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		Chapter 1 - Blonde Poison

		 

		“What?” Carl’s eyes went wide with surprise and also a little bit of shock. Which was surprising in itself, because Carl certainly should have been used to bad news, considering the business he was in.

		“I’m going to divorce you,” his lovely wife repeated with a lovely, although somewhat faked smile, already bending over to pick up her suitcase.

		“But ...” Carl clearly was at a loss for words, which was highly unusual. After all, he always knew what to say and even if he didn’t, he had no problem acting as if he did. That was one of the reasons why he was one of the most successful television producers both in London and LA. 

		“But?” Flo gave him her sweetest smile, white teeth flashing between pink and perfectly glossed lips, blue eyes sparkling, long lashes fluttering. She clearly enjoyed her husband’s confusion.

		Carl still couldn’t believe what she just had said, a mere two minutes after the driver had deposited their luggage in the penthouse, only a minute after he had carried his bride across the doorstep and gingerly put her down in their new home. Or, more to the point, one of their homes. She had even insisted on wearing her wedding dress for the occasion, vanishing into the restroom in the VIP lounge at LAX airport for ten minutes, reappearing with a dazzling smile in the cream colored silk dress which hugged her curves and showed quite a lot of her shapely legs. Needless to say, the silk dress had cost more than a small car.

		“But why?”

		“Because being married to you for two weeks is more than enough, honey,” she piped, continuing to flash him a dazzling smile. Which, truth be told, was beginning to get on Carl’s nerves. “And because being banged continuously by you for a fortnight is all I can stand.”

		“So ... so it all was ... you never loved me?”

		Flo chuckled. “I loved you as much as you loved me.” That, as a matter of fact, wasn’t what they call a whole lotta love. “You just wanted a lovely, sexy and hopefully one day childbearing wife so the rumors about you being homosexual would eventually stop. You needed arm candy. I was your arm candy.” She paused for an inquisitive look at her soon to be ex-husband. “Admit it; I was merely a step in your carefully orchestrated career, right?”

		Carl didn’t respond. She pretty much had it spot on. A stunning, tall young blonde at his side sure made for the perfect pictures in the glam magazines and tabloids. He wouldn’t have minded if she’d been less intelligent, a blonde bimbo would have suited his purpose just as well. Coming to think of it, right now he would have very much preferred if she were a blonde, dumb bimbo. At least as long as she kept her mouth shut and her legs spread. But as a matter of fact, Carl had been quite intrigued by her quick wits, especially right in the beginning when they first had met. Like he had been intrigued that she hadn’t known, or claimed she didn’t know, who he was. Nor had she been impressed when he had told her, like so many other girls he had shagged because they were desperate to be shagged by the celebrity he was and because they hoped that getting in the sack with him would get them on TV. Which, of course, they never did. ‘Never take your work to bed and never take your bed to work’ was one of Carl’s mottos. Yeah, so beautiful, blonde and slender Flo had been a step in his carefully orchestrated career, but he would never admit to that. However, his smart wife didn’t need him to admit it since the truth was written all over his face.

		“Yeah, I knew it.” The killer smile again. “Face it; I beat you at your own game.”

		Carl finally got his wits together. “You won’t get a cent, Flo. I’ll rip you apart in court.”

		Flo let go of her suitcase and turned around, heading to the kitchen. “Aww, come on. Let’s talk this through, shall we? Come join me for a drink. Whiskey?” She didn’t wait for an answer and fixed him a stiff whiskey on the rocks and an iced tea for herself, then headed for the living room where she sat down facing the floor to ceiling windows with the fantastic sight along the beach and the Santa Monica pier. “Come, love,” she urged him once more, offering him the whiskey.

		 

		Reluctantly Carl sat down opposite her and sipped his whiskey. And listened. And got more furious by the minute, because he realized that she hadn’t just set him up, she was about to fuck him up his ass and hang him out to dry.

		“I don’t want to go to court, love. But if you insist, I’m fine with that.” She lit a Pall Mall and crossed her legs, showing him a flash of pink panty beneath the silk dress. “I’m totally confident the jury will see the facts as they are. Here,” she pointed at him with the cigarette, “a cruel, cunning bastard. Witnessed every weekday on StarTV by about eight million people in Britain alone.”

		“Almost nine,” Carl interjected superfluously because he was quite aware that at the moment it didn’t really matter whether his show drew eight or nine million spectators in front of the telly. But his vanity went much deeper than his sense to grasp a situation.

		“Yeah. Right. Whatever,” Flo said with a dismissive wave of her cigarette, knowing that her indifference annoyed the hell out of him. “As I said, on one side there’s you, well known by just about everybody. Known for his delight in screwing with the hopes and dreams of thousands. On the other side, me. Innocent. Sweet. A bit naïve, too.” She put on her sweetest innocent face, her big eyes showing a hint of sadness and the tiniest trace of fear. Carl had to admit that she played her part perfect. Hell, with her talent she’d probably make it to the finals of his show without breaking a sweat. 

		“An innocent country gal from the Alps,” she went on mercilessly, “caught in the fangs of the big, bad wolf, so to say. Wanna bet who of us the jury sympathizes with?”

		Carl remained silent for a moment. “What do you want?”

		Flo dragged on her ciggie, then blew the smoke at the ceiling. “This,” she said, waving her arm to indicate the 300 square meter penthouse. “The BMW. The flat in Zurich. And, say, twenty millions. That’s Euros, of course. Twenty million Euros in Swiss Francs, on my Swiss bank account. Wouldn’t want no Dollars, not with the current devaluation of the greenback.”

		“You’re crazy.” Carl’s retort was an angry hiss and he could feel his blood pressure rise.

		“Come on. I’m actually feeling quite cheap. We both know that this won’t really put a dent into your fortune.”

		The flat in Zurich he didn’t mind. He had only bought it for Flo anyway, so she had a place to stay while she finished her studies after her year at the London Business School. But he didn’t like to give her the penthouse in Santa Monica. He had bought it three years ago and it had been pure luck that it had been on the market and the bidding had been fierce. No, he definitely didn’t want to part with this penthouse. The roadster was chickenshit, of course. A girl’s car to begin with.

		He made up his mind. “You don’t get a cent, you bitch,” he spat. 

		“Hmm, looks like you need more convincing. What about I go on the media circuit, give them some insider info about your show? You know, unlike the participants and your employees, I’ve never signed a non-disclosure agreement. There’d be lots to tell. Like your most favorite saying. ‘It’s not a music show. It’s an entertainment show. I don’t care if contestants can’t sing as long as they’re entertaining’.”

		 

		Carl’s face fell. That would indeed be ugly. Not devastating, since it was showbiz and everybody knew that things in showbiz weren’t necessarily they way they were supposed to be. Still, Flo knew some stories that would make for very bad news. But she wasn’t through yet. Taking a last drag on her cigarette before stubbing it out in the ashtray she delivered the final blow.

		“Say, what do you think would the jury - and the public - think if I told them that you fucked me anally without having my consent on our honeymoon? Proved it, even?” Flo reached into her $2000 dollar handbag which she had gotten with a goodies bag at some charity fundraising event and produced a sheet of paper while Carl snorted whiskey out of his nose in surprised shock.

		“A certain Dr. Douglas Philbrick, residing in Avarua, Cook Islands, notes that Mrs. Florina Simmons, née Decurtins, suffered from anal fissures following rough anal sex.” She waved the paper and smiled. 

		Carl was dumbfounded. The fucking bitch! He remembered the evening perfectly well. They had dined, crème d’asperges, then spiny lobster with lemongrass sauce and finally crème brûlée for dessert, accompanied by two bottles of the most expensive Chablis the resort had on its menu. They had returned to their bungalow, although bungalow was quite definitely the wrong expression for the vast villa they had rented for their two week honeymoon, although apparently not vast enough and not secluded enough for some other guests complaining about the loud yells and shrieks of Mrs. Simmons whenever he made love to her. He eventually had to rent the bungalow next to theirs too, in order to keep things quiet. Still, even their - or his, rather - passionate lovemaking was on record, and who would believe that Flo usually was rather quiet when they fucked? Who would believe that it had been her who dragged him to bed and fucked him whenever she had the chance? Who would believe that it had been her who had gone down on him on the beach, started to suck him off, then pulled him down and on top of her, moved her bikini bottom to the side and pulled him inside her, her cries and his pale buttocks shocking an elderly American couple who had gone for a late stroll along the beach?

		And, most important, who would believe that she had laid down on the bed that night, her perfect, round, firm, lovable ass raised, the orbs and crack barely covered by the flimsiest, most delicate black silk? Then Flo had started to rub herself like a bitch in heat and purred that she wanted Carl to make her his.

		“Take me, Carl, come and take me now, please. Make me yours.”

		And which man could resist such an invitation, especially after having one or two drinks too many and so he had undressed, had caressed her ass for a while, replaced her fingers in her pussy with his while she had reached back to stroke his cock and pretty soon had pulled him close, hungry and needy for his cock, no time to get out of her panties, just pushing them aside.

		And then she had surprised him when he had directed his cock at the entrance of her dripping pussy, her molten flesh engulfing his dick.

		“No, sweetheart. I want to feel you in my ass. I want to know that I’m all yours.” Her voice had been husky and urgent, full of desire and lust, her finger smearing her juices onto her puckered rosebud, sliding in and out. Carl had been quite surprised. Not that he hadn’t wanted to fuck her lovely ass before, but so far she had been adamant about it. “I got a pussy and I got a mouth, that should be enough,” she had said more than once. And now, all of a sudden, she seemed to really want him to fuck her ass.

		Of course he was more than happy to oblige. There was something special about taking a girl up her ass, after all. It meant that you had all of her, that you owned her, kinda. And so he had placed his cock at her asshole and slowly worked his way in. At least that had been his intention, but his wife had thrust back and impaled herself on his dick in one swift motion, wincing when her ass suddenly got speared and teared. Carl hadn’t been too worried, after all she was a pro in bed, she knew what she was doing and she knew what she wanted, so if she wanted to impale her ass on his cock that was fine with him.

		 

		Now, staring at her, the doctor’s report lying on the table between them, his smiling wife facing him, it all made sense. Two people had been fucked up their ass that night but only one of them was paying the price now.

		“Well,” Flo said and got up, “I expect an agreement from your lawyer on Tuesday. Tell him to get his butt in gear. In return you get a nice, clean divorce and my promise to keep my mouth shut. And I’ll stay away from you for the rest of your life.” She looked down at him and felt the slightest pang of guilt. But then she remembered that she was merely doing to him what he did to hundreds of people. Except that he, unlike the poor gals and blokes on his show, would keep his dignity, at least if he was smart enough to play the game and not make a fuss about it. 

		He stared into the distance, still at a loss for words, still fuming about how she had set him up. It wasn’t losing the money that pissed him off. What got to him was that he was losing a game he thought he had mastered. He was mad because he had been sure he was using her when all the time it had been the other way round.

		On a whim, she walked around the glass table and kneeled down before him. “Just to show that this is nothing personal,” she explained as she unzipped his pants. 

		‘Yeah, right,’ Carl thought. ‘A blowjob without any feeling. Just a job.’ Although, that much must be said, even if there were no feelings involved on Flo’s side, or even if there were they were feelings of pity, or even contempt, she did one hell of a perfect job. Carl would definitely miss those; the girl had by far been the best cocksucker he had ever had the pleasure to meet. Still, the urge to wrap his hands around her delicate neck and choke the bitch to death was hard to withstand.

		She tucked him in after she had sucked him off and got up again, licking her lips. “Okies. That was that. Your lawyer finds me at the Ambassador. Have a wonderful time; it was a pleasure to meet you. Ciao, caro.” Flo bent down and pecked her husband on the lips, then she sashayed out of the penthouse and disappeared from his life, although not forever. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 2 - Miniskirt Blues 

		 

		A day earlier and not very far away, Kate had pressed her forehead against the glass and looked down from her office into the restaurant/bar/club below. As was usual on a Friday night, it was full. A group of cops coming off duty had entered a couple of minutes before and now had some of Ketut’s famous burgers along with a beer before they called it a day and headed home after a long, tiring and dangerous shift out on the streets. Several other tables were occupied too, mostly by people coming from the theaters and cinemas for a drink and a late night snack. 

		Back in the club a girl band was playing, a band Kate knew well for a change, at least one of their members. Usually Kate wondered where Emma, the manager of the Quadrifoglio, found those bands. This one sounded rather good. Punkrock, for sure, so it totally wasn’t Kate’s taste since she preferred classical music, but the girls had attracted quite a crowd, despite the fact that they didn’t stand on the small stage in only frilly underwear as was usually the case with girl bands nowadays. But this band wasn’t bad at all. The lead singer didn’t have a great voice but she played the guitar perfectly and both the bass player and the drummer knew how to hold a tune, too. 

		That was more than you could expect from a girl group in these days, usually all you got was some skinny and scantily dressed chick who looked lost and helpless and whose voice sounded thin and frail as soon as she didn’t have the support of a studio in which her voice could be digitally remastered to sound like the best opera singers.

		Kate had taken an immediate liking to the lead singer when she had listened to a couple of songs earlier in the evening and had wondered why she hadn’t met her before and why her sister had never introduced them. The girl had an aura of carefreeness, she didn’t seem to worry about tomorrow, didn’t seem to mind that she’d be working all Saturday in a record store, selling crap music, knowing that she was far better than most of the artists whose CDs she sold but would never make it, not with the kind of music she was playing together with her friends. Or maybe she was a college student and would have to learn for exams since the term was about to come to an end. Kate didn’t know anything about the girl, but she knew she’d like to find out, she knew she’d like to get to know her. It was about time she got to know someone better again.

		Except she wouldn’t. Not today. Not anytime soon. Not yet. She’d go home soon, home to her empty apartment, spend another night alone in her much too large bed, get up alone again, eat breakfast on her own before she went jogging, then shopping groceries for herself and nobody else. Later she would go to the club, even if her presence wasn’t really required, at least not until the guests arrived. Emma and Martina were perfectly capable of taking care of everything that needed to be taken care of. And Ketut, the Indonesian cook, likewise. He’d do his Asian finger food, prepare everything and then go home before the club started to fill, mostly because he was uncomfortable when it was BDSM night but also because his Californian wife insisted they spend the Saturday evenings together.

		However, Kate would nonetheless go to the club several hours before the guests arrived. Alone. She’d speak and chat with her friends in the evening, watch a couple of Mistresses or Masters do a scene with their slave. But basically she would be alone, even if she was surrounded by people who liked her and liked to be with her. Even if she did a scene with one of the slaves it wouldn’t be the same as it would be if the slave was hers. But she didn’t have one, although there had been a few who had begged her to accept their submission. None of them had been the right girl, though. None of them had even come close to Roxy. Not by a long shot.

		 

		“She’s not coming back, Kate,” a soft voice behind her said. Emma had entered the room quietly, as quietly as she did everything.

		“I know,” Kate said with a sigh. “I know. Yet it feels as if she’s still here in this room. If I look down there I can still see her laugh and banter with Martina.”

		Emma didn’t say anything. There wasn’t anything to say. She missed the girl almost as much as her boss and she knew that it still broke Martina’s heart, too. So she remained silent as she laid her arm around Kate’s shoulder and pulled her close. For everybody else this would have been a complete no-go, but Emma and Kate had known each other for a long time. “Don’t you want to go down and listen to the girls? Or go home and get a good night’s rest?”

		“I don’t get a good night’s rest. Not with my heart still ripped apart,” Kate turned around and looked at her friend. “But you’re right, standing here and brooding won’t do any good either. I’ll go down and watch the band for a while.” 

		Emma watched as her boss crossed the office and closed the door behind her. “If only ...,” she muttered. “If only I could help her.”

		 

		Time heals all wounds, they say. That might be true, but still, some wounds take an eternity to heal. It had been almost two years since Kate’s one true love, her slave, her life, her everything, had been shot by a robber as she had stepped through the entrance of the shop at the gas station to pay for the gasoline. According to a witness he had bumped into her when he had left the store running, knocked her to the ground while falling on top of her, then scrambled to his feet and aimed a gun at her face and pulled the trigger. He could have simply run away, but for whatever reason he had panicked and pulled the trigger. Roxy had simply been in the wrong place at the wrong time and it had cost her her life. If she had filled her tank at another gas station or if she had driven a bit slower or if she had needed to stop at another red light or if she had stayed home pampering the cold she had suffered from, she’d still be alive. 

		If only ... But she hadn’t and now she was dead and Kate still felt as if it had happened only yesterday, still hoped that she would wake up one day and see the chestnut hair of her beloved slave spilled out over the pillow next to her, her eyelids fluttering as she woke up, then the smile when she saw her Mistress. Some wounds take a lot of time to heal. Either that or it takes a miracle.

		The lead singer was crying and moaning into the mic, something about girls in bikinis yielding machine guns, strumming her guitar while her mates kept a fast, pounding rhythm, then she announced a break and the girls put down their instruments. For a moment Kate thought about trying to hit on the girl but then she turned around, knowing that even if she succeeded and took the girl home it wouldn’t last and it would only make the hollow, empty feeling she experienced more intense. No, if there was someone that could fill her heart the way Roxy had filled it, she would know. Until then, she could dream and hope that there was somebody like that.

		Her sister joined her at the bar, being blunt as usual. “Forget it.”

		“What?”

		“Kim, the singer. I saw how you looked at her. She’s as heterosexual as they come.”

		“I wasn’t going to hit on her. It ...”

		“It doesn’t feel right and she’s not the one. I know,” Ashley said knowingly since she had heard it a couple of times before. “One day it will feel right and she’ll be the one.”

		“Yes. She’s good, though. Kim, I mean.”

		“Yup she is. She’s even better with a camera.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3 - Pride but no Joy

		 

		Carl called his lawyer the same evening. He didn’t care that it was Sunday morning, 6.30 am, in London. After all, he paid his lawyer a lot of money so he sure could expect the guy to get busy even if it was Sunday.

		The lawyer was less than enthusiastic at first, but then he remembered that he would charge his client £800 an hour, the fact that the actual work would be done by an intern in his fourth semester of law school, earning only a fraction of that, notwithstanding. 

		“Sure, Carl. No problem. The penthouse in Santa Monica, the Jag, the flat in Zurich and twenty millions, you say?”

		“Yes, David, that’s what the bitch said. Oh, and that’s Euros. In Swiss fucking Francs on a Swiss fucking bank account in the bitch’s name. By the way, she’s staying at the Ambassador in LA.”

		“OK. I’ll send someone with the contract so you can both sign it, if that’s OK with you.”

		‘Yeah, and you’ll probably rip me off on the expenses, you jerk,’ Carl thought. He didn’t say it, though, mostly because he knew that David knew that he knew. What he said instead was “whatever it takes. Just make it quick, I want to get the bitch out of my mind.”

		“Of course, Carl, that’s understandable.” ‘She sure got you by the balls, your sweet blonde lass’, David thought and could just about suppress a chuckle. This was fun. Carl Simmons, manipulator of millions, who preyed on young people’s dreams, destroyer of countless hopes, world class-schemer and idol of the masses was beaten at his own game. And by a babe from the Swiss hinterland, too. A mountain gal. Too bad he couldn’t tell anyone about it. But it sure was worth being woken at this ungodly hour. 

		“Yeah. Right. Oh, and I want a second agreement, one that tells the bitch that as soon as she opens her mouth she’ll be sued her pants off her ass.”

		“Yes, Carl. Of course. My secretary will call you for a meeting, probably Wednesday.”

		“Uh huh,” Carl responded sullenly and pressed the red phone on his mobile. Then he resumed pacing the penthouse again, like he had done for the past two hours. There had to be a way to pay her back. He wasn’t going to take that, not from a chick that had come from some remote part of the Swiss hinterland. No way was he going to be beaten at his own game by the bitch. If only he had a clue how to get back at her. But like David hadn’t said but probably had thought, she sure had him by the balls, at least until the divorce was official and if he had learned anything about his wife in the past two years then it was that she wouldn’t hesitate to crush those balls. Or cut them off, dry them and hang them around her neck on a string. 

		“Fucking bitch!” he muttered for the hundredth time. Then he went to bed and furiously jerked off.

		 

		The next day he prepared himself for Monday, which was going to be filled with meetings for the next season of America’s Next SuperStar, one of the world’s most successful TV shows. He needed a new juror since Lindsay Lohan was out of the race. She would have been perfect, just the right kind of glamorous bitch, not too smart but loved by the cameras. She could be trusted to say a couple of stupid things that made it into the tabloids all over the world and she could also be trusted to rip apart each and every contestant who was better looking or more talented than herself, which would be just about all of them, at least when it came to talent. Unfortunately she had been booked once again into a correctional institution two days before and even if she had gotten out on a ridiculously high bond she wasn’t supposed to leave her home. Plus she might have been the perfect kind of trashy and tacky, but a juror on America’s Next Super Star would have to be able to actually be in the studio and on the telly. And Carl could pull a lot of strings, but he doubted that the Californian penitential system could be pulled in a way to let sweet Lindsay out of jail should she be convicted or, just as likely, get busted another time with her nose in some white powder.

		So they had to find someone else. Luckily, this was LA, where the density of celebrities, wannabe celebrities and have-been celebrities was ten times higher than in any other part of the world. It took his assistants only half a day to come up with someone who was just as eager to appear on America’s Next SuperStar. Shaiana was blonde, had an ample cleavage and long legs, three assets which alone would have gotten her very high on Carl’s list, even if she hadn’t been quite a lot in the news recently, too. Starlets as Shaiana, or rather their agents, knew that they had a few years in which to grab as much money as they could before they were replaced by an even blonder, even bigger-breasted and longer-legged chick. And being a juror on America’s Next Super Star would instantaneously catapult the chick into a celebrity status she could otherwise only dream of. There’d be millions to be made on the side, with revealing pictures in glam magazines, her own TV show, maybe a record or two. Shaiana certainly wasn’t the smartest kid on the block but there was hope that apart from looking good on the telly she at least knew how to suck cock.

		 

		And so Carl was rather content when he came home late on Monday evening and let himself into the penthouse in Santa Monica. He spent the next two hours brooding over a plan on how to get back at Flo, but still he couldn’t come up with something that made sense. A hired killer seemed to be somewhat overreacting, after all. Plus Carl had no idea where to find a hitman. A good, thorough spanking of her perfect ass wasn’t enough of a punishment, although it would certainly make him feel much better. That ass had been, after all, his downfall. For a moment he reveled in the memory of her lying on her belly that night, exposing her white bums on either side of the flimsy panty, the epitome of seduction and promise of lust, when in fact all the bitch had had in mind was her plan to rob him off of his hard earned assets. OK, she’d get only a small fraction of his belongings, but still. This wasn’t about money anyway, or a penthouse or a crappy chick-car. This was about pride.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4 - Punish Me

		 

		Flo had been busy, too. On Sunday she had been busy pampering herself, leaving the Jacuzzi of her suit in the Ambassador only to make a couple of phone calls. Later she had gone out, strolled along the beach and watched the sunset, thinking about how she wanted to invest the twenty million. She had no intention to spend it; it was merely a hoard to fall back on should she hit upon hard times. She didn’t expect to, but one could never know. She didn’t exactly plan on finding a job to earn her living, not yet anyway. After all, Flo was only 24 years old and she could work when she was thirty. Or fifty. In the meantime, she fully intended to enjoy life. What she had in mind was to create her own job, one that would get her around and lead her to places she wanted to visit while she could enjoy doing what she liked doing most. If she kept moving she also didn’t have to decide whether she wanted to live in Switzerland or in California. Carl had other houses and apartments in other places, but Zurich and Santa Monica were perfect because they both were well connected to the rest of the world. You could get almost anywhere in Europe with a single flight out of Zurich, as opposed to, say Rome, where you often had to switch planes. Plus some big cities were easily reached with only a few hours on a train and Flo liked to travel on the train. Munich, for instance, or Cologne, Paris, Lyon, Milan. And if she had to take a plane she’d be at the airport in twenty minutes with the tram that stopped right in front of where she would live. Which, on top of that all, had a perfect view across the lake and to the Alps.

		In California, there were thousands of people on which she could prey, although here she had to be a bit more careful. A few people might remember her, now that her face had smiled from the cover of almost every people’s and women’s mag. But that was nothing a haircut and a pair of sunglasses couldn’t take care of, and if it was necessary she could also dye her hair. Apart from that, her name was inconspicuous enough. Not Simmons, obviously, but Decurtins was a name nobody had ever heard. In the press she’d always just been Flo, ‘the cute girl from the mountains’, sometimes also the ‘Swiss Miss’. 

		Yup, the job she had thought of for herself was perfect and she was the perfect person to fill her own job description.

		 

		She was sitting on the balcony on Tuesday, eating a late breakfast, when the hotel phone rang. “Yes?”

		“Mrs. Simmons, here’s a Mr. Culvert representing Pembroke & Johnson wanting to see you.”

		“Sure, send him up please,” she said and put down the phone. On a whim she got out of the dress she was wearing and put on a bathrobe, without bothering to tie it.

		As she had expected David, her husband’s lawyer, had sent one of his youngsters from the Californian office. “Come in, please,” she said and went to sit down in one of the white leather seats, leaving him to close the door after himself. “Have a seat. Oh, I’m so rude, do you want a drink? A glass of Champagne?”

		“No, Mrs. Simmons. Not when I’m at work,” the young guy replied, his eyes almost popping out in an effort to peek under the hem of the robe that had - not accidentally, though - ridden high up on Flo’s thighs. It got worse when Flo leaned forward and the robe fell apart as she stood up again. She did wear a bra for a change, but the bra didn’t do much to cover her firm although quite small breasts.

		“Come on, this isn’t work. Besides, I don’t want to celebrate on my own,” she smiled and went to fetch the bottle of Champagne she had ordered with her breakfast. “To you,” she proposed the young lawyer after she had filled two glasses.

		“To you,” he replied, once again ogling her cleavage. Then he pulled himself together and got all businesslike again and opened his briefcase. He put a sheaf of papers on the coffee table and started to point out the important parts. “As you can see, here’s the contract Mr. Pembroke has written on your husband’s request.”

		“Rubbish. I bet you have written this agreement. I also bet you get a meagre 50 bucks an hour while your boss charges my husband how much? Seven hundred? Seven fifty?” Flo lit a cigarette and inhaled deeply, chuckling when she saw the youngster frown.

		“Err ... I’m in no ...”

		“And I couldn’t care less. It’s my husband’s money. Anyway, I sincerely thank you for your work,” she smiled at him and uncrossed and crossed her legs. “Now if you could please give me a minute so I can read it.”

		“Err ... sure ... Mrs. ...”

		“Flo. Call me Flo, Sebastian. Is it OK if I call you Sebastian?”

		“Err ... yes.”

		“A nice name, Sebastian. Very nice,” Flo piped smiling and started to read the contract. It wasn’t a very complicated contract and it didn’t take her long to read it. “Perfect. I take it that Mr. Pembroke will see to it that everything goes as planned?”

		“Yes, Mrs. ... err, Flo.”

		“Know what? I’d prefer if you’d do it. Just make sure your boss charges the usual fees.” She went to the bedroom and rummaged around in a briefcase for a minute. “And I want you to put the twenty million in this bank account.” She leaned very low as she put the slip of paper with her bank connection on the table, then put her hands on the table and looked straight at the blushing lad, her face only inches from his. “I like you. You seem to be a decent guy. Do you have other things to do today? Apart from making me a rich woman?”

		Sebastian might have had few experience dealing with scantily clad millionaires in expensive hotel suits, but he saw his chance when it was presented to him on a silver platter and so he quickly made up his mind. “As a matter of fact I do. But I think I can postpone the meeting with your ... err ... husband for a day.”

		Flo beamed at him as she stood again, the robe falling apart, exposing a triangle of black lace between her legs. “Do that. In the meantime I’ll go get dressed.” She giggled when she saw Sebastian’s face fall. However, his face lit up quickly when she returned ten minutes later wearing nothing more than the black thong and the matching semitransparent bra. 

		“I know I’m a terribly bad girl,” she purred in his ear as she climbed up unto his lap, his boner poking her perfect ass. “Do you think I need to be punished?”

		“I ... umm ... yes, you probably need to be punished,” Sebastian stuttered flushing, his eyes darting between Flo’s face and her tits, whose nipples strained against the lace of her bra. Her tits easily won. She wrapped her arms around him and kissed him on the mouth. 

		“I think so too. For what I did but even more for what I have on my mind,” Flo turned and knelt on the sofa beside him, her breast rubbing against his arm. “But first I want to show you how bad I am.” Sebastian’s trousers were quickly opened and his rock hard erection freed of its confinement. “Hmm, that’s a beautiful cock you got here, sweetheart,” Flo whispered, her tongue already poised between her lips to start licking him. 

		“Ohhh yeah,” the young lawyer moaned and then he relaxed and let himself fall against the backrest of the sofa while Flo gave him the best blowjob he had ever had. He really couldn’t believe his luck. First, his boss had given him a sheet of paper with some items listed and told him to put it in a contract which he had whipped together in two hours. And now he was here and the most gorgeous girl he had laid his eyes on in a while was lying on his lap, dressed in only a lacy see through bra and equally flimsy knickers. But what was best was that the chick apparently expected him to punish her. But how? He needed to think. This was, after all, not some simple country chick. He was pretty sure she expected more from him than a spanking. Something more ... more sophisticated. Yeah, he really needed to think. Unfortunately most of his blood had rushed to his groin and there was little to none left to pump oxygen to his brain, which was becoming mushier by the minute. 

		Think, Seba! Think! Think!!

		 

		Despite being terribly distracted by the girl who now took him in her mouth, her head going up and down, lips tightly wrapped around his shaft, he actually managed to come up with a pretty good idea. Which only goes to show that Sebastian was a smart guy who would get far in life. It also meant that henceforth he’d be hooked on the idea of having his will with girls, making them do what he wanted them to do. But he wasn’t only a smart guy; he was also a fortunate guy because he was going to find such a girl rather soon. 

		But that was still a few weeks in the future. Right now he relaxed even more after having made up his mind and enjoyed Flo’s blowjob, the smooth wetness of her lips, her able fingers playing with his balls, the scent of her perfume, the smell of her aroused body.

		“Oh damn ... yeah ... yeah ... you’re great ... ooohhh,” he moaned again, then he stopped holding back and filled her mouth with his cum for the first time that day. 

		She kept him in her mouth until he had shrunk again, then kneeled up. “See, I’m such a bad girl, I really need punishment,” she pouted provocatively, a drop of his cum clinging to her lips until her pink tongue licked it casually away. 

		“Yes, I see. Although I must admit that I very much like the way you’re bad. Still, I fully agree that you need to be punished,” Sebastian answered and reached for her breasts, his hands gliding beneath the lace to feel the warmth of her skin, taking her nipples between his fingers.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5 - Non-essential Bed Gymnastics

		 

		Kim came out of the shower and was going through her panty drawer when Jake woke up. He reached for her hand and pulled her down on the bed.

		“Not now, Jake, I need to go,” she said, squirming in his grip.

		“Come on, just a quickie before you go,” he whispered in her ear. “You smell so fresh. So yummy.”

		“And you smell of beer and sleep and should have a shower.”

		“Babe.” His hand was already between her legs. One more time she told him to let her go, she was going to be late and she had just showered, but she also knew that it would probably be easier and quicker to just let him have his way with her than to make a fuss and enter into yet another one of those endless and frustrating discussions in which she would tell him to get a grip, find a job and stop drinking and hanging around with his buddies all the time and he would reply that she should stop being a tight bitch and that he was only hanging around with his buddies because she spent most of her time with the chicks from her band. If it got real ugly he’d also shout that they sucked anyway, that they would never make it, would never get a record deal, never play on a real stage, with a real audience, just be playing the club scene for years to come, with maybe hundred people in attendance, would have to change into their stage clothes in the toilet because the places they played didn’t even have a changing room for the band.

		And so she laid down on her back, spread her legs, felt him slide inside her, closed her eyes when he started to fuck her and fondle her tits, made the appropriate noises at the appropriate moments and when he was done she slipped out from under him, got up, wiped herself, redid her spiky blonde hair, then put on a panty and a pair of tight jeans, along with a tank top and left. 

		It had been a quickie, it had been about as good or as exciting as drinking a glass of water, except that drinking a glass of water was actually necessary. Getting screwed in the morning by the guy you call your boyfriend despite having said no, despite having no time for sex, wasn’t necessary. Yet she put up with it anyway, like she put up with his boxers lying on the floor, the toilet seat being up when she wanted to sit down to pee, his long hair clogging the shower, no milk in the fridge because he had drunk it all but not bothered to go to the shop at the next corner to get fresh one. 

		If anybody had asked Kim why she was putting up with that crap from her boyfriend she would have been completely at a loss. Sure, there had been a time when she had loved him. His rebellious, careless way had been intriguing in the beginning. But that had worn off soon and then had come the realization that it wasn’t exactly rebellious carelessness but rather an inability on his part to take any responsibility for his own life. Jake basically was a thirty year old adolescent, with the difference that a rebellious, careless teenager could still be expected to grow up eventually whereas Jake probably never would.

		 

		The engine of her old Jetta caught only on the fourth try and as she steered the car onto the road she asked herself for the hundredth time why she stuck with Jake. And for the hundredth time the answer was the same: Because even if he was a lazy guy and a nuisance he had charm, he knew how to make her laugh and sometimes the sex with him was good. And she didn’t like to come home to an empty house. “Yeah, as if he’s around when I come home at night. Stop fooling yourself, girl!” she said to herself. “I’m just lazy myself. Too lazy to kick him out, too lazy to put up with the hassle.”

		When she arrived at the record store her boss glared at her. She glanced at her watch. Two minutes late. Again.

		“Kim, my office in five minutes.”

		“Yes, of course.”

		She got everything ready to open the store at exactly 9 am, then went to the back where her boss looked up from his computer on which he probably was playing WoW.

		“This is the last chance. Next time you’re late you don’t have to bother anymore. Understood?”

		“It was only two minutes, Michael.” Kim could have pointed out that everything was ready and that the store would be open in four minutes and that nobody would know that she’d been two minutes late, but her boss wouldn’t have it anyway and so she didn’t bother.

		“Two minutes, two hours, it doesn’t really matter. It’s the attitude that matters.”

		“Yeah. Sure. OK. It won’t happen again.” She left for another long day of selling crap music, teens trying to nick CDs and her boss watching her every move, hoping to see something he could admonish her for. But Kim was good at her job, she often made customers buy another record when they came to the counter with something they liked and so the day dragged by without any further incident.

		 

		For once Jake was home when she arrived. It would have been nice if he had gone through the trouble of preparing dinner, or at least buy some groceries, but he hadn’t done either and so it once again was take out pizza, a beer for her, the rest of the six-pack for him. At least tonight the sex was good.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6 - Tie Me Up

		 

		Saturday was again a full house. Only the club, though, the restaurant and bar remained closed on Saturdays. The weekdays lunch crowd and evening guests were enough to keep the Quadrifoglio afloat and if she had wanted, Kate could have kept it closed for the weekend altogether. Except that then she would have had two whole days on her own. Two days which she needed to fill with activities, meet friends, go running or do anything to keep her mind from brooding over past times. Like this she was only left with Sunday. And once a month she didn’t even have to fill a Sunday, for once a month they held a munch, or brunch.

		It was on one of those brunches when she had first laid her eyes on Roxy. Petite and lithe, dressed in cheap clothes not really suited for a fetish event, she had stood in the doorway one sunny Sunday morning, nervously glancing around, obviously very unsure of herself, probably quite afraid of what she might encounter, maybe even more afraid of what she might find out about herself if she proceeded further into the club and started talking to the people. She had been on the verge of turning around and leaving when Kate had approached her and given her her warmest welcome smile. 

		“Hello. My name’s Kate, I’m organizing this munch here. Please come in and feel very welcome. We almost never bite.”

		Roxy had smiled weakly and laughed nervously and then reluctantly she had followed Kate into the club. Kate had told her to stay at her side if she wanted to. “And if anyone gets fresh with you, which would surprise me very much, you come to me. OK?”

		“Yes, ma’am,” the girl had replied. “Thank you.”

		“You’re very welcome. We do care about newbies. Especially if they’re such cute girls,” she had added with a hint of a wicked grin which was returned by Roxy by a lot of blushing and even more nervous smiling.

		The rest was history. Roxy hadn’t left Kate’s side for the rest of the day, except to talk with a slave girl Kate had introduced her to and when everybody else had left she had simply knelt down before Kate and timidly asked if she could stay here for a few days, maybe even get a job as a waitress. Kate hadn’t thought long, she’d taken the girl home, put her in the bath, fed her and set her up in her guest room. The girl had been quite, timid and shy, had left the impression of someone being on the run. Later Kate had lain awake in her bed, picturing Roxy’s auburn hair, the way it had fallen over her shoulders, still damp from the shower, her naked legs and feet beneath the towel she had wrapped around her body, the white, soft skin of her chest above it. And then she had heard the sound of bare feet on hardwood, a long pause as Roxy had tried to make up her mind standing outside her bedroom. Kate had prayed, had tried to will the girl to open the door, at the same time hoping the girl would return to her own bed if she wasn’t sure. And then, slowly, the door had opened and Roxy had slipped into bed as Kate had pulled back the covers.

		“Hold me, please,” Roxy had whispered and Kate had taken the girl in her arms, gently kissed her neck and inhaled her scent. She’d held her close the whole night, listened to her breathing, wondered what had happened to the girl that she needed to be held, but had never went beyond holding her. Not that night anyway.

		The following two years had certainly been the best they both had. Until that fateful day when Roxy had been in the wrong place at the wrong time.

		 

		Kate watched a good friend approach the stage for a demonstration, leading his slave on a leash behind him. “What’s that girl with the camera doing?” Emma asked, poised to get up and throw her off the premises if necessary.

		“Roy asked for someone to take pictures to document his rigging for his website. Ashley recommended her; she’s the guitarist of the band she’s playing with. I told her to make sure that nobody of the audience is in the pics, but I’d appreciate if you could check the pics anyway.”

		“Yup, will do.”

		“Thank you.”

		They both watched as Roy started to bind his sub. He was famous for his artful Japanese Shibari and had done quite a few demonstrations, usually with a lot of explanations while those interested gathered around him. However, tonight he concentrated on the work at hand. Sandy, his sub, wife and mother of their three children wore a mask. No need to show your face while being tied up more or less naked, especially not when you’re a college teacher. 

		“She’s still in perfect shape, Sandy, huh?” Emma whispered.

		“Yeah. Far as I know she goes swimming with her daughters three times a week.”

		“Maybe I need a daughter too, to keep me fit and trim.”

		Kate looked at her friend and rolled her eyes. It would indeed be a difficult task to find more than a couple of ounces of fat on the woman. Despite, Kate knew that Emma went jogging every morning.

		“Or maybe Martina needs a daughter,” Emma went on. 

		“Martina’s got a Mistress who could get her to put her big, beautiful butt in gear. Just in case you forgot.”

		“Yeah. But her Mistress likes her much too much the way she is,” Emma replied. In that moment Martina appeared at their side. At six foot four and almost 200 pounds she easily dwarfed her Mistress. They were, to put it mildly, the most diverse couple one could imagine. Martina, the tall, muscular bottom and Emma, the small, almost frail and very feminine top, barely half as heavy as her girl. Yet when Emma flicked her wrist or made a sign with her eyes the massive woman would be kneeling and groveling at her Mistress’ feet in a fraction of a second.

		“Can I bring you something to drink?” the bartender enquired, her voice surprisingly soft for a woman her size.

		“No, thanks, Martina. But I guess Sandy could do with a bottle of water. And please sit down too for a moment and get some rest.” Kate was well aware that Martina wouldn’t sit down, not as long as she wasn’t hundred percent sure that everything was in perfect order. Or unless she got clear orders by Emma to do so. 

		Martina went to fetch a bottle of water for Sandy and her Master while the two Mistresses continued to watch the rigging. By now Sandy was trussed up nicely, soft white cotton rope crisscrossed her torso, her breasts were pushed out, her sex on full display, the blood already pooling in her labia, engorging them. Usually the subjects of such demonstrations wore a panty, but Roy had said that he wanted nude pictures, mostly because he thought that a panty interfered with the aesthetics of the Shibari, but also because “I want to be proud of the beauty of my sub when I look at those pics,” as he had pointed out earlier that day. Sandy didn’t mind. The days when she had a problem with being nude in the presence of others had long since passed. And it indeed was a beautiful sight the guests got to see now.

		The girl with the spiky blonde hair and the camera moved about on the stage and somehow managed to get all the right angles without ever interfering with Roy. 

		 

		It was three in the morning when Kate killed the engine of her car in front of her house on a quiet residential street lined with old elms which now cast deep shadows on the sidewalks. She had inherited the modern two story house from an uncle and had done a few changes, like the terrace on the second floor, surrounded by walls on either side and shielded by a gnarly pear tree so it could be used to play outside, as long as the playing didn’t get too loud. She had also built a little dungeon in the basement, but even when Roxy had still been alive they hadn’t gone down very often, mostly because they both enjoyed the large salon on the ground floor and especially the stocks which originally were supposed to serve as a wardrobe but also because Kate preferred to play with her girl on the stage in the club.

		For a minute she kept sitting in her car, picturing her girl in those stocks, the smooth curve of Roxy’s ass, her slender thighs parted so her Mistress had perfect access to every part of her slave’s body. Kate was dreading the moment she would open the door to her empty house, the silence that would greet her as loud as the crack of thunder close by, the quietness like a loud scream. Eventually she sighed and got out.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7 - Starfucking

		 

		He needed to know more about the woman he had married and who was now about to divorce him, that much was obvious. He had made a list of what he knew about Flo and it had been rather short. Firm, perfectly sized boobies, a very pretty face with high cheekbones and full lips, big, blue eyes, long, shapely legs, long blonde hair, a tiny mole next to her left labia. That much was pretty much obvious to everybody after the first look. Well, maybe with the exception of the mole.

		He also knew that she had grown up in Switzerland, in some mountain valley, the youngest daughter of an engineer and a kindergarten teacher, had studied economics and finished with excellent grades. Next thing he knew was that she had worked in a rather upscale strip joint, although not as a stripper but as a waitress. As far as he was aware of she had never stripped, but who knew for sure. That was where he had met her, when he had had a drink at the bar and started to talk, trying to impress her with stories of his successful business. She hadn’t been too impressed and wouldn’t even give him his number, which, of course, was exactly the reason why he had come back a few days later.

		But what had they talked about in the almost two years they had been together? He couldn’t remember. Well, they had been separated quite often, especially when she went back to Zurich to finish her studies, flying to London on weekends for a couple of shags and a few hours together. Had they talked? If yes, about what? He was sure she hadn’t ever talked about her dreams, had never mentioned her plans for the future. Granted, he wouldn’t have been too interested if she had, at least not as long as her plans didn’t interfere with his, so maybe she had talked about such things and he had simply forgotten. But hey! He was a busy man, he had his own plans and …

		“Hullo-oh? Carl?” the blonde across the table waved a hand in front of him and he was forced to direct his attention to the bimbo.

		“Yes, sorry, I’m a bit stressed. Why don’t we go and have coffee at my place?” he asked, already envisioning the blonde sprawled out naked on his bed. What was the girl’s name again? Shaiana? Nah, that was the new juror for the American show. This here was one of last year’s finalists, a position she had reached not because of her talent as a singer but mostly because she was tall, blonde, gorgeous and, unlike his darn soon to be ex-wife, she hadn’t bitched around when he had wanted to fuck her ass. Jez, that was her name. Yes, Jez, he remembered now.

		“Not before you have answered my question,” the bombshell piped.

		“Uh, what question?”

		The girl pouted for a moment. “I asked when my next album will be released.”

		Album? The chick had an album in the making? Again? Did the last one sell? That wasn’t his business; everything that happened after a season was over didn’t interest Carl much. Mostly because he didn’t know a thing about music, but also because it was barely worth the effort. He made much more money with the TV-show than with selling records. Nobody bought CDs anymore today and the downloads couldn’t make up for the loss. 

		“Next month,” he said, although he hadn’t the slightest clue whether that was feasible. But it sounded good, not too early and not very late and he wouldn’t see the chick after tonight. As a matter of fact, he probably shouldn’t take her home but fuck her in the limousine instead, then chuck her out wherever she lived.  

		“Really? Can’t it be earlier, please?” The chick’s eyes widened pleadingly and she stuck out her tits which threatened to rip the shiny blue dress apart. Maybe he should take her home and chuck her out tomorrow. Yeah, tomorrow was soon enough.

		“I’ll talk to Rod, see what he can do.” Rod was the manager of the spin offs from America’s Next SuperStar and he was a good manager. Well, he obviously had to be good, since most of the raw material he had to work with was usually crap. The chicks were gorgeous, for sure. But all of them were probably better at sucking dick than they were at singing. The boy groups were even worse, not least because boy groups were sooo yesterday. Every once in a while they had someone who could actually sing, was even good at it, but usually it was more lucrative to kick them out in the finals than to let them win. Still, one or two of them had sold a few records, but of course the marketing they received was in no way comparable to what the winner got. After all, the winner of Britain’s (or America’s, although the two were virtually interchangeable, including the jurors and the contestants) Next SuperStar was supposed to land a number one hit, if only to prove that the show was no fake and actually produced a super star.

		“That’s great, thank you.”

		“You’re quite welcome, Jez. Now let’s go, shall we?”

		“Of course. Your place?”

		“Coming to think of it, why don’t we go to the Four Seasons? Get ourselves a suite, with a Jacuzzi?”

		The girl clearly had hoped to be taken to Carl’s penthouse and now was quite disappointed. However, she was smart enough to realize that spending the night with Carl at the Four Seasons beat not spending the night with Carl at all by far. “OK, sure.”

		“Thattagirl.”

		 

		Three hours later Carl pulled out of Jez’ ass and rolled over to stand up and have a shower. The girl remained lying on her belly, clutching the pillow and with her ass on fire, but she was sure that having her butt fucked by Carl had been worth the trouble. After all, he would see to her, he would make her a star. They’d release her record soon, maybe in two weeks, just in time for the new season of America’s Next SuperStar to start and then the hype surrounding the show would carry the record right on top of the charts. Yeah, having a top ten, maybe even a top five hit certainly was worth having her ass ripped apart, she thought, as she felt his cum ooze out of her bum and trickle down between her cunt lips.

		Jez was tired and tipsy and fell asleep soon. So she didn’t realize that Carl didn’t return to bed after he had finished showering but got dressed again and silently closed the door after him. 

		In the stretch limousine Carl went back to the line of thoughts the bimbo had ripped him out of during their dinner. Yeah, basically he didn’t know anything about Flo. Except that she was a deceiving, sneaky, little cunt, of course. That much he was learning the hard way right now. Also, she liked red wine, she liked to fuck, she disliked beetroots and rare meat and she didn’t care too much about jewelry and chocolate. 

		He definitely needed to know more about her, though, if he wanted to get back at her. And he sure as hell wanted to get back at her. The bitch had to pay. But first he had to sign that damned fucking contract or the fucking cunt would strip him naked in court. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 8 - Cigarette Break

		 

		“My rules?” Sebastian asked, pinching both the girl’s nipples until she drew a sharp breath.

		“Huh?”

		“For the punishment. My rules or I’m out of here.” He was quite surprised by his own boldness. But he had figured that the chick was into that stuff enough to go along.

		She looked at him, a smile slowly spreading on her face and a tingling spreading between her legs. “Yes, love. Your rules. You have one hour to convince me that it’s not a waste of my time to spend the night with you.” She paused and gasped as he pinched her nipple again. “One hour. Your rules.”

		“Fine. Perfect, even.” He twisted her nipples even harder than before.

		“Awww.”

		“Did it hurt?”

		“Yes. But it felt good, too.” 

		“How good?”

		“Quite good.”

		“That’s not enough, I guess.”

		“Nah, it’s not, but my money’s on you anyway,” Flo grinned cheekily.

		He pinched and twisted the nipples again, then let go of them to reach between her legs and rub her pussy through her panties. “Hmm. Wet. Just like it’s supposed to be. Go fetch me some ice cubes.”

		Flo got up and sashayed over to the mini bar, making sure to give her hips an extra wiggle. She, too, was rather surprised about Sebastian, although it was a nice surprise. She had expected him to come up with a lame spanking or something like that. Instead he had shown remarkable self-confidence when he had taken control of the situation. Plus the promise of a night with her would get his imagination running wild, and a night with this handsome bloke putting is brains to use was exactly what she wanted. She made sure to be a bad girl and bent at the waist as she opened the minibar. 

		“This room sure has a very nice view,” Seba commented appreciatively.

		“Glad you like it, I wouldn’t want to have to fill in a complaint with the management.” Her nipples were still tingling as she returned with the little plastic tray of ice cubes in her hand.

		“Put them on the table, then stand with your back to me and bend over,” Sebastian instructed her. “Yes, like this. Legs a bit further apart, hands on the table. And stick that ass out, girl.”

		“Yes Sir.” Flo stuck her ass out and spread her legs a little bit further.

		“So, your pussy is hot and you need to be punished.” Sebastian seriously enjoyed himself, and the view he was presented with. “First, no cigarettes. Not for the next hour and not for the whole time I’m with you if you think I’m not a waste of time.”

		“Oh.” The chick apparently didn’t like that too much.

		“Sorry, I didn’t hear you?”

		“Yes Sir,” Flo replied, smiling back at him through her legs. She knew she’d hate that. She didn’t smoke a lot, maybe three or four fags a day, but she enjoyed them and she would miss them. 

		“Then I think your pussy needs some cooling.” That wasn’t exactly to Flo’s liking, either. She’d have preferred if Sebastian had made her pussy much hotter and wetter yet, for instance with a thorough fucking. But she liked surprises just as much as she liked a thorough fucking and so she waited and smiled some more.

		Reaching out between her legs Sebastian gently stroked her pussy through the panty for a minute, then pushed the lace to the side and slid a finger between her dripping folds. “Hmm. I guess I should make sure to fuck you before the hour is over. But then again, I like a challenge.”

		“Ahh,” Flo moaned. “Couldn’t you fuck me now anyway?”

		“Yeah, of course I could. But I’ll concentrate on winning you for a night. Then I can fuck you as much as I want.” And maybe I can get her hot enough so she lets me stay even if the punishment wasn’t to her liking, he thought. 

		Flo, on the contrary, thought the exact opposite. ‘If he doesn’t convince me with the punishment thingy, he’s out of here and I go find someone else or use the vibe.’  

		She saw him reach for an ice cube, then watched as he pressed it against her cunt, pushing it slowly along her slit, then back again to the opening of her cunt where he pressed it inside. 

		Flo gasped as the cold spread in her pussy. “Aaawww. Damn. That’s cruel.”

		“Is it?”

		“Uh huh.”

		“Good,” Sebastian replied and grabbed the next ice cube. “Three should be enough, don’t you think so?”

		“Yes, I think so, too.”

		“Then it will be four.”

		“As you wish, Sir,” Flo gasped again, feeling him push the second cube into her cunt. It was beginning to get cold, real cold. Four of these in her cunt long enough would be numbing, probably even quite painful. But then again, she had asked for punishment and she wasn’t going to back out. No way. Another ice cube followed, then the last. Sebastian pulled her panty over her pussy again before he leant back on the sofa.

		“Feels good?”

		“Cool. Nah, cold, rather.”

		“Perfect. Now wiggle that ass for me.” 

		Flo started to grind her hips, going lower and lower until her ass was at Sebastian’s eye level. “Good like this, Sir?” she asked, wondering what would come next. The ice was melting and she felt the water soak her panty. Or rather, she knew the ice was melting but she didn’t feel it soak her panty, coz her cunt was quite numbed by the cold.

		“Perfect. Now for the next part.” But Sebastian had a problem. He had no clue what he should do next. Well, he certainly knew what he wanted to do. It wasn’t that farfetched, either, what with that perfect ass grinding half a meter in front of his face, the girl’s pussy clearly outlined beneath the panty. Get up and out of his pants, push his cock deep inside this wet, although currently not so hot, invitation. Yeah, that was definitely what he wanted to do. But that was what she wanted and probably expected him to do. And he had every intention too keep her on her toes by surprising her, even if it meant not ever going to screw her. Which only goes to show that Seba was a man of exceptional self control.

		 

		Suddenly he remembered something a friend of him had said during dinner at an Indian restaurant not too long ago. Something with ginger, which supposedly got the chicks either running and screaming murder or it got them uber-hot and rolling over on their backs. But what to do with the ginger? He couldn’t for the life of him remember. He fumbled for his mobile and got up.

		“You stay here,” he instructed his lovely client and went to the balcony. “And don’t stop rolling your hips.”

		Flo watched him as he made the phone call, straining her ears to hear what he was saying, but apart from a few single words she couldn’t understand much. In the meantime, she concentrated on clenching her cunt to keep the ice from falling out. It wasn’t comfy anymore, not at all. As a matter of fact it was painful and she really wanted the bloody ice out of her pussy, but she was also determined to do this properly or not at all. 

		The call lasted a couple of minutes and she heard Sebastian laugh and saw him glance in her direction. Eventually he ended the call and put his iPhone back in the pocket of his jacket. “Ice molten yet?” he asked upon returning, casually laying his hand on her ass and kneading her perfect buttock. 

		“I’m not sure. Can’t feel anything anymore down there.”

		“Guess I better check then.”

		“Uh huh.”

		Sebastian stood beside her, reached between her legs and pushed one finger inside the girl’s pussy. As far as he could make out there wasn’t much ice left. “OK, this lovely pussy seems to have cooled down a bit. However, I think we should wait another five minutes to make sure. Keep moving your butt, love.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 9 - Bad News

		 

		“Is anything wrong?” Kate asked upon entering the office, heading for the coffee machine. One glance at Emma had been enough to know that something was bothering her friend. As usual, Kate was wearing her trademark black and white, mostly because that way she didn’t have to think too much about what to wear. Black trousers or a black skirt and a white blouse or top never really were wrong. But then again, as most people would have agreed, she would probably have looked great in a potato bag, too.

		“Yes, Kate. There’s indeed something wrong,” Emma replied, waving a sheet of paper at Kate. “The building is going to be sold.”

		“The building?”

		“Yes. This house.” Emma motioned with her arm in a wide circle. “The house we’re in.”

		“Damn.” There wasn’t much doubt about what would happen if some investor or a bank bought the three story house in downtown Santa Barbara. So far the rent Kate paid for the one and a half stories was moderate, mostly because it had been rented for a long time, first by her uncle who had opened the Quadrifoglio, then by herself. The old lady who owned the building didn’t really need the money and she had been a close friend of her uncle. A bank, or some investor, would want at least twice as much rent, an amount they could never afford. Or they’d evict them right away to put some fancy clothes shop in. GAP, or American Apparel, H&M, something like that.

		She took the letter from Emma and read it. There wasn’t much to read. The house was going to be put on the market in a month and since Kate had been a long time tenant she had been given the chance to buy it before the bidding started, provided she could cough up 2.4 million dollars. Which, of course, she couldn’t.

		“That looks bad. Very bad,” she said, sitting down.

		“Yes. It does.” Emma was just as shocked as Kate. The thought of losing all this, everything they had worked so hard for in the last five years, the discussions she had had with Kate in the beginning, the fun times, the concerts, the large group of good people and friends who gathered on BDSM nights, the crowd that showed up on the Sunday brunches, the thought of losing all that was unbearable. There had to be a way to make sure this wouldn’t happen. They sat in the office until the restaurant began to fill with the lunch crowd, discussing ideas, pondering whether they knew people who would be in a position to help them with a loan, Kate even contemplated selling her house, knowing that it wouldn’t even net her enough for a down payment. But there was most likely no way out of this and they knew it. As soon as the building was sold they’d be out of business and the Quadrifoglio would be history.

		“By the way, Roy said the pics were fantastic,” Emma suddenly said in a failed attempt to divert their thoughts.

		“Huh? What pics?”

		“Those Kim made last Saturday.”

		“Cool. Doesn’t really help us, though. But I’m glad for the girl and Roy. Ah well, we’ll manage, somehow,” she said and got up to give Martina a hand behind the bar.

		 

		***

		 

		“We need someone who can sing,” The last chord of the latest song still hung in the air as Kim unplugged her guitar and put it on its stand, slumping down on the worn out old sofa in the basement of Ashley’s house.

		“Nah, you’re doing well, Kim.” Debbie, sweating profusely from working the drums furiously for the past hour, emptied a bottle of water in one go. 

		“No I’m not.”

		“Honey, don’t worry. People liked it last time we played.” Ashley sat down beside Kim and laid her arm around the blonde’s shoulder to comfort her. 

		“Yeah, maybe, but it’s not good enough. I can’t properly sing and play the guitar at the same time. We need a singer.”

		“Might be difficult to find a woman who can sing and likes our style of music. But you’re the pro here, you got the contacts.”

		“I’m not a pro. I just work in a crappy record store, selling crappy music,” Kim responded sullenly. She obviously was in a lousy mood.

		“What’s wrong, honey? Problems with Jake?”

		For a few moments it seemed as if Kim was about to start crying, then she took a deep breath and got up again. “Yeah, kinda. He’s such a slouch. Dammit, I really don’t know why I’m bothering with that loser any longer.”

		“Then don’t. Kick him out. And if you need a place for a few days you could always come to me.” 

		Kim looked at her friend. “What’s Tom saying about that?”

		“Tom won’t mind. As long as you don’t interfere with him watching football he couldn’t care less,” Ashley said grinning. “No, really, if you need a place, don’t hesitate to call.”

		“Thanks, Ashley. Oh, I almost forgot. I’m working on a new song. Tell me what you think.” Picking up her guitar again she started to play, as usual forgetting everything else in a matter of seconds. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 10 - Ohhh Ffffuuuuuuck!!!

		 

		“Okies. That should be enough. Now you’re going to call room service and order a large piece of ginger. Peeled.” Sebastian pulled Flo back until she sat on his lap, her back towards him. 

		“Huh? Ginger?”

		“Yup. Ginger. Peeled.”

		“What for?”

		“You’ll see. Or rather, you will feel.”

		Five minutes later Flo went to open the door. She had wanted to put on a bathrobe, but Sebastian had merely made “tsk, tsk, tsk,” and shaken his head and so she opened it in her skimpy underwear.

		The bell boy’s eyes nearly popped out as he followed her into the suite to put the plate with the ginger on the coffee table. 

		“Thank you,” Flo said and gave him a fiver. To her credit, or discredit, depending on one’s point of view, she almost hadn’t blushed at all. The boy vanished and Sebastian ordered her to lie on her back on the sofa.

		“Pull up your legs and stick that ass out once more.”

		The girl pulled up her legs, stuck her ass out and waited while Sebastian stood beside the sofa and stared down at her lithe body, almost naked, her lips opened in horny anticipation of what was to come. Cum, even. It took all his strength not to rip the panty off her ass and fuck her as he rubbed her cunt through the panty, but despite the throbbing pain in his trousers he managed not to and instead slid a hand beneath the black silk and teased Flo’s pussy. Parting her dripping pussy lips he reached her clit, rubbed and pinched it lightly until Flo moaned loudly, her glossy, plump lips parted, her eyes closed. “Play with your tits. And do not cum. This is, after all, not about you enjoying yourself.”

		“Yes Sir,” Flo replied and dutifully reached for her breasts to caress them. She gasped when Sebastian slid two fingers inside her cunt and started to fuck her, then she gasped even more when he suddenly stopped, grabbed the sodden crotch of her panties and ripped them off her ass with one quick jerk.

		“Those had cost a lot of money, m’dear,” she protested, not too convincingly. 

		“It did? Well, you’ll have to get some new ones, I guess. Or go without.” 

		She mumbled something more and on a whim he told her to open her mouth. “Keep it in, babe,” he said after he had gagged her with her own dripping panties. Checking his watch Sebastian got up to fetch the ginger, 21 minutes to go. If his friend was right, this was just about perfect. Flo’s eyes followed him as he crossed the room to the coffee table, then back to the sofa, putting the plate with the ginger on the glass table. She was fully aware that she was completely exposed to him, lying on her back and with her legs open wide like a bitch in heat. Which she probably was.

		He admired her wide open pussy, labia glistening, clit erect and standing proud, the puckered asshole in plain view. He smiled at her, chuckled when he saw that she was actually sucking on the panty in her mouth, probably enjoying the taste of her own lust and wantonness. Then he took hold of the ginger and reached for her cunt once again while starting to tease her asshole with the other. She grunted and bucked for a moment when she felt his finger on her rosebud, but then she relaxed again.

		 

		She felt something cool being pressed against her anus, slowly circling it, the pressure increasing gradually, but so far nothing had entered her ass and she concentrated on his fingers in her cunt. Flo wasn’t too fond of her asshole being at the centre of his attention, mostly because it just didn’t do anything for her to take it up her ass, but also because she usually enjoyed to make a fuss about it, making it something the guy had to earn and could feel honored if he finally was granted the privilege to fuck her ass. And here this youngster was just going for it as if there was no tomorrow, as if he had all the right to play with her ass. Which, as she remembered now, he absolutely had, because she had agreed to play by his rules for an hour.

		One question remained unanswered, though: How on earth should this be a punishment? Fingering her pussy and ass wasn’t the hottest thing she could imagine him doing, but it was definitely not punitive at all. It was, as a matter of fact, quite nice. Not as nice as a good, thorough fucking would have been, but still rather enjoyable.

		But then something weird started to happen. Something Flo hadn’t ever experienced before. Whatever it was Sebastian had been pressing against her anus was now slowly pushed in, but that wasn’t what Flo felt. Well, she did feel it, but she had had cocks and fingers and dildos in her ass before, so she knew how that felt. But this time it was very different. A burning yet refreshing, somewhat pulling sensation spread throughout her ass and made it clench around the object, then the sensation spread between her legs to pool in her pussy and make it tingle like crazy. It was very intense, quite painful, or maybe not painful but well ... intense, very, very intense. And it got more intense as Sebastian started to fuck her asshole with the ginger, going deeper inside her anus while at the same time rubbing her clit and fucking her cunt with two fingers. It was intense. It was painful. It was hot and it was totally arousing, driving the girl right to the edge. Her moaning got louder as Sebastian fucked both her holes harder and faster. 

		She started to scream into her gag and when she opened her eyes she couldn’t really focus anymore. She saw Sebastian looking at her for a moment, but she couldn’t tell whether he was smiling, smirking or what his expression was. When she felt getting herself nearing an orgasm that she knew would be a wonderful one she remembered what Sebastian had said about not cumming. But he wasn’t, like, her boss and if she had a wonderful orgasm coming her way she wasn’t one to run for cover and let it pass. 

		No, Flo squeezed her tits, pinched her nipples, rolled her hips, screamed into the gag in her mouth and then she flooded his hand with her juices and when her sphincter spasmed on the ginger Seba almost let it slip inside her ass. He did, however, slip his fingers deeper inside her cunt, again and again, driving the girl higher and higher, before he finally pulled them out when she lay twitching beside him, the last ripples of the climax running through her body. 

		She was panting through her nose and mouth, one of her arms had fallen off the sofa, the hand resting on the carpet, the other pulling the panty from her mouth, her pussy wide open, the ginger still stuck in her ass. 

		“Ohhh ffffuuuuuuck!!!” she moaned. And then again. “Fffffuuuuuuck me, Seba. Please fuck me now!”

		 

		But Sebastian didn’t fuck her. Quite to the contrary, he pulled his fingers out of her pussy, fucked her one last time with the ginger, then put the ginger back on the plate and stood up. A quick glance at his watch, then he looked down at her shivering body. 

		“61 minutes. Punishment’s over,” he said smiling. “Time to make up your mind.” 

		She looked up at him, her face flushed, confused and taken aback for a moment. She hadn’t often begged a man to fuck her and so far they had all obliged, happily obliged, even. Being rejected by this youngster was too much. What was wrong with the bloke? Here she was lying, a bitch in heat, dripping wet, ready to roll over on her back and expose her cunt , except that she was already lying on her back, her pussy wide open, waiting for him, waiting for his cock to pound into it, to feel it explore the depths of her pussy, and he didn’t jump on the occasion? And all of that a mere few minutes after he had given her such a wonderful orgasm?

		On the other hand, she had given him an hour to punish her. If she remembered that right, which she was pretty sure about. So maybe instead of being angry and feeling rejected she should rather admire him for keeping his mind on the task.

		Finally she sat up. The burning sensation in her ass was fading quickly now, but the throbbing and tingling in her cunt still continued. But despite those distractions she didn’t have a problem to come to a conclusion.

		“Sorry, Sebastian. You completely failed ...” 

		His face fell and he started to protest. “Hey, you weren’t supposed to ...”

		“Ya, ya, ya, ya ... I know you told me I wasn’t to cum. Now would you please listen for a moment?”

		“Oh, OK. Sure. Sorry.”

		“Don’t be.” Flo arranged herself on the couch, one leg propped up on the backrest, the other on the floor, her whole body an invitation. “So, you totally failed in the punishment department. Yes, if I hadn’t cum, it would have been somewhat of a punishment. Especially the ice. That wasn’t nice. However, the ginger was totally un-fucking-believably great. And I definitely won’t spend a night alone when I can spend it with someone who comes up with something so fantastic on such short notice. So, there.”

		Sebastian started to grin. And the bulge in his trousers grew bigger.

		“Now, come here and fuck me, love, before I take you out for dinner. And when we get back you might have to punish me for my disobedience.” Once again she put on her cheekiest bratty girl smile.

		“I might want to punish you earlier. Like, during dinner.” His pants fell to his feet and he climbed up on the couch again.

		“Sure. Whatever. I’m all yours. Just make it as much fun as it has been so far. And now, love, stop talking and let’s start fucking.”

		 

		They both were sore and tired the next day but they both were also extremely relaxed as they met again in Carl’s office. Of course they had arrived together but had thought it wiser not to ride the elevator up to the 12th story and enter together and so Flo had lingered in front of a shop window, looking at shoes and handbags until she was ten minutes late, a delay she thought was appropriate when meeting her soon to be ex-husband.

		“Hi, Carl. Doing good?” she greeted her husband, then shook Sebastian’s hand as if they hadn’t spent all night together fucking and sucking each other’s brain to mush. 

		The formalities took only a couple of minutes. Carl signed the contract, Flo did so too, then she also signed the non-disclosure agreement and as soon as that was done Sebastian left while Carl told Flo to wait a minute. Then it got a bit ugly.

		“I’d watch your back if I were you,” Carl said.

		“Oh? You’re threatening me?”

		“Accidents do happen, my dear.”

		“And that after this fantastic last blowjob.” She sadly shook her head. “You’re cheap, Carl, real cheap. And you’re also a terrible loser. Now, if you could excuse me, I’ve got to spend twenty millions. Oh, and please make sure to haul your ass out of my penthouse within a week, willya? Wouldn’t want to have do send the police to drag you out of my property.”

		“Bitch.”

		“Ciao, love.” Flo got up, walked to the door and went out, only to return a couple seconds later, Columbo style. “And who says that I’m the one who should be watching her back? Huh?” She flashed him a killer smile once more, then she left, leaving an extremely angry Carl and a whiff of Opium.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11 - Bird of Prey

		 

		A couple of weeks later, Flo entered the bar of the Atlantis Sheraton in Edmonton. That she was in Edmonton was pure chance, she simply had asked the girl at the Air Canada counter at Los Angeles Airport where the next flight was going and when the girl had said “to Edmonton, departure in thirty minutes, ma’am,” she had slapped her credit card on the counter and booked a first class flight. And now she was here and like she had expected, most guys turned their head to look after her as she crossed the bar and perched her perfect ass on one of the stools.

		She ordered a glass of Pinot Grigio and pretended to be busy with her iPhone. Dressed in a red silk dress with a plunging neckline on the back and short enough to show a lot of her stockinged legs and high heeled shoes she definitely was the eye catcher in the bar. She flicked her shiny black hair and let it fall between her naked shoulder blades. As she had supposed it didn’t take long for the first guy to try and hit on her, but one look at him, his ring finger and especially his shoes, was enough for her to make up her mind. She flashed him a smile, all red lipstick and gloss and long lashes and told him in her sweetest voice to beat it. The next one looked much better. Much more expensive, too. Plus when he placed his hand on the bar she saw the pale skin where the wedding ring had been until a minute before. 

		“Ma’am, can I invite you to a drink?” he asked and she purred that yes, she wouldn’t mind a second glass, then let him guide her to one of the booths.

		They talked, they drank, they went to the restaurant and had dinner, his eyes devouring her, probably already stripping her off her clothes, then they finally went up to his room, his hands all over her body in the elevator, reaching under her dress to caress her thighs.

		“Just a minute, love,” Robert said once they had entered his suite. “Need to visit the bathroom.”

		“Don’t let me wait too long, Bob,” she replied, rubbing the bulge in his pants.

		When Robert came back from the bathroom Flo was already lying on the bed in her panties, stockings and shoes, the red dress on the floor. That wasn’t what planted a wide grin on his face, though. Well, her almost naked body with the firm, round boobs and the long legs, her slit barely hidden by the see through thong and all the curves of her were definitely enough to put a smile on most guy’s faces. But the fact that her arms were raised above her head and cuffed to the headboard almost made him cum in his pants.

		“I told you I want to be yours tonight,” she purred and propped up one leg. 

		Such a gorgeous woman, almost naked and chained to his bed was more than Bob could have dreamed of and so he was out of his clothes and inside of Flo’s pussy in a minute and he remained inside her pussy for the next quarter of an hour, until he came for the first time that night. Her legs wrapped around him, heels dug in his buttocks, pushing him inside her, her hard nipples rubbing against his chest; her lips on his throat Flo almost enjoyed the fucking. If he had taken a little bit more care about her needs and concentrated a little bit less on his own she probably would have really enjoyed herself. But then again, she wasn’t here to enjoy herself.

		He shot his jism inside her cunt and collapsed on top of her, cock still twitching, her legs still around him, keeping him in until he had recovered from his climax.

		“That was fantastic, love, really fantastic,” Flo cooed in his ear and he was vain enough to believe her. 

		“You are fantastic too,” he replied, moving down to kiss her nipple, feeling himself slip out of her wet snatch.

		“How about some Champagne?”

		“Sure.” Five minutes later Bob was dipping his cock in a glass of champagne and let Flo lick the sparkly wine from his dick while he himself drank from a second glass. It had been Flo’s idea, of course, since Bob wasn’t inventive enough to think of that. But he seriously enjoyed it, since Flo took a lot of time to make sure that there wouldn’t be any Champagne wasted. In the end she sucked him off for good, while he sat on her chest, her hands still cuffed, her body still at his disposal. It was going to be a long night and he intended to make the best of it.

		 

		Two hours later he had fucked her another time, had enjoyed her lithe body and her tight cunt another time, this time taking it easier, grinding into her at a slow pace, his cock exploring the depths of her pussy, his hand kneading her ass, a finger inside her asshole despite her obvious discomfort. But she hadn’t said anything so had kept pushing against her rosebud, thinking that such a horny slut wouldn’t really mind having her asshole fucked, especially since it only was one finger.

		“Oh my God,” he exclaimed, thrusting harder and harder into her, bending her legs up so he could bury his cock even deeper into the hot flesh of her cunt. Flo had her eyes closed and was moaning loudly, meeting his thrusts with her hips, feeling herself getting nearer an orgasm, yet knowing that he probably wouldn’t last long enough for her to get there.

		“You’re so hot, babe,” he cried and then a series of ‘aaahhhs’ and ‘ooohhhs’ followed as once again he came in her cunt. This time he remained inside her even longer, until she began to move and ask him to unlock the cuffs with the key that lay on the nightstand.

		“And if I don’t?” Bob asked teasingly, still breathing heavily.

		“Then I shall piss in your bed,” she replied smiling. 

		“Wouldn’t mind seeing that.”

		“If you really want to, you can come watch me on the toilet.” He really wanted and so he followed her to the bathroom after unlocking the cuffs on her wrists. His wife wouldn’t even let him in the bathroom when she had to pee and this gorgeous chick didn’t only invite him in, she actually spread her legs wide and let him see everything. If she had asked, he would have gladly cleaned her with his tongue. But she didn’t. Instead she reached out, took hold of his cock and pulled him gently closer, still sitting on the toilet. 

		“Ready for another round?”

		“You bet, girl.”

		“That’s my boy,” Flo replied smiling, although she wasn’t so sure about his stamina. She led him back to the bed, all the time caressing and stroking his cock, then knelt down in front of him to take him in her mouth again. Eventually she pushed him back on the bed and scrambled up on top of him

		“Say, how about I cuff you to the bed, give you the ride of your life?”

		“No, I don’t think so,” Bob said. “I’m not into that kind of stuff.”

		“C’mon. You didn’t mind before. I want to know how it is, too.”

		“Never done it before?”

		“Never. Only with you!” It was incredible what kind of crap those blokes choose to believe. If she had told him that so far this had been the fuck of her life he probably would have believed her too. “Please,” she cooed with pouting lips.

		“OK, sure. But I hope it is the ride of my life.”

		“Honey, believe me when I say that you won’t ever forget about tonight.” Indeed, Bob would never forget that night. He remembered every minute. The two times he fucked her. The blowjob. Her pissing. Himself lying on the bed, chained to the headboard, the vixen riding his cock, grinding her hips, clenching her cunt until she came screaming and shivering.

		But most of all he remembered what came after that: The scent and taste of her cunt as she pushed her panty in his mouth. The duct tape with which she made sure it stayed where it was supposed to stay, checking on his breathing. How she whipped out her iPhone of her clutch to snap pictures of him, putting them in a message to his wife. How she told him she’d send it if he didn’t cooperate. How she went through his belongings and started the computer, leading him through the process of transferring a neat sum of his money to a bank account on the Caiman Islands, from which it would be funnelled through various other, rather obscure accounts owned by even more obscure companies, all set up by a friend of Flo, before it ended on a small bank in the Swiss hinterland, neatly protected by Swiss bank secrecy laws.

		Bob would remember all that, how he tore at the handcuffs until his wrists were bruised, yet at the same time admiring the naked beauty as she sat cross-legged on the bed, her cunt exposed and as open as the laptop, her firm breasts jiggling whenever she bent forward to tap away at the keyboard.

		Finally she was done and closed the laptop, her hand closing around his dick once more. “Now, love, I hope we can still be friends. No cops or those pics go to your wife. Besides, from what I saw this won’t really hurt you. Still enough dough there for a bunch of flowers to send your wife, eh?”

		He glared at her and grunted into the gag.

		“Come on. You had tons of fun. I had some fun, plus some money. That’s a fair deal. An escort wouldn’t have been half as good as I have been. Plus you still are going to get the ride of your life. I am, after all, no liar. A thief, yes, but not a liar.” With that she straddled him once more, his erect cock poised at the entrance of her cunt.

		Bob couldn’t believe his ears. The cunt was actually going to fuck him after she had just robbed him of a neat sum of money. That was completely crazy. But then again, she was right. The money wasn’t really going to hurt him and the fucking had been fantastic. Was fantastic, actually, for by now she was riding him slowly, her pussy tightly wrapped around him, her intentions now to please him, her own pleasure coming second only.

		It lasted long. She kept him on the edge, let him off again, brought him back to the brink of an orgasm again until finally she fucked both him and herself into oblivion.

		 

		Ten minutes later she was gone. The last thing she had done was to tie his hands to the bed with her stockings, then unlocking the cuffs. “Don’t want the maid to find you like this, my dear,” she had piped, bent down to peck him on the lips and walked out the door.

		Bob lay on the bed unmoving for the next ten minutes. Then he said “yes, that was definitely the ride of my life.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 12 - R-E-S-P-E-C-T!

		 

		“Stop that, Jake,” Kim shouted over the roar of the bike’s engine. She had clung to her boyfriend for the last thirty minutes as he had raced through the deserted streets, speeding as if there was no speed limit.

		“What?” he asked, turning his head a little bit.

		“It’s too fast, goddammit!”

		“Aww, c’mon, it’s perfect.” He let the engine roar some more.

		“No, it’s not! And you’re drunk and stoned too. So slow down or I’m off.” But he didn’t listen. As soon as the red light, which to her surprise had actually made him stop, turned green they were off again, doing at least eighty. It wasn’t only the speed that was worrying Kim. She was sitting on the bitch seat of a 500 ccm Laverda and when the Italian designer who had designed the bike some twenty years ago had come to the bitch seat; comfy hadn’t been on his mind. He probably hadn’t wanted to add a second seat to his beautiful race machine, but someone had made him do it. And so the designer had been in a bad mood because the design of his beautiful, sleek and powerful machine would be ruined by a seat for chicks who’d better stay home and cook pasta in the first place. And so he had designed the seat to punish every chick who would ever sit on it, which was why Kim now clung to Jake as if she was about to fall off the bike any second.

		The bike almost skidded around a corner and that was when Kim decided she had had enough. The next time he stopped she’d get off of the bike, no matter where they’d be. Or, rather, she’d demand he stop and then get off.

		“Stop!” she shouted. “Stop now so I can get off this fucking bike.”

		“Huh?”

		“Stop now! Stop!”

		“C’mon, don’t be a spoilsport,” Jake said and turned the throttle to almost full. The bike roared and lurched forward and Kim remained silent for a while. Until he finally had to stop because they came upon a street with lots of traffic. A second later she was off the bike, fuming.

		“What’s up, babe?”

		“Don’t call me babe, you fucktard. You can’t respect my wish to take it easy, you can’t fucking respect me either. And I’m not going to stay with a fucker who can’t fucking respect me. So fuck off.”

		She had taken off the helmet the moment she had climbed off the bike and now she hurled it at him as he still stared at her in disbelief. It bounced off his shoulder, unfortunately without hurting him, but she didn’t even see that anymore because she was already marching away, oblivious to the pleadings Jake was shouting after her. The pleadings soon turned to obscenities but she didn’t hear them anymore because she was already crossing the street, evoking angry honks from drivers.

		“Fucking asshole,” she muttered, then she dug out her purse to check whether she had money for a cab. Half an hour later she was home, or rather, the tiny apartment where she lived and where Jake sometimes showed up to shower, have sex, eat or change his clothes. It wasn’t a home, really. It was a transitory place, somewhere to stash their few belongings until they found something better. Except they wouldn’t find anything better now, not the two of them together. She threw some of his stuff into a suitcase and placed it outside the door, along with a note on which she informed her ex-boyfriend that she expected him to get the rest the next morning, otherwise she’d give everything to charities, then she locked the door, making sure to let the key stuck in the lock so Jake couldn’t open it. Then she went to bed and slept a wonderfully unmolested sleep. She didn’t even wake up when someone banged on the door at four in the morning, calling her a crazy fucking bitch.

		 

		The next day she wasn’t working and so she grabbed her acoustic guitar, went down to the beach, walked past Skater’s Point on to Chase Palm Park where she sat down on the grass and played. Playing the guitar always helped her to calm down and to forget all the shit that was happening in her life. The sun was shining as it did so often in Southern California, a breeze from the ocean kept the temperature comfortable and all in all her life could have been a lot worse. Even Jake hadn’t been too much of a pain in the ass when he had come round to fetch his stuff.

		She had refused to quarrel over a couple of CDs he had claimed were his. It wasn’t worth the hassle and if she really wanted to she could rip them easily at work. CDs were a thing of the past anyway, much as her relationship with Jake was. Now if she only found a better job, or at least one with a better boss who didn’t try to get in her pants and at the same time telling her off on every occasion. But that was probably expecting too much. 

		After playing a few riffs and chords she started with Tragically Hips’ ‘Coffee Girl’, singing quiet enough so that none of the passers-by could hear her. She knew that her voice was crap, especially when it wasn’t amplified and drowned in lots of bass and drums.

		But it was a good song and so she kept playing. And then, suddenly, someone sang along.

		 

		***

		 

		Flo had had a good time, too. Her business was going great. After Edmonton she’d been to Calgary, Toronto, then Montreal and Québec. Apart from the guy in Toronto she had hit pay dirt on every occasion. The one time in Toronto her scheme would probably have worked too, but when she had smelled the guys cock when she had gone down on him in his room she had had needed to run. Having to fuck with a guy to get at his money was no biggie. Sucking them off even less so. But sucking off a dick that hadn’t been touched by water and soap in a week wasn’t something she was willing to put up with.

		And so she had got up again and said “your dick stinks. I don’t suck stinking cock. Ciao.” Then she had treated herself to an evening of pampering herself in the tub of her hotel room, which of course was located several blocks away from the one she had been working in. Two days ago she had returned to Santa Monica and moved into her penthouse. The day before she had been spending a lot of the money she had made in the shops on the Promenade. And today she had decided she’d take the BMW out for a ride, had put down the top of the convertible roadster, donned her Strada del Sole eyewear and hit the road. Three hours and a Coke in Ventura later she had stopped in Santa Barbara, mostly because she’d seen a parking space right next to a park that looked nice enough to spend some time sitting on a bench and contemplating how good life was.

		An amused smile crept over her face as she looked in the rear-view mirror, then she turned it to check her lipstick before she opened the door and swung her shapely legs onto the tarmac of the road.

		 

		“It’s hard to leave your bed

		The cooling hot summer sheets

		Hangover hanging on by the fangs

		Walk to work on wild feet ...”

		Kim turned around without stopping to play the guitar to look who was singing. The young woman smiled at her for a moment, then went on singing. 

		“And get to the back door

		Look around then turn the key

		Turn on all the lights

		Take down the chairs and make things neat

		 

		Hey there coffee girl

		Beautiful and disaffected

		It was perfect ‘til

		He came along and wrecked it

		 

		Your favourite mix tape

		You popped it into the deck

		Don’t care it’s out of date

		Old Cat Power and classic Beck

		 

		Beware purveyors of cool

		With their compacts of one

		Taking canons to fools

		When all you need’s a BB gun

		 

		Hey there coffee girl

		Beautiful and disaffected

		It was perfect ‘til

		He came along and wrecked it

		 

		One night he’ll make you choose

		I am sorry but he will

		The hardscape or your shoes

		When the moon’s behind the hill

		 

		Hey there coffee girl

		Beautiful and disaffected

		It was perfect ‘til

		He came along and wrecked it

		 

		Hey there coffee girl

		Hey there coffee girl

		Hey there coffee girl

		Hey there coffee girl”

		 

		“Good song. Pretty much sums it up, too,” the woman said and flicked her black hair in a very sexy way.

		“Uh huh. You’ve got a good voice,” Kim replied and put the guitar on the grass to take a closer look at the girl. She didn’t know for sure, but it looked as if the woman was wearing pretty expensive clothes. Very elegant, too. A cream colored dress with a wide, long skirt and a matching tight top which pushed up her breasts. Leather sandals with straps running almost up to her knees. Feminine, sexy, but not too much. Once again she felt underdressed in her jeans and the cheap top, although she wouldn’t have known why. After all, this wasn’t a fashion competition, and even if it had been, they’d probably entered in different categories to begin with. Definitely not a woman she’d socialize with, she thought.

		“Thank you. Not as good as your guitar playing, though.” The woman got up, pushed her shades up on her head and walked the ten meters from the bench to where Kim sat on the lawn. “Mind if I join you?” she asked and proceeded to sit on the grass herself, not minding that the perfect bottom of her perfect and expensive dress might get stained, not even waiting for an answer. 

		“I’ve always liked the Hipsters.”

		“Me too,” Kim replied. “Oh, I’m sorry, I’m Kim. Pleased to meet you.” She held out her hand and once again was surprised when the slender girl who looked as if she couldn’t lift a carton of milk took her hand in a very firm grip.

		“Likewise. My name’s Flo. But please, I didn’t want to interrupt you, I really just couldn’t help myself when I heard you playing.”

		Kim smiled and picked up the guitar again. “Anything particular you fancy?”

		“I like a lot of music. Especially when it has lots of guitars.”

		“The Cramps?”

		“Don’t know much of them, but from what I know sounds like it would be fun to hear them live.”

		“True. Except the singer’s dead.”

		“Oh. Damn. Didn’t know that.”

		Kim didn’t answer anymore but instead started to play one of the Cramps’ tunes. Flo didn’t know it, but she picked up the refrain on the first time and chimed in on the second time.

		“You’re really good, Flo.”

		“Thanks. Haven’t sung for a while, but I’ve used to sing in a band back home.”

		“Oh? Really? What band?”

		“Sektion Kuchikäschtli,” Flo replied, laughing when she saw the blank expression on Kim’s face. “You’re really not supposed to have heard of them. That was in one of the remoter parts of the Alps and we mostly had the band because there wasn’t anything going on there. And it allowed us to stay up late on the nights we rehearsed.”

		“What music did you play?”

		“Rock, Punk, a bit of Rap, mixed with Ethno ... anything, really. As long as the texts were explicit enough to piss off our parents we’d sing it. We even had a guy playing an alphorn, or however it’s called in English.”

		“Wow. Sounds cool.”

		“It was. Especially the few gigs. People didn’t really like our music but the girls wore short enough skirts so that most guys didn’t, like, listen to the music. The boys played loud enough so that nobody heard when someone was off key or out of rhythm.”

		“And you were the singer?”

		“Yup. Singer and the one with the shortest skirt,” Flo giggled. “You playing in a band, too?”

		“Yes. Just three girls. Rock, Punkrock, Psychobilly. Mostly covers but we do have a couple of own songs.”

		“Cool.”

		Kim looked at the girl for a moment, thinking whether she should ask her what was on her mind. However, before she could make up her mind Flo went ahead and asked her what she was thinking about.

		“It’s ... I don’t know ... I suppose it’s foolish,” Kim answered, blushing. She was well aware that this was a woman with lots of money, judging from the way she dressed, the expensive watch on her wrist, her perfectly manicured nails. Probably running a business, maybe even her own. Or maybe she was one of those rich bitches who had married money and now didn’t do anything but look good and spend their husband’s money. To assume that such a woman would want to be the lead singer of a crappy and loud punk band was taking things a bit far. But then again, the girl had actually done exactly that. Well, some years ago, in some village in rural Switzerland, for sure, but still.

		“Come on, ask me,” Flo insisted, smiling.

		“Well, yeah … well, I thought ….”

		“You want me to ask about singing in your band but you think I’m too posh, huh?”

		Kim squirmed and blushed, then eventually she nodded. “Yes. Well, you don’t look like the singer of a punk band.”

		Flo got up and straightened her dress. “Don’t move, I’ll be right back.” Kim watched her as she crossed the lawn, then walked along the pedestrian walkway until she reached a neat looking little red convertible and opened the trunk. Without thinking twice she pulled the dress over her head and stood at the curb in only her black thong and bra. A few people stopped to look, an elderly woman with a terrier on a leash shook her head disapprovingly, a guy on a bicycle whistled as he drove by, but Flo didn’t even seem to notice. Then she stepped into a pair of cut-off jeans and put on a red halter top. Closing the trunk she turned around and walked back towards Kim, tousling her hair before tying it up in a lose knot which she fixed with two pencils she took from her handbag. 

		“Better?”

		Kim grinned, then on an impulse she leaned forward to hug that strange woman. “You’re cool. And beautiful, too, if I might add.”

		“So are you,” Flo replied. “And to answer your question: I’d love to sing in a band again. There’s only one problem. I’m often away for weeks.”

		Kim’s face fell for a second, then lit up again. “Oh. Yeah, thought so. But we could still try. When you’re here, you’re here. When not, I’ll sing.”

		“Perfect. Now let’s do a song, then I will have to take you for an early dinner or I shall starve.”

		They agreed on Avril Lavigne’s “Girlfriend”, mostly because it was one of the few songs of which Flo knew the lyrics and then they did it right again because it had been so much fun.

		“Now, food!” Flo proclaimed and held out her hand to help Kim to her feet.

		“Yup. Fancy something special?”

		“Nah, just food. No fast food, though.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 13 - Selling Ass

		 

		“That’s quite some expenses you had, eh?” Carl looked up from the folder at the guy on the other side of his impressively large desk.

		“Yeah, I told you your wife, sorry, you ex-wife, was flying around all of Canada.”

		“Vancouver, Edmonton, Calgary, Toronto, Montreal, Québec, LA.” Carl perused the folder on his desk. “What the hell is the bitch doing?”

		“Umm, sir, I don’t know.” Ralf Russo, owner, head and only employee of Russo Investigations wasn’t feeling too comfortable. The bill he had run up following the gal and which he had just slid across Carl Simmon’s desk along with the folder was too high to tell him that basically he hadn’t found out anything about his wife. Except for one thing. “It looks as if she’s hooking, sir.”

		“Hooking? The bitch has just gotten twenty fucking million Euros. Plus a penthouse in Santa Monica. Plus a huge flat in Zurich. Plus a BMW convertible, although that doesn’t really count for much. Chick car. And you tell me she’s hooking, with all that dough shoved up her cute ass?”

		“Sir, it certainly looks like that. She hangs out in expensive hotels, gets picked up by guys who seem to be well off, spends an evening, then the rest of the night with them. I think you should renegotiate your deal in court. She won’t stand a chance in a divorce, not with all the pics of her with eight different guys in as many days.”

		“Can’t,” Carl muttered under his breath.

		“Sorry?”

		“None of your business. So, you tell me she fucks eight different guys in eight days? Is she, like, an escort? God knows the bitch has got the looks and the skills to be a first class whore.”

		“It doesn’t look like she’s with an escort service. At least I think she isn’t. It’s always the same: She enters a bar, and I might add that she knows how to enter a bar so every head turns to look at her.” Carl nodded knowingly. He had seen his wife make an entrance often enough and he knew she’d enjoy all the attention she could get. Russo went on. “Then she quietly sips a glass of wine and waits for the guys to hit on her. As far as I know she is quite picky, goes only with guys who wear real expensive suits. She lets them invite her for dinner, the works, then goes to their room. In the beginning I wondered when she left, then I spent two nights in the lobby of one of the hotels and saw her leave very early in the morning, like four or five a.m.” Ralf stopped.

		“Hmm. Weird.” He leaned back and closed his eyes for a moment. “I don’t see her as a whore. She’s smarter than that. Hell, if she wanted she could have a job with my company. Well, then again maybe not.”

		“One more thing: She never goes to the bar in the hotel she’s staying at.”

		Carl thought about this some more. What the heck was the bitch doing? Was she really hooking? Highly unlikely. But then again, she had surprised him before. Maybe she indeed was selling her ass, the same ass she had been bitching about all the time, until that time when she couldn’t have him up it fast enough. Maybe she was just looking for her next husband to cheat out of a lot of dough. Yeah, maybe that was it. What a bitch! 

		“’K, here’s the deal: You keep following her. And this time you find out what the bitch is doing. If you come back without finding out what the bitch is up to, you get nada. If you do find out and can prove it, you get 50 k. One month max. Oh, and no first class flights, and no suites. Deal?”

		Ralf didn’t have to think long. Even if he didn’t find out anything he would spend a month in the nicest hotels, drink the best whiskey and eat the finest foods. But he would find out, he wasn’t too worried about that. “Deal.”

		They shook hands and Ralf left to follow the gorgeous chick, wherever she went. However, for the next few days she didn’t go anywhere. As a matter of fact, following her proved to be utterly dull, boring detective work. Exactly the kind of work that got him fatter and fatter and made his stomach act up because of too many coffees, his lungs because of too many Gauloises and his head because of too little sleep. It was as if the girl knew she was being tailed and deliberately played it easy, spending countless hours going through shopping malls, trying on lingerie and shoes and dresses until Ralf’s head began to spin. Apart from one time when he managed to film her with a minicam as she was trying on extremely sexy underwear at Agent Provocateur, which hadn’t been easy since the salesgirls were really on the lookout for pervs like him, he didn’t come up with anything interesting at all. 

		Then she drove up the coast, apparently without having an idea where she went but eventually stopping in Santa Barbara where she hung out with a chick who played a guitar. The best part was when she stripped to her underwear. He certainly wouldn’t mind if he was one of the guys she went with for a night. The chick had everything he could have asked for, and then some.

		He followed them when they left the park and walked four or five blocks until they reached a restaurant that wasn’t like anything he was used from the girl. Nothing fancy, nothing special, just a restaurant with a bar, probably frequented by legal secretaries and realtor’s assistants on lunchtime and middle class people for dinner.

		He entered five minutes after the girls and knew immediately that he had gotten into a joint run by lesbians. Mostly because the butch dyke behind the bar shot him a look that made his balls crawl up in their sack, but also because of the other girls who worked there. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 14 - Get a grip, Kate!

		 

		Kate was standing behind the bar, discussing the wine list with Martina when the two women entered. One she recognized immediately, mostly because of the spiky blonde hair but also since she was carrying a guitar case. She still was cute, very cute, even, a young, gorgeous jeans girl. The other one she was sure she hadn’t ever seen before. She would certainly have remembered the tall, black haired girl who moved with exactly the right amount of nonchalance, as if she was well aware that she was a very beautiful woman but didn’t give a rat’s ass anyway. Simply because the opinions of others just didn’t bother her at all.

		Tall, at least six feet, wearing a pair of fading cut-off jeans and a red halter top that nicely accentuated her breasts which were just about the perfect size, her head held high, her back straight despite her height which would have made many other girl try to appear smaller. Yet something was wrong about her and it took Kate a minute to figure it out. She must have dyed her hair for the color didn’t match with her perfectly trimmed eyebrows.

		But all of that wasn’t what had caught Kate’s attention. She couldn’t have said what it was that made that girl so special. After all, this was a University town in California, beautiful girls abounded here and even if not all of them were as tall as the raven haired beauty, she saw more stunning ones every day. Nah, it wasn’t a physical feature, nor was it the way she carried herself, that self confidence that just about bordered on arrogance.

		There was something else and Kate saw it the moment she laid eyes on the girl. Some hidden sort of defiance, as if the girl was calling to everybody who cared to listen or were able to understand “come and tame me, if you dare, but take care, you might be in for more than you can handle.”

		 

		“Kate?” Martina said, ripping her boss out of her reverie. 

		“Huh? … sorry.” She looked at Martina, then glanced at the girls again who by now had found a table in the back. “Yes, yes, where were we?”

		“The white European wines, Kate,” Martina explained chuckling, tapping the pencil at the wine list. “She’s cute,” she added looking at the girls herself now.

		“Uh huh. She’s …. ,” Kate’s voice again trailed off, following her gaze.

		“Let’s forget this, boss,” Martina declared and snapped the menu shut. “You’re obviously too distracted. Why don’t you go and ask them what they want?” she grinned at her slightly blushing boss.

		“Good idea. Something special on the menu tonight?”

		“Just sell them whatever they want. Ketut will fix it, if I tell him for whom it is.”

		“Right.” Kate felt quite foolish. Here she was, a grown women, a woman who was very much in control, who was used to make decisions and act based on facts and now she was nervous like a schoolgirl on her first date. And she hadn’t even talked to the woman; she didn’t know anything about her except that she was a tall, gorgeous woman with an air of confidence about her. And something else, something nobody else but Kate noticed.

		“Kate, get a grip,” she muttered to herself as she picked up two menus and headed for the table which the two girls had occupied.

		“Good evening, ladies.”

		“Hello,” they both replied smiling as they took hold of the menus.

		“Tonight’s special is an Indonesian Rijstafel. Lots of different and very delicious dishes with a bit of rice.”

		“Is it hot and spicy?” Flo asked.

		“Yes, some of it is quite hot and spicy,” Kate answered, hoping that that was what the girl wanted to hear.

		“That OK with you, Kim?” the black haired woman asked her friend and when Kim nodded she turned to Kate again. “We’ll take that. And a beer for me.”

		“Yup, I’ll have a beer too,” the spiky blonde said.

		“Very well. By the way, I really liked your gig,” Kate said to Kim as she picked up the menus again. 

		“Oh. Thanks. We liked to play here, too. It’s a good room. Good acoustics. Nice folks.”

		“You played here? Cool! Too bad I missed it,” said Flo, noticing that the waitress was looking at her whenever she wasn’t looking.

		“Yes, about ... two, three weeks ago?”

		“Yes, three weeks it is.” Kate shot Flo a last glance, turned and walked away. 

		Kim turned towards Flo again. “Rijstafel, eh? Must cost one helluva lot.” 

		“Sorry, I know it sounds arrogant, but I don’t care about money very much and since it’s mine we’re spending you shouldn’t worry either. OK?”

		“Sure, fine with me. Won’t mention it again.”

		Flo showed a row of white, even teeth when she smiled. “Perfect. Now, when can we do a rehearsal?”

		“Usually we meet Tuesday and Thursday nights, but I could call the girls, see if they can make it tonight.” Kim got her phone out and while she rang up Debbie and Ashley Flo looked around. The place was quite full for a Wednesday evening, lots of women. Maybe the restaurant was run by lezzies. At least the big girl behind the bar definitely looked like a lesbian, and the one who had waited on the table could have been one too. Not that Flo cared. As far as she was concerned she didn’t mind at all, being of the opinion that if you stuck with one sex you missed half of your chances to meet someone you really liked. Besides, the few times she had had sex with a woman it had been a very welcome change. Not better than with a man. Not worse, either. Just different. Softer, kinda. For a moment her eyes rested on the woman in black and white. Something was about her that had piqued her interest. She had been a bit nervous, for whatever reason, but beneath that nervousness was something calm, controlled. Maybe Flo was just imagining all that but she wouldn’t mind getting the chance to find out more about the woman.

		There was some commotion behind the bar and the Asian chef shook his head and rolled his eyes at the woman in black and white, then the big woman whispered in his ear, he looked over to their table, then began to smile before he disappeared into the kitchen again.

		Kim ended her phone calls. “Debbie can’t make it. Her husband’s away and she has no babysitter.”

		“No problem. I’ll be here tomorrow.”

		 

		“Rijstafel? You have any idea how much work that means? And I assume the girls want to eat today.” Ketut shook his head. He liked working in the Quadrifoglio, the salary was much better than what he’d made in any other place, the girls were nice, the boss also and he could cook whatever he liked, as long as people ordered it. Which they did, at least the regulars, because they knew that when Ketut came up with something new on the menu it was worth trying it.

		Martina stopped pulling beers and bent down to whisper in the little guy’s ear. “It’s for the girls on table 16. The one with the jet black hair. She could be THE ONE.”

		Ketut looked at his boss who apologetically smiled back at him and shrugged. “In this case I better get started. I need help, though. I need Emma.” And so he disappeared through the swinging doors into his kitchen, where Emma, fetched by her girl, joined him two minutes later to prepare a couple dozen dishes in no time at all, eventually also assisted by one of the student waitresses. 

		 

		“And you liked their music?” Flo asked Kate, nodding towards Kim, when she brought their beers, along with some plates with appetizers. The woman didn’t make the impression of someone who enjoyed listening to Cramps songs.

		“To be honest, I didn’t like the music that much. But the band, well, you,” she said turning to Kim, “you guys seemed to have a lot of fun doing it and that was what made it good. Plus I liked the fact that you didn’t perform in your underwear.” Kate flashed both girls a grin.

		Kim grinned back at her, momentarily at a loss for words, but Flo knew what to say. “Personally I don’t mind watching girls in - or out of - their underwear, but you’re right, it’s all about having fun.”

		“Yup, right. Enjoy your meal,” Kate said and left again, her heart taking a leap upon hearing Flo’s comment. So the girl wasn’t completely opposed to the idea of women in - or out of - their underwear. And it didn’t make the impression as if the two girls were an item, either. So, maybe, just maybe, there was someone who, at least at first glance, seemed to be perfect and available. She tried not to get her hopes up too much but her feelings obviously already showed on her face for Emma peeked out of the kitchen to announce that since they were already working their asses off they could just as well put the Rijstafel on the menu for everybody. Then she stopped, looked at Kate, smiled and said “I love that look on your face.” Turning back to the kitchen she giggled “Ketut, make sure this is going to be the best damn Rijstafel you ever cooked or you’ll be out of a job.”

		“Yes ma’am,” the cook replied grinning. And then he continued to prepare the best damn Rijstafel he had ever prepared and in a time that would have made any fast food joint pale in comparison.

		 

		“Wow. This was fantastic,” Flo exclaimed, dabbing her lips with a napkin before taking a swig from her beer. “Hot, though.”

		“Yeah. They’ve got a real good chef here.” Kim put down her fork. They had eaten lots and lots, but still the table was cluttered with dishes they had barely touched.

		“Guess I have to run several extra miles tomorrow.”

		The girls had talked about music, Kim’s job, her ex, places they had been, places they wanted to go to, Flo had told some stories about growing up in a remote village, surrounded by cows and mountains but she had been less than willing to talk about what she did for a living. “Advertising, marketing, such stuff. Very boring.”

		“At least you get around a lot. Me, I’m stuck here.”

		“I like it here. The beach, the mountains, this,” she motioned at the restaurant they were sitting in. “It seems to be an easygoing place. Besides, I usually get to see the airport, some hotel and maybe the inner city of the places I visit. It really isn’t as cool as it sounds.”

		At this moment Kate appeared at their table again. “I hope you enjoyed your meal.”

		“Yeah. Yeah we did, very much so. Tell the chef it’s been the best Indonesian food I’ve ever had.”

		“For me as well, although it was the first time, too.” Kim giggled, but Kate didn’t hear her since she was beaming at Flo.

		“Thank you, will do. Anything else?”

		“Do you have real coffee or just the usual American stuff?” Flo asked.

		“We have a Gaggia,” Kate replied, assuming that the girl would know what she referred to. After all, she had an accent that indicated she was from somewhere in Europe. Germany, maybe. Or one of the Scandinavian countries. Plus some British English mixed in, as if she had spent some time in England.

		“Cool. Then we’ll have two espressi.”

		“Very well. We do have an Italian name, after all.”

		“True. I hope the name does what it’s supposed to.”

		“Not really, I’m afraid. Anyway, two espressi,” Kate replied and went to get two real coffees.

		“Huh? What was that about? The name thingy,” Kim enquired.

		“Quadrifoglio means lucky-clover.”

		“Ah. I see. So you talk Italian?”

		“Yup. German, English, Italian, Romansh, French and a little bit of Spanish. But my French is rusty and I never get to use the Romansh anymore.”

		“Wow. Cool.”

		“It isn’t really that difficult. I grew up talking Romansh and German and once you know Romansh the rest of the Latin languages are pretty easy. And English you gotta know anyways today.”

		 

		They drank their coffees in silence, then Flo asked for the bill. 

		“Thank you very much,” Kate said upon seeing the tip and then, realizing that she didn’t even know the name of the girl, nothing at all, she said that whenever the girls wanted to play in her club again they’d be most welcome. Of course if all else failed she could also ask her sister, but she preferred not to. The teasing would be tremendous.

		“Great. It’s not easy to get gigs,” Kim said. “Next time we might even have a singer who knows how to sing,” she added, looking at Flo.

		Flo raised her hands. “Hold on. You haven’t really heard me yet.”

		“She’s going to sing with you?” Kate asked.

		“Yup. She’s got a real good voice.”

		Kate looked at Flo and to her delight the girl actually blushed a little bit. “I bet. Well, I’d really like to see you guys on stage again.”

		“We’ll see,” Flo said. Then she started to grin. “Is there any way of talking your chef into repeating this when we play here?” she said, motioning at the bowls of curries and vegetables and sauces and all the other dishes on the table.

		“You bet. I’ll just tell him,” Kate replied.

		“Then it’s a deal as far as I’m concerned. Right, Kim?”

		“Yeah, that’s a good incentive.”

		“Great,” Kate said, bode them farewell and watched them as they left the restaurant, hoping that she hadn’t left the impression of someone being too eager. But then she thought that it didn’t really matter. What harm could it do if the girl felt that she was interested in her? Exactly none. And even if they didn’t come for another gig, she could always ask her sister about the spiky blonde and her friend. 

		This time she didn’t even try to hide the joy she felt. And she went straight through to the kitchen to hug first Ketut, then Emma, Martina, the waitress and thank them all for their effort.

		

	
		

		Chapter 15 – Eating across the Fence

		 

		Ralf watched the girls leave the restaurant from his car. It was already eleven and there weren’t too many people out and about anymore. They stood on the curb for a couple of minutes, apparently both unsure what to do next. Finally he saw them kiss each other on the cheeks, then the shorter of the two, the one with the spiky hair, started to walk down the street while Flo went in the other direction, towards the beach where she had parked her car.

		She was approached and talked to by a group of guys as she walked past them and he saw that she turned and laughed at them, then resumed her path, giving her ass an extra wiggle, waving her hand as one of them whistled after her. Then it got boring. She sat in her car a few minutes, smoking a cigarette, before flicking it onto the street and driving away, straight on to the highway and back to Santa Monica.

		 

		He got lucky the next day. Since he had no clue what she was up to but couldn’t hang around on her doorstep all the time he had to rely on luck. When he arrived at her place at eleven in the morning she was just leaving. He followed her into LA where she once again went shopping. But this time he didn’t follow her, this time he just sat where he was and waited for her to return. And he didn’t have to wait long, she returned within an hour, carrying several bags. 

		“Planning another hooking trip, are we?” he muttered to himself and started to tail her again. She returned home and when she re-emerged two hours later he almost missed her. While her hair had been falling open down her back earlier she now wore it in a tight braid in which she had woven a black leather thong that hung almost to her ass. A red tube top which accentuated her breasts and left much of her midriff naked, tight black low riding jeans and boots completed her outfit. Once again he followed her up the coast, slower than when she had driven south in the night but without stopping for a coke this time.

		She went straight to the Quadrifoglio where Spiky was already waiting for her. He saw them hug each other, drink a coke and then they left in Flo’s BMW.

		 

		Debbie and Ashley were already waiting in the garage of the house Ashley lived in and which served as their rehearsal studio. “This is Flo. She’s the one I told you about. Flo, this here is Debbie, the drummer and here’s Ashley, bass player and the one who writes most of our songs.”

		They greeted each other, then without any further ado started to play. Flo had brought a folder with printouts of lyrics and Ashley handed her sheets with the lyrics of their own songs. It went pretty well, the girls had fun and they played well together. Flo indeed had a good voice, raspy when she wanted to, seductive at other times. She did have a problem with high notes, but that wasn’t too much of a problem since they weren’t playing songs that required her to sing many of them. 

		“Sounds good so far,” Kim said after almost two hours. “Oh. Before I forget. Your sister has asked us whether we want to play in her restaurant again.”

		“Cool. That was a nice gig,” Ashley said. “Wanna try some time?” she asked Flo.

		“Yeah, sure. I’d love to, but we’d need to practice some more first. I’m not ready to go on stage yet.”

		“Aww, don’t worry. We just turn up the volume so everything’s louder than everything else,” Debbie giggled. “No, really, you’re doing good, but a couple of rehearsals couldn’t hurt.”

		“Yup. But I’ll be away for two or three weeks, starting Sunday. However, if you mail me a list with all the songs I’ll know them by heart when I return. OK?”

		“Yup. Fine. Now I have to go or my babysitter will kill me.” Debbie departed and the three remaining girls sat down on the beat up sofa that stood in a corner.

		“Beer, anyone?”

		“No thanks,” Flo replied. “Not when I’m driving. But a toilet would be cool.”

		She went out and to the house and when she returned she saw the guy sitting in a black car watching her. Although it was dark and she couldn’t exactly make out what model it was she had a pretty good idea who the guy was.

		 

		“She’s nice and she can sing,” Ashley stated while Flo was away.

		“Yup.”

		“Is there something going on between you and Flo?”

		Kim remained silent for a minute. She had asked herself the same question about a gazillion times that day. She had also thought about whether she wanted something to go on between the two of them. “No. Don’t think so.”

		“But she seems to be interested in you.”

		“You think so?”

		“Yes, I think so. She’s nice. She seems to know what she wants and how to get it and if I were you I’d make up my mind soon, or you might find yourself being ravished.” Ashley laughed out loud when Kim blushed deeply. “If I were you I’d know where I wanted to spend the night.”

		“Yeah, but you’re a lesbian.”

		“And you’re not. So what? There’s nothing wrong with eating across the fence once in a while.”

		“Yeah. Well. We’ll see.”

		“What do we see?” Flo asked upon returning. 

		“Err ... about the gig. We discussed when we might be ready to play.”

		“Oh. OK. Well, when I return I can come up here every Tuesday and Thursday. Five, six sessions should be enough, when I know the lyrics of all the songs.”

		“Great. Then I’ll fix a date for a gig. Say, end of June? That OK with you?” Ashley asked Flo.

		“Yup. Perfect. I’ll make sure I’ll be here then.” 

		 

		Five minutes later Kim and Flo were sitting in the convertible after having said good night to Ashley. Flo hadn’t seen the black car anymore and now was already forgetting about it.

		“Now what? Want me to take you home,” she asked Kim. “Or do you fancy a drink somewhere?”

		“What about you?”

		“What about me?”

		“What do you want to do?”

		Flo didn’t reply for a long time. Finally she turned to face her new friend. “I think you know exactly what I want to do,” she said in a soft voice.

		Kim turned too, then smiled and without thinking twice she reached out at the same time Flo pulled her close. They kissed for a long time, a hungry, lasting, ravishing kiss that left them both breathless. At long last Kim broke the kiss but let her hand rest on Flo’s breast.

		“Let’s go.”

		“Yes. But where? Your place? Mine? A hotel?”

		It didn’t take Kim long to decide. “Your place, please. Mine is small and still full of Jake’s stuff. Don’t want to be there with you.”

		“If we go to my place you won’t be back in time for work.”

		“I know. Screw that job.”

		“You sure?”

		“Yes I’m sure. Should have gotten out long ago.”

		“OK. Fasten your seat belt, girl.”

		They took off peeling rubber and Ralf never stood a chance tailing them. But then again, after witnessing their kiss he had a pretty good idea where they were heading and what they were going to do once they had reached their destination.

		 

		If Kate had seen the same scene Ralf had been watching her mood would have been much worse than it was. But since she was oblivious to what had happened in the car outside Ashley’s house she was in high spirits. The girl she knew was destined to be hers had shown up twice in as many days and this time she had looked even more gorgeous than the day before. 

		She imagined her kneeling before her, the hair braided but the leather thong much longer than the one she had worn, long enough to lead her around on it, gently tugging, or tie her to the bed, making sure that it would constantly pull on the girl’s hair while Kate had her way with her, teased her until the girl begged for her permission to cum, her naked body squirming in blissful agony as she longed for release.

		Kate’s finger danced along her cunt, fucked herself, teased her clit, pinched her nipples until she came, the image of the black haired girl the only thing on her mind and when she had cum violently she just started all over again.

		‘Yes, this is the perfect girl. She’s strong and proud and self confident enough to be the perfect slave,’ she thought as she lay sprawled on the bed after the second orgasm. ‘And she’ll be mine. She has to be mine.’ With that thought she once again started to masturbate, but slower this time, taking her time, envisioning the girl in different situations and scenes now, playing entire stories in her head, forcing the girl through situations she certainly hadn’t experienced before.

		 

		Kim never had the chance to say how great she thought Flo’s apartment to be, for the two girls had barely entered when they were pulling the clothes off of each other, tumbling towards the bedroom and falling on the bed already in their underwear. They didn’t bother taking it off, not right away, there were more pressing things on their minds, like kissing and holding on to each other, feel the heat of the other’s body, smell their scent, taste their mouth. Hands explored bodies, tongues invaded mouths, legs rubbed pussies, pussies humped legs and they were both so horny that they didn’t even have to touch each other’s pussies to have their first orgasm. 

		“Whoa. That was fast,” Kim panted, lying on her back as Flo sat up beside her, admiring the slender body that lay before her.

		“Yup. But it was only the beginning of the beginning,” Flo grinned and slowly pulled Kim’s panties down. “Hmm. That reminds me, I haven’t eaten in a while.” 

		In the beginning Kim wasn’t very relaxed about Flo going down on her. Jake had almost never done it and when he had his stubble had usually been scratchy and tickling. But she soon learned that it was something completely different being licked by a guy who wasn’t really into it and being pleased by a woman who not only knew what she was doing but apparently really loved to do it. She cried out in pleasure as Flo’s tongue ran the length of her slit, parting her lips and exposing her pink flesh for further caressing. She moaned when she felt the tongue at the entrance of her cunt, teasing it for a while before it gingerly slid into her. She shrieked and squeezed her own tits when Flo sucked on her clit, flicking it with her tongue and finally she reached down and pressed her lover onto her dripping hot cunt, wanting to feel her as close as possible, her fingers pulling Flo’s hair, Flo’s hands on her breasts now, lightly pinching the nipples, licking the cunt until Kim began to buck her hips and the second orgasm washed over her, prolonged by Flo’s unabated caressing and licking and sucking. 

		“Wow ...,” Kim moaned at last. “I guess I really missed out on that till now.”

		“No worries, there’s a lot of time to catch up on it,” Flo replied, lying down beside Kim again. “You don’t have to do it, if you don’t feel like it,” she said suddenly.

		“Oh. But I want,” Kim replied. “I also want to taste myself on your lips,” she went on and pulled Flo close to kiss her and lick her own juices off her friend’s face. And then she started to kiss and lick her way down the length of Flo’s body, until she reached the molten centre of the tall girl’s lust and passion, where she stayed for a long time, getting only temporarily distracted when Flo turned herself around to pay a lot of tribute to Kim’s own cunt.

		 

		Kim was silent as they headed north again the next afternoon, thinking about the fantastic night she had just spent with the gorgeous girl beside her, the just as wonderful morning, spent with a long bath, a relaxing breakfast on the sun deck overlooking the beach, another round of lovemaking, tender this time, and slow, but just as nice and passionate as it had been last night. She had enjoyed it very much, yet something had been wrong. Kim had never been a girl who had had sex just for sex’s sake. And she very much doubted that she could have a real relationship with a woman.

		At long last she spoke up. “About last night ... today ... us,” she said, looking straight ahead at the highway stretching before them.

		Flo turned her head and glanced at Kim. “Yes?”

		“I ... I dunno ... it was nice and all ... but ...” she broke off in mid sentence.

		“But you’re not a lesbian? Can’t imagine loving a woman?”

		“Yes. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have ... I mean ...”

		They were nearing a rest area and Flo swerved the car onto the exit lane and parked the car before she spoke. “Don’t be sorry, Kim. It was a fantastic night, as you have said. I enjoyed it a lot. But if it isn’t right for you, it isn’t right. So, don’t be sorry. Please.”

		“OK. Still friends?”

		“Of course, silly girl,” Flo rolled her eyes and laughed and bent to kiss Kim on the mouth. “I’ll still kiss you on the mouth, though, as you just learned.”

		Kim licked her lips as Flo put the car in gear again. “Now I don’t have a job, I don’t have a boyfriend, I’m not a lesbian. But at least I’ve got a new friend. Not bad for one week.”

		“You got money to pay for rent and everything until you find a new job?”

		“A bit, yes.”

		“Promise me that you don’t hesitate to ask me when you need some cash. Really, I mean it.”

		“OK. Thanks, but I’ll be fine.” After a lengthy pause Kim went on. “Can I ask where you go to the next two weeks?”

		“Europe. Berlin, Frankfurt, Munich, maybe a quick visit to my parents. Although there’s not much that draws me back.”

		“Problems?”

		“Nah, more like we live in completely different worlds. Dunno what I should talk about with them.”

		“Uh huh, sounds familiar. Don’t you have siblings?”

		“I had a brother. He drove his car into a ravine after a party. Killed himself and his girlfriend.”

		“Oh. I’m very sorry.”

		“I’m not. The idiot was drunk and speeding.” But Kim could see that Flo was sorry, even if she pretended otherwise. Anyway, it wasn’t any of her business. They soon arrived in front of Kim’s house and pecked each other on the cheek.

		“See you in two weeks.”

		“Yes, and don’t forget to mail the list with the songs. I really want to stand on a stage again.”

		“Yup, will do. Take care, Flo.”

		“You too, Kim. And … Kim?”

		“Yes?”

		“Please remember to call me when you need something.”

		Kim held her gaze, then nodded and turned to walk up the driveway. Flo once again peeled rubber as she drove away. But she soon stopped again and got out for a stroll along the beach. She was quite pissed off and crushed; she really had hoped that Kim could be someone to share more than just the bed for a night. But it wasn’t meant to be and then there was also the thought of playing with the band to content her. Yet, it had been some time since she had loved someone. It had even been longer since she had felt loved by someone.

		 

		When she stopped to light a cigarette she saw a black car with a guy wearing sunglasses on the street where she had just parked her car. She was nearing the skater park and after a few minutes sitting on a bench, watching the youngsters do their tricks two of them sat down near her, openly staring at her stockinged legs and her tits.

		She turned to face them. “Hi guys. Want to earn twenty bucks each?”

		“Sure,” the boys replied. They were about 15 or 16 years old, both of them with baseball caps, none with a helmet although there were signs all over the skater park that said skaters were required to wear a helmet.

		“OK. Don’t look when I just tell you what you have to do, right?”

		“Sure, we’re not, like, dumb,” one of them said.

		“Yeah, I know. OK. There’s a red BMW convertible parked down there on the other side of the street. Not far away is a black car with a guy in it. He wears sunglasses. I need to know his license number but I don’t want him to know that I know. So you pass there, remember the number and then you send me a text message on this number.”

		“No problem. Can we call you again, for more hot numbers?” one of them grinned.

		Flo chuckled. “Hardly. Just do your job and next time I pass by here I might show you my tits,” Flo laughed when she saw both sets of eyes go down to her chest once more. She gave them the money and the number of her cell phone, the guys grinned and made some more jokes about ringing her up for more numbers, then they departed. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 16 - On bad Jobs and good Love

		 

		“It looks bad. Very bad.” Kate once again sat opposite Emma in their office. They had talked to everyone who they knew had money, including the guys from the graphic design studio which occupied the floor above the restaurant and although quite a few of them had actually been willing to give them a loan it was nowhere near as much as they needed. And if she got lucky and got a loan from a bank, which was highly improbable, she’d have to squeeze the last cent out of the restaurant and especially her employees. They’d be out of business in a few weeks and there was no place they could afford that wasn’t in one of the shitty neighborhoods where nobody went to eat or listen to a band anyway. 

		“Yes, it does.” Emma was standing at the one way window that gave way to the restaurant below. Closing the Quadrifoglio would mean much more to her than just losing her job. It would be like losing her family. The same held true for Martina. Kate too, of course, obviously. But also Ketut would be devastated. The college girls who served would find other jobs, but most likely not one they liked as much as they liked the one they had here. After all, in the Quadrifoglio they never ever got talked up by slimy patrons or, even worse, felt up by youngsters who didn’t know how to behave what with all the testosterone running rampage in their bloodstream. And if one tried to cop a feel he was bound to find himself in the iron grip of Martina’s hands and then on his ass out on the curb.

		Then there were the kinksters who had come to like the place a lot, too. They’d be out of a safe, clean place to meet, too. But there really was nothing that could be done about that. Two and a half million bucks was just way out of their league.

		“At least we had a very good time here,” Emma said, straightening her immaculately ironed dress and picking at an inexistent fleck of dust.

		“Yes. Well, I guess life will go on, as they say,” Kate sighed and returned her attention to the papers.

		“Speaking of life.” Emma perked up. “Yours has just arrived.”

		“What? Again?”

		“Yup. She doesn’t look so bright today, though. Might need some cheering up, if I may say so.”

		“As if you wouldn’t say whatever comes to your mind. I just hope Martina treats her nicely.”

		“Hehehe, the way she’s dressed today I don’t think Martina will give her too much of a hard time.” Martina, although a professional barkeeper and thus required to treat all guests respectfully, had a habit to treat uppity chicks somewhat contemptuously. Business women bitching about everything just because they thought they could get away with it soon learned that Martina wasn’t taking any shit from anybody. Well, she would take anything from Emma, her Mistress, and of course from Kate, too, but then again she knew that there wouldn’t ever come shit from those two women.

		 

		But Flo definitely wasn’t dressed or behaving like some uppity chick. She was wearing a simple pair of faded jeans and a sleeveless top with ‘If you are reading this, you are staring at my TITS’ written across them in bright red letters. 

		She parked her ass on one of the stools at the bar and ordered a beer. After a few minutes of tapping away at her iPhone she put the empty glass on the bar, her expression much less happy than it had been on previous occasions when Kate had seen her. 

		“Hello again. Nice to see you,” Kate said as she walked down the bar.

		“Oh, hi,” Flo replied. Then, on an impulse, she dug into the pocket of her jeans, took out her keys and dropped them on the counter. “Here, take those, please. In case I get drunk.”

		“You need to get drunk?”

		“Maybe. Dunno yet. Anyway, I tend to do stupid things when I’m drunk and I don’t want to find myself in a ditch with my car all wrapped around me.”

		“Makes sense. Mind if I join you?”

		“You need to get drunk too?” Flo asked, clearly amused.

		“Maybe. Dunno yet. Martina?”

		“Yes?” 

		“Here, put those keys somewhere the young lady won’t get at them in case she gets drunk. And then please bring us something to eat and a bottle of wine. I can’t get drunk on beer or I’ll have to run to the toilet every other minute.

		“Right, forgot about that,” Flo said. “But then again I usually never get drunk.”

		“Me neither.”

		“That bad?”

		“Uh huh,” Kate replied, then thanked Martina for the bottle of Chardonnay. “You, too?”

		“Twice as bad. Love bad and job bad. Cheers!” Flo raised her glass which Kate had filled.

		“That’s real bad.”

		“You?” 

		“Only job bad.”

		“Then let’s drink on bad jobs and good love,” Flo proposed.

		“Yup, better than the other way round. On bad jobs and on good love.” They emptied their glasses and then they ate the spring rolls Martina put on the bar in front of them. 

		Three hours later they definitely were more than just a little bit tipsy. Martina had ordered a taxi and watched them walk out the bar, both of them swaying a little, one of them barely able to keep herself from reaching up and put her arm across the other’s shoulder, the other completely oblivious to the fact that she was the reason why Kate had for the first time in more than ten years had more than one glass of wine.

		“She’s really serious,” Emma said to her slave, her small hand kneading the big woman’s butt. “I hope it all goes well for her.”

		“Yes, me too,” Martina replied. “She deserves it more than anybody else I know.”

		“Yup. Now let’s clean up and go home, I feel like having some more of all that beautiful ass.”

		“Yes Mistress. With that incentive it shouldn’t take too long.” It was always a bit awkward when Emma wanted to kiss her slave, because the big woman had to more or less double over, but that was nothing a firm grip on Martina’s hair couldn’t change. And so Martina’s head was pulled down, then she was passionately kissed before she was sent to finish her work with a firm slap on her ass. Which probably hurt Emma more than it hurt Martina. 

		 

		“OK, your place it is,” Flo had said and raised her hands in mock surrender. She had better things to do than to argue whether she would go to a hotel or spend the night at Kate’s house. Like, enjoying the company of this woman. Or trying to keep her head from spinning, although she was quite sure that it wasn’t only because of the wine they had had. 

		“Yup, my place it is,” Kate had said and given the cab driver directions. And now they were standing in the hall of Kate’s house getting out of their shoes before Flo followed Kate to the kitchen.

		“Coffee?”

		“Of course,” Flo said. “And water too, please.” Five minutes later they sat on beach chairs in the backyard and looked up into the night sky.

		“Do you want to talk about your bad love, or your bad job?” Kate enquired after a while in which neither of the two had spoken.

		“Yes and no. The bad love isn’t a love, really. Never got to be one.”

		“The guitar player?”

		Flo was too drunk to wonder why Kate would know. “Yes.”

		“Not into women?”

		“Nope. Well, that can’t be changed. She’s still a cool girl and I’m still looking forward to rock your club with them.”

		“You’ll have to hurry then.”

		“Huh? Why’s that?”

		“Bad job. We’re about to be thrown out of the place.”

		“Really? Why?” 

		And so Kate told her everything. When she was finished there was another long silence until Flo finally spoke again. “That sucks. It’s a nice place.”

		“Thanks. Well, I guess a GAP store or a McDonalds can earn whoever is going to buy the house a much bigger profit than a middle class restaurant where punkrock girl bands play.” With a deep sigh Kate leaned back.

		“Uh huh. Guess so too. I don’t like McDonalds or GAP, though.” Flo paused, then turned to look at Kate. “So, that was the bad news. What about your love? Any good?”

		“Plenty good. The best. It’s early to tell yet, though.”

		Flo pouted. “Too bad, I would have loved to hear some good news about love.”

		“I’ll keep you up to date.” Kate got up and straightened her dress. “Now I need to sleep. I’ll show you the guest room and the bathroom.” They both went upstairs where Kate showed her guest where everything was. “If you need anything, I’ll be right here,” she said, standing in the doorway of her bedroom.

		“Yes, thanks a lot. I’m sure I’ll be fine.”

		Kate went to bed and although she would have very much preferred if Flo had been in bed with her she knew she couldn’t force it. Flo would come, eventually. Not today, not tonight, but eventually she would come. She just knew that.

		 

		“Bye, Kate. Thank you very much for everything,” Flo said as they finished their coffee at the bar in the Quadrifoglio the next morning. 

		“You’re very welcome. Take care, Flo.”

		“You too. Ciao.”

		“Ciao.” Kate once again watched her love walk out of her restaurant. Nothing had happened during the night. Nothing had continued to happen while they had shared a quick coffee standing in Kate’s kitchen. Even less had happened during the cab ride and while they had a second coffee and a croissant. And then Flo had said that she’d be away for two or even three weeks, they had said good bye to each other and now Kate already missed those big, blue eyes, the carefree laughter, the curving of the girl’s lips and hips. She was turning around to start another day’s work when she caught a flash of white and pale blue out of the corner of her eyes.

		When she turned Flo was already standing in front of her, very close, her blue eyes bigger than ever before, her glossy red lips nearing Kate’s which were more than just ready to be kissed and then four lips touched and time stood still. Well, it didn’t really, at least not for the rest of the world. But the rest of the world was of no importance whatsoever to the two women. Theirs was a world which was made up entirely of their lips and the scent of the other. Then the world got a bit larger when two tongues tentatively were pushed through opened lips, for a first taste of the other, a first touch of the other, a taste and touch neither of them would ever forget.  

		Then, very reluctantly, Flo broke the kiss. “Now I can go with the knowledge that I haven’t missed anything. And knowing what I will miss the next two weeks,” she added smiling.

		“Go now, Flo. And take care. Please.” But Kate wasn’t really done yet and so another kiss followed, longer than the first one, wilder too, no tentative tongues but ravishing ones, tongues that wanted to remember the other for the following fortnight. This time it was Kate who broke the kiss.

		“Bye love. And come back.”

		“Promise, Kate.” This time Flo didn’t return, although this time, unlike the first time she had left and stopped on the pavement outside the restaurant, this time she knew she hadn’t all gotten completely wrong. If she returned this time she would stay, probably, hopefully, forever. But she couldn’t. Not yet. There were things that needed to be done, business that needed to be taken care of.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17 - Play it once again, Flo

		 

		Ralf swore loudly. The bitch had easily shaken him off in Berlin’s maze of subways. He was pretty sure she was heading for Potsdam Place, mostly because that was where the posh hotels were located, but there were several of them and they were far apart and this would mean he’d have to run from one hotel to the other to check their bars, all in the hope that he’d find her before she had met a guy and let him take her to the nearest restaurant. 

		He took the next train to Potsdam Place and began to check the hotels. She wasn’t in the bar of the Kempinski or the Blu Radisson, nor was she in the Concorde, but just when he thought it was getting too late anyway and he could just as well call it a day and return to Charlottenburg where she stayed in a little, quiet hotel and catch up with her the next day he came across the Grand Hyatt and went inside. And then he hit pay dirt. Or rather, his phone hit pay dirt. 

		He took the call on the third ring.

		“Ralf Russo?” a female voice asked before he could say anything.

		“Err ... yes.” 

		“It’s the Palace Hotel. Sam’s Bar. Hurry up, I’m hungry.” The line went dead, leaving a very dumbfounded and somewhat embarrassed private eye. He took a cab to the Palace and went straight to the bar, not bothering with a cover. It wasn’t difficult to make her out, she was the one surrounded by guys. This time she was all in black, a long, flowing dress that hugged her curves. No panty lines visible. She winked at him as he sat down and ordered a beer, her laughter rising above the usual bar sounds as one of the guys presumably told her a joke. A guy in his early thirties, impeccably dressed, cufflinks glinting and shoes shining, walked up to the group and Ralf wasn’t too surprised to see Flo give him her once over, then smile her sweetest smile at him and accept his invitation to a drink, leaving three guys staring after her rather foolishly. They went to a booth to eat, his hand on hers all the time, her eyes on his lips as he told her stories, playing her part perfect, as Ralf knew. The part of the lonely woman who hangs out at a bar, in search of an adventure, someone to spend the night with, no strings attached, just one night and if someone thought or hoped that there would be more than one night then, well, that was their problem, not hers.

		 

		Flo wasn’t in the mood. Not at all. She hadn’t been in the mood in Cologne, Frankfurt and Hamburg, either. But she had been able to play her part perfectly nonetheless, had fucked the guys, had sucked the guys, had let them have their way with her before she had had her way with them.

		All of them had proven to be rather decent guys but she hadn’t felt much remorse for stealing some of their money. What she took hardly scratched their bank accounts. But then, on the train ride to Berlin, she had started to think about all of it. ‘What the fuck am I doing here?’ she had asked herself. ‘I could be in California, be with Kate, get to know her, maybe get to love her, rehearse with the girls, have fun. Instead I’m here, all alone, in Europe, fucking with guys I don’t want to fuck, just for a couple of Euros.’ When she had arrived in Berlin and taken the taxi to the little hotel in Charlottenburg she had known from an earlier stay she had promised herself that tonight would be the last time and that she’d return the very next day. Or even better, detour to Tavanasa first, the village she came from, go see her parents, some of her friends, tell them that she wouldn’t return anytime soon, also tell them that in a few weeks she wouldn’t be married to one of the world’s most famous TV celebrities anymore. Not that they cared too much about that, about the celebrity part, but they had a right to know that she was going to divorce him. She was, after all, their daughter and even if they hadn’t much in common they had been good parents. Still were. Yes, she’d do it one last time, then take the next plane to Zurich, a train ride to the mountains, two, maybe three days back home, probably a hike on one of the mountains, then a short stay in Zurich again to see some of her friends and then she’d fly back to LA. And stop wasting her time doing stuff she didn’t have to do and didn’t want to do anymore.

		 

		And now she was sitting opposite this guy in the restaurant of the Palace. All that mattered right now was this guy across the table, the last one there would ever be. 

		“So, you say you’re in the gas business?”

		He replied in a deep, pleasant voice with a heavy Russian accent. “Yes, we build the largest pipeline from Russia to Europe right now. There’s billions to be made with natural gas.”

		“Sounds interesting,” Flo said, but in reality she was on the brink of falling asleep. At least the guy was cute. About 32, short cropped hair, black rimmed glasses, perfectly shaved, even at this time of day, which probably meant that he had returned to his room for a shower and a shave before he had gone to the bar. Grey, intense eyes which glinted every time he laughed about one of his own or, although less often, her jokes.

		“Not as interesting as you, I presume. What do you do in Berlin?”

		She straightened and pushed her chest out, knowing that her nipples were straining against the fabric of her dress. Then she smiled a shy smile. “Oh, I’m merely an assistant. I’m the one who types the records during the meetings.”

		“I bet your boss would fare better if he let you do the negotiations.”

		She smiled. “I doubt that very much. I blend in at those business meetings.”

		Viktor, for that was the guy’s name, laughed out loud. “Yeah, who you’re trying to fool here? A woman like you in a room with only men will blend in like a pink elephant in a gathering of mice.”

		She flicked her hair. “OK, so maybe I don’t blend in. But what I do know is that I’ve heard enough about business for today. So why don’t we go up to your suite to relax and have some fun?” She gave him her nicest smile, her blue eyes blazing.

		“That is by far the best thing I’ve heard all day,” Viktor replied and got up. He paid the bill and as she stood up he put his hand on her ass in a possessive manner and guided her towards the elevators, already feeling his dick getting hard in anticipation.

		Flo didn’t mind the hand on her ass at all. She was selling it; he was buying it, although he didn’t know that yet. Still, it couldn’t be left uncommented. “Umm, what’s your hand doing there, Vik?” she pouted as they waited for the lift.

		“Getting an advance.”

		“Oh.” She reached between them, stroked his erection. “Mind if I get an advance, too?”

		“No, Miss, I certainly don’t. Help yourself, there’s plenty of this.”

		“I see. Or rather, I feel,” she cooed, her lips parted and let him push her backwards into the elevator, his hands all over her by the time her back slammed into the wall.

		 

		***

		 

		As usual, the chick was strutting her ass. This time it was wrapped in a tight black dress whose hemline was surprisingly low for the woman. Other times he’d seen her she was flashing the top of her stockings, sometimes along with a strip of naked thigh, as soon as she was sitting down. Not today, though. Today’s dress went down to her ankles. But of course it outlined her perfect ass just perfectly. Her perfect ass on which now a hand rested and, if Ralf wasn’t mistaken, was kneading it. Ralf certainly wouldn’t have minded having his hand on her ass, but since he knew what happened to the blokes the girl went with, he wasn’t too eager about it, either. But then again, maybe the chick was worth all the trouble. 

		He saw her smile at her companion, white teeth between red, glossy lips, her hand reaching between him as she squirmed in his embrace, flicking her head and exposing her throat. The chick sure knew how to get the guys horny. But then again, she didn’t even have to get them horny, not when they were anything like Ralf, who had a massive boner in his trousers just from watching her. 

		“Play on, girl,” he said to himself while watching the couple step into the elevator. “Play on as long as you can.”

		Ten minutes later and after a short, although expensive, conversation with the bellhop he was on his laptop in the lobby, finding out as much as he could about the guy the chick was with.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18 - Completely open, completely exposed, completely mine

		 

		“Know what I want to do?” Flo said as she lay on the bed, pinned beneath Viktor’s heavy body, her arms outstretched, chest heaving, his kisses on her neck just perfect to get her hot and wanton.

		“No, babe.”

		“I want you to tie me to the bed and then really have me the way you want. I want to be all yours, completely helpless.”

		Viktor didn’t miss a beat. “Submissive tendencies, eh?”

		“I guess so,” she said, casting down her eyes while at the same time raising her hips and rubbing her cunt on his leg. Three minutes later, her arms were tied to the bed frame above her head with the help of her own stockings and two of Viktor’s ties. She was still clothed minus the stockings, though, but if Viktor had his way this was going to change soon. And Viktor definitely was going to have his way. But he knew he had lots of time and no need to hurry, and so he first picked up the phone and ordered Champagne and caviar. 

		“Like it?”

		“Fish eggs? Ewww, no way!” the girl replied, pulling a face. 

		“I like to eat it out of a pussy.”

		“Fish eggs? In my pussy? Ewww!”

		“Like you have a choice, dear,” Viktor chuckled when she began to squirm and press her legs together. Looking down at her with a smug grin he started to undo the buttons of his shirt. Room service arrived within minutes, with a bottle of champagne in a cooler and a tin of caviar on a silver platter, surrounded by blinis. Vik took quite some delight in the fact that the guy noticed that Flo was tied to the bed.

		“Cute, huh?”

		“Yes, sir, very cute.”

		“Are you busy?”

		“Not too much, sir.”

		“Well, I guess she’d be happy to give you a blowjob.” He turned towards Flo. “Would you be happy to suck him off?”

		“The hell I would,” the girl spat, glaring at him.

		“Well, I think you’ll have to do it anyway. Go ahead, mate. The girl likes to suck cock, no worries.”

		The guy still hesitated. Then Flo piped up again, talking to the guy in German. “Komm her, ich mach’s wirklich gerne. Aber bitte behalt das für dich.” 

		“What did she say?”

		“She said I shouldn’t worry, it won’t kill her,” the guy replied, playing along with what she had said. Smiling he dropped his pants and climbed on the bed. 

		 

		Viktor pulled up a chair and watched the whole time as Flo sucked the guy’s cock. As far as he could tell from what he saw and from the guy’s reaction she was a very skilled cocksucker. Also, the guy had obviously not been laid for some time and so the blowjob didn’t last too long. 

		“Make sure to cum in her mouth, she wants to swallow every drop,” he instructed the guy when it was evident that he was about to cum. The waiter was happy to oblige and when he came a minute later Vik watched on with amusement as the girl struggled to swallow and not spill a drop. Once the guy was finished she was nice enough to lick him clean before he pulled out of her mouth again.

		“That was very good, ma’am. Thank you.”

		“You’re welcome,” she replied. “You should thank him, though,” she said, nodding at Vik.

		“No, actually it’s the two of us who have to thank you.” Vik got up, peeled a bill from a thick wad of money and handed the guy fifty Euros. “I know how much the cunt likes to suck dick and thankfully you were in the right place at the right time. So, thanks and have a nice evening.”

		The bloke left and as soon as the door had closed behind him Flo started shouting at Vik. “You bloody bastard. You filthy, bloody bastard. That wasn’t what I had in mind when I told you to tie me up and have your way with me.”

		“Maybe, but it was what I had in mind. So sue me. Or shut up, else I have to gag you.”

		“You ... you ... sick bastard!”

		“OK, that’s enough.” Vik sat down on the bed, reached beneath her dress and pulled down her panties, warning her to make a fuss, else he’d have to use his belt on her. “Open your mouth, babe.” She locked her jaws defiantly. “Cunt, open your mouth or you will feel my belt on your pussy.” He got up and opened the buckle on his belt. If looks could kill he’d fallen dead to the floor. But looks can’t kill and Flo wasn’t too eager to have her pussy belted and so she finally opened her mouth, glaring at Vik as he shoved the panties into her mouth. “Keep them inside or your ass will have to pay.”

		“Baa-hoo!” Flo replied. And once more. “Baa-hoo!”

		“Cry all you want. When I’m finished with you, you won’t be able to walk. And you won’t forget this night ever, either.” He poured himself a glass of Champagne, then started to undress his captive. Luckily for Flo the straps of the black dress she was wearing where tied in a knot behind her neck or he’d probably simply cut it off. Still, she squirmed and glared at him as he slowly pulled them down over her body, exposing her small, firm breasts, taking his time to play with them, knead them and pinch the nipples until the girl started to moan. Vik licked his lips as he pulled the dress over her belly and then her hips. He’d had some very beautiful women, but Flo easily bet them all, if only because she was completely helpless and there was something extra beautiful about a completely helpless woman, at least to Viktor Shevchenko. Again he stopped when he reached the top of her mound, this time to admire her body, unimpressed by the blazing of her blue eyes.

		“You know, you’re a very beautiful woman. If only you had some manners.” She grunted something into her panties, but shut up again when he kissed her breasts and nibbled her nipples. Then he straightened up again and pulled the dress over her legs, not bothering with taking off her high heels. 

		“Hmm. Yummy. And you’re all mine.”

		Flo remained silent. There wasn’t much to say, really. Mostly because he was doing exactly what she had asked him to do, but of course also because she still had her panty in her mouth and she wasn’t going to spit it out to have her ass belted. At least not yet.

		“You’re all mine and I have all night to make use of every part of you. Now, where to start,” Vik mused, then apparently he made up his mind and went to get the caviar. He spooned some on a blini and ate it while looking down at her. “You sure you don’t want some?”

		Flo had had caviar before. To her it tasted about as bad as an unwashed dick, or, just as bad, a pussy that hadn’t heard of soap and water for some days. She shook her head. She also spread her legs, pulled up the left one, displaying herself to Vik’s gaze.

		He grinned. “You’re really quite a wanton cunt, eh?”

		Flo nodded.

		“Need it that bad?” She nodded again. “Perfect. That’s how a girl should be. Wanton, dirty and very sexy.” Vik undressed, then pulled the panties from her mouth and knelt beside her head. “You’re of course not supposed to talk. Just suck my dick.”

		She smiled, turned her head and started to suck him as he spooned caviar all over her body, stuffing quite a lot of the expensive stuff into her slippery hot pussy. When he was finished, he changed position again and started to eat the fish eggs from her body with his mouth, taking his time to suck on her nipples. She yelped when he bit her breasts, she yelped even louder when he bit down hard on her other stiff nipple, then she began to moan as he continued eating the caviar from her flat tummy, his hands kneading her buttocks.

		“Smells fishy,” he chuckled upon reaching her pussy. Flo giggled, but remained silent. Then she didn’t giggle anymore as he started to lick her cunt. Instead she moaned loudly, bucking her hips and closing her eyes, hoping he wouldn’t stop before she had cum. But Vik was a bastard, as she had already stated before, and being the bastard he was he made sure to stop before she orgasmed.

		Once again he got up, leaned over her to put her knickers in her mouth again, drank some Champagne, letting her come down all the way again. This girl was in for a rough ride and when she wanted to cum tonight she’d have to beg him for it. 

		“I think I’m going to fuck you now, then feed you the caviar mixed with your juices and my cum. How’s that sound?” She remained silent and glared at him, but the tingling of her pussy intensified at the thought. 

		And so it happened. Vik fucked her. Slow, fast, hard, tender. And then again, but in the reverse order. He fucked her for a long time, enjoying her tight hot snatch, kneading her breasts roughly, plundering her mouth. Flo wrapped her legs around him, pulling him closer, knowing that she indeed was a wanton girl, but not giving a damn about it. He was good, his dick felt good in her cunt, he fucked her expertly and that was all she cared about. Eventually he stopped but remained inside her, then unlocked her legs and pushed them up, all the way until her knees rested beside her head. He pulled out of her, sat on his heels, still pressing her legs down, looking at her gaping cunt.

		“That’s the way it should be. Completely open, completely exposed, completely mine.” And with that he plunged into her cunt again, fucking her hard and deep, knowing that he was hurting her.

		Flo spit out the panty. “Aww! You’re hurting me!” she complained.

		“You like it,” Viktor stated matter of factly. “Girls like you enjoy being hurt.”

		She didn’t answer, just moaned and yelped when he pushed extra hard into her cunt. “Answer me, cunt!”

		“Fuck! Yes Vik. I fucking enjoy it!”

		“Do you want me to hurt you?” His next thrust into her cervix evoked a high pitched yelp from the girl.

		“Yes. Yes, please. Please hurt me, you bastard! Fuck me and hurt me, you fucker!”

		 

		***

		 

		Carl took the phone call during a meeting. He called for a break and went out to the hall to stand beside a window. “I hope you have good news for once.”

		“Very good news, Mr. Simmons. Very good.”

		“I hope so, Russo. I’ve come out of a very important meeting. They all wait for me, so make it quick.”

		“She’s with a certain Viktor Shevchenko. A big shot with Gazprom. He’s rumored to have very close ties with the Russian mafia.”

		“Viktor Shevchenko?” Simmons lit a cigarette, despite standing directly beneath a no-smoking sign. He hadn’t seen it, but even if he had, it wouldn’t have bothered him in the least. No-smoking signs do not hold much importance for the Carl Simmons of this world. “OK. Give him my number.”  

		“Yes sir.”

		“The one you called right now.”

		“Sure. Anything else?” 

		“No. If I’d wanted anything else I’d tell you, wouldn’t I?”

		“I guess so.” Ralf wouldn’t be too mad if this job was over. Sure, the money was good, perfect even, but Simmons also was a major league asshole.

		“Then do it.” Simmons ended the call, took a last drag on his ciggie before he ground it beneath his heel and went back to the meeting he had left. He felt good. The bitch would get what she deserved. He would also get what he deserved: Everything she had taken from him. And on top of that he’d also get his revenge. He felt so good that he didn’t even let his assistant get in his way of it and so when she dared to point out that his latest idea wouldn’t work, more or less implying that he hadn’t really thought it over he just stared at her for a minute. Then he told her that she was fired, his voice cold and emotionless.

		“But ...,” the girl’s mouth opened, then closed again, giving her the look of a grouper.

		“Out!”

		“But sir ... I ...” she stammered, on the brink of tears.

		“Haul your ass out of this room now. You have five minutes to leave for good.”

		The girl got up and made for the door, dazed and confused, the first tears rolling down her cheeks as she started to sob even before the door closed behind her.

		 

		***

		 

		“Bastard? You call me bastard? And fucker?”

		“Yes. Hurt me, you bastard! Fuck me, you fucker!” Flo repeated between gasps and moans. It was getting real rough and real painful and she knew that it wasn’t over, not for a long time, but that didn’t stop her from being a bratty bitch. 

		“I will. All night long.” He pushed deep into her again, increasing both the pace and the intensity, enjoying her tight cunt and her screams and gasps, pounding into her until he finally came and filled her with his spunk.

		“Ahhh .....,” he cried, pumping his semen into her cunt. “You’re a great fuck. Such a fantastic fuck.” He remained inside her, pushing down on her legs and kissed her on her full lips, enjoying the tears of pain in her eyes. Eventually Viktor broke the kiss and looked into her eyes. “Of course I’ll have to whip your ass too, you know that.” 

		Flo looked up at him, glaring more than ever before. “Fuck you, bastard.”

		“No, my dear. You got that completely wrong. I’ll fuck you,” he smirked and pulled out of her cunt. “Now you may lick the fishy goo from my dick.” 

		“No way, you bastard! I swear if you stick your fucking dick in my mouth I’m gonna bite it off!”

		“Guess what, bitch. That was the wrong fucking answer.” He sat on her chest, crushing her tits, then leaned forward to untie the ties with which he had bound her wrists to the bed. “Besides, we both know that you love my cock too much to bite. You may lick, though.” His cock dangled in front of her face and she indeed began to gingerly lick it clean. She made a face when she tasted the fish eggs, but when he smiled down at her she couldn’t help but giggle.

		“Taste good, eh?”

		“I do. You don’t. The fish eggs don’t, either.”

		“Hey, it’s Beluga. Doesn’t get any better than this.”

		“It’s fucking fish eggs. Yuck!”

		“Shut up and suck, bitch.”

		And so the gal shut up and sucked, until the cock wasn’t glistening with the various bodily fluids and caviar anymore but with her saliva. 

		“Good girl,” Vik said and knelt beside her. Then he pulled her body around with a firm grip in her hair, the other holding her still bound wrists and tied her to the bed again, but the other way round, so that he could fuck her mouth if he wanted to.

		“Spread your legs. The mess is starting to ooze out of your cunt.”

		Flo hesitated but a firm slap on her tit taught her better. Using the silver spoon that had come with the caviar Vik fed her the gooey mess that oozed out of her cunt. Once again she needed a little encouragement by way of a slapped tit until she opened her mouth, but after the initial reluctance she obediently opened her mouth whenever he brought the spoon to her lips. Her eyes, however, kept glaring at him, but of course he didn’t let that bother him too much.

		“Yeah, keep working that mess out of your snatch, babe.” He watched her cunt move when she worked her muscles. When he was finished he got up once more, sipped some the champagne while she looked longingly at the glass in his hand. She certainly wouldn’t have minded a drink to get the vile taste out of her mouth.

		“Sorry, no Champagne for you.”

		“Bastard.” 

		“Da.”

		“Can I go to the toilet?”

		“Huh?”

		“Can you please untie me so I can go to the toilet?”

		“Njet.”

		“Bastard.”

		“OK. You can go to the toilet. Crawling. While I whip your ass. For every lash you are allowed to move two limbs.” Once again he undid the knots of the tie. Flo crawled off the bed, then got down on all fours, looking up at Vik who was standing over her, belt in hand and an evil grin on his face. Turning her head she looked at the door to the bathroom. It was far away, much too far for her taste. That shouldn’t have surprised her, though. It was, after all, a suite of one of the most expensive hotels in Berlin.

		“You should have stayed in the Holiday Inn,” she muttered and looked up at him again, her cunt tingling like mad at the sight of the belt.

		“Then we wouldn’t have met,” Vik commented coolly.

		“Yeah. Right. I wouldn’t mind too much if we hadn’t.”

		“Liar. You enjoy every second of this. Now get that beautiful butt of yours in gear.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 19 - Lots of Tingling Lips

		 

		While Flo tried to figure out how to reach the toilet with as few movements of her limbs as possible Kate was having a good day. Despite the still looming end of the Quadrifoglio she actually felt good for the first time in quite a long time. She had taken the day off, daydreamed and fantasized in bed, wishing she had a phone number of Flo so she could call her. But apparently nobody had a number or an address. Coming to think of it, nobody knew the girl’s last name, not even Kim. One of the student waitresses had said that the girl looked vaguely familiar but couldn’t remember whether she was a model or an actress or some football or basketball player’s trophy wife. 

		Anyway. Kate was sure the girl would be back. After all, she had promised that she’d be back and if Flo had felt only a little bit like Kate had felt during that kiss there was no question that she would indeed be back. The mere memory of the touch of Flo’s lis made Kate’s lips - all three pairs of them - tingle and for a moment she was tempted to stay in bed for another hour to fantasize some more. But she had things to do. Her garden desperately needed trimming, she had wanted to start putting together her résumé and maybe take a glance at the job adverts, call a few friends to ask them to keep their ears and eyes open. But then she decided on a whim that she wouldn’t start looking for a new job, not as long as the Quadrifoglio still existed. She owed that much to herself and her employees. Instead, she remained in bed for another hour, after which both she and her sheets were in dire need of a thorough cleaning.

		 

		***

		 

		By the time Flo reached the toilet, her butt was still beautiful, although much redder than before. The belt had impacted eleven times on those perfectly round and firm, smooth buttocks. Eleven times the pain had shot through her body; eleven times she had winced or yelped. And eleven times she had thanked Viktor, for before she had started to crawl to the toilet he had ordered her to do so. 

		Now she was cowering on the toilet, balancing on her heels on the seat, her bound hands useless to support herself. Of course her legs were wide apart, the bruised skin on her ass hurting as it was being stretched. Viktor was watching intently as she carefully started to pee, so as not to spill a drop.

		“If you piss on the floor you gonna lick it up,” he had said after he had told her how he wanted her to position herself. She hated this crap, this bloody piss play. In Flo’s opinion, going to the toilet was a personal act, best done alone and in privacy. Little did she know that ‘privacy’ would soon be completely erased from her vocabulary. With her full and eager consent, too.

		“Can you give me some paper to wipe me, please?”

		He wiped her himself, then stepped back again. “Well done, chick. Now you have one try to beg me for forgiveness. If you’re doing good, I won’t whip you on the way back. If not, it’s two lashes per movement.”

		For a moment she just glared at him, then she scrambled off the toilet and knelt down on the tiled floor, her eyes never leaving his. He stared at the crack of her ass as she bent over to kiss his feet, pressing her tits on the floor and raising her butt.

		“Sir, please allow this unworthy girl to beg you for your forgiveness. I am very sorry to have disappointed and offended you and I promise it won’t ever happen again. Allow me to worship your divine cock as a payback, please.” Once more she kissed his bare feet. 

		“Not bad. OK, you may suck my dick now. If you lose contact you’ll get ten lashes with the belt across your cunt.”

		“Thank you, sir.”

		She quickly got up and took him in her mouth. There was a new kind of glinting in her eyes now. One that talked of defiance but also of rebellion, as if she was just waiting for her turn. Which would, as far as Vik was concerned, never come. He started to slowly walk back towards the bed, watching her as she struggled on her knees to keep his hardening cock in her mouth, hands still bound. On a whim he turned left before he reached the large bed and led her on a short tour around the room, his dick growing hard again between her full lips. Finally he sat down on the bed, Flo kneeling on the floor, her lips still wrapped around his dick, her hands caressing his balls.

		“Now, should I fuck your ass or should I fuck your mouth?”

		She looked up at him, taking him deep in her mouth. Not sure whether it had been a rhetorical question she thought it best to just continue sucking him. He reached down and took hold of both nipples. First he pinched the left one, slowly increasing the pressure until she couldn’t stand it anymore and shrieked around his dick. Then he did the same with the right nipple.

		“Ass it is,” he stated, as if her nipples had just made the decision. But they both knew it didn’t really matter. He’d have whichever hole he wanted and she’d go along. And now he wanted her ass and she was going to present it to him. And if he had wanted to fuck her mouth, she’d have obediently opened her mouth and let him fuck it, too.

		 

		Four hours later, he had had every one of her holes. He had filled each of them with his cum too. At the same time he had made sure that she hadn’t cum, not once. She wondered a bit how he managed to do it, but not much enough to actually ask him. Several times she had been close to an orgasm herself, but each time he had pulled back or slowed down to let her come down too, so by now Flo was terribly frustrated. She wanted to cum, she needed to cum and she was going to cum.

		And then there was also the business because of which she had been with him in the first place. If she had just wanted to have a good, rough shag she could have picked anyone. But she was here with him because he reeked of money. Lots of money, even. And so, as she lay besides him, two of his fingers inside her, slowly fucking her, just to tease her and keep her aroused, she eventually turned around, swung a leg over his and kissed his chest.

		“Can I cum, too? Please? I’m so horny, I need it so much,” she cooed, batting her eyelids and looking as pleading as she managed.

		“Njet,” he simply replied.

		“Please. I’ve been a very good girl.”

		“That’s true. Also one of the best fucks of my life.” He looked into her eyes for a minute, idly fucking her cunt with his fingers and tracing her lips with the other hand. She had indeed been the best fuck of his life. The cunt deserved a reward. Vik nodded. “OK, go ahead.”

		“Thank you, Viktor,” Flo whispered and once again she took him in her mouth. His pecker needed quite some attention until it grew hard again and as soon as he was stiff she climbed on top of him, untying the knots of the stockings on her wrists with her teeth while she slowly rocked him. “Can I tie you to the bed, too?”

		“You’re nuts?”

		“I let you tie me up too, remember?”

		“That’s different. You’re a horny chick.”

		“And you’re a horny ...,” she giggled and lay down on his chest. “OK, if I can’t tie you up then at least fuck my ass with your fingers.”

		She fucked herself and him for another hour, feeling him deep inside her, filling her pussy which was raw and hurting from all the friction, his fingers inside her ass for a while, then playing with her breasts, pinching and kneading them, her legs tired, but still she moved up and down, to and fro, clenched her muscles around him and gave him the ride of his life. 

		Eventually they both came, Vik rather quiet, wondering whether the chick would wear his cock off since it was getting more rare and sore with each of her thrusts, the girl loud and with a lot of shrieking and yelping as she finally got release. She collapsed on his chest, lay there panting for a while, until she felt and heard his breathing getting regular, his cock slowly shrinking inside her. She remained laying on top of him, his hands on her ass, until the regular, slow breathing told her that he’d fallen asleep with his limp cock still in her cunt. Only then she climbed off of him and sat up. He stirred and mumbled something but apparently he didn’t wake up.

		 

		Five minutes later she was standing next to the bed, dressed and looking down at him, with an expression that told that she was fond of him. Fond enough to not pull the usual stint, but leave him as he was. “You’re one lucky bastard, Viktor,” she whispered and bent down to kiss him on the mouth. Then she left, her hair tousled, her lipstick smeared, sans underwear and without her stockings.

		She was already walking down the corridor towards the elevators and so she didn’t hear him saying “I know, girl. I know.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 20 - Take it or leave it

		 

		“Here’s a Mr. Culvert on the phone. Says he wants to meet you on an urgent business matter,” Emma had her hand over the mouthpiece of the phone.

		“Who?” Kate asked and looked up from the computer screen. Then, “when?” The matter of the house being on sale still worried her to no end, but otherwise she felt better than she had in ages. Or since Roxy had been killed, at least. But a call about a meeting on an urgent business matter could only mean one thing.

		“Culvert. ASAP, I guess,” Emma went on. “That’s what urgent means.”

		“Right, smartass. OK, any time tomorrow. And I want you to be here, too.”

		“OK.” Emma returned to the phone conversation. “Mr. Culvert? Yes, tomorrow would be fine. Three o’clock? Perfect. We’re expecting you then.”

		“He didn’t say what it was about?” Kate asked as soon as Emma had placed the receiver in its cradle.

		“No. He only said he has something to discuss with you.”

		“Probably the eviction note,” Kate said and shrugged. “I think if we have to close the Quadrifoglio I’m going to look for a job within a newspaper again.” She had been with a couple of newspapers, none of the big ones in LA, but still, she had liked the job, even when it meant working long hours and weekends. But in the couple of years she had been out of business a lot had changed. Maybe she’d be sitting in a cubicle all day, editing news agency reports for an online site. The old days of investigative journalism were definitely a thing of the past. “Have any plans yet?”

		“Martina says she wants to open a bar. Just a small bar, where women can meet. Dunno if that’s a good idea. Anyway, we are in no hurry, for the moment we have enough money to survive a couple of months. Life goes on.”

		“Yes, it does.”

		“Speaking of which, isn’t it three weeks tomorrow? Since Flo left?”

		“Yes. Haven’t heard from her in a while. She called to say that she was heading home, to visit her parents. That was five days ago.” Kate reveled in the memory of that phone call. It had come totally unexpected, when Kate had helped Martina behind the bar and picked up the phone that hung beside the coffee machine.

		“Hello, Kate, it’s me, Flo,” Flo had said quite superfluously because Kate would have recognized her voice among millions and Kate’s heart had skipped several beats.

		“Hi Flo. That’s a nice surprise, to hear from you,” she had replied.

		“I just wanted to tell you that I still can feel your lips on mine. And that I’ll be back soon to find out if I remember that feeling right.”

		Kate had almost forgotten to keep breathing and just about managed not to squeal with pleasure. “That would be great.”

		They hadn’t talked long, because Flo had needed to board her plane to Zurich. But that hadn’t mattered, all Kate needed to know was that Flo would be back soon.

		“Maybe they don’t have internet or mobile connection up there in the mountains,” Emma joked. “Nah, don’t worry. The girl will be back. I’m sure of that. And you of all people should know that no news is good news.”

		“Rubbish. I’m an ex-journalist, don’t tell me such rubbish. No news is no news. Period. But yeah, you’re right, I shouldn’t worry.”

		 

		The next day at exactly 3 pm Sebastian Culvert entered the Quadrifoglio. Martina managed to keep the glaring at him at a minimum as she called Emma, then he followed the petite woman upstairs to the office.

		“Miss Reagan, Miss Snider,” he began after he had accepted a glass of water and taken a seat opposite the two women. “Before I go into the details of what I want to discuss with you I need to tell you that my client has insisted on complete anonymity. So, please, don’t ask me who I am representing.”

		“OK, sure,” Kate said, wondering where this was going. Nowhere good, that much was clear.

		“As you know, the building in which the Quadrifoglio is renting the ground story plus this office is currently on sale. Or, more precisely, it has been on sale.”

		“I knew it. It’s sold and now you’re telling us that we have to move out.” Kate’s voice wasn’t too friendly, but that was probably understandable because she was about to lose much more than a restaurant. Her face, however, remained expressionless, as did Emma’s.

		Culvert smiled, then went on. “As I’ve already said, I am in no position as to reveal the identity of the buyer. All I can say is that it is a company. And the board of this company has decided to make you a proposal. Now if you please take your time to read this proposal you will see that nobody wants to evict you.” He opened a folder and pushed it across the table, turning it around. “Please take your time to read it carefully.” Then he leaned back and watched amused as the eyes of the two women grew larger and larger until finally they both jumped up and hugged each other with tears in their eyes. 

		“That means we can stay? We’re not getting the boot?” 

		“Yes, ma’am. Providing you sign this contract, you can stay. At the same rent as you paid until now, which is, as I might add, only about a third of what every other investor would want.”

		“Wow, and you really can’t tell us who has bought the house? I mean, I’d so much like to thank them.”

		“Sorry, ma’am. We can discuss anything you want to discuss about that contract. But I’m afraid you have to deal with me and me alone.”

		“Oh well. Then that’s the way it is,” Emma said. And then she got up again. “Mr. Culvert, we would really like to invite you to a glass of Champagne. Please join us in a little celebration.”

		“Umm ... just a moment,” Culvert stopped her. “I’m not yet finished. There are, as you can see, conditions. First, this contract ends the moment you decide not to host live concerts anymore. Second, you’re not allowed to open for business on Sundays. Admittedly, those are a bit weird conditions, in my humble opinion, but from what I gathered you never open on Sundays anyway and having a band to play every once in a while shouldn’t be too difficult, either. So that probably isn’t too big of an obstacle.”

		“No, it definitely isn’t,” Kate said, having finally regained her composure.

		“OK, then please consider this proposal and call me when you’ve decided.”

		“There’s nothing to consider, really,” Kate said, searching for a pen to sign the contract right away then stopped when something came to her mind. “Oh, yes. One more thing. I want Emma Snider and Martina Jackson to be mentioned as partners.” Now it was Emma’s turn to hug her friend and thank her while Culvert smiled and made a note.

		“Sure, ma’am. I’ll talk to my clients and if that’s OK with them I’ll come back with a new contract. In the meantime, I’d really like to join you for a glass of Champagne.”

		They went down, spread the good news and Sebastian found himself almost crushed between Martina’s arms.

		 

		***

		 

		“Do you have to take it?” Alex asked in a husky voice, looking up when Carl turned around to take the phone call. She didn’t like getting interrupted while giving head, not even when she was blowing the guy who could, no, would make her America’s next SuperStar.

		“Yes, I do. You can continue.” He patted her head in a patronizing manner as he reached for his phone and felt her lips close around him again. She wasn’t bad, but her cocksucking skills didn’t even get close to Flo’s.

		“Mr. Carl Smith?” The voice on the phone had a heavy Russian accent. It didn’t sound too happy, either. 

		“Yes?”

		“I gather you know something about a certain young lady I’ve met in Berlin.”

		“Yes, I do. Just a moment, please,” Simmons covered the mouthpiece and pulled the girl away. “Get lost for a couple of minutes.” The young chick wasn’t too happy to hear that, but she was smart enough to know that you didn’t argue with Carl Simmons and so she got up and hauled her pretty naked ass out to the patio to work on her seamless tan again. “Who are you?”

		“That’s none of your business. But I guess you know who I am already.”

		Simmons watched the cute brunette arrange herself on a beach chair while Viktor Shevchenko just waited on the other side. “So?” Simmons finally asked.

		“So what?”

		“So you want to know about the girl?”

		“No, I called you because I’m the least bit interested,” Vik said in a condescending tone. “Of course I want to know. And don’t even think I’ll pay something for the information. You tell me what you know and period.”

		“And if I don’t?” Carl wasn’t in the mood to let some Russian mobster jerk him around.

		“Then I’ll talk to some of my friends and they come and feed you your own balls. If you want, we can do it live on your fucking TV show.”

		Simmons blanched. Why did those bloody Russians always lack every sense of humor? And why did he know about the TV show? This mobile phone was supposed to be pretty secret.

		“I’m joking, of course. They wouldn’t ever do that live on TV. Just think of the kids,” Shevchenko went on. “Anyway, I’d be very unhappy if I had called you in vain, Mr. Simmons.”

		“OK, OK. But tell me what you have in mind regarding the gal.”

		“Well. We had some real fun, me and the chick and I want to repeat that. With a different ending, though.”

		“You … you won’t kill her?” Carl wanted the girl to pay, but he certainly didn’t want her to be killed.

		“Do you really think we Russians are such primitive people, Mr. Simmons?” As a matter of fact that was exactly what Carl was thinking. But saying so wouldn’t do him any good. “Of course I won’t kill her. But she does need to be taught some manners and if I have to teach her the hard way, well, then the hard way it is.”

		“OK. Teach the bitch a lesson. Fine with me.” He proceeded to give Mr. Shevchenko the necessary information, then he called the chick in again from the patio so she could finish what she had started. Halfway through the brunette’s blowjob he thought that if there was one thing he really missed about his ex-wife it was her blowjobs. She certainly had the knack of sucking off a guy. Once again he felt himself getting angry when thinking about his bitch of an ex-wife. Or soon to be ex-wife, rather. On a whim he decided to make her life miserable, have her crawl for the rest of her life. Just because he could.

		

	
		

		Chapter 21 - A greedy Girl

		 

		The next day Sebastian arrived at six, just before the evening crowd but well within the time the folks from the surrounding offices and banks came for an after work drink. Martina, Emma and Kate where waiting for him in the restaurant. It had taken some time and finally her Mistress saying “stop it right now, girl!”, along with a stern look from Emma for Martina to accept that she’d henceforth be a partner in the business. “No, I can’t be a partner. I’m a barmaid; I’m Emma’s slave, that’s it. You two run the show, I run the bar.”

		“If you don’t sign, we’re all out of a job,” Kate had interjected but Martina had asked her to call the lawyer again and tell him to take her name off the contract again. That was when Emma had decided that enough was enough and she was Martina’s Mistress for a reason.

		“Besides, we don’t even know yet whether they’ll accept three signatures on their contract.” But Culvert had called them in the morning and said that there was no problem at all and that he’d been asked to close the deal as fast as possible. “Today at six?”

		“Sure,” Kate had answered, still feeling as if this all was a dream. The only thing missing was Flo, but she’d arrive sometime today, or maybe a day late and then there’d be tons of time together. At least she hoped so.

		 

		Once everybody was seated it took only a few minutes. Each of the three women went carefully through the contract once again, taking their time and all of them were so immersed in the task that neither of them noticed the tall, slender blonde enter and walk up to the table. Nor did any of them notice the smile Sebastian flashed the woman. Only when all of the copies of the contract had been signed by each woman and Culvert respectively did Flo speak up.

		“Hello, Kate. It’s good to be back. I really missed you.”

		Kate went flying into Flo’s arms and the two women hugged and kissed for a long time, long enough for Martina to fetch yet another bottle of Taittinger and several plates of food Ketut had prepared for the occasion. 

		“What’s the celebration about?”

		“We just signed a new lease on the restaurant. Someone has bought the house and offered us a fantastic contract. So we’re still in business.” Kate had to muster all her self-control to stop kissing those wonderful, soft, warm lips she had fantasized so much about in the past weeks.

		“Woohoo! That’s great! I’m so happy for you all.” 

		“I like the color of your hair,” Kate whispered into Flo’s ear. “You’re even more beautiful like this.”

		“Then I’ll keep it like that,” Flo replied. “No more masquerading.”

		“You’ll stay here for a while?”

		“Yes. At least for the night, if you want me to,” Flo grinned. 

		“Of course I want you to stay. 

		“But at eight I gotta go and sing with the girls.”

		“You do that. Long as you’re back after the rehearsal.”

		Then they celebrated, Kate tried to pry some information from Culvert, but he just smiled enigmatically and didn’t say a word. Later, at about seven, Kim showed up too and when she found out that there indeed existed such a thing as a handsome lawyer who appreciated some good old rock and punk she only stopped chatting with him when Flo pulled her sleeve and announced that it was time to go, else they’d miss their rehearsal.

		“He’s cute,” she said to Kim as they walked to her car.

		“Yes, he is. He’s cool too.

		“And he isn’t a woman,” Flo giggled.

		Kim smiled somewhat embarrassed. “I’m sorry.”

		“No worries. I enjoyed our night. That’s more than I could have asked for.” Flo looked at her friend. “I hope all goes well for you, Kim. I really do.”

		“Thanks, likewise.”

		“I’m doing fine. Perfect, even. Still looking for a job?”

		“Yup. It’s not that easy.”

		“Hmm. What are you good at?”

		“Playing guitar.”

		“Yeah, true, silly question. Then you should go to a music school and become a pro.”

		“And how do I pay for that?”

		Flo giggled. “Ask Seba. Those lawyers make shitloads of money.”

		“Umm, I’ve just met him an hour ago.”

		“So? You’ve still wrapped him around your finger. No, wrong, he has wrapped himself around it.”

		Kim looked at the blonde and wondered whether she was right. “What I was thinking about was becoming a photographer. I think I’m not all that bad at taking pics.”

		“Oh.” Flo looked at Kim for a while. “The way I figure it, ‘I’m not all that bad’ probably means that you’re one helluva great photographer.” She smiled when Kim blushed embarrassedly. “Thought so. Hmm … I might have an idea on how to help you with that.”

		 

		Once again the rehearsal was fun and the girls enjoyed playing together. Flo knew almost all the lyrics and on the few occasions she didn’t remember a line she made something up that wasn’t too much off. 

		“Sorry guys. Had less time to remember them than I hoped. Unexpected extra-business.”

		“No problem,” Ashley replied. “We still have three weeks.”

		“What?” the other three girls replied in unison.

		“Yup. Just today I called Emma and we fixed a gig in three weeks.”

		“Oh my, I so totally don’t have anything to wear to go on stage,” Flo exclaimed mockingly.

		“Go in your underwear,” Kim giggled, remembering the conversation they had had when they had met for the first time.

		“How about a dirndl, like a Swiss Miss?” Debbie said. Ashley and Kim hooted. “Yeah, a Swiss Miss in a dirndl singing punkrock. That’s total ownage.” Kim couldn’t stop giggling and soon all of them were laughing and giggling tears.

		Eventually Flo got serious again. “You guys are crazy. Besides, we don’t wear dirndls in Switzerland. That’s Bavaria.”

		“C’mon, Flo. It’ll be fun.” 

		“I dunno.” Flo shrugged. “Anyway, I have to go now. See you Tuesday.”

		 

		This time there was no awkward silence after Kate and Flo had stepped into the older woman’s house. They had been all over each other already on the porch and once the door was closed after them they literally ripped their clothes off each other. Dresses and shoes and underwear were strewn about the hall and they didn’t even bother to move someplace more comfortable, but just laid on the hardwood floor in the hall and made passionate love for an hour, tasting and feeling and smelling each other, crying and moaning and sucking and licking until their first thirst for each other was quenched.

		Later they stood naked in the kitchen, Kate fixing a jug of iced water with lime juice, Flo resting her ass against the chilly granite of the counter. 

		“That’s a fancy car you have there,” Kate said, looking out of the window at the red convertible which stood in the shadows on the driveway.

		“Yup. Courtesy of my husband.”

		“You’re married?”

		“Barely,” Flo replied, pushing herself away from the counter to scratch an itch on her buttock. “Soon to be ex-husband is more like it.”

		“I’m sorry to hear that.”

		“I’m not. I want to divorce him.

		“So you got a husband, you’ve been masquerading, you travel a lot. There’s more to you than meets the eye, huh?”

		“Not really. And if things go like I hope they will, there will be even less.” She grinned. “Except for the car. I’ll keep that.” For a moment Flo considered telling Kate everything, but then she decided that it was too soon. Now was the time for some more lovemaking, not for confessions. “If you want to hear I’ll tell you everything you probably never wanted to know. But not yet. Only when everything is really over and done with, OK?”

		Kate looked at the beautiful woman in front of her, the big blue eyes in which she had lost herself the moment she had looked into them for the first time, the long blonde hair that fell almost to her firm breasts with the perky nipples. Could she be trusted? Kate knew enough about trust to know that only time could answer this question. And she was willing to give them both the necessary time. “Yes, sure, love.” She filled two glasses and they both were silent for some time while they drank. “You’re right; now is not the time to talk. Now is the time to go to bed.”

		“I’m not tired,” Flo giggled. “Not for a long time yet.”

		Kate grinned. “I didn’t say it’s time to sleep, only to go to bed.” She put down the glass, kissed Flo passionately on the mouth and at the same time hooked two fingers into the girl’s dripping cunt, pulling her close. “You don’t have much of a choice anyway, girl,” she whispered into Flo’s ear and then she pulled her after her, up the stairs and to the bedroom for a long night of exploring each other’s body. The sun was already shining through the blinds on the windows when they finally stopped making love and ravishing each other. 

		 

		“Wow,” Flo whispered as she pressed her ass against Kate, feeling Kate’s hard nipples bore into her back and her soft breath on her neck. “That was ... intense.” 

		“That was chickenshit, girl. If you want, I can show you intense. And then some.”

		“I’m a greedy girl, Kate. I want everything.”

		“Then you shall get everything. If you can take that much.”

		“Now I just want to feel you,” Flo said and pressed Kate’s hand firmly on her breast. “I want to feel you and hear you and smell you. That’s enough right now.”

		“Yes, it is.”

		 

		“I’ll take the day off, if that’s OK,” Kate said while watching Flo getting up and go to the bathroom, losing herself in the sight of the creases where her buttocks met her thighs, thinking that maybe she should devote the next two or three hours entirely to those creases. 

		“Excellent idea, Kate,” Emma replied. “And don’t even think about showing up before tomorrow afternoon.”

		“But I ...,” Kate wanted to protest but was cut off by Emma.

		“No but. We’re fine. You just enjoy. Do you plan on bringing her to the party tomorrow?”

		“I don’t know yet. Might be a bit early. Maybe she won’t be around anyway.”

		“Yup. However, you’re not supposed to show your ass around here until Saturday evening. Best friend’s order! Also, I’m as much boss now as you are. So there.” Emma could almost feel the smile on Kate’s face. She just hoped that things would turn out well for her friend. “Enjoy your day, Kate.”

		“Thanks. I will,” Kate ended the call and lay back again. 

		“So we have all day for us?” Flo asked upon returning, crawling beneath the sheets again and snuggling up to Kate.

		“Yes. Until tomorrow afternoon. Then I’ll have to go to the club.”

		“Oh. Something special?”

		Now, should she tell the young woman about the nature of the party? Should she tell her that she wanted to show her off, naked, on a leash, or just clad in a couple of chains? Would it be too fast? Would Flo freak out, thinking that she was a pervert? Nah, she wouldn’t freak out, Kate knew that much. The girl could deal with that. She’d have to tell her sooner or later anyway. And if Flo realized that Kate wasn’t keeping any secrets, she might be more willing to open up herself.

		“Yes, something special. Let’s go for a walk or a run and I’ll tell you.”

		Ten minutes later they were running along a path up Eucalyptus Hill. “OK, there are some things I need to tell you,” Kate said. “Things I need to tell you now.”

		Flo didn’t reply, just waited for Kate to go on. They were running at a slow pace so they could talk, but it was a hot day and so they nevertheless were sweating profusely.

		“We host special parties at the Quadrifoglio. BDSM parties.”

		“Huh? BDSM? Master and slave, whips and chains, that kinda stuff?”

		“Yes. That kinda stuff,” Kate said, then paused again while they ran up a steeper slope. “As in bondage, domination, submission, sadism, masochism. Once a month on Saturdays we provide a place for people who are into that to meet, show off, stage demonstrations. Plus on Sundays we have a brunch too, sometimes. But that’s private, not open to the public.” Once again she stopped, this time to think about how to go on. So far it had gone down well with the girl. She seemed to take the news without any problem.

		Flo didn’t reply for some time. When she finally did Kate’s heart skipped a couple of beats. “Cool. Can I come too?”

		“Does that mean you’re OK with that?”

		“Sure. Been there, done that, didn’t even get a lousy t-shirt. Got some welts and a sore ass, though,” Flo laughed and picked up the pace again when they reached the top of the hill, following the trail that wound through the pines and around the little mountain. “Nah, I haven’t, really. All I’ve done is some tying up. Plus there was an amour fou once where we used to go at each other quite roughly.” She looked at Kate a moment too long, stumbled over a root and almost crashed into the underbrush, then went on running, asking Kate the million dollar question. “And you? Where do you stand with that?”

		Kate decided to take the bull by the horns and not to beat about the bush. “I don’t want just ‘kinky stuff’. I want you. Completely. As my slave.”

		“Oh. Umm ... doesn’t the American constitution pretty much frown upon all that slavery stuff?” Flo giggled. “At least it did when I last checked.”

		“And when exactly would that have been, sweetheart?”

		“Err ... well. Touché.”

		“Anyway, I told you what I want and what you can expect, now it’s up to you. I do respect the American constitution, after all.”

		“Yeah. I see. And I appreciate your honesty.” Flo stopped and when Kate stopped too, the blonde pulled her close and kissed her, tasting the salty sweat on her upper lip. “I really appreciate your honesty. I will return it, when the time is right.”

		“Take your time, Flo. I’m not in a hurry,” Kate replied, although that was only half true. Part of her wanted to Flo to decide right now because she knew she was perfect, that they would fit together, and part of her wanted to make sure the girl took her time thinking about everything so when she finally decided she’d be sure to make the right decision. They continued to run for several minutes, until they reached the path that let down the hill again, then decided they’d do another lap. Both of them remained silent, Kate because she knew the girl needed time, Flo because there were all kinds of thoughts whirling around on her mind. Only when they had finished the second lap did Flo talk again. “So, slave, but no kinky stuff?”

		“Of course. Tons of kinky stuff. Until you can’t walk anymore, until you don’t know anymore whether you should cry for mercy or beg me to continue. Until you completely dissolve in your lust and passion.”

		Although Flo wasn’t sure how she felt about the ‘slave stuff’ she knew that Kate’s talking about her completely dissolving in lust and passion started a familiar tingling feeling in her pussy, one that was best not neglected but taken care of.

		 

		***

		 

		While Kate and Flo were moving their cute butts through the pine forest in Santa Barbara Viktor Shevchenko was busy making preparations to teach someone a lesson they wouldn’t ever forget. Thinking back of the night he had spent with the girl he couldn’t help but smile, though. The girl had definitely made a lasting impression. And she’d been one helluva good cocksucker. A very good fuck, too. Thinking about how he had whipped her perfect ass as she had crawled to the bathroom made him instantly hard again and if Flo had been there right then she might have been able to appease him. But she wasn’t. So she would have to pay and learn the hard way. He called his secretary and told her to book a flight to LA. 

		Then he thought some more about what he was going to do with the dissolute girl.

		 

		***

		 

		The young man moved quickly. No need to spend more time than necessary in an apartment where you shouldn’t be in the first place. Sure, he had a key to let himself in, but what he was about to do was still a felony. He had switched on a few lights and now he went from room to room, doing what he was paid to do. Once in the bedroom he took his time going through the closet and drawers, picking a few nice sets of underwear from a dresser and laying it on the bed. Finally he chose a pink, lacy thong and shoved it in the back pocket of his jeans before he once again picked up the scissors.

		It took him almost an hour to finish. He put a bottle of expensive Champagne into the hall, then stepped inside the apartment once more with a cotton bag in his hand. “Have fun, guys,” he said as he opened the knot on the bag and threw it onto the carpet in the living room.

		 

		***

		 

		Unlike Viktor, Kim couldn’t think at all. Or, rather, she could only think of one thing and that one thing was a handsome young lawyer by the name of Sebastian Culvert. He had sent her a message while they had been rehearsing the evening before, but with all the loud music she hadn’t heard the signal and so she’d only seen the message after she had arrived home. 

		Yes! She wanted to go out on a date with him, but she hadn’t wanted to appear too eager and so she had only replied this morning. Half an hour later she had received another message, telling her that he’d come to pick her up at six. And now it was only two o’clock in the afternoon, which meant that she’d have to wait another four hours. Four hours she spent thinking about what to wear, where she wanted to go, what she wanted to do, then dismissed all the ideas and started thinking right over again.

		Eventually she picked up her guitar but she couldn’t concentrate and so she soon put it away again, then she went out and bought an expensive set of cute underwear she couldn’t really afford, matching bra and panties, black with big red polka dots, thinking that she was really crazy and that she shouldn’t even think about wearing nice underwear on a first date. But even if Sebastian wouldn’t get to see it, the mere knowledge that she was wearing something nice and hot beneath whatever clothes she was finally going to wear made her feel already more comfortable. And she certainly could do with feeling a bit more comfortable and self assured if she didn’t want to behave like a nervous teenager on her first date.

		By the time her doorbell rang she had dressed and redressed at least three times. Now she was wearing her usual attire again, figuring that she shouldn’t wear something she didn’t feel comfy with. And so it was tight jeans and a tight top, along with a creased leather jacket. She just hoped that Sebastian wasn’t going to take her somewhere real fancy or she’d be terribly underdressed. 

		However, he was dressed rather similar. Gone was his suit and tie. Instead he wore a pair of blue jeans, worn out Converses and a black shirt. “You look fantastic. And just perfect for the place I have in mind,” he greeted her.

		“Phew, I’m glad you approve. That’s the third or even fourth outfit I’ve put on,” Kim felt herself blush.

		“Really?”

		“Yes, really.”

		“Wow, I’m honored. Now let’s go.” Seba once again let his eyes wander over the girl. “I hope you don’t have to be back soon.”

		“Huh? What’s that about? Where we going?”

		“A concert in LA.”

		“What concert?” Kim wanted to know but all her asking and pleading was in vain, he just smiled but wouldn’t tell her. Finally she settled into the passenger seat of his car and thought that she really shouldn’t worry. He was a decent guy, she was a grown woman, they were only going to a concert and she didn’t have to be anywhere for the next couple of days. She was, to put it in a nutshell, free as a bird.

		

	
		

		Chapter 22 - Over the Edge and into the Abyss

		 

		At the same time but in a different place Flo wasn’t free as a bird at all. But she didn’t mind that she was being led around a supermarket with a firm grip on her hair. Quite to the contrary, the feeling of Kate’s hand in her hair, pulling on it and steering her from the meat locker to the fresh vegetables sent waves of pleasure right to her pussy where it pooled and increased her arousal by the minute.

		After spending the afternoon soaking in the bath, kissing and fondling each other, they had decided that they wanted to take it easy, stay home and eat dinner on the terrace. One of them had brought up the idea of cooking themselves, although neither of the two was too skilled at cooking. And so they were now at the supermarket and just a few minutes ago Kate had simply reached up, wrapped Flo’s ponytail around her hand once and started to guide the young blonde. Judging from her reaction she didn’t mind at all, quite to the contrary.

		“From now on you will wear a skirt so I can check how aroused you get when I guide you around like this,” Kate whispered in Flo’s ear. The blonde looked into her eyes for some time, thoughts racing through her head. Thoughts like “Do I want this? Am I ready to let someone tell me what to wear, what to do?” The answer was pretty simple. Flo didn’t have a clue whether she wanted that or was ready for it. Her pussy, though, had a pretty good idea and Flo was smart enough to figure out that there was not much to lose. Nothing at all, to be exact. If it turned out that this wasn’t what she wanted or if she wasn’t ready then she would just say so. In the meantime, she was also curious enough to just jump in and try. The corners of her mouth turned up as she started to smile. “OK. Sure. I just want to point out that if we don’t get out of here soon you can feel my wetness even through my jeans, Kate.”

		“Oh, goody!” Kate exclaimed and then she pushed Flo into a deserted aisle and slipped her hand down the front of Flo’s jeans. “Yup. Wet. Not enough, though,” she went on and rubbed the blonde’s cunt for a couple of seconds, leaving the girl even more aroused and her face starting to flush. “I’m only happy when you’re leaving a trail.” She grinned at Flo and to her delight she saw the blonde blush a little bit.

		“Oh, ginger,” Flo said after they had bought some salad and other vegetables to go with the steaks.

		“What about it?”

		“Humm, someone used ginger once on my ass once. It was hot.”

		“Uh huh. It’s called figging. It’s not hot, though. Chilli is. Or Tabasco. Of course it is best applied to your sweet pussy, not your ass.”

		“Umm ...” Flo experienced one of those rare moments when she didn’t really knew what to say.

		 

		***

		 

		“Patti Smith? That’s .... Like, vintage!” Kim exclaimed as they approached the club where the punk legend was going to play.

		“Don’t like it?” Seba asked, a little bit nervously. That would suck bit time if the girl didn’t want to go to a Patti Smith concert with him.

		“Are you joking? Of course I do! Very much so.” They both enjoyed the concert to the fullest. Patti was at her best, which wasn’t always the case, they danced and pogo-ed and enjoyed the music and when the concert was finished they stayed in the club sitting on the edge of the stage, watching the crowd while drinking a beer. 

		‘If only he’d kiss me,’ Kim thought while at the same time Sebastian thought ‘should I kiss her or would she run screaming if I did?’. The situation began to get awkward, both of them sitting on the stage, their feet dangling, when they both turned at the same time, their eyes shrouded in shadows, two pairs of lips trembling while they got closer and closer and finally touched, quivering and hungry and longing.

		When one of the cleaning persons tapped on Sebastian’s shoulders three hours later they were still kissing, their arms wrapped around each other, Kim’s legs around Seba’s hip, their lips going numb from an uninterrupted three-hour kiss.

		“Huh? What?” Sebastian asked, his mind still focused on the gorgeous girl in his arms, his lips still wanting to feel hers, tongue still hungry for her taste.

		“I’m sorry, but we’d like to close for the night, sir,” the woman said, smiling.

		“Oh ... uhhh ... Sure. Sorry.” He hopped off the stage, helped Kim onto her feet and led her outside. “I’m afraid it’s a bit late to bring you back, Kim. I didn’t plan this.”

		“That’s OK, Seba. I don’t want to go home anyway,” she smiled and hooked her arm in his. “I don’t want to come to your place for coffee, either.”

		That wasn’t exactly what Sebastian had hoped to hear. “Where do you want to go then?” he asked, rather meekly.

		“I’d like to go to your place and not drink coffee,” Kim grinned. For a split second she thought that she shouldn’t go to bed with him on their first date, but then she pushed that thought aside. Yes, she could, she could basically do whatever she damn well pleased. And she wanted to go to bed with him, very much so.

		His hand glided down her back and came to rest on her ass. “I think that can be easily arranged.”

		They didn’t drink coffee when they arrived at his place but headed straight for the bedroom where they continued their kissing, but this time their hands didn’t just caress, this time they were busy opening buttons and unzipping flies, until they pushed down each other’s underpants. 

		“Hmm, I like the way your cock pokes my belly,” Kim cooed, tilting her head back and exposing her throat as he kissed her neck.

		“And I like the way you smell,” he replied, burying his face in the crook of her neck. “And I like the way you feel and I like how warm and soft you are and I like what your hand his doing.”

		“Stop talking, Seba,” Kim moaned hoarsely, pulling him even closer and pressing her belly against his erection. Then she let Seba push her backwards onto the bed, gasping as he entered her in a rush, arching her back when he started to fuck her, moaning and crying as they both came for the first time that night.

		 

		***

		 

		While Kim and Seba were listening to Patti Smith and her group, Kate and Flo laid on a beach chair on the terrace of Kate’s house. Flo was naked, Kate was wearing nothing but a sarong, her hand idly fondling Flo’s perfect buttocks. Flo had been naked for the whole time since they had returned, had started to undress the moment she had put down the grocery bags on the kitchen counter.

		“What are you doing?” Kate had asked.

		“Since I don’t have a skirt to wear I thought I get naked, so you can check on the level of my arousal any time you want.” She paused. “However, if you want me to wear a skirt, I can do that too, but you’d have to lend me one.”

		“No,” Kate had replied smiling, stopping to unpack the bags to watch the girl getting naked, “no, naked is just perfect.” Flo’s top and bra fell to the floor, followed by her jeans, then her panties until she stood naked and proud in front of Kate, back straight, perky tits adorned by dark, hard nipples, her shaved pussy showing a hint of moisture. For a moment she stood motionless, arms hanging on her sides, then she stuck out her chest and reached up and held her hair up.

		“Stop,” Kate suddenly said when Flo unconsciously had assumed a perfect position, her hair piled on top of her head and falling over her hands, her slim neck exposed, breasts almost stretched flat, her feet apart to show her slit. “Remain like this.”

		Flo hadn’t moved anymore, except for her eyes which had followed Kate as she had moved about the kitchen. She hadn’t even moved when Kate had stepped in front of her and kissed her on the mouth, a hand reaching between her legs, gliding between her cunt lips, teasing her, the other cupping her breast and pinching a nipple, playing with her until Flo had started to moan loudly and a rivulet of her juices had trickled down her leg. Flo had instinctively known without being told that she was supposed to remain like this until she was told otherwise. At long last Kate had stepped back, brought her hand between their faces, spreading index and middle finger in a V-sign and each of the woman had licked Flo’s juices from a finger. A smile, a last kiss and Kate had resumed cooking and Flo had resumed doing nothing at all. Her arms had eventually grown tired but she had fought the urge to let them down. She was, after all, a fighter, not a quitter and she’d fight till the end, till she just couldn’t anymore. Still, she had silently prayed that Kate would be finished soon, she didn’t want to disappoint her on the first occasion. By the time Kate had put the roast potatoes and the steaks upon two plates, uncorked a bottle of wine and put glasses and cutlery on the counter all Flo could think about was that she had had to keep her arms up. She felt her muscles twitch, knew that she was very close to fail when Kate kissed her again, this time longer, reaching around her and holding her ass with both hands, kneading her buttocks.

		“Perfect, Flo. Just perfect. Now let’s go up and eat.”

		 

		And now they were lying on the wooden beach chair, Flo’s face buried in the crook of Kate’s neck, the smell of their sexes mingling with the smell of the summer night after they had made love one more time.

		“About that party.” Kate’s voice was soft and quiet.

		“Yes?”

		“You’re very welcome to attend. It’s completely OK if you decide to do something else, too. However, if you chose to come to the party, you will do so on my terms. No questions asked, no orders disobeyed.” 

		“OK.” A few kisses and nibbles later Flo lifted her head to look at Kate. “I guess you won’t tell me what those terms are, right?”

		“Smart girl,” Kate smiled, stroking Flo’s hair and letting it run through her fingers. “I have a feeling you like surprises. And a challenge.”

		“I do, but not as much as I like lying here with you. And even less than what I’m going to do now,” Flo whispered and once more went down to bury her face between Kate’s thighs after parting the folds of her wraparound skirt.

		

	
		

		Chapter 23 - Bindings

		 

		“I don’t always go to bed with a guy on a first date,” Kim whispered as they lay side by side on the bed afterwards. 

		“Oh, don’t worry, I wasn’t going to complain,” Seba answered jokingly, gently stroking her short hair. 

		Kim giggled and turned to face him. “I bet.” 

		“I don’t always take a girl to a concert and then to my bed on a first date either. But the moment I saw you I was enthralled with you. Love on first sight, I guess.” He kissed her on the mouth, then pushed himself up. “I’m starving. How about I scramble some eggs?”

		“Yeah, I’m starving too.” She watched him as he moved about the tiny apartment, still naked, his lean body surprisingly agile for a guy who mostly sat at his desk. “So you saved the Quadrifoglio from being closed?”

		He poked at the eggs in the pan and turned around. “No, not at all. Someone else did. I just put up the contract. And I’m the one the girls have to deal with,” he replied. 

		“Ah. Weird, isn’t it, that someone doesn’t want them to know.”

		“Yup, it’s a bit weird. To be honest, I’m not totally sure whether it’s legal. But I guess as long as nobody files a complaint it’s no problem. And I can’t think of a reason why someone would file a complaint. Seems to be a win-win situation for everybody involved. But why are you interested in that place?”

		“We’re going to play there in a couple of weeks. And ... well, it’s a good place. And good folks.”

		“Yes I think so, too. I can see a much, much better place from here, though,” Seba added grinning and then stared between her legs until Kim blushed and pulled up the sheets. Seba laughed and put the eggs on two plates along with some toast and returned to bed. They ate sitting cross-legged on the bed, feeding each other, laughing and giggling, until everything was eaten, then Seba pinned her down on the bed, his cock hard again, pressing against her sex.

		“Fuck me, Seba,” Kim moaned, rubbing herself on his dick. “Fuck me. Fuck me now!”

		Her hot, wet cunt felt wonderful as it teased the tip of his cock and Seba had to muster a lot of self restraint to keep himself from plunging down into her molten pussy. “How about I tie you up first?” he asked instead.

		She stopped moving and looked into his eyes, seeing that he wasn’t joking. She didn’t need to think long. “Well, why not?”

		“Because you don’t know me,” Seba said. “You don’t know what I’m going to do once you’re helpless. If you want to do it, you should call someone and tell them where you are, and with whom. Tell them to call again in the morning to make sure you’re all right.”

		He got up again to fetch her phone. “Who should I call at this hour? It’s, like, three in the morning. Debbie and Ashley have to get up.” Kim was babbling nervously, more for her own benefit than to relay information to the man next to her. “Ah, I know. Flo is probably still up and about at this time.”

		“Yeah, maybe she’s busy between Kate’s legs.”

		“You think?”

		“Kate was definitely interested in her and I wouldn’t be surprised if Flo enjoyed sex with both sexes.”

		“True,” Kim said, then she went on without thinking. “I’ve spent a night with her too.”

		“Really?” Seba laughed. “The girl sure doesn’t waste an opportunity. OK, call her. Worst that can happen is a cunnilingus interruptus.”

		Kim searched for Flo’s number while Seba kissed her back, leaving a trail of goose bumps on her spine, then evoking a moan as his lips reached the crack of her ass.

		“Hello? Flo?”

		“No. It’s Kate. Flo’s not available at the moment.”

		“Oh. Sorry, I didn’t want ... I thought ...” 

		“No problem, Kim. We’re still up and about. Can I help you? I hope everything’s all right?”

		“Yes, everything’s fine. I just wanted ... “ Kim broke off, blushing at the thought of telling that woman she had only seen a few times what she was about to do. She hadn’t seen Flo much more, but at least she had spent a night with the girl. 

		“Yes?”

		“Aahhh,” Kim gasped as Seba’s tongue reached her asshole. Then she giggled and told Kate what she needed to tell her, including Seba’s home address. There was a long pause until Kate finally replied.

		“So, what you’re saying is that Sebastian, the lawyer, wants to do kinky stuff with you and that he’s told you to call someone?”

		“Umm, yes.”

		“Go for it, girl. If he tells you to call someone so you’re safe then you most likely are. Flo will call you tomorrow morning, ten sharp. If something isn’t right, you say that you’re OK, but tired. If everything is alright, you say that you’re alright. Got that?”

		“Yes, Kate. Thank you very much.”

		“You’re very welcome. Oh, and Kim?”

		“Yes?”

		“Enjoy.”

		“Thanks. You too.”

		Kate laughed and looked across the hall into her bedroom at Flo. “I definitely do, honey.”

		 

		Flo had only heard Kate’s end of the conversation but she was shaking with chuckles nevertheless when Kate returned to the bedroom. “Looks like our little guitar heroine is in the same position as you are,” Kate said and joined the girl on the bed. “Although she might actually be able to beg for release, unlike you?”

		Flo answered with a shrug. She could and probably would have said a lot, of course, hadn’t it been for the pantyies in her mouth. But once again she had some panties in her mouth and once again it was her own. And, no surprise there, it was one that had been soaked and soiled by herself for quite some time. At least she liked the taste of her own pussy juices, but it still was definitely beginning to annoy her. It seemed as if every friggin’ time she had sex someone shoved her soiled panties in her mouth. And once again it had been entirely her fault. If she hadn’t teased Kate and laughed out loud when she had said that Flo would be begging for release like she had never begged for anything in her life she probably wouldn’t bite down on her panties now. She’d just be tied spread-eagled to the bed, Kate teasing her with a peacock’s feather, her body would twitch, she’d beg her to stop and maybe Kate would actually stop.

		The way it was, she was tied spread-eagled to the bed, legs spread wide, her cunt open and exposed, her tits stretched almost flat, the panty in her mouth, held in with a silk scarf tied in her neck. And Kate was trailing the feather across her helpless body, circling her breasts, teasing the aureoles, watching the nipples stiffen before she trailed the feather along the girl’s flank, smiling when she saw Flo’s belly muscles twitch and hearing her grunt. 

		By the time Kate laid the feather away, Flo’s naked body was covered in a sheen of perspiration, her breath heavy and her pussy lips were puffy and glistening. But if the blonde had thought her ordeal was soon coming to an end she was completely and utterly wrong. Kate, who had gotten very aroused herself while she had teased the gorgeous girl laid on top of Flo, rubbing her breasts against those of Flo while she humped Flo’s left leg and at the same time she made sure to tease the girl with her own body, Flo’s dripping cunt on her hip, but taking care to only tease her and not getting her to cum.

		The firm muscles of Flo’s thigh made a for a good humping ground. Kate began to moan and gasp as she rubbed her clit on it, pressing down hard, smearing her juices on the girl, riding the slick skin faster and faster, feeling herself getting closer to an orgasm with every minute until she exploded in a blissful orgasm. She collapsed on Flo’s body as a wave of pleasure rolled over her and left her shaking and trembling.

		Her own most urgent needs stilled, Kate laid beside Flo, propping herself up on one elbow, idle fingering the blonde’s cunt. Flo writhed and wiggled as she was aroused more and more and if she hadn’t had her panty in her mouth her moans would have ripped the silence of the night and maybe her screams would later have woken the neighbours. 

		“Do you want to cum, love?” Kate whispered eventually, keeping the girl right on the edge. Flo nodded vigorously. “If I ungagged you, would you beg me to let you cum?” Again the girl nodded her head, her eyes taking on a pleading expression. “That’s good,” Kate smiled and started to slowly work her whole hand into the girl’s cunt. 

		 

		***

		 

		“Hmm, what a beautiful sight,” Seba said looking down at Kim. Apart from her wrists which he had tied to the bed she wasn’t restrained. She was flushed, though, her body hot and soft after he had teased her for a long time, made her cum twice before he had made love to her, slowly, passionately, making sure she came another time before he shot his cum inside her smooth and tight pussy. 

		Now he was standing at the foot of the bed, two glasses in his hand, his eyes wandering over her body, resting on the puffy lips of her pussy for a moment before they went further up to the swelling of her full breasts and beyond those to the curve of her neck, her mouth with the full lips, the small nose and finally to her blue eyes that had the dreamy look of a women who had been satisfied beyond her biggest expectations. 

		“A truly beautiful sight,” he repeated as he sat down on the bed and held the glass to her lips. Kim drank thirstily, then once again looked up at him, wishing he would come closer so she could kiss him, hold him and fall asleep in his arms. What she didn’t expect was that as soon as she had emptied her glass he’d roll her on her side, pull up her leg and start to gently massage her pussy with one hand while he kissed her neck and throat.

		“Oh,” she moaned. “Again?”

		“Sure, love, again.”

		“I wasn’t expecting that. But it’s wonderful,” she said, wishing he’d hurry up and fuck her brains to mush one more time and at the same time wondering whether she’d be able to walk the next day. But the next day was still half a night away and therefore of little interest right now. Now it was only him and her and his cock slowly entering her from behind.

		Seba moaned as he pushed inside her cunt, pulling her towards him and fucking her a couple of minutes slowly before he rolled on top of her and pulled her to her knees, thinking that he wanted her to grow her hair so he could use it as reigns when he took her from behind. 

		“You will let your hair grow, baby. I want to hold you by your hair when I fuck you doggy style.” He pushed hard into Kim’s cunt now while Kim thought that they had merely spent an evening and a night together and that it seemed to be a bit early for him to demand that she grow her hair, but at the same time she realized that it totally turned her on and so all she said was “yes”. But since she was nearing yet another orgasm and had been saying “yessss, yessss, yessss,” a lot he never knew that she had just agreed to obey his first order. That didn’t matter much, though, for in the future she would do that again and again.

		But tonight she just came once more, thrusting her hips back at Sebastian, feeling his cock deep inside her stretching her pussy, his hands on her ass, then the twitching of his cock as he shot his cum into her cunt, collapsing on her back with a long, satisfied sigh, pulling her down on the bed again, wrapping her in his arms, her wrists still tied, his cock still buried in her cunt. Then she fell asleep, feeling better than she had in a very long time.

		 

		***

		 

		Flo felt better than she had in a very long time, too. The hand in her pussy touched all the right places, in exactly the right intensity, drove her towards a huge climax and pushing her over the edge, into a deep abyss of passion and lust and ecstasy. So deep that she actually lost consciousness for a minute or two. Not deep enough that she forgot that she had peed right on Kate’s bed, though, and so, when she had come around again, still breathing heavy, her heart racing and her cunt throbbing and clenching around Kate’s fist, she blushed deeply and stuttered a confused apology.

		It took Kate a moment to figure out why Flo was apologizing but once she knew she laughed out loud. “No, girl, you didn’t pee on my bed. You squirted.”

		“Huh?”

		“It feels like peeing but it isn’t. It’s not pee, either,” she went on, then pulled her hand out of Flo’s cunt and let the blonde taste her own nectar. “See? Not pee.”

		“Oh, wow, I’ve never experienced that before, only read about it.”

		“Maybe you better make sure to be perfectly hydrated in the future.”

		“Uh huh. I think so too.” Which was quite untrue, because Flo still wasn’t really capable of coherent thinking. But for once Kate didn’t mind too much whether what her girl said was the truth or just some silly gibberish. That, of course, would change very soon. Not now, though. Now was the time to free her and hold her tight and feel the warmth of her girl’s body against her own, the softness of her skin under her hand, the wetness of her cunt around the fingers she buried inside for the rest of the night.

		 

		“Oh, wow, that looks evil,” Flo said upon seeing the whip which hung on the wall in the small dungeon in the basement of Kate’s house.

		“It is.”

		“Will I get to feel it, too?”

		“No, love, you will never feel it. Well, maybe another whip, but not this one. It belonged to a girl I loved very much and I will never use it on anybody else.”

		Flo was just about to ask what had happened to the girl, then thought better of it. That was not her business and if Kate wanted to tell her she would do so. Still, she couldn’t help imagine some gorgeous naked girl standing in the middle of the room, chained to the pulleys on the ceiling while Kate stood a couple of meters away, gauging the distance, concentrating, then the whip arching through the air, hitting the girl, evoking a pained scream. ‘I want to be that girl,’ she thought. 

		“What are you thinking, Flo?” Kate ripped her out of her thoughts.

		“I just thought that I want to trust you as much as this girl trusted you, to let you use such a whip on me,” Flo replied, noticing that the thought of herself being the one chained with her legs spread, arms raised high, every part of her completely open and exposed had gotten her quite wet. She was again naked, mostly because Kate had said she liked it if Flo was naked, but also because it was a hot day and she didn’t have any clean clothes left. 

		“You will, when the time is right. Like I will know you well enough to know that you’re ready. No need to hurry, though. We’ve got a lifetime to get there.” Kate kissed Flo’s neck, then slapped her ass, hard enough to provoke a yelp from the girl. “Now wrap that lovely butt of yours in some clothes and let’s get out again, the sun is shining and I want to know more about you, like where you live.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 24 - Drawing the Panty Line

		 

		“Fuck!” Flo exclaimed upon seeing the mess in her penthouse. It looked as if it had been burglarized, except that a burglar wouldn’t take his time to cut open the upholstery of the sofa and rip out the stuffing, break the chairs and hack at the table with an axe. He also wouldn’t take his time to smash every single bottle and spill every carton of milk on the kitchen floor. Nor would he spend a lot of time neatly cutting all her panties, stockings, bras, dresses, well, just about every single item of clothing, in pieces. Maybe if he was deranged or just in a very bad mood he’d do all that, but he wouldn’t go to the trouble of bringing a couple of ferrets with him who had spent their time shitting and pissing on everything, leaving a stench that got you gagging. “The fucking fucker!”

		“Huh? Who?” Kate asked, whipping around when she saw a shadow hurry across the hall and vanish beneath an upturned chaiselongue.

		“Carl. My husband. I’m sure that this is his doing.” Flo went from room to room. It was everywhere the same. Finally she switched on the light in the bathroom. “Oh shit, that was my fave lipstick,” she muttered.

		Across the mirror someone had written in bold Temptress-Red© provided by Revlon: “HAVE FUN - AS LONG AS U CAN!”

		“Someone seems to be really angry with you,” Kate commented dryly, wondering why anybody would want to do that to this lovely woman. 

		“Shit. What a loser.”

		“Should I be worrying about you?”

		“No, I don’t think so. He just wants to annoy me,” Flo hoped she was right. She hadn’t expected such a reaction from Carl. It wasn’t like she had stripped him naked with her demands, quite to the contrary. In her opinion she had been very modest. Every court would have ruled in her favor and given her more if she’d asked for more. But then again, this wasn’t about what she had wanted, this was about hurt pride, and when it came to guys and their pride it was anyone’s guess what would happen if you hurt theirs. “At least I hope so.”

		“Is there anything you want to tell me?” Kate tried not to sound too concerned or even worried.

		“Yes, lots. But not here and not now. Please. I just want to get out of here. At least we won’t lose much time packing.” She tried to sound casual and carefree, but that wasn’t exactly how she felt. She looked pleadingly at Kate and her voice was low when she went on. “Can I stay with you for a while, Kate?”

		Kate shook her head slightly, smiling at the girl in front of her. “Don’t be silly. Of course you can. Let’s go and get you some clothes on the way.”

		 

		“At least I get some new clothes,” Flo said as they strolled through Victoria’s Secret and stopped to look at a pair of black panties with white trimming but was pulled along by Kate.

		“Don’t bother, you won’t wear them anymore.”

		Flo stopped and turned. “That doesn’t sound as if I’ve got a choice.”

		Kate smiled wickedly. “Of course you have. As long as you’re not really mine you still have a choice. But I know you want to please me and that’s why you won’t wear any panties, just like you won’t wear trousers anymore.”

		“True,” Flo mused, then suddenly started to giggle.

		“What’s so funny?”

		“I just wondered what you’re going to shove into my mouth next time.”

		Kate laughed too. “I guess I’ll just have to gag you with my cunt.”

		“Hmm, yeah, well, that’s a good incentive to never, ever wear panties again. But re having a choice: what about when I’m really your slave?”

		Kate stopped grinning and got serious again. “Then you only have one choice: Obey, or leave.”

		For a long time Flo didn’t say a word. She just looked into Kate’s eyes, knowing that this was what it was all about: Giving up power in exchange for ... for what, exactly? Tons of wonderful orgasms, maybe, but that wasn’t what Flo was looking for. She had had a pretty good sex life in the past, after all. Security? Definitely not. As far as she knew Kate lived comfortably with what she made in the Quadrifoglio. Comfortably, not luxuriously, but if it came to money Flo was much better off. Peace of mind? Yes, that was more like it. Maybe if she gave up control, yielded power to that woman, she’d finally calm down. The urge to be with Kate had already made her give up hooking and stealing. 

		“That was probably the hottest thing anybody has ever said to me,” she finally said in a hoarse voice. 

		“And this is probably the hottest thing to wear for me tonight,” Kate said and held up a lacy, frilly little playsuit. “It has even an open crotch so I can always check on your state of arousal.”

		“Perfect,” Flo smiled and added it to the pile of stockings and bras and tops she intended to buy.

		“Just like your ass.”

		 

		“Do you always drive that fast?” Kate asked as they were heading north again. It was another one of those bright Southern Californian days, sun blazing, the wind whipping their hair in the open convertible.  

		Flo had once again floored the pedal to pass a truck, weaving through the traffic much too fast, as was her habit. “Umm, yes, I guess. Shall I go slower?”

		“Yes, please. I don’t want to end in a mangled heap of metal. Not now that I’ve met you,” she smiled while Flo swerved to the right lane and hit the brakes, provoking a honk and a raised middle finger from the guy in the car behind them. She blew him a kiss in the rear mirror, then turned to Kate again.

		“You’re right, that’s a good reason not to speed.” Just then they passed a speed control on the side of the road. “Looks like you just saved me a couple hundred bucks, too.”

		“You should spend them on something you really want.”

		Flo thought for a minute. “Yes, I know something.”

		“Oh?”

		“I want you to have a whip for me, too. Like the one in your basement for that other person.”

		This time it was Kate who remained silent for some time. When she finally spoke Flo had to strain her ears to hear the words. “It’s a bit early for that, maybe. Anyway, you won’t go and buy some crap, OK? If you really want to get one I’ll tell you where to go.”

		“Yes, OK. No problem. I can wait. Barely,” Flo said, already speeding up again before she remembered that she was supposed to take it easy. “Oops! Old habits die hard, eh?”

		“There are methods to speed up the process, dear.”

		“Like, which?”

		“Like punishing you when you fail.”

		“Punishing me? As in whipping my ass?”

		“No. In this case I’d send you to assist in a morgue for a couple of days, so you know what happens to people who speed on the highway.”

		“Oh. I see.”

		“However, I’d rather reward you for being a good girl. If I were your Mistress, of course.” 

		“Reward? How?” Flo asked, deciding not to comment on the Mistress part for the moment.

		“Like, whipping your ass.”

		“That’s a reward?” Flo exclaimed, almost missing the exit they had to take.

		“For some a thorough whipping is a reward, yes. Don’t know about you yet. Do you?”

		“I don’t know. I told you that someone once beat me with a belt. That hurt like hell but it was also totally ... well, arousing, I guess.”

		“And talking about all that, is that arousing, too?”

		“You could always check, Kate,” Flo answered with a grin, stopping at a red light, hoping that Kate would actually check. She wasn’t disappointed and spread her legs when Kate reached across and slid a hand between them, pushing up her short skirt. She slid forward when she felt a finger part her lips. “Could you leave that finger there, please?” she asked.

		“Not while you’re driving, sweetheart.”

		“Damn. Gotta call a limo service next time. Or let you drive.”

		“No way, it’s your car. Besides, I couldn’t look at your legs or face all the time or check for wetness if I had to drive.”

		“Right. OK. I drive, you look and check.”

		Kate smiled and remained silent for a few minutes. “Have you decided yet? Will you come to the party, tomorrow?”

		“I’m not sure yet.”

		“OK. Don’t worry and take your time.”

		 

		***

		 

		“Do you have an invitation, Miss?” Carol, in charge of security on party nights and concerts, asked Flo as the blonde wanted to enter through the side entrance.

		“Umm … no, actually I don’t. I’m with Kate.”

		The tall brunette scrutinized Flo from head to toe, then raised an eyebrow as if to express her surprise that her boss would get involved with a bimbo like Flo. “You’re with Kate, like, how?”

		Flo wondered a bit. Apparently Kate had forgotten to announce her to the security staff. Or maybe the girl was just testing and teasing her? “Does spending a week between her legs or being tied to her bed count?”

		Another pause. “Yup, I guess it does,” the redhead finally smiled, extended her hand and introduced herself, then looked Flo over once again. “To be brutally honest, Flo, if you want to meet Kate as the girl who spent quite some time between her legs and tied to her bed, then you maybe want to dress a bit … well, more appropriately.”

		“More appropriately? Meaning what?”

		“Meaning less, mostly. Meaning, show more skin.”

		Flo had thought about what to wear to a kinky party a lot, but she lacked any experience as to what people wore to kinky parties and so she had put on a tiny silver dress with matching sandals. Her hair was piled on her head, pinned there with a few paint brushes, a couple cheeky strands falling down her neck. “Show skin? That ain’t enough yet?” The dress certainly showed lots of skin, especially the skin of her legs but also the sides of her breasts and almost all of her back.

		“Depends. It would be perfect for a night of dancing, get the guys - and some of the girls including Kate, too - to drool all over the dance floor. But if you want to make a statement, if you want her to know that you’re her girl, then it isn’t enough, no. However, if you’re not sure whether you want to be her girl after one week, then it’s OK.”

		“OK, thanks. Gotta think about that for a moment,” Flo replied. She wasn’t too sure whether she wanted to make a statement that she was Kate’s girl. Especially since she knew, or thought she knew, what being Kate’s girl implied. After all, she’d only spent a couple of days with the woman. Definitely not too much to make a decision. On the other hand, it had been a wonderful and intense couple of days and although she wasn’t sure whether she loved Kate she knew she liked her a lot, more than she had ever liked her husband, for instance. But then again, she didn’t plan on ripping off Kate, so her involvement was quite different to begin with. And she wasn’t one to be afraid of changes or one to turn her back on exciting new things and being Kate’s girl would definitely be something new and exciting.

		Having made up her mind she again thanked Carol, then went in search of the item she needed now. Ten minutes later she returned, grinning at Carol. “Got it,” she grinned as Carol held the door open for her.

		“Huh? I don’t see anything.” 

		“Here,” Flo answered and showed Carol the insides of her handbag. “That’s all I need, I reckon.”

		“Cool,” the security girl chuckled. “Yup, that’s all you need. She’s gonna love this, that much I know.”

		 

		Five minutes later Flo exited the little wardrobe in the back of the club and went through the door that led directly to the bar, behind which Martina stood and prepared drinks, talking to Emma who sat on one of the stools, one eye on the audience, one on her slave. Emma’s eyes brightened as she saw the blonde squeeze through the door. Martina turned, watched and then she grinned.

		“Wow!” the big woman said and Emma added that there were just never enough gorgeous girls dressed like that.

		“You think it’s OK?”

		“A bit risqué, maybe, but definitely nice. I like it lots,” Emma went on, licking her lips. 

		“Good. Wasn’t sure whether it’s OK.”

		“Babe, you can wear a potato bag and it looks great,” Emma chuckled. “This, however, is way better.”

		“Want something to drink?” Martina asked.

		“Nah, I’m fine. Well, at least I think I’m fine. I just thought I come and help you until Kate shows up.”

		“No way, honey,” Emma interjected. “You go out again and wait till Kate announces the next guest, then I call you. And you’ll parade right across the room and walk up to her, your head held high and your back straight. Show everybody how beautiful you are and how proud you are to be the one to hand that,” she pointed between Kate’s legs, “to Kate. A lot of the girls and also some of the guys here will envy you. Then I guess you know what you have to do.” 

		“And if you don’t, Kate will have no problem telling you,” Martina chimed in, once more taking in the sight of Flo.

		Flo bit her lip, then she nodded and after a last look across the room she turned to the door again. Martina couldn’t help but take her in a bear hug that almost crushed her ribs. “I love you, Flo,” she whispered, then sent Flo on her way with a light slap on her ass.

		Flo didn’t have to wait long, but still it felt like hours. She felt quite foolish, to be that nervous. It wasn’t the first time she was going to be looked at, she was sure that what she was going to do was what she wanted, needed, even, to do. Yet her palms were sweaty and her heart raced and she could feel her face flush. At the same time she could also feel her nipples stiffen and her pussy tingle. “Guess that’s a good sign,” she said to herself, then leaned against a stack of cases with empty bottles of all kind, closing her eyes and thinking about what she wanted to say until Emma stuck her head through the door and told her that it was time to head out.

		“You go girl. Make her proud.”

		“Thank you,” Flo said, her voice a hoarse whisper and then she went through the entrance of the club. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 25 - Mending Hearts

		 

		Kate stood on the stage, about to address the audience when her love came slowly walking through the low tables and seats, sidestepping a kneeling slave here, walking around a group of people there. Her heart missed a beat and all the disappointment she’d experienced since Flo had said that she’d rather not go to that party evaporated in a split second. She watched Flo approaching her, the blonde’s eyes never leaving those of Kate. Kate, in turn, let her eyes wander over the naked body of her girl who was about to be her slave, as she now knew. In her high heeled strappy sandals she was almost six feet three inches, towering above the rest of the people sitting and lounging. Despite her height, she moved gracefully and held herself straight, her arms at her side, her perky breasts adorned by hard, dark nipples, her shaved sex clearly visible whenever she made a step. But as beautiful and elegant as she was, that wasn’t what Kate interested most. What really caught her attention was the look in the girl’s eyes. It was a look of love and resolve, telling her that from now on she’d be Kate’s girl and that henceforth they wouldn’t be just two lovers, but Mistress and slave. 

		The people had stopped talking and then someone, probably Emma, dimmed the already dim overhead lights and switched on two spotlights, directing one at Kate, the other highlighting her naked girl slowly walking towards the dais. It seemed like an eternity until the girl reached the small stage, yet Kate wouldn’t have minded if it had been much longer. After all, there would never be a moment like this again. There would of course be tons and tons of wonderful, intense, intimate moments, but never again would there be a first time, that moment when the fog lifted and everything became clear and fell into place. There would never be a moment again in which she felt her broken heart being mended, even if there would always be a part missing, the part Roxy had taken with her. 

		Kate just stood and waited while Flo approached the dais, then with one gliding motion climbed up and knelt down in front of her, looking up with sparkling eyes, obviously cherishing the moment as much as Kate did. Then she reached for the only garment she wore besides the shoes, a simple and plain black dog’s leash which had brushed against her vulva as she had walked and which she had purchased from an old guy walking his dog only twenty minutes ago. It wasn’t what she had wanted, really, but it would do, at least for now.

		 

		Kate didn’t take the handle of the leash from Flo’s hand right away. She let the girl wait for a moment while she looked into the depths of those blue eyes, seeing what she wanted to see. 

		“Mistress ... ,” Flo began, then choked on her own words, a single tear rolling down her cheek. The rest of whatever she wanted to say and what she so carefully had thought about was never said, but neither of the two cared much about words anyway, and if anyone of those present wanted to know, well, they didn’t really exist for the two women on the stage anyway. 

		“Come, love,” Kate said at long last, bent forward and took the leash from her girl, laying the other hand beneath Flo’s chin, pulling on the leash and lifting her head until Flo stood in front of her, bending forward with the pull on the leash, aware that her butt was perfectly exposed to the audience but not giving a damn. Then Kate kissed the tear away before she took her girl’s head in both hands and kissed her passionately. 

		Nobody said a word, everybody was watching. Most of the people present were regulars, most had known Roxy, all of those who knew Kate knew how she must be feeling right now and those who didn’t sensed that it was a very special moment that mustn’t be disturbed.

		At last Kate broke the kiss, turned Flo around to face the audience and stood behind her, holding the leash tight with one hand, with the other reaching around her girl to cup her left breast.

		“Dear friends, dear guests, it’s a great pleasure for me to introduce Flo to you.” She paused and played with Flo’s nipple as the guests applauded. “I got a hunch you will see her hear again, very soon, but now I’m sure that you’ll understand that I want to spend the evening with her. Emma will lead you through the rest of the evening and introduce our next guest. Thank you.”

		Stepping off the stage, Flo following a step behind, feeling exposed yet cherished and safe, Kate began to properly introduce Flo to her friends. 

		 

		Later she sat in one of the seats, quietly talking with Roy while Flo kneeled at her feet, mesmerized by what was happening on the stage where a Mistress wearing a mask strapped her slave to a bench. His cock and balls where in what looked like a sadist’s version of a nutcracker, grossly swollen and purplish red even before the woman had begun to stick needles in his skin. Flo was at the same time repulsed and fascinated, two emotions that were instantly registered by her Mistress. 

		“That is ... ewww,” Flo said shuddering, leaning in to her Mistress and politely waiting until Kate turned towards her. “I dunno, but that is beyond me, I think. I can say that, can I? That I don’t want to do certain things?”

		“Of course you can, love. You have to. Sooner or later we’ll have to sit down and figure that out. No worries about the needles, though, it’s not one of my kinks.”

		Relaxed by that Flo continued to watch, then got up to get something to drink for Kate and Roy as well as herself. The masked Domme was leading her slave off the stage now, sitting him down in a seat, then turning towards the bar, hesitating when she saw Flo, then motioning towards the drinks in Flo’s hand. Flo nodded, asked Martina for two more Cokes and placed three on the table in front of her Mistress and Jake before bringing the remaining two to the Domme with the mask. There was no one else wearing a mask since this was supposed to be a place where nobody needed to hide their identity, so Flo wondered a bit who this woman was. Apart from the mask she wore tight leather pants and an embroidered white tank top, while her slave wore only a leather harness. She seemed to be young, about Flo’s age, but it was hard to tell with the upper part of her face hidden behind the Venetian mask.  

		

	
		

		Chapter 26 - Leaving Puddles

		 

		On the same evening, Kim and Seba were sitting in a Thai restaurant, both of them with perspiration on their foreheads, although for different reasons. Sebastian had ordered a very spicy Tom Kha Gai soup and was now paying the price for his boldness while Kim struggled with the humming inside her cunt. Every now and then she’d jump slightly when Seba switched the egg vibe to full, letting the girl get aroused to the point where she had to hold onto the table while trying to maintain a more or less neutral expression.

		“Please, Seba, don’t turn it off this time,” she whispered as she was yet again nearing an orgasm. She really wanted to cum, yet she enjoyed every minute of their playing. The whole week she had waited for this, a week that had lasted seemingly forever, even if there had been lots of news in her life. First, on Monday, Flo had called her and told her that if she needed a job there was a vacancy for a waitress at the Quadrifoglio. Lunchtime only, but that would at least keep her afloat until she found something else. And so on Tuesday she’d already started to work, hauling food and drinks, glad that she was busy and distracted and didn’t have nothing to do until Friday night, when Seba would come to Santa Barbara for the weekend.

		Then, Tuesday night, after the rehearsal with the band she’d gone for a beer with Flo, who of course had wanted to know everything she had experienced the last weekend, despite the fact that they had already told each other on the phone. 

		“You know, far as I know they have kinky parties in the Quadrifoglio, too. This Saturday,” Flo had said after Kim had finished her account. “You could come too, I guess.”

		After Kim’s first surprise she had said that she’d discuss it with Seba, which she had done the same evening on the phone. They had agreed that it was too soon. “Also, I want to spend my time only with you, sweetie,” Seba had said to Kim’s delight. “But if this turns out the way I hope it does, I certainly want to go there eventually.”

		And now she was sitting opposite the guy who she had fallen in love with in a matter of days, not only because she had had the best sex with him she had ever had, but also because she could talk about a lot of things with him, starting with music, ending with world politics. But the bastard wouldn’t let her cum! Still, she loved him exactly for that, too. “I beg you, Seba, please let me cum.” Kim was blushed, her breath heavy and as much as she dreaded to cum in plain view of all the people, she couldn’t think of anything else.

		“No, sweetheart. Sorry, but you’re too beautiful to look at. I’ll enjoy to look at you for some time yet, then, maybe, you will get permission to cum when we eat dessert,” he replied, then reached into the pocket of his jacket and switched off the vibe, smiling innocently at his girl when she let out a moan of frustration as the wonderful buzzing inside her cunt suddenly stopped.

		“Now, while you calm down, why don’t you tell me how you’re going to thank me for entertaining you the whole evening?” That was easy. Kim had, after all, had a whole week to think about what she wanted to do, or have done to her.

		“First, I will fix you a drink, have you relax in a comfortable seat and worship your cock for a very long time. It’s been too long since I really felt it inside me,” she smiled, discounting the blowjob she had given him when he had come to pick her up. “Next, a long, soothing bath, with massage and everything, until you’re totally relaxed before I make you feel better than ever before.” That wasn’t too exotic, as she was well aware of, but in her opinion there was no need to hurry things and she figured that Seba wouldn’t mind if she’d make him feel better than ever before.

		“Sounds good. We could also go to the party in the Quadrifoglio, you know.”

		“Yes, that’s entirely up to you, of course. But as you have said, it’d be nice with just the two of us.”

		“Yup. But next time we’ll go. Wouldn’t want to miss seeing you and Flo in kinky attire,” Seba grinned and switched on the bullet again. “By the way, are you sitting in a puddle of your juices already?”

		“Yessir! That’s usually what happens when you order a girl to go commando, tell her to pull her skirt over her ass and then tease her endlessly with a bullet vibe,” Kim grinned cheekily.

		Seba frowned. “Getting fresh with me, babe?”

		“Just a bit,” Kim giggled and suppressed a moan. 

		“Watch your tongue or you’ll find yourself licking your mess off that chair.”

		After a quick glance around the rather full restaurant Kim swallowed and blushed some more at the thought of being ordered to do that. “Yes sir. Won’t happen again.”

		“Of course it will. And it will provide me an excellent reason to spank your beautiful ass.”

		“You don’t need a reason to do that, Seba,” Kim whispered, feeling herself getting even hotter and wetter when she thought back to last Sunday, when he had told her to lay over his lap and spanked her, not very hard, but still intense enough for a first spanking.

		“Why did you do that,” she had asked later, her butt still hot and red as she had lain beside him on the bed.

		“Because I can, love. And because I knew you’d like it.”

		There hadn’t been much left to say after that and so she had said nothing and instead had taken his cock in her mouth where it had remained for the next hour. 

		This time he didn’t switch the vibe off but leaned back and watched as the beautiful girl across the table first struggled, hesitating to cum in plain view of the rest of the guests in the restaurant, then, when he told her that he wanted to see her cum now, she gave in, held on to the table again as the orgasm rushed through her body, knuckles white, jaw clenched, her body shivering and trembling slightly, her breath coming in short, labored pants, her eyes never leaving his. She shuddered one last time, then adjusted her bottom on the chair again and smiled at him. “Thank you, sir. Thank you so very much.” 

		“You’re very welcome, love. Now let’s go, there’s a lot of cock worshipping for you to do tonight.”

		“Yes Sir.” Kim once more blushed deeply when she saw the mess she was leaving on the chair, but that was forgotten as soon as Seba laid his arm around her. Or, more precisely, when he laid his hand on her butt and squeezed her buttock, whispering that he was going to have a lot of fun with this butt tonight.

		 

		***

		 

		“Thank, you, Flo,” the woman said as she took the glasses from Flo’s outstretched hands. “Judging from your expression I guess you didn’t like the way I played with my toy,” she went on, nodding towards the slave beside her.

		“No, not really. Cocks in nutcrackers and needles aren’t my cup of tea,” Flo responded, feeling herself blushing a bit as the couple’s eyes wandered over her naked body. “You looked very good, though,” she said to the slave. “I mean, there was a beautiful expression on your face, despite all the pain. Umm ... maybe I should stop babbling now.” The guy, about the same age as Flo and rather good looking, thanked her and turned his attention back towards his Mistress again.

		The Mistress chuckled. “Some dominants might take offense if you speak directly to their slaves.”

		“Oh. My sincere apologies if I offended you. I’m new at this and have not much of a clue about ... well, anything, really.”

		“No worries, Flo, you have the best teacher. Besides, I’m not really his Mistress. We switch. Next time he’s the Master, I’m the slave. And as long as you’re respectful, nobody should really get upset, either.” She took a sip from her drink, then went on, her eyes blazing behind the mask. “You made quite an entrance tonight. Your Mistress must be very proud of you.” She smiled as Flo’s expression got even more scarlet.

		“Not as proud as I am to be her girl,” Flo replied. “Well, I guess I should go back to her now. Thank you for your nice show,” she said to the couple, then turned to walk back to her place beside Kate, thinking that the girl looked and sounded familiar. However, she couldn’t make a connection and the brushing of the leash against her pussy was very distracting and so she soon had forgotten about that encounter again. 

		She enjoyed the next few hours until people began to depart, most of them passing by Kate again, congratulating her on her girl and especially on the way she made her entrance at the party, then Flo helped Martina getting everything in order again before they all sat down for a last coffee, Emma, Martina, Kate and Flo. 

		“I wished I could snuggle up to my Mistress the way you do,” Martina giggled, looking at Flo who sat on Kate’s lap, pulled close by the leash in her Mistress’ hand. “But I’m afraid I’d crush her.” 

		“Yes, indeed,” Flo replied. “But if you want, you can literally carry her on your hands. Which in German means that you cherish her more than anything else, which I’m sure you do.”

		“Yup, she does.” Emma yawned and emptied her coffee. “So, Flo, how do you feel now?”

		Flo didn’t need to think much about that. “Very happy, very ... proud and very tired. Exactly in this order.” She smiled at Kate. “Happy to be with you, Mistress. Proud to be your girl. And tired enough to fall asleep in your arms.”

		“Then we should go now. Or shall I take you up on that stage to wake you up again?” Kate said teasingly.

		“No, not today, please. It’s enough for one day already.”

		“Yup, I think so too.”

		 

		***

		 

		Kim couldn’t remember when if ever her pussy had been so raw before. It hurt terribly good and when she got up to go to the toilet she had to walk carefully but even then she was wincing. It was worse when she wiped herself, but despite the pain she was as happy as could be. Seba was lying in her bed, waiting for her to return, as spent and exhausted as she was, probably also hurting from all the fucking, certainly as happy as she was. She went back, snuggled up to him, felt his arms around her, cupping her breast, the nipple raw and the flesh bruised where he had bitten her. For a moment she was undecided whether she should be disappointed that his dick was limp against her asscheek or whether she should be glad that her pussy was about to get a rest, but she knew that she wasn’t going to complain either way, she’d willingly spread her legs and let him fuck her another time, even when she knew that she wouldn’t even get near an orgasm again. Simply because obeying him was everything she wanted to do, even if it was painful. Yes, as far as Kim was concerned, she was his willing slave and she knew that he knew that, even if neither of the two had mentioned it so far.

		But his cock remained limp, having done its work for the night and brought the two of them to several powerful orgasms. His mouth wasn’t tired enough yet, though, and so he kissed her neck, nibbled her ears and hair. 

		“I love you, Seba,” she finally said drowsily, already drifting off to sleep.

		“I love you too, Kim,” he replied. “I love you, my sweet little sex slave.” Her pussy began to tingle so much at those words that for a moment Kim regretted that he wasn’t going to fuck her once more, but then she was already fast asleep, safe in his arms. And, after all, there was going to be another day in which he was going to fuck her. And then one more and then another and another one after that.

		 

		***

		 

		“Yuck!” Flo’s scream probably woke the whole neighbourhood. Or it would have had it been a residential neighbourhood. Since it wasn’t the only reaction was that a homeless man who slept in a doorway half a block down the deserted street lifted his head and watched a blonde woman jump back from a fancy convertible.

		“That’s it. I’ve had enough,” Flo shouted, the picture of the dead, eviscerated rat on the driver’s seat burned into her memory.

		“Your husband?” Kate eyed the dead animal from a distance.

		“The fucker. I wanted to make this easy for both of us, but if he wants to play it rough, we gonna play it rough.” Flo was still fuming when the cab arrived and brought them home, a plan forming in her head.

		 

		***

		 

		Seba woke up like he had never before. At first he didn’t realize what it was that was different, but it didn’t take him long to figure out that his cock was surrounded by something smooth and warm. He looked down at himself and saw Kim look back. She probably would have smiled but her lips were firmly closed around his dick, her tongue teasing his tip.

		“Awww,” he moaned and let himself fall back into the cushion again. “You sure know how to wake up a guy.” Then he didn’t say or do anything anymore but just enjoyed his cute little sex slave worship his cock, take him deeper and deeper, her agile tongue teasing the head, her hands playing with his hard balls, tickling and caressing the sensitive underside until he couldn’t hold back anymore and shot his cum into her mouth. 

		“Thank you, Master,” Kim said after she had licked him clean, resting her head on his loin, kissing his cock. “I hope you enjoyed.”

		“I did, sweetheart. Very much so. Now let’s get up and have a shower.” But just then she kissed him again and he felt himself react to her caresses. “Coming to think of it, maybe we could shower later. Get me hard and then I want to see you ride me.”

		 

		***

		 

		“I want everything and I want it now!” Flo giggled. She was perfectly aware that this wasn’t a statement a slave should make. But first, she wasn’t being earnest and second she could claim that she didn’t yet know what suited a slave and what didn’t. “I want to feel the whip, I want to serve you, I want to be your slave. The sooner the better.”

		“Aren’t you afraid of the whip?” Kate asked, biting off half a croissant.

		“Of course I am. That’s why I don’t want to wait any longer.”

		“And do you know what to serve someone means?”

		“No. I don’t. That’s why I want to find out. I don’t know what being your slave means, either. But if I have to be your slave to be with you, then I want to do that.”

		Kate didn’t reply for a while, just looked at the naked girl who sat opposite her at the table. She really didn’t have much of a clue, but she just as sure was obviously willing to walk that way anyway. She’d seen that expression before in a girl, this hunger to learn, to do her best, to overcome obstacles and fight their fears. Kate knew there would be hard moments, moments when the girl would doubt herself, would think she wasn’t good enough, hadn’t tried hard enough, wouldn’t ever be good enough for her Mistress. But she also knew that Flo would be good enough, would always try as hard as she could, would definitely be good enough for Kate because trying as hard as she could was all she could expect.

		“OK,” she finally said. “I don’t think we should hurry, but I know that you won’t settle for that. Although I want to remind you that I’m the one who’s setting the pace and when I don’t it’s always my decision to let you decide.”

		“Yes, Mistress. I know.”

		“Fine. Well. Then you now may go and bring me a sheet of paper and a pen. Also, an envelope.” Kate’s eyes were fixed on her gorgeous girl’s ass as the girl went through the French doors. ‘There really should be a word for that crease between buttocks and legs’, she thought to herself. ‘Especially when it’s such a perfect crease between such perfect buttocks and such perfect legs.’

		Flo returned a minute later and now, looking at her front, there was a name for everything. Slender hips, ribcage, firm, round breasts, dark aureoles, perky nipples, curve of her neck, clavicles beneath silky skin, dark stubble where Flo needed to shave again, puffy lips of her sex, pale skin where belly met legs, muscles moving under the skin on her thighs, jawbones, glossy lips, eyelashes, the list went on and on and for everything there was a name. And to top it off those wonderfully blue eyes, full of life, full of devotion, full of love.

		She wrote for two minutes, then folded the paper and closed the envelope. “Your first task. Open this tomorrow at breakfast. You have two choices: Tear it in half and return it to me. If you choose not to return it there is no way back.”

		“Yes, Ok. Thank you,” Flo said, barely able to keep her fingers from ripping the envelope apart to read what Kate had written as she put the envelope on the table. 

		 

		A last, long kiss, then Kate left for the Quadrifoglio while Flo made a few phone calls. First she called Carl.

		“Stop that shit, Carl.”

		“Hello gorgeous, enjoying life?”

		“Just stop it, please.”

		“What are you talking about?”

		“You know exactly what I’m talking about. Stop it, stop being such a bad loser. Grow the fuck up.”

		“Sorry, bitch, I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

		“Ferrets. Dead rats. Call that asshole and tell him to stop it.”

		“Sorry, I’m busy. You might want to go see a shrink.”

		“I’m going to see you, and you won’t enjoy it.”

		“Ciao, bitch. Enjoy your life.” Carl ended the call. 

		Flo, despite being angry, just smiled. “OK, you had your chance,” she quietly said, then she dialed again, this time a number in Berlin. After that she called a car dealer and finally a cab.

		 

		***

		 

		“Yes. Yes that is perfect,” Carl said into the receiver. It wasn’t easy to understand the person on the other side of the line, what with his heavy Russian accent. But what the Russian had proposed was easy enough to understand. He’d teach that bitch a lesson she wouldn’t ever forget and then Carl would teach her the same lesson again, only harder. That much he owed himself. Nobody was fucking with Carl Simmons. Nobody. Especially not some chick from the remote parts of the Swiss hinterland. Carl got a hard on when he thought about what the Russian had just proposed. Yes, that was indeed perfect. He would really enjoy teaching the bitch a tough lesson.

		“OK, see you in two weeks, then.”

		“Hardly,” the Russian answered just before a click indicated that he had ended the call. Carl looked at the silent phone in his hand for a moment, then he grinned and hit the button on the intercom on his desk. “Shirley, cancel all appointments I have on the weekend in two weeks.”

		“But Mr. Simmons, there is a fundraising event on Saturday with all the celebrities from Hollywood and a lunch with a couple of executive directors from ABC.”

		“Fuck them. Cancel everything. Now!” he barked and disconnected.

		“OK, sure, boss,” his assistant replied under her breath, already searching for the addresses and phone numbers of the people she had to call to cancel his appointments. She was used to Carl and his moods. She was less used and much more pissed off by his hands going to places they didn’t belong, mostly her ass. But the money was good, better than anything she could have earned anywhere else and so she stayed where she was. She wouldn’t mind if someone kicked her boss in his ass, though. Kicked him real hard. With a pair of steel capped shoes. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 27 - The Sound of Leather on Skin

		 

		The store was small and it smelled wonderfully of leather when Flo finally entered it after standing outside for some time, summoning up the courage to go in. A bell chimed when she pushed open the door, but nobody appeared for the next two minutes. She enjoyed the smell of leather and looked around, saw that it wasn’t just a saddlery, at least she didn’t see any items that would have fit on a horse. Instead there were whips and harnesses and things that looked like they would fit a horse, if the horse was small enough. Or if the horse wasn’t a horse, but actually a human dressed up as a horse. 

		Flo was standing in front of the back wall, just left to a doorway that led to a room in the back, probably the saddler’s workshop, looking at two rows of whips that run the length of the wall when a small, wiry man with wire rimmed glasses and a receding hairline came out of the doorway.

		“Hello Miss, can I help you?”

		Flo was startled for a second and embarrassed for much longer. “Umm, yes. I ... I need a whip.”

		“What kind of whip do you have in mind?” He smiled a friendly smile and she kinda liked him immediately but she was still tempted to say that she needed a whip for a horse, but then she thought that he probably sold more whips to be used on humans than on horses. He’d probably seen and heard it all, and Flo wasn’t the person to tell some lame excuse even if the truth was embarrassing. No, she had to do this properly, everything else would be cheating.

		“To be honest, I don’t know. I guess I could use your help.”

		“Of course, it’s my pleasure. What will it be used for?”

		A moment’s hesitation before the girl answered: “It .... well .... it will be used on me.” Blushing.

		“Ahh, I see.” He smiled and managed to keep looking at her face. “Do you have experience with whips?”

		“No. None, so far.” More blushing. But also the beginning of a tingling between her legs. 

		“OK. Let me show you some.” He went through the whips with the girl, long ones that coiled like snakes, short ones called crops, some with many strands, some that looked like paddles made of thick leather, canes of various materials. He put them in Flo’s hand, told her how they were called and how they were used. 

		She let the coils of a single tail slide over her hand, her expression a mixture of awe and fear, the tingling between her legs getting more intense. “This looks hot ... and evil,” she finally said hoarsely.

		“I wouldn’t recommend a single tail, not for a beginner,” he said and took the whip from her hand again. “Also, the person using it on you should be absolutely sure they know what they’re doing. You can try the short ones on your inner thigh if you want,” he continued, hanging up the two long coiling whips again.

		The girl didn’t need much time to think about that. Whipping herself with this stranger watching? Not likely. “Umm, no, thanks, I don’t think that’s necessary.”

		“Yes it is. Even better, we take an assortment of whips to the workshop and I show you how each feels.” 

		‘Like hell I’d expose my ass for a whipping by someone I have never seen before,’ Flo thought and felt herself blushing even deeper. If her heart kept pumping all the blood into her face she’d soon keel over from lack of oxygen in her brain. She fought with herself. On the one hand, she didn’t want to buy the wrong whip, on the other hand she didn’t want to expose herself to this man and let him whip her, even if he seemed to be a nice person. ‘And what would Kate say if I told her that I had bared my ass in the saddlery store? More important, what would she say if she heard that I chickened out?’ Her mind raced as she pondered all this. 

		He kept looking at Flo, his face neutral, almost businesslike, kept his eyes trained on hers, never let them wander down to ogle her cleavage, although the dress she was wearing was cut pretty low. 

		At last she took a deep breath. “OK,” she sighed and smiled weakly.

		“Would you please follow me then, Miss?” He picked up several of the implements and led her through the doorway and a small corridor to the workshop. “Please lean against this workbench and hike up your dress.” For a moment she almost turned around and ran out of the shop, but then she thought about what Kate had said. “There’s no backing out once you agree.” Nope, she wouldn’t back out, she would buy a whip, she would bring it home, she would kneel at her feet and present her the whip and herself. 

		 

		Flo placed her underarms on the bench, reached back and hiked up her skirt, feeling the blood rush to her face once again as she struck out her lovely butt. 

		“Err .... could you please pull down that thong, Miss?”

		‘Right, mustn’t forget to expose my pussy too, eh? But I won’t, that surely wasn’t necessary, was it?’ She wasn’t going there. She might be a horny and dissolute girl, but she wasn’t flashing her butt and her pussy to everybody who told her so. “No, that remains where it is,” Flo answered.

		“With all due respect, but if I hit the strap you’ll hurt terribly. Trust me, I know what I’m talking about.” Strangely enough, she trusted him. Biting her lips, she hooked both thumbs under the thong’s waistband and pushed it all the way down to her knees, blushing even deeper when she saw the flash of white sanitary towel, which was the reason she was wearing panties at all.

		The guy didn’t seem to mind. “Thank you. Now for the business at hand. I’ll use different crops, floggers and a couple of paddles. No single tails and no canes, though, because they’re not for beginners.”

		The next ten minutes he swatted her with various implements, never too hard, but hard enough to give her a glimpse of what it would feel like to be whipped for real. Halfway through the demonstration she realized that it excited her. Once again her face would have fitted in perfectly in a box of tomatoes. She wondered whether her arousal made her a complete slut or whether it was just a sign that she liked to be whipped and decided that it didn’t really matter, things were simply as they were. There wasn’t anything she could do about it anyway.

		“Finished,” the shopkeeper finally said, stepping back to admire Flo’s crimson red buttcheeks. “Which did you like most?” Flo rubbed her ass a bit, pulled up the panty again and smoothed down her skirt before she stood straight and turned, thinking that this was a very weird situation. Here she was, exposing her butt to a stranger so that he could show her how different whips felt on it and then she tried to figure out which had been the nicest. 

		“Hmm. I dunno. This one was OK, and that wide paddle, too,” she answered, pointing at a paddle and the crop he still held in his hand.

		“Yeah, those would be good for a first whipping, I agree. So, which will it be, Miss?” He looked at her expectantly, the corners of his mouth turned upwards. “Of course you could buy them both, or I could show you again how they feel.”

		She thought about that for a moment. Buying them both seemed like a good idea, except that the task Kate had given her said that she was supposed to buy one whip, not two. Without a word she turned around again and pulled down her panties and hiked up the skirt once more. “Let me feel them again, please.” 

		Five minutes later she had paid for the crop and was about to leave the store when he called her back. “Here, take this as a present.” He came after her, handing her the paddle.

		“Nah, I can’t take this.”

		“Yes, you can. It’s marketing, I know you’ll be back.” Now he grinned. 

		“Well, thank you very much, sir.”

		“You’re very welcome. Bye Flo, take care and have fun.”

		Flo had already walked a block when she realized that she had never told the guy her name. It took her a second to figure out why he had known it all the time and then she laughed until she had to wipe the tears from her eyes.

		 

		If it hadn’t been for a breeze from the sea it would have been too hot to lie on the terrace, basking in the sun. With the wind it was perfect, though, Kate thought, rolled over on her belly on the beach chair to tan her butt. She had returned from the Quadrifoglio half an hour ago, after the rush of lunchers had been over, then discussed a couple of things with the cook, finished some paperwork. But the truth was that she wasn’t really needed there, at least not for the daily business. But now, since the business had a future again it was time to move on, expand the fetish part of the Quadrifoglio. There was certainly enough demand for more parties here. It would be easy to fill a bigger club at least once a week, in addition to demonstrations. It would also easy to have more concerts. But doing both was out of the question because then they’d lose the regular customers if they were standing before locked doors too often. Then she had an idea. A good one. Ten minutes and two phone calls later she put the phone away again, stretched out in the sun and waited for her love to arrive.

		Kate was surprised by the soft sound of naked feet on the granite tiles as Flo slowly walked up to her, wearing nothing but her sunglasses and a red ribbon which she had woven in her braided hair. She hadn’t heard her car or the front door. Yet here she was, her girl, her love, her ... slave? In all her naked glory, a somewhat uncertain smile on her face, a beautifully braided crop in her hand as she knelt down and held out the whip, her legs parted and her sex open, back straight, breasts standing proud, her glossy lips slightly parted.

		Kate didn’t move, just looked at Flo and enjoyed the sight of this gorgeous girl who offered much more than just a whip or her body. Flo remained motionless too, even when it became strenuous to hold out her arms, breathing slowly, her mind focused on her Mistress, on what she was doing. Time didn’t stand still, because it never does, yet for them it seemed to do so. Tiny droplets of sweat appeared on Flo’s forehead, grew larger as the sun shone down on her and as she began to struggle with the effort of holding out her arms. A single bead rolled down into her eye, but even if it stung she didn’t move, except for a blinking of her eyes. She felt more sweat on her upper lip and running down her back into the crack of her perfect ass but she was determined to remain in this position until she either keeled over or Kate would accept her offering.

		Kate was still in no hurry, though. She kept looking at Flo, her eyes wandering over her body, from her outstretched hands to her shoulders, down to those perfect breasts, to her sex, glistening with sweat, or was it something else? And up again until they’re eyes met and locked. She noticed the slight trembling in the girl’s arms, the jaw set firmly now as Flo fought the straining of her muscles, but she still smiled. 

		Finally, when she saw that Flo wouldn’t be able to stretch out her arms much longer, she sat up on the beach chair, reached for the whip and took it from Flo’s trembling hands. The girl let her arms sink to her side, palms on her naked thighs, clearly relieved while Kate examined the whip carefully.

		“You’ve chosen well, my girl,” she said approvingly. “Now you may kiss your tormentor.” She held the tip of the whip a few inches from Flo’s face and watched smiling as the girl leaned forward, her lips already open to kiss that which soon would hurt her. 

		Kate also noticed that her girl’s pussy glistened much more than it had a minute ago, an observation which put an even broader smile on her face. Now it was Kate who leaned forward, took Flo’s head in both her hands and kissed her passionately, until they both ran out of breath. “Now hold on to the railing and present that lovely ass of yours.”

		Flo got up, held onto the railing, then stepped back, her legs wide apart, her ass stuck out, waiting for what she knew would follow, hoping that she wouldn’t disappoint her Mistress. But if she expected Kate to get up and whip her ass right away she was in for a surprise, although a very nice surprise.

		Kate did get up, but instead of using it on her girl’s ass she laid the whip on the chair and got hold of a bottle of suntan lotion. Then she began to lotion Flo’s body from head to toe, massaging her neck, taking extra care with her breasts, her hands running down her flanks to her thighs, just about bypassing the girls sex, noticing that Flo could barely keep herself from moving to feel her touch on her pussy. She took her time lotioning the girl’s legs, slowly working her way up her thighs, closing in on her sex, slightly brushing over it, her own naked breasts caressing the blonde’s back, her knowing touch evoking a few gasps and moans as she massaged Flo’s cunt, then rested a few moments on her clit, rubbing it gently, feeling the slippery wetness of her snatch, the heat of her passion. 

		When Flo was trembling with need and desire, fighting the urge to rub herself on her Mistress’ fingers, just about to explode in her need to cum and teetering on the verge of an orgasm Kate reached for the whip, stood back. The first stroke was one swift movement of her arm, up, down again, without hesitation. Hard, but not too hard. The next followed so quick that it caught Flo still in shock of the first one and it was only when the third stroke hit those perfect smoothness of Flo’s buttocks that Kate ordered her to “CUM! CUM now!!”

		And Flo did come, screaming loudly as the pain raced through her body, mingling with the pleasure, creating a sensation she hadn’t ever experienced before but which she would have a lot of opportunity to experience in the future, that mixture of pleasure and pain that is much more intense than either of them alone. Flo was, to put it in a nutshell, overwhelmed. Her knees gave in, her hands let go and if it hadn’t been for Kate quickly taking her in her arms and letting her down on the beach chair she surely would have crashed to the ground. But she didn’t. She was safe in her Mistress arms while she trembled and shook and moaned and gasped. Safe in Kate’s arms, firmly held in her loving embrace and tenderly kissed.

		After a few minutes she was able to speak again. “Aww, that hurt. Aww, that was wonderful. Aww, I love you, Mistress,” she said, craning her neck to kiss Kate on her lips again.

		“I love you too, Flo.” Kate laid down on her back, Flo on top of her, her hands tenderly caressing the girl’s ass where three perfectly parallel streaks gave testimony to her first whipping. They lay like this for a long time, until Flo asked whether she could pleasure her Mistress.

		“Of course you can, silly girl,” Kate whispered. “As a matter of fact, you are hereby ordered.”

		“Thank you, Mistress,” Flo replied.

		

	
		

		Chapter 28 - Confessions

		 

		“Now I need a shower to cool down.” Kate had enjoyed every single second as Flo had licked and fingered and teased her, had held back as long as she could, had made the girl work hard, knowing that she liked a challenge and that she wouldn’t stop what she was doing until her Mistress had cum. And cum she had, eventually, cum hard, soaking the chair with her juices, flooding Flo’s mouth, pressing her face tightly against her throbbing cunt.

		“Me too,” Flo said, from between Kate’s legs were she still was kneeling, her face resting on her Mistress pussy.

		“Oh. Sorry, the shower I have in mind is a one person shower. Reserved for Mistresses. Up, girl, and assume the position you held when I whipped your perfect ass.” 

		Flo got up again, a bit worried for she wasn’t too eager to be whipped again. She would, of course, stick out her ass and present it to the whip if that was her Mistress’ wish, but she would very much prefer to step into the shower with Kate, wash her from head to toe, towel her dry, rub lotion on her body. But that wasn’t her decision anymore and so she once again stood leaning against the railing, legs apart and ass stuck out.

		“You’re so beautiful, I could look at you for hours,” Kate said as she herself got up. “But that wouldn’t cool me down at all, of course.” She lay on her back between Flo’s legs and raised a hand, pointing it at Flo’s pussy. “Fuck yourself on my hand. Fuck yourself and flood me with the nectar of your passion.” 

		Flo looked down, smiled, felt her pussy already starting to tingle. “It will be my pleasure, Mistress.” She lowered herself onto Kate’s outstretched hand, ground her hips and fucked herself while Kate slowly worked in more fingers, one by one, Flo’s juices already running down her arm, worked her hand deeper inside the horny girl’s cunt, spreading it and teasing her until her whole fist was swallowed by hot tender flesh. And then Flo fucked herself for good, moving her hips to get as much friction as possible, harder and faster, feeling Kate’s fingers brushing past her G-spot. It felt wonderful to be spread and filled the way she was and every time she looked down she saw her Mistress smiling lovingly at her. She fucked herself, rocking her hips and rolling her pelvis until she came, her juices gushing from her cunt and splattering on Kate’s chest and face. 

		Flo knelt down with trembling knees and kissed and licked Kate’s breasts, then her throat and neck, her own juice and Kate’s sweat creating a unique taste, one Flo couldn’t ever get enough of, then it tasted even better when their lips touched and their tongues danced around each other.

		“That was great, but it didn’t cool me down a bit,” Kate commented at last and so they headed for the shower.

		 

		“What’s that?” Kate asked, looking at the elegant vintage racing cycle on the porch.

		“It’s called a bicycle, Mistress.” Flo’s giggling was interrupted by a yelp when Kate slapped her hard on the butt.

		“Watch your tongue, honey. I know that it is a bicycle. But why is it standing here?”

		“Ah. It’s mine. A thirty years old Peugeot. I sold my car and got me a bicycle instead. That way I can’t speed and nobody can throw dead rats on the seat.”

		“And how do you plan to get around? This is southern California, you’re not going to get anywhere without a car.”

		“I take a cab. Or I grovel at your feet if I want to borrow yours. But basically I won’t have to get around a lot.”

		“True. I don’t see a helmet, though. You’re not going to ride it without a helmet.”

		“Helmets are useless. They ruin my hairdo.”

		“No cycling without helmet. Period.”

		“Aww .... don’t be so ... so ... American,” Flo said and squealed when her butt exploded in pain once more. “OK OK. I’ll get one tomorrow.”

		 

		“I think it’s time,” Flo said suddenly. They were sitting on the sand at the beach, watching the sunset in silence until now. 

		“For what?”

		“Tell you. Everything.” She was leaning against Kate’s knees but now Kate spread them and let Flo rest her head on her belly and look up into her Mistress’s eyes. 

		“OK. I’ve got to tell you something, too. Or ask, rather.”

		“OK. Who’s first?”

		“Me,” Kate grinned. “I’m the Mistress. I’m always first. If I want, that is.”

		“Yes. You are my Mistress and I’m your slave. And that’s perfect.”

		“Yup. Well, OK. Today, when I was sun tanning and you were picking the perfect whip I had an idea. You know that the third story of the building the Quadrifoglio is in is empty?”

		Flo nodded her head. “Yes, I know.”

		“It’s been empty for a couple of years. It needs renovation. From what I know the roof should be fixed. Also some of the windows. Me, I’m more or less jobless. Emma and Martina run the restaurant, I manage the parties, but that is hardly a full time job. So I thought why not rent the upper floor, renovate and redo it and turn it into a dungeon where we can have more regular events, demonstrations and brunches and still keep the bar and club open?”

		Flo was silent for a moment. “Sounds like a good idea. Provided there are enough kinksters here to fill a club every week.”

		“There are, no problem. People around here don’t like to go down to LA when they have to drive home again late at night or stay the night in a hotel. Well, I wanted to ask you whether you could lend us some money. Provided you have some, of course. Just for the necessary renovations, if the owner of the building isn’t willing to do it himself.”

		This time the silence was much longer. “I’m so sorry, Kate,” Flo finally whispered. “I feel so rotten.”

		“Huh? Why?”

		“It’s me. That’s part of what I wanted to tell you. I mean, it was me who bought that building. And yes, I am willing to pay the necessary renovations.”

		“But ... how ... when? And why?”

		“I got money from my soon to be ex-husband. Lots of money.” She paused, sat up so she could look her Mistress properly in her eyes before she began her tale. “I met Kim, I came to the Quadrifoglio and I liked it. Then I saw you and I liked you too, I heard about your problems and ... well, I didn’t really know what else I should do with the money so I bought the house. I’m sorry that I haven’t told you.”

		“Oh,” was all Kate managed to say. Then, some time later, she went on. “OK, if you’re sorry one more time I’ll give you reason to be sorry. Understood, wench?”

		“Yes Mistress. But ...”

		“No but. Everything’s fine. Period.” Kate stroked Flo’s hair and gazed out at the sea. “And you didn’t want me to know why? Because you thought I might only be interested in your money?”

		“Sort of, yes. I wanted it to be only you and me, no money, no feeling of obligations.”

		Kate pulled Flo up and kissed her. “OK, I understand that. I understand that and I love you for it.”

		“That’s good, because I love you too. So, back to that third floor. There’s a problem. I already have an idea what to do with it, but I guess that both should be possible.”

		“Oh? What idea?”

		“You’re not the only one out of a job. That’s the second thing I wanted to tell you,” Flo went on to tell Kate about what she had done on her ‘business’ trips. “So, to sum it up, I was a stealing, blackmailing whore.” 

		Kate wasn’t impressed, but she wasn’t shocked, either. “But you stopped.”

		“Yes. I realized that I’d rather spend my time with you than with screwing rich, boring blokes and steal their money.”

		“And why did you do it in the first place?”

		Flo shrugged. “Dunno, really. I thought it would be exciting. Thrilling. Going to exotic places, eat in the best restaurants and all that. As it turned out it was mostly boring, the restaurants and hotels were everywhere the same and the sex ... well, it was nowhere near as good as it is with you.”

		“You didn’t know that when you stopped.”

		“No, but I wanted it to be better with you than with those blokes. And I was right,” Flo leaned back to kiss Kate. “But now I don’t have a job and although I don’t need to work to earn a living, well not urgently, I know that I get bored soon if there’s no challenge.”

		“I see. I have several challenges for you, love.”

		“I know, but that’s not what I meant. I can’t be ... well, just your girl. I mean, only your girl. I got to have something to do, too.”

		“I know what you mean, honey,” Kate said, still stroking Flo’s head. “Any ideas what you want to do?”

		“Well, I had several ideas. Manage my money, the little company. And Kim wants to start photographing for real. So I thought why not put in a studio on the upper floor, plus an office for myself. I guess we all should go up there and take a look around, discuss our ideas.”

		“Yup. Bring an architect too.”

		“Right. Do you know one?”

		Kate smiled. “Yes, I do. You know her as well.”

		“Who is it?”

		“Just wait and see.”

		“Aww, that’s not fair.”

		“Have you ever read the Wicked Evil Mistress’ Handbook?”

		“Huh? No.”

		“Thought so. If you had you’d know that ‘fair’ isn’t once mentioned in it.”

		“Oh ... Right,” Flo said with a smile. “Now what?”

		“Now I’m going to kiss you until the sun gets up again.” The kiss didn’t last that long, though. But long enough to get both women hot and sticky again so they hurried home to continue with considerably more privacy what they had started on the beach.

		 

		“I don’t like that one bit.” Kate was adamant, both about Flo’s plan and the role she was expected to play in it. “It’s too dangerous.”

		“But Mistress ... please, I can understand if you don’t want to come along, but it needs to end. I need something with which I can put an end to it. Plus it’s a perfect plan. It can’t possibly go wrong.”

		It was a couple of days later. They hadn’t yet gone up to the top floor of the building, at least not all together. Kate had come home the day after their talk and said that she and the architect had decided that they wanted to surprise Flo and thus she wouldn’t be involved. 

		“So I just cough up the dough and don’t get to have a say in it?” Flo had asked.

		“Yes, that’s it, basically. Well, to be honest, everybody else gets to have a say, too. Emma, Martina, even Kim. All of them except you.”

		Flo had thought about this for a while, then she had simply shrugged. “Sure. Just tell me where to send the check.” That had been three days ago and now they were lying in bed.

		“It can’t? What if he walks in there with a gun? What if he freaks, pulls the trigger? It has happened before and I can’t allow it to happen again. So, no. No way!” Kate was pacing the living room now, agitated and definitely not in a state one could talk to her. Flo hadn’t ever seen her like this before. ‘Maybe I shouldn’t have asked her,’ she thought. ‘But who else if not the woman I love?’

		She made one last attempt. “Please think about letting me go, then. I promise I’ll be back. I’ll be back for good and nothing will ever part us again. Please, think about it. Please?” It wasn’t easy for Flo to beg like that, she was, after all, used to make her own decisions and plans. And fuck them up, too.

		“OK, I’ll think about it while you are busy cleaning the house.”

		“Huh? What?” Flo replied. The thought of cleaning toilets and vacuuming carpets didn’t hold very much appeal. 

		“Clean the house. Everything. You don’t have a job, you have time, I need to think.”

		“But ... we could hire a cleaning lady.”

		“Yes, of course we could, but why hire one when there’s someone doing it for free?”

		Flo pulled a face as she got up and put her cup and plate in the dishwasher. “To be honest, I’ve cleaned enough to last me a lifetime. I used to shovel cow shit as a kid to earn a few francs.”

		“Relax, there’s no cow shit here. And now you better get started, young lady. Or else ...”

		One of the things that often got Flo in troubles was her habit of talking faster than her brain worked. She knew it wasn’t the smartest thing to say even as the words came out of her mouth. “Or else what?” she said and immediately wished she hadn’t.

		Kate said nothing, apart from ordering her girl to remain standing in exactly this spot. She went upstairs and fetched a wide belt, two leather cuffs with chains linked to them and a ballgag.

		“Open your mouth,” Flo opened her mouth, her eyes going wide when Kate inserted the ball in it, then buckled the straps behind her head. Now that she knew about ball gags she would have preferred a pair of panties. Next came the belt which Kate cinched tight around the girl’s waist and finally she locked the chains to the sides of the belt. Flo could just about reach up to her breasts. The chains made cleaning highly ineffective, but they both knew that this wasn’t the point. Only Kate knew that keeping her girl quiet wasn’t the only purpose of the gag, though. She knew that Flo would hate drooling spittle all over herself even more than being unable to properly express herself.

		 

		As it turned out, this was exactly what happened. Flo was busy cleaning for a few hours while Kate went shopping groceries, then laid down on the terrace. In the beginning she tried to stop herself from drooling, making a face when she felt spittle run down her chin or dribble onto her tits, but she soon learned that there isn’t much one can do about that. Flo was kneeling awkwardly in front of the toilet, trying to reach a hard to reach spot with a sponge, when Kate had made up her mind and called her.

		Standing in front of her Mistress on the terrace, wearing rubber gloves, a ballgag, the belt and nothing else Flo felt herself blush when Kate reached for her chest to smear some of the drool over her nipples.

		“OK. I’ll do it. But I’ll be there in the room. With you.”

		“Hngnhh,” Flo answered, at the same time relieved that she was allowed to do what she had planned and embarrassed when a large glob of drool fell onto her chest.

		Kate smiled, running a finger through the mess between Flo’s breasts. “I know how you hate it to soil yourself like this. Which is why you are wearing a gag. However, it’s got to come out now, there’s important business your tongue has to take care of.” She unbuckled the straps of the gag and unceremoniously forced Flo down on her knees and her head between her legs.

		“Thank you, Mistress,” Flo managed to say before she was once again gagged. However, this time it was a considerably nicer gag. She struggled for a minute with Kate’s bikini bottom, then she took her time to thank her Mistress properly.

		

	
		

		Chapter 29 - Payback

		 

		“Are you sure, sir?” the driver asked through the open partition in the limo. They certainly weren’t in the best neighborhood and the stretch limo fit about as good in it as a giraffe in a group of warthogs, which made the chauffeur more than just a bit nervous. But Shevchenko had been clear about the address and this was it. Carl looked out of the tinted window and down the side road. Litter everywhere, broken windows in the warehouses on either side of the street, a rat hurrying through the open space between two piles of garbage. Yeah, LA certainly had its bad places, too. This was one of them. But it was also the place the Russian had mentioned.

		“Yes, I’m sure.”

		“Want me to come with you?”

		“No, I want you to stay here and remain exactly in this spot,” Carl opened the door, put his shades over his eyes and started down the street towards an even shabbier, more run down warehouse at the end. The sun was already low above the buildings on the left but he felt better with the shades on, less exposed. He patted the lump of the Smith & Weston beneath his left armpit and walked on, already feeling beads of sweat breaking out on his forehead.

		As he came nearer to the last building which marked the end of the cul de sac, he saw a tall man lean against the railing of a staircase which led down to the basement of the warehouse. He, too, wore shades. If he was packing a gun it was well hidden beneath the custom tailored suit. 

		“Viktor Shevchenko?” Carl asked and extended his hand. The hand went unnoticed, as did his question. The guy merely nodded down to the door behind him, then continued to stare impassively at Carl. Simmons, not used to being treated like hot air, thought about saying something, then thought better of it and started down the stairs.

		“You have thirty minutes,” the guy said when Carl stood in front of the door. “If I have to dispose of a body you gonna pay for it.”

		Carl sweated some more despite the chill that ran down his spine, then he nodded and went inside, thinking that those fucking Russians really had a fucking problem. There wouldn’t be a body, of course. If he had wanted to kill the bitch he had done so long ago. Or gotten someone to do it. Nah, he didn’t want her dead. He just wanted her to hurt.

		 

		It was dark inside except for a few shafts of sunlight coming through windows on the left side of the room. Dust danced in the light and there was the sound of dripping water coming from somewhere in the back. Apart from that it was quite. Or almost. It took Carl a minute to figure out what he heard. Breathing of someone in heavy pain, or someone very exhausted. He stepped in the direction where the sound was coming from, past a couple of concrete pillars until he finally saw her. Strung up and hanging from chains in all her naked glory. Dirty, beaten, sweaty, her long blonde hair hanging down her face in damp strands, red welts all over her body. But most of all she was very, very scared, as he saw with delight when Flo raised her head upon hearing his steps. Her eyes went wide with surprise and what he hoped to be fear when she recognized him but she remained silent.

		He stopped and looked at her, the tips of her toes an inch above the ground, held apart by chains linked to cuffs around each of her ankles, her arms stretched outwards, presumably putting an intense strain on her shoulders. ‘I could spend hours looking at the bitch strung up and suffering like this,’ he thought. “Hello gorgeous,” he said aloud, stepping closer and noticing that she still was beautiful, even with all the dirt and dust and sweat her body was covered with. Or maybe it was the suffering that made her even more beautiful. She would have been the perfect wife, the perfect mother of his perfect children, the source of envy whenever he walked into a cocktail party with her on his arm. His arm candy. Yeah, she would have been perfect, if only she weren’t such a treacherous bitch. 

		“Don’t you want to greet your husband?” he finally said into the silence.

		“Hi Carl,” Flo said in a hoarse, raspy voice.

		“I bet your shoulders hurt like a bitch?” She didn’t reply. “Thought so. Good. No, not just good but perfect.” He grinned as he reached out and took her chin between his fingers and lifted her head even further. “Time for some fun.”

		“Fuck you.”

		“Yes, I might even fuck you. But then again, I did that already. Why waste my time with fucking a cunt I already know when I can hurt the one who cheated on me.”

		“I never cheated on you.”

		“Oh, you didn’t? How about the twenty million bucks you stole from me? The apartments? The car?”

		“Chickenshit. You can afford that. It was a game and you lost it.”

		“I didn’t know of any game.”

		“Yes you did.” Her eyes focused on his. “Remember the second night you came round to the club in London? You hung around the bar, ogling my tits and ass all night, telling me a lot of stuff about how important you are, how much you make with that awful TV-show of yours, the way guys like you do to impress a girl.” Flo paused to catch her breath and wince. “You said that you can play with everybody. That nobody beats you at your game. You boasted that you could make anybody America’s Next SuperStar and that nobody could ever fool you. Right?” 

		“Aww, come on. I was drunk. I wanted to get into your pants.”

		“But you meant every word, didn’t you?” He didn’t answer. They both knew the answer to her question. “Yeah, right,” she went on. “Thought so. Do you also remember what I said when I put the next whiskey in front of you? No, don’t bother,” she interrupted him when he started to speak. “You weren’t interested in what I said, right? Just my tits, my ass and my pussy, that was all you wanted. Let me help you: I said that everyone can be fooled and that I would prove it to you.”

		“I was drunk, for heaven’s sake,” Carl protested. “How could I know you actually meant that?”

		“You couldn’t, of course. Because for you it’s all lying and cheating and telling people what they want to hear, then fuck them up their asses. You don’t mean what you say so you think others don’t, either. But I did. I proved to you that you can be fooled too. And damn was I good. And cheap, I might add. Barely thirty million Euros for two years wasted with the most pompous asshole on the planet. Now get over it and piss off, you loser!” She paused, nodding towards one of the pillars. A whip was lying on the floor right next to the base of it. “There’s a whip over there in case you still think this isn’t over yet.” She closed her eyes and let her head hang down on her chest again.

		 

		Carl, who still didn’t realize that this would have been a good moment to acknowledge defeat and let it be good for once, went to pick up the whip. It was a thin braided crop, like a riding crop. He swung it through the air, enjoying the swishing sound it made, then stood in front of her again. Nope, he wasn’t going to miss this chance. He was going to thoroughly enjoy this. 

		Carl gauged the distance, raised his hand and brought the tip of the crop hard down on her left tit. Her scream was ear shattering and he brought the whip down on her other breast even before she had stopped screaming. She was still screaming and jerking in the chains which held her firmly in place, uselessly trying to get away from the next blow when he hit her the third time, this time across her belly. 

		“Stop, Carl, please don’t hit me anymore.”

		“What? Going all soft and mellow on me? Now, when I’m having some fun?” 

		“Yes. Please stop, Carl. Stop as long as you can.” 

		“No way. I hope you enjoy this as much as I do,” he said. “Yeah, I think you do, you filthy cunt!” He jabbed a finger between her legs and forced it inside her.

		“Noo, stop now. This isn’t fun anymore.” 

		“Oh yes, it is. It is the funniest thing I’ve done in ages. I might even fuck you, if you ask me nicely. If you apologize for being the treacherous cunt you are.”

		“Never.”

		“Fine with me,” Three more times the whip landed on Flo’s helpless body, the last time he brought it up along her sex, leaving an angry red welt right next to her cunt and on her lower belly. When she stopped screaming he saw that tears rolled down her cheeks. 

		“I think that’s enough now,” a female voice said sharply.

		He jerked around to the left where a woman in black jeans and a black top emerged from behind a pillar. He reached for his gun but then another voice behind him said “I wouldn’t do that, Mr. Simmons. I am pointing a Glock at you,” in a heavy Russian accent.

		Carl looked bewildered from Kate to Flo and back, his hand still beneath his jacket.

		“Come on, Carl. You can’t kill three people and expect to walk away like that. This isn’t a Tarantino movie,” Flo shook her head, part in disbelief, part to keep the sweat from trickling into her eyes. At last Carl let his hand fall to his side. Kate stepped forward and pulled the gun from beneath his jacket, then hurled it to the farthest corner of the room, relief replacing her concerned expression. Then she hurried to let Flo down and wrapping her in a blanket. By then Carl had not only gathered his wits again but also found out that nobody was pointing a gun at him. He still didn’t know what this was all about, though.

		 

		Flo sat on a stack of wooden pallets, Kate’s arm around her and explained it to him, her voice quiet and tired but firm. “You lost. Again. It’s incredible how bloody blind and selfish you are. You’re the friggin’ Mount Everest of hubris. You had the chance to come in here, get me down and help me out of the hands of some sick Russian who was torturing me. Or at least make a phone call to the police. But you didn’t. You chose to jump in and do some torturing yourself, just to polish your dented self esteem. The big and only Carl Simmons can’t possible lose. And if he loses, he’s got to have his revenge!” Flo wasn’t angry as much as disappointed and tired of all this. “You know, I would have let you off the hook, given you everything back. Well, almost everything. I would have even apologized for playing with you, although that would have been taking things a bit far. But you came here and fucked it all up. You’re really a disgrace to the human race.”

		Flo got up and addressed Viktor and Kate. “Let’s go. Come to think of it, I’ll give him his money and his apartments. I don’t want any of that shit.” Once more she turned to Carl. “And then I want the divorce over as quickly as possible. And you, Mr. Carl Simmons, stay out of my life or the film we made today will go to every TV station that has some beef with you. I guess they’d love to air that, even if they have to put blotches on my tits and pussy.” She paused for a moment to make sure he got the last words. “If I hear from you one more time you’re toast.”

		“Wait ... you mean.”

		“Yeah, you fell into another trap. This is my love, my life and my Mistress, Kate,” Flo said, kissing Kate on her cheek, then turning to Viktor to kiss him too. “This here is Mikhail Shevchenko. Not Viktor. Also, he doesn’t work with Gazprom. A fellow student from the university back in Zurich. Now get lost and stay lost. Please.”

		Without a further word the three walked away, stopping only to collect the two cameras who had caught the whole scene on tape, or rather on hard disks. In high definition too, good enough for HDTV.

		Carl was still flabbergasted. But he was also finally smart enough to realize that he had lost. Those tapes of him, whipping his wife despite all her pleas to stop, wouldn’t only end his career, they would also put him into jail for a long time. He looked after the three figures as they left through the door, then he slowly followed them. “Damn. I shouldn’t have married her,” he said under his breath. “I should have made her my producer, the cunning bitch!” And then he stepped out onto the street and laughed out loud. She had won, she was smarter than him. No, she wouldn’t ever hear of him again. 

		 

		But she did. Only ten days later, about a week before their divorce became official, she heard from Carl Simmons again. Although it wasn’t exactly him on the phone as she answered it while working the bar in the Quadrifoglio. Martina and Emma had taken a much deserved holiday and were hiding in a little hotel run by kink-friendly lesbians in 29 Palms, only interrupting their lovemaking and playing for occasional dips in the hotel pool and Flo was in charge of the bar, doing her best to replace Martina.

		“Decurtins,” Flo said into the receiver.

		“Inspector Donahue here, from London Metropolitan Police. Umm, I had hoped to reach Mrs. Simmons on this phone number,” a male voice answered with a British accent.

		“Oh, yes, that’s me. Florina Simmons-Decurtins. What’s up?”

		“I’m afraid I have bad news regarding your husband, Mrs. Simmons. I’m sorry, you shouldn’t hear it on the phone. Your husband, Carl Simmons, he ... well he died in a helicopter crash today, while filming for Britain’s Next SuperStar. I’m very sorry, ma’am.”

		“Oh ...” Flo said, then she had to sit down. She certainly hadn’t liked Carl and she had been looking forward for the divorce to be finished, but still, she had spent quite some time with him, he had been her husband and now he was dead. “Thank you for letting me know.”

		“My condolences, Mrs. Simmons,” Donahue said. There were some formalities to settle, then Flo put the phone away, wondering whether she should feel sad or relieved. Truth was, she didn’t feel anything. And so she cranked up the music and went back to pulling beers and mixing drinks until Kate showed up at midnight.

		“Carl died in a helicopter crash,” Flo told her. “And I don’t feel anything. I don’t even know whether I should be sad or glad.”

		Kate hugged her slave, told her to go upstairs to the office if she wanted to but of course the girl wouldn’t have any of that and so they saw the last guests leave, got everything ready for the next day and went home.

		“Mind if I have a drink, Mistress?”

		“No, if you think you can do with one, have one.”

		“Thank you,” Flo poured vodka into a glass, then thought better of it and emptied it into the sink. “Nah, I don’t need one. I’m not sad and I’m not glad. He’s gone and although I never wished for him to die it’s not much of my business. Except that I’m still his wife and have to make arrangements and organize the funeral. I’ll have to go to London, Mistress.”

		“Yes, of course. I’ll come with you.”

		“You don’t have to, though.”

		“I know. But you don’t have a say on the matter. I’ll come with you and support you and period.”

		“Thank you, Mistress.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 30 - Cherry Pop Mountain

		 

		“You’re rich now, Mrs. Simmons.”

		“I guess.” For a woman who had just inherited several hundred millions in shares, two successful TV stations, a music label and a nice collection of extremely posh houses and apartments all over the world Flo was remarkably uninterested. 

		She and Kate sat in not too comfortable but most likely very expensive antique chairs opposite David Pembroke in his office which was strictly held in mahogany and leather. Not wanting to have to deal with the formalities she had asked Sebastian to come, too. He had flown in from LA the same morning and was still jet lagged. 

		“You can discuss everything with Mr. Culvert, he has full legal authorization from me to deal with everything concerning the inheritance. He also knows what to do with everything.”

		Pembroke obviously wasn’t too fond of having to deal with the young lawyer and even less fond of the idea that he wouldn’t get any of Mrs. Simmons money by managing her funds.

		Sebastian smiled at Kate and Flo as the two women got up again and said their good byes. He knew that Flo was in for a couple of surprises upon returning to Santa Barbara. He also knew that the same held true for Kate, but mostly he smiled because he liked them both. If it hadn’t been for the two of them he would never have met Kim. Plus if Flo wouldn’t change her mind about everything she had just inherited he would also have a job that would earn him enough for a decent living without having to kiss too many asses. “Very well, Mr. Pembroke,” he said, once the door had closed after the two women. “Now to business.”

		 

		“What? Zurich?” Flo’s eyes went wide with surprise and curiosity. Why on earth they should be going to Zurich was beyond her. Ok, there was the flat. And Zurich was a pretty cool town, too. Lots of cinemas and theaters, a beautiful lake, interesting shops, if you knew where to find them and went off the beaten track. But apart from that, there wasn’t much she missed there.

		“Yes, love. Zurich,” Kate replied. “Then to whatever the heck the place is called where you grew up. You’re going to show me everything. I want to know everything. Besides, I bet that the media hounds won’t find us in whatever the heck the place is called where you grew up.”

		“Tavanasa. It’s called Tavanasa. But it doesn’t really matter, they’re all the same, those villages.”

		The media not being after them was indeed a big plus. The last week had been less than relaxing, to say the least. A pack of paparazzi, reporters and people who just wanted to see the most famous widow of the year had started to snap pictures, shout questions and follow them everywhere whenever Flo and Kate had left the hotel where they were staying. Later, after the public had learned that Mrs. Simmons was about to be not only a very famous but also very wealthy widow, requests for money, financial help or schemes to get even wealthier had started to pour in. Although Flo had tried to keep Kate out of it her Mistress had insisted on staying at her side. “I’ve said I’ll come along to support you and be at your side when you need support so here I am, supporting you and being at your side. Besides, if I’m not at your side then I can’t look at and touch your perfect ass whenever I feel like,” Kate had ended the discussion and slapped the perfect ass in question.

		“But ... “ Flo had tried to reason, but she realized that there wasn’t much to discuss.

		“But?”

		“Nothing, Mistress.”

		“Yes, that’s right. Because, face it, sweetheart, you don’t have a choice.” 

		“Yes, Mistress,” Flo finally replied, very humbly and obediently.

		“Then get your perfect butt in gear and let’s board that plane. I’m not sure they wait forever, even for a filthy rich chick like you.”

		“I’m not,” Flo grinned.

		“What?”

		“Nothing, Mistress.” That earned her a swat on her ass, but she didn’t mind that. And Kate knew that her girl wouldn’t keep anything important from her and therefore left it at a stinging slap on Flo’s ass.

		 

		They spent two weeks in Switzerland, without one reporter, without one whacko guy trying to talk Flo into giving him ten million so he could make fifty out of them for her. Without one paparazzo taking her picture, not even when she paraded along the Bahnhofstrasse, Zurich’s posh shopping mile and then along the shores of Lake Zurich in a rather risqué bikini they had bought not far away and which Kate had insisted Flo wear right out of the store. 

		They spent the last five days in Tavanasa, the tiny little village where Flo had grown up. Her parents who had never seen their daughter’s husband took remarkably well to the news that she was not only a widow but also madly in love with a woman.

		“So you are a ...,” her mother started, obviously searching for the right word. 

		“Lesbian, mom. Yes, I am.”

		“As long as you’re happy that’s fine, I guess,” mom continued. “Right, Walter?”

		But her father was busy showing Kate one of the sculptures he had carved and wasn’t too interested with whom his daughter shared her bed. Kate wasn’t too interested in the carving itself and was just listening to him out of politeness. But when she saw that what he was showing her wasn’t only a figurine but actually a small wooden box in the form of a turtle whose shell neatly locked with the lower half she suddenly had an idea. She asked Walter to show her his workshop and soon the two of them were busy discussing her ideas. 

		At last he looked at her with an amused expression. “We might be living far away from the modern world, but we still aren’t completely out of the loop. So let me guess: It goes around Florina’s neck.”

		Kate didn’t miss a beat, even when she was quite surprised. “Yes, it does.”

		He looked at her for a long time, then he nodded. “I don’t really approve of such things, but then again I’ve never seen my daughter that happy in her life, so I guess I shouldn’t worry. Besides, she’s old enough to know what she does. Or at least she should be.”  

		“Thank you very much, Walter. Yes she usually does. She’s a wonderful person.”

		“Yes, she is. And as someone who has lived with her in the same house for eighteen years I can imagine better than anyone else that sometimes the best way to deal with her is to tie her up.” He chuckled. “I wished I could have done that when she was fifteen.”

		“Was it that bad?”

		“It was OK with me, but her mother suffered a lot. But then again, that’s probably normal with girls and their mothers.”

		 

		The next day they went hiking, through dark forests first, then across open meadows, finally scrambling over boulders and rocks, both of them sweating profusely in the scorching sun, until they reached the summit of the mountain.

		“On this mountain over there we used to snowboard,” Flo said later, after they had eaten and drunk and laid their wet shirts on boulders to dry again, pointing at a mountain on the other side of the valley. “And there,” she went on, indicating a patch of brown, sturdy grass not far from where they were resting, “there on this patch of grass I lost my virginity.” 

		“Really? Wow, sounds romantic. And perfect, too.”

		“Awkward is more like it. One minute of awkwardness, that was all. Maybe it was two, but it felt like one.” 

		Kate laid her arm around Flo’s shoulder. “I’m sorry, love.”

		“No need to be sorry. It was OK. Awkward, but OK. From what I know it’s not unusual, either,” she went on giggling.

		“Good. Perfect even. Then this place is just about the perfect place for us.”

		“Oh?” Flo watched interestedly as Kate rummaged in her rucksack. 

		“You get on that patch of grass and close your eyes now,” Kate shooed her away. “It’s time to introduce something special.”

		“Oh ... ,” Flo said again, sitting down on the prickly brown grass. 

		“You said that before, love. Why don’t you just shut up and get out of your pants?”

		“Yeah, right, why not?” Flo wiggled out of her pants, her eyes still closed, although it was awfully hard not to blink and try to sneak a peek, especially when she heard the rustle of Kate’s shorts as she was stepping out of them too. “Can I look now?”

		“Yes, you can.”

		“Oh wow! I sure hope you do with that what it’s made for.”

		“No, love,” Kate said, feeling herself get damp as she looked at her almost naked girl lying on the grass. “You will.”

		For a moment Flo was taken aback. She? Use a strap-on on her Mistress? That couldn’t be what Kate had in mind. But Kate obviously wasn’t joking. She knelt down in front of her also kneeling slave, kissed her and fondled her, feeling Flo’s hard nipple boring into her breasts, tasting her mouth on her tongue. Two fingers hooked inside Flo’s cunt she decided that the girl was wet and ready enough. She gently pushed the smaller of the two cocks into Flo’s snatch, then buckled the harness around her, cinching it a bit tighter than necessary.

		Flo looked down at herself and felt the cock move inside her when she lay on her back and looked up at her Mistress who looked just a tiny bit uneasy. Then the coin finally dropped and she smiled widely as a surge of pride and joy raced through her body.

		“I love you so much, Mistress,” she said and pulled Kate down onto herself. The two women embraced and kissed each other, rolling around on the grass, oblivious to the pricking, the strap-on still between Kate’s legs until finally Flo laid on top of her Mistress, kissed her again while she directed the cock to the opening of her pussy.

		“I love you so very much,” Flo whispered again and slowly pushed inside Kate and popped her Mistress’ cherry. Kate gasped, then bucked her own hips and took up Flo’s rhythm, meeting her thrusts with her pussy. Their lips remained firmly locked, the strap-on buried deep inside Kate, gently moving back and forth as Flo ground her hips, Kate’s hands on her buttocks, pulling her close, wanting to know how it feels to be fucked. Flo kept fucking her Mistress in a slow, steady rhythm all through her orgasm. “Enough?” she finally asked when Kate’s shuddering and moaning had ended.

		“Uh huh,” Kate replied. “You were great, but I still much prefer your tongue.”

		“That can easily be arranged.” Flo pulled out of Kate’s pussy and slid down on her body, looking up from between Kate’s legs when Kate stopped her with a grip on her hair.

		“You don’t have to, Flo.”

		“But I want, Mistress.” Kate smiled, told her slave that she loved her and leaned back and enjoyed Flo’s tongue on her cunt as the girl started to lap up the mix of juices and blood. 

		 

		“They should rename that mountain.” The two women were walking down a steep slope on a narrow path, gazed at by a herd of cows. “Something like Cherry Pop Mountain.”

		“Uh huh. Or Virgin’s Peak. Ex-Virgin Peak.”

		“Yup. Although the peak didn’t have much to do with the cherry popping, but rather with your tongue.” Kate’s pussy was still buzzing from the intensive and expert licking Flo had dedicated to it.

		“You didn’t like the strap-on?”

		“Not that much. There’s a reason why I’m a lesbian.”

		Flo remained silent for a minute. That her Mistress hadn’t ever had sex with a man wasn’t what had surprised her, but that she had still been a virgin, that was quite a surprise. “To be honest, I was quite surprised. And very honored. But ... ,” she fell silent again.

		Kate waited for Flo to go on, but she didn’t. “You want to ask about Roxy, right? Why I didn’t let her do it.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“Don’t hesitate to ask if you want to know something.” The path ended on a wide gravel road so they could walk side by side again. Kate’s hand went up to Flo’s hair, taking it in a firm grip, once again stopping the girl to kiss her passionately before they headed on, still an hour to get back to the village, the sun already low. “Roxy was very different from you. Timid, shy even. A young girl who had been terribly hurt. Everything was much slower with her than with you. She needed reassurance, security. She first needed to build self-confidence. She would have fucked me with a strap-on if I had told her to, but she wouldn’t have liked it one bit.” Kate paused to think about Roxy and Flo. “That’s the one thing you two have in common: Like you, she’d do anything I told her to do.”

		“I’m very sorry you lost her, Kate.”

		“So am I. But life goes on, as they say. Now I’m here with you. And like I would want her to be happy if I had been killed that day, she would want the same for me. Be happy, enjoy life. Enjoy love. Which I finally do again. Very much so. Thanks to you, Flo.” Once again they stopped and kissed, this time for a very long time. When they finally resumed walking the sun had set and it was beginning to get dark.

		

	
		

		Chapter 31 - Bring it on, Babe!

		 

		“Hello Kate,” Martina greeted them when they entered the Quadrifoglio three days later. “Who’s that chick at your side?”

		“Some bimbo I picked up at the curb,” Kate answered giggling while Martina hugged Flo who had once again dyed her hair, this time a flaming red, in the hopes that she wouldn’t be recognized by the media or some freaks. Also, in the past she had only used her dead husband’s name and now had gone back to her maiden name. Still, once the news spilled there would probably be quite a lot of a fuss. But so far it had worked well and they were left in peace.

		“How’s it going?” Kate asked, glancing upwards.

		“Perfect. Emma and Ashley are upstairs, making sure the workers actually do some work.”

		“Ashley? Ashley the bass player? What she’s doing there?” Flo looked from Martina to Kate.

		“You’ll learn soon enough. Anyway, in the meantime you are not allowed upstairs to the third floor,” Kate replied, making her way through to the kitchen to greet Ketut, the cook. 

		“Umm, Mistress, why not?” 

		“Because I say so.”

		“OK.” That definitely wasn’t the answer she had hoped for, but Flo knew that further discussions were useless. She would learn when Kate thought the time was right. Until then all she could achieve with asking or begging to be told was having a gag shoved into her mouth. So she kept her mouth shut for a change, greeted Kim and gave Martina a hand behind the bar during the lunch hour. When things had quieted down again they all sat down to eat themselves. Emma, Ashley, Martina, Kim, Kate and Flo.

		“OK, now that everybody’s here we can discuss details for next Saturday,” Kate said when they had finished eating. She turned towards Flo and smiled sweetly. “Sweetheart, would you be so kind and bring coffee?” .

		“Yes, Mistress. But didn’t you mean I should beat it so you can keep your secrets about the third floor?”

		“No, I meant you serve us coffee first, then you beat it so we can keep our secrets about the third floor.”

		“OK, sure,” Flo said and got up. “Although last time I checked it was still my house. Makes one wonder whether I’m really not entitled to know.”

		“No you’re not,” they all said and laughed and giggled as Flo pouted, shrugged and trudged off towards the bar to serve them coffee. When she came back with a tray of coffees they all fell silent again, once more giggling like little girls until Flo herself started to laugh, no longer able to feign that she was feeling left out and offended.

		“Say, Flo, before you get back to work and let us discuss the latest details of the big surprise,” Kim said with a broad grin, “what are you going to do, now that you’re filthy rich?”

		Flo finished placing a cup in front of everybody before she answered. “Looks like you’re not the only ones who has secrets,” she said with the sweetest smile. “All I can tell you is that I’m not rich. Might ask your love, honey, except that I think he won’t tell you, either. If he’s smart, that is. And since I happen to believe that this is the case I’m pretty sure you won’t find out anything.” She stuck out her tongue at Kim, giggled and went to wait on a couple of customers.

		“She sure is a cheeky little brat,” Ashley said to Kate. “You might eventually have to do something about it.”

		“I’d say Kim deserved that.”

		“And what about that ‘I’m not rich’-business? Do you know anything about that?” Emma asked.

		“Yes I do. But if she doesn’t want to tell, I’m not going to, either.” Kate had asked Flo the same question as Kim had, on the flight home from Zurich and Flo had told her that all the money and shares and real estates were about to go into a trust. “Dunno yet what the purpose of the trust will be. I’ve got a couple of ideas what to do with it. Anyway, it won’t be mine anymore. I might get myself a job as the trust’s manager. But I won’t earn a lot.”

		“Why? You could live on in luxury for the rest of your life from the interest alone, without ever touching the bulk of the money.”

		“Why not?” Flo had simply asked in turn.

		Kate, not too interested in money herself, didn’t answer this question. She did, however, pinch Flo’s nipple hard, telling her that it was terribly impolite to answer a question with a question. And that had been that, no more words had been wasted on the matter, mostly because they were busy kissing and telling each other how much they loved the other.

		Finally the women finished discussing what had to be discussed and got up again. Kim and Ashley went home, reminding Flo that it was rehearsal day and that she needed the practice what with the concert being already next Friday. “See you at seven, rich bitch,” Kim said and pecked Flo on the cheek while Ashley took Flo aside and told her that she should listen to ZZTop’s ‘Sharp dressed Man’ a couple of times if she had the chance.

		“ZZTop? Really?”

		“Yes, really, Flo. Part of the surprise. Only this surprise is for Kate,” Ashley said, after making sure Kate wasn’t overhearing them. “You’re gonna write some special lyrics for Saturday.”

		“Me? Lyrics? But I can’t, I’ve never written lyrics.”

		“That’s why I help you. No worries, you’ll like it. And so will Kate.”

		 

		Ashley hadn’t been wrong, Flo did like it when they sat down to write new lyrics for ZZTops ‘Sharp dressed Man’. But she was even more surprised about Ashley knowing about the nature of Kate’s and Flo’s relationship. “How did you know about me? About us?”

		“I knew all along.”

		“Oh? You got a built in slave radar?”

		“No. Simpler than that. Remember the Domme with the mask at the party where you made that impressing entrance?”

		“That was you?”

		“Yup.”

		“But why the mask?”

		Ashley shrugged. “Because I always wear a mask when I’m at parties as a Domme. It kinda evolved like this and by now it’s sort of a trademark of mine. Be that as it may, I knew that if you stayed with my sis you must be a slave.”

		“Your sis?” Flo had trouble following.

		“I’m Kate’s younger sister.”

		“Oh my ... ,” Flo stammered. “Looks like I fell into the kinkster’s lair when I entered the Quadrifoglio for the first time.”

		“Yes, you did. But it was you who chose to walk deeper into the lair on your own and get trapped.”

		“True, and I sure don’t regret it.” Flo once more read the lyrics Ashley had jotted down on a piece of paper. “No, I don’t regret a thing, not at all.” Least of all she regretted that she had said yes when Kate had asked whether she was OK with being the special guest at the club’s opening next Saturday. 

		“I want you to wear my collar. I want you to be my slave, forever and ever.” And Flo had said yes. Well, sort of. She had jumped up, leaned over the table, not caring about the hem of her skirt riding up to the middle of her buttocks, almost exposing her perfect ass as she did so and kissed Kate passionately, saying that she was the happiest girl in the world, thus turning quite a few heads in the restaurant where they had eaten dinner. 

		“Yes, yes, yes, Mistress. I want. I want to be yours forever and ever.”

		 

		Friday came and with it the girl’s concert. 

		“Woohooo! Way cooooool!” Kim exclaimed as Flo finally exited the toilet stall-cum-dressing room where she had spent much too much time. The rest of the band was sitting at the bar, sipping a beer, watching people come in and buy drinks. 

		“Our Swiss Miss all dressed up,” Ashley smiled and even Deborah who usually didn’t say much said that she looked great.

		“You think?” Flo turned around sending the two long braids with the red silk ribbons flying around her head. 

		“Yes, definitely. Dirndls are all the rage. Well, at least tonight and here,” Debbie giggled.

		“It’s not a dirndl. Dirndls are from Germany. It’s a traditional dress from where I come from. Well, OK, the cleavage isn’t traditional and the skirt is usually a bit longer, but otherwise it’s original.”

		“A punkrock singer in a traditional dress, must be a first time,” Ashley said and examined the dress from close up. It consisted of a wide red skirt, a small embroidered apron, a black strapless vest with a double row of buttons, also embroidered with alpine roses and edelweiss, worn above a white blouse with short, puffy sleeves. Above that Flo wore a black knitted scarf over her shoulders. And on her head was a tiny black hat, held in place by a ribbon beneath her chin. Without a moment’s hesitation Ashley lifted the skirt, revealing not one but two underskirts along with a flash of white skin above the stockings, neatly bisected by garters.

		“I wonder how much you’ll be wearing when this room starts to heat up.”

		“Everything. I’m not here to do a strip. I’m not one of those semi-naked chicks. I want to sing, nothing else.”

		“Uh huh. Sure.”

		 

		“Good evening everybody!” Flo shouted into the club, for now bypassing the microphone because there weren’t too many people present. Debbie and Kim had been dismayed when they had seen how few people had turned up. But both Flo and Ashley had reassured them that by the time they put in their first break, the club would be full. “People will call their friends and tell them they’re about to miss the hottest concert in Santa Barbara this year,” Ashley had said. 

		Flo scanned the crowd, waited a couple of seconds before she went on. “We’re Smell of Female and we’re going to rock your asses. And if you can’t smell us in the last row when we’re through with the first set you all get your money back!” 

		“I don’t want my money back! I don’t want to smell you, either,” a guy in front of the stage shouted. 

		“OK, fine with me.”

		“I want to see your tits,” the guy went on to the laughter of his buddies.

		Flo didn’t miss a beat. “Sure, I bet.” She cupped her breasts and wiggled them. “However, these babies are not my boobs and this isn’t a strip joint. You’ll have to settle with listening to our music.”

		“Cool with me. Just bring it on, babe!” And that was what the girls did. They brought it on and they rocked their asses. And although they sweated a lot and were probably quite smelly by the time they finished the first set the audience was just as sweaty and smelly and so everybody could have claimed that Flo had made an empty promise and therefore they should get their money back. But nobody did. 

		“We want more,” some started to shout when the girls laid their instruments down and others chimed quickly in. “We want more.”

		Flo, who was sweating profusely took hold of the mic. “Short break, lads and lasses. We’ll be back in fifteen minutes.”

		“Will you show us your tits then?” the guy who had conferred with Flo earlier said teasingly. 

		“You ask her,” Flo replied grinning and pointed at Kate who was busy behind the bar. The bloke looked at Kate, then back to Flo as she stepped off the stage. “Lesbian, huh?”

		“Yup.”

		“What a pity. Still, you’re good. Got a record out?”

		“No. We do this just for fun.”

		He followed Flo to the bar. “I’ve got a little music label. If you guys like, we could do something.”

		“Do I have to show you my tits first?” Flo teased him.

		“That would help, yes. Well, it wouldn’t help you, of course, but it sure would make my day.” He grinned at her, then got serious again and held out his hand. “Jonathan Finkelstein is the name, pleased to meet you.” Flo shook his hand, took his card, told him that she’d be in contact with him and excused herself to the loo.

		“What did he say? Offering you a tenner for a peek at your tits?” Ashley asked when Flo joined the girls at the bar.

		“No. Said he’s from a label and whether we would do something.” 

		“Wow. Cool,” Kim said. “Like, a record, video, high rotation on MTV, massive Youtube-presence?”

		“More like one demo tape, crappy clubs with sleazy guys and a shaky video from a concert hidden somewhere in the outer fringes of some obscure website,” Ashley replied, taking a swig from her bottle.

		“You know, if we want to do this properly, I mean, like for real, we should go kinky.” Everybody turned towards Debbie. So far she hadn’t seemed to be too thrilled about having to play in a kink club the next day. They all had assumed she was only going along with it as a favor for Flo.

		“You? Kinky?” Ashley eventually managed to close her mouth again.

		“Sure, why not? There’s all kinds of punkrock bands. I just say we could have lots of fun and actually fill a club, maybe even bigger ones. Sell CDs, too.”

		“We did fill this one, didn’t we?” Indeed, as Ashley and Flo had predicted, there had been more and more people arriving once they had started playing and now the club was almost full. “Besides, nobody sells CDs anymore. Music is for free. Piratebay dot org, yanno.”

		“Yeah, true. I just say that if we want to go big, we should do the kinky stuff.”

		“I’m not going to perform naked,” Flo interjected. 

		Kim giggled. “You don’t have to. You get to wear chains.”

		“Right. Great.”

		“We wait and see how tomorrow goes,” Ashley proposed. “Besides, at least two of us have to get approval from their significant others. In Flo’s case, I’d be very surprised if Kate was cool with her performing more or less naked. She tends to be very protective.” There wasn’t much to discuss further at this point and so they emptied their glasses, getting ready to go back on stage. 

		“Come here for a minute, love,” Kate said to Flo and obediently the girl made her way to the partition in the bar. 

		“Yes, Mistress?”

		“You’re not going to strip.” Not a question, not a command, just a simple statement. But Kate knew that Flo understood its meaning. It also ended any speculation whether Smell of Female was ever going to perform as a kinky punkrock band to a bigger public than a kinky club.

		“No Mistress. I didn’t plan to.”

		“Good. You guys are good enough without that crap.”

		“Thank you, Mistress.” They kissed for a minute, Kate’s hand ruffling her girl’s skirt. “I’m so proud of you,” she whispered, pulling one of the braids and giving Flo a last kiss. “Off you go, girl. Rock their asses.”

		 

		“We’ve never sold more beer at a concert than tonight,” Martina observed after the last guests had gone. 

		“You were fantastic!” Kate exclaimed once again. “All of you.” 

		Emma eyed Kate with an amused smile. So far she hadn’t been too fond of punk, rock, grunge, rockabilly or any combination of them. But then again, she hadn’t ever had the chance to be proud of her girl singing in such a band, either. Anyway, it was good to see her friend being in love again and even better to know that tomorrow Kate would lock a collar around Flo’s neck.

		“Wait till you see us, her, especially, tomorrow,” Ashley piped, winking at Flo who was busy replacing the fluids she had lost during the concert, now wearing only the white blouse and one of the underskirts, both of them soaked and quite see-through.

		“What?”

		“Just wait and see. Oh, I forgot to tell you, I might have to make use of your slave for a few minutes tomorrow. Just before you collar her.”

		Kate, knowing her sister, looked dubious. She wasn’t going to be embarrassed, not tomorrow. Not when she was collaring her girl. 

		“Come on, big sis. You’ll love it, I promise.”

		“Yeah, you will,” Flo chimed in. “You really will.”

		“OK,” Kate finally relented, then, after saying good night, she got up and with a grip on Flo’s hair she led her girl out of the restaurant and to her car. “I really hope Ashley isn’t doing something stupid with you,” she said as they drove home.

		“She won’t, Mistress. I won’t let her, either. You will love it. We both know how important tomorrow is for you. For us.”

		“OK.”

		Half an hour and a shower later Flo joined Kate in the bedroom, her flaming red hair still damp, ringlets falling all the way down to her breasts. 

		“Stop! Present!” Kate commanded and Flo quickly assumed the position she had learned and practiced in the past few weeks. She smiled when she saw and felt Kate’s eyes wander over her body, feeling herself already getting aroused by the look of Kate, lying on the bed, one leg propped up, her sex glistening just like her own.

		“You’re so beautiful, uber-hawt, totally sexy, I think I cannot help myself but ravish you utterly.” Flo, despite being tired, had absolutely no problem with that and eagerly joined her Mistress as she was beckoned to her side. “Coming to think of it, I’m going to ravish myself. On your face,” Kate whispered, gathering Flo’s hair in her hand, twisting it around until the girl winced and held her head tight down on the mattress. Flo’s big eyes went even bigger with anticipation and passion as Kate swung her leg across her.

		Straddling her slave, Kate looked down, saw Flo’s lips already parted, pink, wet tongue peeking from between them, eager to please her Mistress. Kate smiled wickedly, knowing that the girl was in for a surprise.

		“Welcome, my love,” she whispered hoassly, her dripping cunt already parting as she lowered herself onto her slave’s face, “welcome to the world of face fucking.”

		Lowering herself just enough to let Flo reach her sex with tip of her tongue, knowing that the girl would pull on her hair until it hurt and then some, just to please her Mistress, she enjoyed the fleeting touches of Flo’s tongue on her cunt, for a moment debating whether she should straddle Flo the other way round to return the favour, then deciding that she wouldn’t. Her girl would go to sleep dripping wet and unsatisfied. 

		Slowly, Kate started to grind her hips, going deeper and deeper on Flo’s face, using her nose, chin, lips, eyebrows, even her cheekbones to rub herself on, grinding up and down, left and right and back again, her hand all the time pinning Flo’s hand down. She jumped a little when she felt a finger slide into the crack of her ass, then scoop up some of her own juices before starting to circle and tease her asshole. Then Kate gasped and moaned when Flo pressed deeper and deeper, her fingers soon buried in her ass, fucking it. Faster and fast she fucked herself, harder and harder, until she flooded Flo with her juices, her body shuddering and shivering, the grip on Flo’s hair getting even harder.

		

	
		

		Chapter 32 - Hot Skin, Cold Chains

		 

		“What am I going to wear, Mistress?” Flo bent down to fill Kate’s cup with steaming strong coffee.

		“Louboutins.”

		“I don’t have any. I think I got a couple of Jimmy Choos. Some Blahniks Carl wanted me to wear, too. But no Louboutins.” Flo sat down, poured herself a coffee, pulled her legs up on the chair and cradled the mug. 

		“Not yet, love.” 

		“We go shopping?”

		“No, we don’t go shopping.”

		Puzzled as to how she’d get a pair of Louboutin heels without going out to buy some Flo took a sip from her coffee, her eyes never leaving Kate’s. She still felt as if she could smell and feel her Mistress on her face, even after a long bath during which Kate had meticulously shaved her. “Last night was great, Mistress” she said at last. “Thank you very much.”

		“Was it? Even when you didn’t get to cum?”

		“Been there, done that. About every other time I had sex with a guy,” Flo giggled. “No, really, I mean, I’m not fooling anyone here, of course I would have loved to cum, too. But well, I guess I love you and want to be good hard enough to love sex with you even when I don’t get to have an orgasm. And it was great to feel ... well, truly owned. But I still wouldn’t want it to be like that all the time,” she quickly added. “An orgasm every now and then would be great.” Flo fell silent for a minute before she went on. “You know, you probably saved me from a lot of troubles. Maybe you even saved my life.”

		Kate emptied her cup and reached for Flo with her bare foot, smiling when the girl willingly parted her legs to give her Mistress access to her pussy. “Yes, I reckon. You did it all yourself, though. I was merely the catalyst, so to say.”

		Kate’s toe reached Flo’s thigh, wandered up towards her crotch and fleetingly touched her pussy, evoking a small sigh, then, when she saw that Flo was thoughtfully looking at her she stopped, waiting to hear her out. It was obvious that the girl was bothered by something and needed to talk about it. 

		“No secrets, Flo. There can’t be any secrets between us,” she finally said, trying to get her girl to speak up. “Well, little ones are OK, little ones as in surprises.” 

		“Yes, I know. I don’t think I have any secrets. It’s something else ... I need you. I mean, I need you to protect me from myself. I’m liable to do stupid things. Like marrying an asshole just to prove a point. Becoming a whoring thief just because I think it’s adventurous. Spending a lot of money on an old house just because I’m smitten with a woman,” she said, her thoughtful expression turning into a smile. “OK, that last thing turned out better than just good. But still, I need to feel you breathing down my neck, pulling my hair. Fucking yourself on my face. I really need to feel that you’re in charge.”

		“Yes, love, I have every intention to let you feel that. That’s why today I will lock a collar around your neck. To let you feel exactly that. To make sure you never forget that you’re mine.”

		“Right. Sorry, I was babbling.”

		“Yes, love, you were, but I love your babbling just as much as I love everything else about you.” With that the discussion was finished, at least for the time being, and Kate’s toe got into action again. Once Flo was aroused, Kate pushed away their plates and had her sit on the table, right at the edge, her feet propped up on the table on either side of herself, the girl’s cunt wide open and dripping. “Hmm, the sweetest juice, right from the source,” Kate said as she slipped off her chair and knelt in front of Flo, her tongue and mouth ready to get as much juice out of Flo as was possible. 

		It turned out to be quite a lot. It also turned out that Flo was still trembling and moaning with an intense orgasm when the doorbell rang.

		“Go and open!” Kate immediately commanded her. “Like this. Now!” she confirmed when Flo hesitated, looking unsure about opening the door naked and flushed. She was blushing when she climbed off the table and made her way to the door, her knees quite wobbly and her mind racing. She wasn’t afraid of being naked, but to open the door naked, still in the last throes of an orgasm, was something else. Taking a deep breath, fully aware that her nipples stood like bullets and that she smelled exactly like she felt she opened the door, almost resisting the urge to hide herself behind it.

		Kate was watching Flo with pride, once again thinking that she had indeed found the perfect girl. Cheeky, self-assured, intelligent, funny and sexy as hell. A girl who was only satisfied with her own efforts when she knew she had done her best and whose big, fast mouth got her in troubles on a regular basis. And who sometimes got herself in troubles that were way over her head.

		But Kate would make sure that this wouldn’t happen ever again.

		 

		“Hello, you must be Flo,” the girl who had rung the bell said smiling. She didn’t even try to pretend that she wasn’t staring at Flo, her eyes wandering all over her naked body. With her knee long black, tight skirt, sleeveless top, and high heeled shoes, expensive sunglasses pushed up on her head, she looked like a salesperson from an upscale shop, which was exactly what she was.

		“Err ... yes,” Flo stammered, not only painfully aware of her own nakedness but also of a trickle of her juices running down her thigh.

		“I’m Cindy. Pleased to meet you.”

		“And you want ... ?” Flo hesitantly shook Cindy’s outstretched hand.

		“To come in, of course. Or do you want to do it on the front lawn?” the girl said beaming and pushed past Flo who still was working on getting her wits together. “Oh, please be so kind and bring the bags from the trunk of my car,” she said, already in the kitchen to greet Kate.

		Flo looked at the car, parked in reverse on the driveway. It was Saturday morning, there were people about, kids too. No way she was going out there like this. Not because of herself, but to molest and disturb others was out of the question. Being kinky was OK, forcing her kinks on others, especially kids, wasn’t.

		She closed the door and went to the living room to grab a sarong. Noticing Kate’s interested gaze she explained, “Mistress, if you expected me to go out there naked I’m sorry, can’t do that. There are kids about.”

		“I don’t expect you to do something you can’t do, love.” Kate had been watching Flo the whole time, ready to stop her should she step out naked as she was. “Being a slave doesn’t mean I don’t expect you to use your brains and do what’s right.”

		 

		Two minutes later Flo was sitting on the sofa, naked again, Cindy kneeling at her feet, a row of very high heeled and very expensive Louboutins and Jimmy Choos beside her, all in Flo’s size. Cindy put one pair after the other on Flo’s feet, her hands soft on the girl’s feet and calves, then had her stand up and walk to and fro in the living room. 

		“She’s got a very nice ass,” she commented to Kate who smiled while Flo was parading around the living room, her ass swaying perfectly. 

		“Thanks. It’s even nicer with those heels.”

		Flo blushed and sat down again, feeling quite weird to hear others comment on her butt. “This one fits very good, very comfortable.”

		“OK. Fine, mind to try on the others too?” Cindy asked, her warm hand feeling good on Flo’s calf.

		“You mean, so you can tease me some more?”

		“She’s smart, too, your girl,” Cindy said giggling to Kate. “Smart, a great ass, gorgeous, just what you deserve.”

		“She’s also filthy rich. And she has a very skilled tongue.”

		Cindy put another pair of shoes on Flo’s feet, then looked up at Flo, licking her lips. “I bet she does.”

		“Slave,” Kate just said.

		Flo, quite aroused by all the sensual touching by Cindy, didn’t need more prompting. She looked at her Mistress, smiled and slid off the sofa while Cindy unzipped her skirt and sat down in the place Flo had just vacated. While she would have preferred to go down on her Mistress and not on a woman she knew only for half an hour, she didn’t mind at all, either. If her Mistress wanted her to lick Cindy, she was happy to oblige. After all, she liked sex and she liked the smell and taste of a pussy and so she started to let her tongue dance over Cindy’s, teasing and licking and nibbling her folds and her clit, even remembered to wiggle her butt so Kate had something nice to look at while she was busy pleasing Cindy.

		“Yes, as I thought, a very skilled tongue,” Cindy commented with a satisfied grin, leaning back on the sofa, her legs outstretched and very relaxed after a great orgasm. “You do your Mistress much honor, girl.” 

		“Thank you, ma’am,” Flo replied blushing. Then she got to her feet to parade around for the last time.

		“Which pair is the most comfortable?” Kate wanted to know. She was very pleased with her girl, too. You couldn’t expect every woman to go down on someone else like Flo had just done. But Kate had been very sure her girl wouldn’t let her down. Flo wasn’t only very eager to please her Mistress, she was also open-minded enough to go ahead with a lot of things someone else would be struggling with.

		“These here, and those,” Flo replied, indicating the ones she was wearing and a pair of plain patent leather heels.

		“OK, we take them both,” Kate decided, turning towards Cindy. “I guess you don’t mind.”

		“Not much, no,” Cindy replied chuckling. It would be weird if a salesperson minded selling two pairs of very expensive Louboutins. They fixed the details and Kate wrote a check while Flo packed all the shoes into their boxes again and once more donned the sarong to load the remaining shoes into Cindy’s car. 

		 

		Since the club and restaurant were called Quadrifoglio, or Four Leaf Clover, Kate had thought they’d call the new club on the top floor Lucky Clover. The whole floor was bisected by a corridor, the main room to the left was large enough to host a couple dozen people without being crowded. There was a bar, a stage, a lounging area and a splendid view out across the ocean in the distance. If the heavy dark blue curtains weren’t drawn, that is. On the other side of the corridor were a couple of themed rooms to play in or for those who wanted a bit more privacy. One of the smallest rooms had no door at all but iron bars, like a prison cell. Finally there was an office and a small studio. 

		“What’s that studio for?” Flo asked as Kate finally gave her a tour of the premises, still a couple of hours before the invited guests would start to appear. She was naked except for the Louboutin heels, having been ordered to strip upon arriving on the third floor.

		“Kim will work here. If she has work, that is. Well, she has at least one commission already.”

		“She does? Cool!”

		“Yes, and you will be the model.”

		“Oh?”

		“Yup, I want photos of you for the club. Maybe for the website, too.”

		“Me?”

		“Yes. You. Any problem with that?”

		Flo didn’t have to think long. It didn’t matter much to her to be seen naked, whether on photos or in the flesh. Not even if she was in kinky situations, whether on blown up prints or on the web. It wasn’t like she had a job or a reputation to lose or. She was, after all, free as a bird. Well, except for being Kate’s slave. “No, not really. If that’s what you want then that is what’s going to happen, I guess.”

		“Exactly,” Kate smiled and slapped her girl’s butt to get her moving again. “Good girl. And here’s our office. Well, yours, basically. I will keep mine above the restaurant. I don’t think it would be good to be all over each other twenty four hours a day.”

		Flo walked around the room which was flooded by light. Apart from two desks and a couple of chairs it was still empty. The walls were painted off-white, the floor was polished hardwood like every other room on the floor.

		“Yeah, sounds like a good idea,” Flo finally said. “I wouldn’t be able to concentrate if you’re that close. It’s beautiful,” she went on, “I mean, everything. Just perfect.”

		“I hope so, perfect is barely good enough for your club.”

		Flo parked her perfect ass against one of the desks and looked at Kate standing in the doorway. “Umm ... Mistress, I think there’s something you should know.” A raised eyebrow was all the response she got. “It’s ... ummm ... not my club. It’s yours. I mean, you and Emma and Martina. Well, it will be, once you signed all the papers. I don’t want it. Or rather, I want you guys to be the bosses. You are the heart and soul of this.” Flo waved her hand at the office, taking in the club, the whole building, even.

		Kate remained silent for a minute. “Is there anything else I should know?”

		“Yes, there is. I have thought about donating all the money to a fund managed by me and Seba.”

		“What kind of fund?”

		“Dunno yet. I just know that I don’t want all that money. I figured that I was happier when I didn’t have any. Kind of. What do you think?”

		Kate wrapped her arms around Flo and hugged her tightly. “I think you should do whatever you want. It’s yours. Keep it, spend it, throw it away, flush it down the toilet. All I care about is that you’re my girl.” 

		“Yes. That’s all that counts.” Their lips touched and their tongues met and for a moment time stood still while they kissed until Flo broke their kiss to look deep into Kate’s eyes. “I love you, Mistress.”

		“I love you too, sweetheart,” Kate let her hand glide over Flo’s naked body, touching her in all the places where she knew it would excite and arouse her girl but leaving out her pussy on purpose. “Coming to think of it, I also want to smell the smell of female.” Lips almost touching, eyes locked they stood very close, Kate’s hand in Flo’s hair, the other on her ass, kneading it. “Uh oh. I know you’re hot like a bitch in heat, but you’re not allowed to cum. Not yet,” Kate whispered when Flo tried to rub herself on Kate’s leg. “Are you a bitch in heat?”

		“Yes, Mistress, that’s what I am. And it’s all your fault. It’s you who gets me so hot and wanton all the time.”

		“Hot and wanton? You’re not hot and wanton enough yet, not by a long shot.” She brushed her fingers over Flo’s pussy, smiling when the girl immediately reacted, gasping and rocking her hips to feel more of her Mistress’ fingers. 

		“Do you want me to grovel at your feet?” Flo asked, her voice husky with lust.

		“That’s an idea.” There was something about a girl groveling at your feet, begging for release, completely exposing herself in the hopes that you’d touch her where she needed to be touched most. But not now, Kate decided. She thrust two fingers into Flo’s cunt nevertheless, enjoying the girl’s gasping and purring as she was slowly fucked, enjoying her disappointed moans just as much when all of a sudden she pulled her fingers out again and left the girl empty, wanton and dripping. “However, there are other things to do now than cumming.”

		“Aww ... what things?”

		“Show you the club, for instance. Also, you need to be properly dressed. Or undressed, as is the case.” She led Flo out of the office and into the club.

		“Wow!” Flo said upon entering. “It’s great. I like the colors. Especially that there’s not just black as usual in such places.” It indeed wasn’t a dark dungeon at all. The walls were the same creamy white as in the office, the floor light polished hardwood, light flooding in through the windows since the curtains were drawn open. A row of steel beams ran through the middle of the room, supporting the roof, painted in the same dark blue as the curtains.

		“Thanks. Ashley wanted a lot of black initially but now I’m glad I managed to talk her out of it. It also helped that we didn’t exactly have to go cheap, thanks to you.”

		“Not me. My late husband.”

		“Yeah. Right.” They walked hand in hand across the room, Flo’s cunt buzzing all the time because Kate steered her with a firm grip on her ponytail.

		“I’m nervous, Mistress,” Flo said suddenly, running a finger along the smooth polished wood of the bar.

		“Why? You’re always so self-assured and relaxed.”

		“I don’t really know. I guess I don’t want to disappoint you. I want to do you the honor you deserve. Make you proud.”

		“Honey, just be yourself and do your best, that’s more than enough to make me proud.” Kate forced Flo’s head back with a twist of her hand and kissed her throat, her other hand once again cupping the girl’s cunt. “I know you’ll do great,” she whispered. Two fingers slipped easily into a wet, hot pussy, a horny gal leaned against the bar, spreading her legs and rocking her hips, moaning and gasping as her throat was kissed, her head bent back and her pussy fingered and fucked. This time there was no frustrated moan, though. This time Flo was fucked and fingered and caressed until she came with trembling knees, her lustful and ecstatic cries piercing the silence of the club. 

		“Bravo!” Ashley, Emma and Martina apparently had watched them from the entrance and now walked up to Kate and Flo, clapping their hands. “Feel free to blush,” Emma said as she saw the color changing on Flo’s cheek. “You look extra cute when you do.” They all giggled and hugged Flo and Kate before they got serious again. 

		“Like it?” Ashley asked, indicating the room.

		“Yup. Very much so. Will look even better with a few pictures, big ones.”

		Kate turned to peck her girl’s cheek. “That’s Kim’s job. And yours too, of course. Now let’s get everything ready for tonight.”

		 

		***

		 

		A lone figure knelt on the stage as the guests began to arrive. The girl was naked but for a blindfold and pair of high heels. Heavy steel chains were draped all over her body, falling from her shoulders and veiling her crotch and her arms were wrapped in more chains behind her back. She held her head high, the flaming red hair woven into a tight braid, adorned with more chains, one of which was chained to the ring of a stainless steel hook in her ass. A few guests ventured closer to look at the girl, none daring to touch her, but most chose to socialize, though, complimenting Kate, Emma, Martina and Ashley on the club. The girl remained motionless while hands were shaken, news exchanged, slaves were touched and teased and there wasn’t even a hint of movement in the girl when Kate addressed the guests.

		“Hello, dear friends. I am ... no, sorry, let me get that right ... we are very happy and very proud to be here tonight with you here on the third floor of this building. As most of you know, we were that close,” she held thumb and index finger half an inch apart, “to having to close the Quadrifoglio not very long ago.” She paused to turn and look at Flo behind her on the stage. “But along came this young woman here. I know she’s not going to like what I’ll say next, but she’s my girl so she just has to live with it.” She smiled lovingly at her slave, her heart aching with love. “Without knowing any of us she bought the house and gave it to us, simply because she thought what we had here was worth spending a lot of money. And it was also her money who built this club.” A murmur rose from the guests and a few clapped their hands. “Thank you. Yes, she was filthy rich, if I’m allowed the expression. But mostly she’s a wonderful girl, a wonderful girl who has filled my heart with love, a wonderful girl who chose to submit to me and who will make me the happiest woman in the world by accepting my collar. But first, there’s going to be a little performance.”

		Once more she turned towards Flo, hesitated for a moment while the rest of the band made their way to the stage, then she bent down and kissed Flo on the forehead. “I love you, Flo, I always will.”

		Nobody except Kate could hear the girl’s reply, but it wasn’t too difficult to figure out.

		 

		In the meantime Kim, wearing only a leather harness with a leash dangling from a collar and Ashley, in tight leather pants, high heeled boots and a white tube top had picked up their instruments. Even Debbie had dressed for the occasion, showing more skin than she was comfortable with, or rather, had been comfortable with. But once she had seen that about half of the people were more or less naked she didn’t mind her ultra short skirt anymore. 

		Ashley bent down and positioned a microphone in front of Flo. “Ladies and gentlemen, dear friends. We have the great honor to act as this girl’s bridesmaids, kind of. It’s maybe a bit of an unconventional vow, but it feels right. And if it feels right, it’s gotta be right.” She made a sign to her friends and they all began to play ZZTops ‘Sharp dressed Man’.

		Until now Flo hadn’t moved a muscle in more than an hour, the steady rising and falling of her breasts with every break the only sign that she was alive and even now she only moved her lips. However, if it hadn’t been for the blindfold everybody would have seen the tears of happiness rolling down her cheeks. The way it was, the intro lasted a few beats longer and her voice was a bit shaky when she began to sing.

		 

		“Tied up, blindfold

		And I don’t know what you’re gonna’ do

		Hot skin, cool steel

		I don’t need a reason why.

		Juices runnin’ as I’m beggin’ to cum

		Coz’ my Domme’s crazy ‘bout her chained up girl.”

		 

		Ashley bent down and pulled on the bow of the blindfold, letting the black silk fall between the girl’s legs. From now on Flo’s eyes never left those of Kate, which were blazing like her own. Her voice now steady and clear she went on.

		 

		“You watch, as I sing,

		I ain’ holdin’ back a single thing.

		Take me now, any how

		I am yours I serve your every whim

		Juices runnin’ as I’m beggin’ to cum

		Coz’ my Domme’s crazy ‘bout her chained up girl.”

		 

		Once again the bass fell silent when Ashley stopped playing to pull the chains from Flo’s shoulders, leaving her bare and naked, nipples standing proud and a hint of glistening on her cunt lips.

		 

		“Your touch, your cat,

		Even fill me with a baseball bat.

		Have me beg, make me scream

		Doesn’t matter if you’re sweet or mean.

		Juices runnin’ as I’m beggin’ to cum

		Coz’ my Domme’s crazy ‘bout her chained up girl.”

		 

		The music came to an end and nobody said a word. Kate just looked into those big blue eyes full of love and devotion. Finally Ashley, Kim and Debbie stepped forward, each picked up the end of a small chain from Flo’s braided hair and held it out to Kate.

		“Here, Kate, take these chains and make this girl your slave.”

		Kate stepped forward and took the chains from the girls. “Thank you. Yes, I will make this girl my slave. I will care for her and protect her and I will always love her. And you will wear my collar as a sign of your devotion and submission to your Mistress.” She laid the chains on the stage and opened a wooden box she had held in her free hand. Flo’s eyes went wide when she saw the collar. She knew immediately where it came from and couldn’t help blushing. It was a wooden collar, made from sturdy mountain larch and it was rather plain, about an inch and a half wide, with one single steel ring in the front. Apart from that one ring it was entirely wooden, even the hinge in the back and the closing mechanism beneath the ring in the front were wooden.  

		“This collar, carved by your father from wood from the mountains where you grew up, shall always remind you of who you are and who you belong to. My girl. My slave. My love. I love you.” 

		Kate locked the collar, picked up the chains again, locked them to the ring in the collar and used them to pull her slave to her feet. “I love you, my sweet slave.”

		This time everybody could see the tears which slowly rolled down Flo’s cheeks as she looked up at Kate. “I love you too, Mistress. I always will.”

		 

		THE END

		 

		More of my writings, including free stories: http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/lucyinthesky

		Contact me at mailto:lits82@gmail.com if you want to give feedback.
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