pyrotechnic exploded out of the muzzle like a miniature sunburst.



              Burning at nearly three thousand degrees, it arched upwards. It struck the ceiling and bounced off, ricocheting through the cluster of men as the band finished jumping to their feet.



              “No!” Hauk shouted. “Run!”



              “Attack 'em, you gits!” Aldwyn shouted.



              Only this time it was the real Aldwyn. The druid, still dressed in his robes, emerged from behind the kidnappers and charged toward his doppelganger of a brother.



              “Bastard!” the twin yelled at him. He barely got his staff up in time to block Aldwyn's blow. One of the lanterns went spinning as he lurched backward under the strike. It rolled against the wall and shattered. Yellow flame began slowly licking at the loose scattered sawdust thick on the floor.



              “There are two of them!” Michael yelled.



              “
 For double the vision mine eyes do see
 !” Peter shouted, quoting Thomas Butts, who was neither Scottish nor the author of spooky fiction.



              “We've been snookered,” Mickey said.



              “Yeah,” Jane agreed. “
 We're
 the distraction.”



              “Just fight!” Surge shouted.



              The twins spun and countered around the still bound Hauk. Their staffs clacked hard against each other as they twisted and struck. Glowing hot as a furnace the flare rolled to a stop in a pile of damp sawdust and promptly set its own parachute on fire. Flames licked at the damp fuel around the red hot coal, hungry to get started.



              The four Masons charged. Jane squawked in protest and leapt back. Immediately Mickey and then Surge stepped in front of her like line backers blocking for a wide receiver. They brought their stolen clubs up, knuckles white.



              The wrench flew past their shoulders and struck Sinclair in the forehead. The man went down, his head bounced once off the floor like a rubber ball.



              “Yeah!” Jane shouted, celebrating her aim.



              Club strike blocked club strike. Michael threw back his arm to smack one of the Masons and his club clipped Peter along the chin. The bass player's glasses went flying and he was knocked onto his butt hard enough to click his teeth together.



              “Sorry,” Michael shouted, forced to duck under one of the man's wild swings.



              Beyond them Hauk had thrown himself to the ground and was trying to work himself free. Just a few feet away the bizarre sight of the giant twins battled back and forth, the clack and rattle of their spinning staffs sounding like Mickey holding down the tempo on his drums.



              The band leader dodged a wild swing and threw out a jab. His fist struck dead center of the hood once again. Instead of the feel of a breaking nose however, it felt like punching an orange. The man howled in agony and staggered backward.



              Hysterical, the Mason yanked his hood clear. “That's twice!” he yelled. His nose lay
 
splattered

 across his face
 , blood splattered
 like color on the canvas of a Jackson Pollock painting. Eyes blazing in anger he glared up at the drummer.



              He was just in time to see a big, raw boned fist coming in like a jet fighter. Mickey hooked his blow in hard. The punch tossed the man's head back and sent blood flying. He crumpled, out before he struck the floor.



              “Three times,” he told the unconscious Scotsman.



              He looked around and saw Davey on the floor behind Michael as the rhythm guitarist struggled against a hooded figure. Surge and Jane crouched out of the way behind Hauk, working furiously to loosen his bonds. Behind them the lantern fire began spreading.



              Nearing the huddled group, Aldwyn's twin stepped away from the fray with his brother and swung his staff wide. Jane ducked and the long, hard piece of oak sailed over her head. It smacked into Surge just as he untied the knot binding Hauk' hands and sent the lead guitarist over in a heap.



              “Surge!” Jane shouted.



              Aldwyn renewed his attack even more ferociously. Inch by stubborn inch, he began beating his brother back out of the circle of light. Behind them an entire wall of the mill ran yellow with flame and smoke started filling the room.



              Bluffing, Mickey sprang forward and pointed the Very pistol at Michael's opponent. The man froze in mid swing and threw his hands up.



              “Don't shoot!” the man cried, accent heavy Scotch. “They told me no guns!”



              Mickey flicked the muzzle of the flare gun toward the back of the mill floor where it opened up on the river.



              “Swim or get the best suntan of your pasty life,” he growled, doing his best Brighton Hauk imitation.



              “
 Cack,
 ” the man swore in Scottish.



              “I thought you were out of--” Michael began, looking confused.



              “Swim!” Mickey repeated, quickly interrupting his friend. He thumbed back the hammer on the flare pistol for emphasis. He hoped the man didn't call his bluff.



              The Mason looked at the huge barrel of the flare gun and coughed on smoke pouring in now as the fires on both sides of them got going good. He made his decision.



              “Aye, don't shoot!”



              He turned and started jogging fast toward the river side. He looped wide to stay clear of Hauk as the man stood, finally free from his bonds, and the battling twins. Grasping some hanging chain the Mason hauled down and yanked open a rolling metal door.



              Oxygen rushed in and fed the fires which began
 
to

 burning across the ceiling to meet up with each other. The cooler air swirled as it rushed in and met the fire heated oxygen trapped in the building. The effect forced the billowing smoke down out of the rafters and toward the floor in a firestorm.



              Mickey wouldn't have thought the damp structure could burn so fast but it already felt so warm he realized he was sweating. His chest felt tight from smoke irritation.



              The Mason looked back, just beyond him the river rolled by looking cold and black as ink. The drummer lifted the flare gun in response. The man jumped. Satisfied, he turned back toward Michael, intending to help get Davey back on his feet.



              “Look out!” Michael shouted.



              Like whirling dervishes the two brothers emerged from a particularly thick pocket of
 
smoking

 smoke
 , staffs striking. Aldwyn
 
was fighting

 fought
 a defensive battle now, eyes red from the smoke. His brother pressed his advantage as Michael shouted his warning.



              It was too late.



              Aldwyn backed into Mickey. Both men stumbled but managed to keep their feet. It was enough for the twin. Snaking forward, he slammed the end of his staff into his brother's forehead. Aldwyn's eyes crossed and it was his turn to drop.



              Without stopping, the Scottish giant leapt forward and speared Mickey in the side of his skull. The room swam under the impact and the drummer staggered. A second blow scythed his legs out from under him and
 he
 hit the floor hard.



              Eyes wild with victory, the demented Mason stalked toward Michael. The guitar player stood his ground, refusing to leave his friends helpless. He wasn't sure what he could do against six feet of white oak however.



              “Oh, shit,” he said. “This is going to hurt a lot.”



              Smirking, the giant lifted his staff up in both his hands and reared back. Michael looked for a place to jump. Overhead flames ate more of the roof. The big man's sleeves pulled back and Michael was completely unsurprised to see the now familiar key tattoo on the man's wrist.



              Brighton Hauk appeared behind him. The band manager swung his chair like Mickey Mantle digging in for a home run. The chair crashed into the man’s back and exploded into splinters.



              Under the impact, he stiffened and his staff fell from loose fingers. Left holding only two chair legs, Hauk unflinchingly went to work with them on the unsteady man's unprotected head. Two blows and Aldwyn's brother
 
felt

 fell
 .



              “Damn, he's tough,” Hauk said.



              “Let's go!” Jane said. She held a still woozy Surge slumped onto her shoulder. “It's all coming down.”



              “Right,” Michael replied, yelling over the burning wood. He bent down and began trying to pull Peter to his feet. Unsteady, the bassist tried to stand.



              “Boat fuel,” he coughed out. “Those cans are going to go and they're under pressure.”



              “
 We're
 under pressure,” Jane told him. “And
 we
 need to go.”



              “Help me with Davey, Hauk,” Michael said.



              “Hold on,” the older man told him, already in motion.



              “Hold on!” Jane coughed, incredulous.



              The manager moved quickly, bending over the imposter pilot and stripping his signet ring off the man's finger. “Let's go!” He yelled.



              “That's what I've been saying,” Michael shouted. Peter, still dazed leaned against him.



              “Not so fast.”



              Aldwyn stood between them and the way out. His staff held up in a neutral guard position.



              “Out of our way, Aldwyn,” Hauk snapped. “We haven't got time for this.”



              Neither Michael nor Jane were surprised to learn the manager knew a seven-foot-tall druid. They felt beyond the sensation of surprise anymore.



              “I locked the door you came in through, lass” Aldwyn told the redhead. “You'll need to go out the front. It'll take longer.”



              “Then let’s us go!” she shouted up at him.



              Davey steadied himself and tried to stand on his own. It was very nearly an exercise in futility. He swayed then steeled his resolve and stood. “Help, Mickey,” he said, breathless.



              “I'm sorry, girl, aye and I am,” Aldwyn said, eyes never leaving Hauk. “But the price is that ring.”



              Michael, desperate to help his friend stepped forward, hands up. Aldwyn watched him, staff at the ready.



              “Get out of our way,” he demanded.



              Aldwyn shook his head. Michael stepped forward. The druid towered over him. Behind them another of the lanterns spilled open in a blaze of kerosene. Instinctively the group flinched away from the explosion.



              “That's nothing compared to what'll happen if those Jerry cans go up,” Aldwyn said.



              “You'd let us all burn over some stupid ring!” Jane shouted at him.



              “I've fought my own brother for twenty years - you think I do this lightly?”



              “You asked for it,” Michael told him. He looked up and swallowed.



              “Stop it,” Hauk told them. Everyone looked at the band manager. His resolve seemed perfect. “I can't let these kids get hurt. Not over our stupid games, Aldwyn. Besides,” he added, his voice became tired, “this ring belongs to another life. One I don't live anymore.”



              In one motion he took the ring of his finger and handed it to the massive druid.



              “There,” he said. “It's done.”



              The Celtic priest's face shone with avarice in the harsh light of the burning building. Jane coughed. Michael helped his friends to their feet. Just as quickly as it appeared, the enchantment vanished from the druid's face.



              “Go,” he said.



              “What about the Masons?” Jane coughed out. “We can't just let them burn.”



              “
 Burn—
 aye. That's where I'll be going with 'em.”



              Hauk caught the big man's eye. “You'll save them?”



              “Aye, I still have to live here don't I?”



              “Let's go!” Mickey gasped, finally awake again. “While we still have time.”



              “Go!” Hauk ordered.



              Instantly, the band moved forward, sweat poured down their faces in rivers and soot covered their exposed skins in war paint stripes of charcoal gray. Lungs wracked by smoke and heated air spasmed painfully as they made their way toward safety.



              Behind them the druid, Brighton Hauk' ring firmly in his possession, disappeared into the wall of smoke. Hauk came last, ushering the younger members of the band forward like some strange cross between den mother and drill sergeant.



              A dark rectangle opened before them, the rectangle serving like an inverse lighthouse to guide them out of the inferno. Jane and Surge made the door and disappeared outside.



              Behind them the fire cooked the Jerry cans until the gas inside heated to the point of ignition. The explosion of the three fuel containers went off like a daisy chain of landmines. Concussive air swept through the structure and punched Hauk in the back like a fist.



              He stumbled forward and a ball of fire ripped through the rickety old structure. Ceiling beams cracked like ice and crumpled inward. Like breath from a dragon, flames rushed through the building and straight toward the open door.



              “Down!” Hauk screamed.



              He surged forward and caught Mickey and Michael with outspread arms. His momentum carried them out through the door and onto the damp, soggy ground. They landed in a pile as heat and fire burst free and rolled into the air above them.



              “Go! Go!” He cried.



              The two musicians made it to their hands and knees and from his belly he shoved them forward as the bottom of the flame cloud dropped out of it. Hauk’ pants burst into flame. Stubbornly, he used his elbows to dig into the ground and drug himself forward. Pain seared his flesh and he gasped.



              Strong hands snatched him up under his armpits and pulled him to safety. The band swirled around him, slapping at the fire eating away at his trouser legs. After a moment the flames were extinguished. Behind them the building continued collapsing, pushing waves of heat and kites of flame out into the Scottish night.



              “Go!' Hauk gritted. He staggered to his feet. Concerned hands tried to help him but he pushed them away. “Go on,” he repeated. “Who knows what else is in that building. And if there are reinforcements close this will only draw them faster.”



              The sentries were gone as the band spilled onto the industrial length landing strip and headed toward their idling plane. Light spilled from the cockpit of the aircraft and the noise of its engines was a rumble that vibrated down through the pavement and up through the soles of their feet.



              Fear lent them speed and they covered ground quickly. Behind them the burning mill lit up the night like a Roman candle. Ray Evans met them at the door and tossed a nylon rope down the slide.



              Mickey scrambled up first then helped haul the rest of the group inside the front cabin. “Quickly,” Evans ordered. “Get in and buckle up.” He popped the attachment on the emergency slid
 e
 and let it fall to the ground like a forgotten rain slicker. “Hurry!”



              They didn't need to be told twice.



              The big jet turbines howled as the pilot ramped the RPMs up into the red. There was a jerk and the DC-8 lurched forward. Cabin lights flickered as the plane systems tried to compensate for the wild surge of power. The plane shot forward like a drag racer running the quarter mile.



              G-forces shoved them back into their seats, pressing their heads up against the rests. Jane felt as if a 300lb roadie had settled onto her chest and her fingers dug into the seat arm. Mickey’s strong hand found hers and she squeezed.



              The plane lifted up. The entire frame shuddered as it lumbered into flight then gradually, like the surf running back out to sea, the cabin began to pressurize and the claustrophobic feeling of suffocation eased.



              “We made it!” Michael whooped.



              “
 Far between sundown's finish and midnight's broken toll; We ducked inside the doorways, thunder went crashing; As majestic bells of bolts struck shadows in the sounds; Seeming to be chimes of freedom flashing
 !” Peter sang out, voice harsh, quoting Bob Dylan's “Chimes of Freedom.”



              Jane giggled wildly and threw her arms around Mickey’s neck. Surge and Michael slapped each other’s back. Hauk, smile on his face, leaned back and relaxed into his seat. Instinctively his thumb went to his ring finger, but he found the ornament he had worn for so long gone. It would, he realized, take some getting used to.



              After a moment the jubilation quieted and Hauk found himself the center of everyone's gaze. He sighed.



              “I'm glad you’re okay,” he said, his voice sincere. “And...thank you.”



              “You're welcome,” Mickey said.



              “Spill it, Hauk,” Jane said. “That was a fun layover and all, but it got a little heavy there and I, for one, would dig knowing just what in the heck it was all about.”



              “Ya, let’s hear it,” Michael said. “Spill, man, spill.”



              “Hijacked planes, hooded Masons, seven foot druids! That was like, one crazy scene, man,” Surge said.



              Hauk looked away, frowning.



              “Come on, Hauk,” Elroy said, voice soft. “You need to tell us. Surge's right; that was crazy.”



              Hauk held up his hand. “Okay.” He paused, shook his head. “You're not going to like this because it will give you more questions than answers. But it will go a little way toward putting what just happened into some sort of,” he gestured indecisively, “perspective, I guess.”



              “Perspective's good,” Jane said.



              “Fine,” he admitted. He breathed in then went on, voice low. “After the war we discovered something called 'ODESSA.'”



              Davey looked at Mickey. “We?” he mouthed.



              Mickey
 
waved him off

 shushed him
 . Hauk continued.



              “ODESSA is a German acronym,” he explained. “Loosely translated it means
 Organization of former SS members
 .”



              “Nazis!” Surge said, stunned. “You mean those guys in the hoods were--”



              “Something else,” Hauk waved him off. “The details aren't important, not now. But in Palestine I tracked down a former Wehrmacht intelligence officer who had served with the Ahernenerbe, the Nazi archeology unit. There was a car crash and I ended up with the signet ring you've seen me with.”



              “Why did you keep a Nazi ring?” Jane demanded. “That's like keeping Jack the Ripper's overcoat!”



              “I know,” he admitted. “But it wasn't really
 his
 ring. It was much, much older. Some believe it belonged to King Solomon.”



              “
 What
 !” the band yelled in unison.



              “King who?” Michael asked.



              “Solomon,” Hauk repeated. “A figure from antiquity. It's not important now. But I had a British liaison working with myself and my partner at the time.”



              “Aldwyn,” Elroy said, connecting the dots.



              “Yes,” Hauk admitted, “Aldwyn. I didn't know about his, ah, peculiar background at the time. But he wanted that ring.”



              “Why didn't you give it to him then?” Jane asked. “What was so important about it?”



              “Nothing,” Hauk said. “Or nothing I thought at the time. I only kept it because my partner, a former member of the French resistance
 ,
 name
 d
 Michelle, died in that same car wreck.” He looked at them and smiled sadly. “I didn't take it well,” he said. “I held on to it and Aldwyn didn't push the subject. He did warn me that there were people looking for
 
that

 it, and that these people were everywhere, in all walks of life and levels of society. They would know the ring for what it was and they'd want it and stop at nothing to get it.”



              “The 'Key' Masons?” Surge asked. Hauk nodded.



              “This isn't the first time the Key Masons tried to take it,” he told them. “I've fought them off before, escaped shadows and tails. I’ve been followed, ambushed, my home burglarized on more than one occasion.”



              “If you fought so hard to keep it,” Mickey asked. “Why did you give it up?”



              Hauk smiled, eyes weary. “Because Michelle, God rest her soul, is dead and you, my dear band members, are very much alive. In that context some old ring means very little to me. Besides, I didn't give it to them, I gave it to Aldwyn and no matter what he does with it, he'll never forget Michelle either.”



              “You both were in love with her,” Jane said softly. Her eyes were moist.



              “You're a little too insightful for your own good,” Hauk told her, looking away. “But time doesn't stop and we'll be in Edinburgh soon.”



              “Yeah, Surge said. “Without roadies.”



              “See,” Hauk told him, “a manager's work is never done.”



             
 Not just a manager’s,
 Jane thought.
 Dawson and the Bureau of Intelligence and Research are going to want to get in on this action. God only knows where
 that
 will lead!



              She eased back and took the joint from Mickey. She inhaled and closed her eyes, feeling the ache in her pussy.



             
 This is how you earn your living,
 she thought.
 This is how you earn your pay.



             
 End
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