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 Prologue

 The sun’s heat tempered the earth as it rose over the top of the mahogany trees. A cold burst of wind drove through the crown of the trees, bringing dust and speckles of sand synonymous with the North-East trade winds, otherwise known as Harmattan. Dry leaves fell from tree branches and withered as they laid on the earth.

 A beat-down truck bounded down a rugged cut-out road, raising a trailing cloud of sand and dust in its wake. The road was edged on either side by withered grassland. The truck shook and rattled as it drove over the rugged terrain. The man behind the wheel, a reedy-looking farmer in his mid-forties, with a face as rugged as the road he was driving, hurled unending curses as he applied every muscle in his arms toward navigating the truck. His thirteen year old son sat beside him. They both jumped in their seats each time the truck went over a bump. Part of the wheel’s steering guard was torn out to reveal the rusty circular steel. Each time his hand worked the gear lever it gave a distinct groan like he was a few jerks from making the vehicle fall apart. His son gazed at the tall trees they passed, happy he wasn’t the figure of his father’s wrath. The truck drove around a bend, bringing them within sight of their farm.

 The farmer’s name was Aaron, and he was so relieved when eventually he brought the truck to a halt three feet off the pathway under a seabed of dry grass. He cursed again as he turned off the ignition and the truck jerked abruptly twice, then gave a rattling convulsion till it’s engine died. Only then did father and son alight from the vehicle. His son climbed the back of the truck and threw down their farming utensils: two pairs of machete, two pair of hoes, a shovel, a spade, and three large plastic basins that they would use to harvest their crops from the earth.

 Aaron unfurled a brown-stained towel out of his pocket and wiped thick pool of sweat that drenched his brow above his straw hat. He gave his back a sharp twist and sighed reassuringly when he heard his back joints crack. Driving his truck for lengthy hours hurt his back a lot. His features were ringed with furrow lines of one who’d spent a lifetime dwelling in the misery of been a low-income farmer. The village’s end of season market was set to commence in four weeks and he was far from meeting his quota of cassava tubers and maize crops to sell. His wasn’t the only farmland around. Other farmers would be here within the hour. He’d decided to arrive early and start his harvest before others beat him to it. The sun had rising some feet above the crown of Neem trees. It was going to be another blistering hot day. The air tasted crisp as he inhaled a lungful before going over to assist his son.

 He rested the hoes on either shoulders and held both machetes in each hand while his son lifted the rest of their items along with the three basins on his head. Together they trudged into the green forest of trees. Aaron steadily worked the remains of a chewing stick in his mouth. His feet crunched littered dead tree branches and fallen leaves. His son walked behind him, following his footsteps. Neither of them spoke; here there was no need for conversation. The heat in the farm was intense. They bypassed several leftover traps the other farmers had placed behind to snag wild rabbits or wandering coyotes. The silence was surreptitiously broken by crows in the trees and crickets jumping away from their path.

 They got to their acre of plantation which had row of wooden sticks jutting out of individual heaped mounds of earth from which sprouted tendrils of green stalk. The green stalks had grown to wrap themselves around the wooden sticks. Aaron approved of what he saw, though he realized a large plot of yams had yet to show signs of growth. No matter, he and his son would get to work uprooting the ones they could between now and noon. They would return home by that hour with whatever they could take and return later in the evening to harvest another batch. It was going to be a hard, gruelling work. Aaron would have preferred his two older sons here to assist, but they were off in school; mother was home attending to the last child. It was left to him and his youngest son to get things done.

 His son lowered the basins on the ground and they got straight to work.

 Aaron was bent over, lost in what he was doing, excavating through the earth mound in front of him with his hoe. Leaves of grass stuck to his sweaty back; he breathed heavily from his exertions. His only solace was his mouth grinding his chewing stick harder as he went from stalk to stalk. He stood up when his son came stumbling from the north end of the farm, haphazardly stepping over some of the mounds. Aaron’s features curled in anger and was about lashing at the boy when he noticed the terror in his eyes. His son tried to speak but his mouth fell open and closed back rapidly with stuttered gasps. He half turned and pointed in the direction he’d ran from. Aaron had his eyes focused on him and didn’t realize where his son was pointing.

 “What is it, boy?” He growled impatiently. He smacked his son’s head to speak, but still the kid remained speechless. “Come on, out with it. What is it?”

 His son was still gasping with fright. “Daddy . daddy, come! Come see! Please, come!”

 Aaron dropped his hoe and allowed his son to lead him through the maze of crops at the direction he’d ran from. Aaron’s anger was still burning in him. Already he pictured the head-slapping he was going to give his son should whatever he wanted him to see be something trifling that was going to waste his time.

 “What the hell is it you saw-”

 The words died in his throat and the stub of the chewing stick fell from his mouth as he pushed past the stalk of maize and saw what his frightened son had so wanted to bring to his attention. His son clutched his pants, shaking with fear. Aaron too was frightened out of his wits.

 There was a white man lying face forward in the middle of his farm. He was naked except for the remains of a loin cloth that barely covered his flesh. His body was partly covered with dirt and leaves; his hair was caked with mud. Flies danced around him. A flock of crows hovered around cawing with excitement.

 Aaron told his son to go back and fetch one of their machete. His son disappeared the same way they’d come and returned with the item his father wanted. Aaron took the machete from him and edged toward the body. He waved it in the air, frightening the crows away and prodded the man’s body. He got no response. Aaron had never been this close to death before and it unnerved him more than any experience he’d had in his life. Still he couldn’t help but see if the man was still alive or dead. He dropped the machete and leaned closer to turn the body over, holding his breath from the foul smell around him.

 His son let loose a shriek at the sight of the dead man’s face. His cries got the crow birds agitated and some of them shot into the sky, flapping their wings and making loud cries like they were in danger.

 The dead man’s eyes hung open lifeless. His face and torso was covered with mud and dirt; a trail of dry blood caked his mouth and nose. Aaron fell back repulsed by the sight and did a quick sign of the cross in front of his face. His son was still screaming and Aaron turned in time to see him racing away from the scene. He grabbed his machete and went after him, leaving the corpse back to the crows. Only one thought hovered on Aaron’s mind as he and his son gathered their things and hurried back to the truck.

 This was the work of the Black Path.










 Part One

 One

 He barely slept. His eyes came awake a couple of times in the middle of the night, always looking at her, watching her sleep beside him. Sometime in the midst of his wakefulness, sleep claimed him. It was a relief it did because when his eyes fluttered awake the last time, he perceived daylight appearing behind the window curtains. Constance was still asleep though. The sound of her breathing was all he heard.

 Thaddeus Black raised his side of the blanket and slipped his legs out the bed and got up. He stretched his arms and yawned. He was naked, and unsurprisingly he sported an erection. His bladder felt like bursting, too.

 He found a pair of slippers and walked light-footed out of the bedroom. Thaddeus bumped into something in the corridor and wanted to curse out loud but forced himself to hold it in. He looked either way trying to recall which particular door opened into the bathroom. His eyes were still groggy with sleep. Thaddeus found the door he wanted and stepped inside, did his business in the toilet then flushed. It was a big bathroom, unlike that in his apartment, and it contained just about everything: shower stall, tub, and a Jacuzzi. Everything done in cream paint except for the tiled floor. He washed his face in the sink and found an unopened pair of toothbrush in the medicine cabinet and was brushing his teeth when he heard a tapping sound at the door.

 Thaddeus stopped what he was doing and opened the door. A young kid stood there staring at him. He had inquisitive pair of blue eyes just like his mom, and a mop of blonde hair. Jonathan stood in his pyjamas nibbling on his left thumb. Thaddeus had spent as much time with Constance and her twelve year-old son to know the kid sometimes nibbled on his thumb whenever he appeared nervous. An unassuming habit he’d taken up after Thaddeus rescued him from a kidnapping affair conducted by his late dad’s butler.

 “Good morning, sir,” Jonathan mumbled through the side of his mouth while his thumb was still stuck in it.

 “Morning, Jo.” Thaddeus smiled at him. “You couldn’t sleep any more?”

 Jonathan shook his head, his eyes remained on Thaddeus who’d assumed the role of surrogate father since he began spending plenty of quality time with his mom. How that had happened so quickly amazed even him. No matter how he looked at the picture to get a better view of where they stood in terms of romance. Him been a private investigator and unconditioned pussy-hound which he considers as both a blessing and a curse. Then there’s the kid’s mom, Constance. A rich widow who lives the sort life people like him could only dream about.

 Theirs was a relationship seldom meant to happen. The fact that it did happen and they were still together baffled Thaddeus a lot. He’d seldom been involved in lengthy relationships; he usually ran out of gas for them within weeks or months. An excuse he gave himself was that his sort of work involved him spending much time sifting the gutter of human existence to worry about keeping anything private in his life. Been a P.I. is never a calling. You never get points for finding lost ones, spouses or family relatives. Usually the lost ones don’t wish to be found. With that in mind, he felt comfortable indulging in one-night stands than getting involved in anything long term. This however hadn’t turned out as such. It was kind of like been married. The thought of that sent a shiver down his backside.

 “You want to do the needful?” he indicated at the toilet.

 Jonathan nodded, venturing into the bathroom to urinate while Thaddeus continued with brushing his teeth. He washed his face when he was done and turned to the kid.

 “How about we go wash you up and then get ourselves some breakfast. What do you say to that, Jo?”

 That got a head nod from him. “Okay.”

 Thaddeus took his hand and led him two doors down the corridor to Jonathan’s bedroom. All the nights he’d spent here in Loftus Garden he’d gotten familiar with every room and corridor in the mansion. If that wasn’t enough, Jonathan dotted on him so much Thaddeus worried sometimes if really he’d been the one who’d birthed the kid than knowing him when Constance sought his services months ago to search for her missing son after laying her late husband to rest at the cemetery. It was during the course of that work he’d broken the one rule that he assiduously forced on himself since becoming a P.I: never get in bed with a client. Prior to him breaking that rule, his saving grace had been that a majority of his clients had been men. Few female clients ever crossed his path. The ones who did were either old or dowdy-looking, usually searching for a runaway bastard husband who’d skipped on paying child support. Neither were as hot-looking and beautiful but vulnerable as Constance. In a way her vulnerability had tempted his ego, forced him to break the one rule he used as a shield when dealing with emotional clients.

 How long ago had that been: four months ago . or was it six? Thaddeus barely remembered. The days had turned to weeks, and the weeks progressed steadily into months. Now look at him making like the father he’d never had in his life, or never before imagined he would come this close to becoming.

 He helped the kid out of his pyjamas and led him into his own bathroom to wash himself up.

 Did he regret any of it? Thaddeus had troubled himself with this question over and over and still couldn’t come up with a concrete answer. A part of him did miss the good old days and wanted him to return to that former life. The other half felt great about the present and didn’t want to stop thrusting him toward the future. There however existed a tiny part that was unconcerned by everything so far. That tiny part remained an incorrigible horny devil, always down for however the dice rolled.

 Done with his bath, he dried Jonathan up and helped him search out a pair of clothes for him to wear. They went into the kitchen afterwards and Thaddeus perused the contents of the huge fridge and made them scrambled eggs, sausages, and waffles. He brewed a cup of coffee for himself while Jonathan had a glass of milk. They sat at the table admiring the morning view of the Loftus Garden estate out the window. They ate in silence.

 Thaddeus picked the dishes after they’d finished and dropped them in the sink. “I’m leaving you today, Jo,” he said.

 “Where’re you going?” Jonathan fidgeted with his thumb. To Thaddeus, the kid sounded like he thought he was leaving for a ride to the moon.

 “I need to head back to the city,” he answered. “I need to get back to work.”

 “Oh. You’re coming back, right?”

 “Would you want me to come back?”

 Jonathan replied first with a nod. “Yeah, I want you to come back.”

 “Okay then, I will come back. Besides, you can always come stay at my place, even for a visit. Your mom can bring you. Just ask her.”

 Jonathan said nothing at first. He resumed sipping his glass of milk. Just when Thaddeus thought the morning was going to end with no surprises, Jonathan blurted a question, “Are you going to marry my mom?”

 Thaddeus bit his lower lip. His face showed no sudden emotion, and yet he was surprised by the question. He was saved by the sound of someone else entering the room.

 “Morning,” said Constance, wearing a bathrobe. She came over and ruffled her son’s hair. “How’re you doing, Jo?”

 “Fine, mom,” he answered after she kissed his cheek. “Thad made me breakfast.”

 “Really? That’s nice. How about you go clean up your room and start getting ready for school.”

 Neither said anything until he’d left the kitchen. Constance came into Thaddeus’s open arms and shared a kiss with him.

 “Morning, darling,” she said to him.

 “Good morning to you, too. Want me to make you some coffee?”

 “No, I’ve got to wash up first. He’s loving you every minute,” she said.

 “So it seems, and you’re the cause of it. Since when did you start calling him Jo?”

 She laughed, pushing a lock of blonde hair from her face. “Since the first time I heard you calling him that.”

 Even without makeup, she was still a gorgeous sight to look at. Her late husband had been an old geezer when he’d married her, something like that Anna Nicole Smith marriage, except their age differences hadn’t exactly been that extreme. Anyone automatically would have presumed foul play based on the circumstances of his passing. The course of Thaddeus’s investigation while trying to find her missing son had unearthed secrets he’d never thought to expect. But that she had truly loved her husband was something he’d realized without a doubt.

 Thaddeus had spent half of his childhood in a juvenile home. Growing up had taken away what little faith he had in the existence of Heaven or Hell, or of the inherent goodness of man. But times he’d spent making love to her, he couldn’t help imagining her old man up there staring down at him, at what he an Constance did to each other in bed. Thaddeus amusingly wondered if the old geezer approved of things been the way they are now, or otherwise. In a way, he could care less of that. Thaddeus didn’t believe in ghosts or in the afterlife, but he knew he’d kick the old geezer’s ass if he showed up to haunt him in real life.

 “Jonathan’s growing on me,” he said. “I never thought that would ever happen.”

 “Are you worried?”

 “Me worried? Nah. Just that . every time you leave me in a room with him, I get the feeling he looks up to me the way one would look at a father. I don’t know if that’s a good thing or not.”

 “He’s been through a lot, Thad. You know that. I know this might seem like I’m putting you on the ropes here, but you saved my son for me. I’m grateful for what you did every day, and I know he is, too.”

 “He’s a great kid. He makes me feel young sometimes.”

 “He needs a father figure, that’s what he needs.”

 “And you, what do you need?”

 “Me, I don’t need anything. What I want is you.”

 They shared a lengthy kiss before letting go of each other.

 “I need to go take a shower. Got to head back to my office,” he said.

 “What’s your schedule going to be like?” she went with him into the bathroom. Inside he took off his clothes and dropped them on the toilet seat. Constance too slipped out of her robe.

 “Can’t say right now. Don’t know if anyone’s coming at me with a job - work has been kind of slow - but you never know.”

 “Your kind of work seldom attracts steady customers.”

 “Steady customers is what cops are there for. I don’t need steady customers, just those who really need me. Anyway, it attracted you to me.”

 “Yes, it did. You know you don’t have to work anymore,” she said to him. “I’ve got plenty of money. We can do whatever we want.”

 “Correction, babe. You can do whatever you want, not me. I’m a trouble man with no better talent than sticking my nose where decent folks are afraid to go. You’d be inviting trouble sticking with me.”

 “So you keep saying,” she countered. “But look at us now.”

 “Yeah, we’ve got something going on for now, babe. But for how long before we turn yesterday’s news?”

 “Don’t say that. You don’t have to be a private investigator anymore, Thaddeus,” she whined. “I’m serious. I’d hate seeing you endanger yourself like you’ve done already.”

 “Maybe I won’t. but let’s not discuss it right now, okay. Come on, you need to scrub my back for me.”

 He led her into the shower stall. She lathered him with soap and scrubbed his body with a sponge. She came to her knees and ran the scrub on his thighs and lower legs, caressing his testicles, loving the feel it gave her. She gave his cock a kiss, felt it harden in her hand as she went on scrubbing his body. Thaddeus took the sponge from her and gave her the same treatment as well. He ran his soapy hand down her back between her ass crack. She leaned forward against the wall, her legs parted for him to give him further access.

 “Looks like you’re getting warmer for me, aren’t you?” he nibbled on her earlobe.

 Constance moaned as she felt him rubbed the tip of his finger against her pussy’s entrance. Her body jittered like she was having a light orgasm. He slapped her butt and continued sliding his fingers back and forth between her leg opening. She pulled his face toward hers and kissed him. Constance moaned in his mouth; her tongue slithered back and forth between his lips.

 “I wish we had time to go at it,” she sighed. “You get me randy anytime I’m this close to you. I don’t know what drug you use on me, but it works every time.”

 “You get me randy, too. Right now you’re making me wish I don’t have to return to the city anymore.”

 “You can still change your mind, the option’s still open. You don’t really have to go.”

 “I can’t, not right now. Besides, you’ve got to take Jonathan to school.”

 ***

 His Coupé Deville was waiting for him in the driveway, next to Constance’s gray Lincoln. He waved at her as she and Jonathan got into the car. He waited for her to pull out of the compound first before following her behind. They parted ways when they got to the mouth of the street. He made a left and drove toward the heart of the city while she drove in the opposite direction.

 Thaddeus listened to an R. Kelly song in his CD player while he drove. His phone rang while he cruised along the turnpike; it was his secretary, Sarah Longhand. It shouldn’t be happening to him, but he got a stirring in his pants as he answered his phone and listened to her say good morning to him. He reduced his CD player volume while they talked.

 “Good morning, babe,” he said to her. “What’s up?”

 “Morning, Thad. You’ve got some messages here waiting for you since Friday. Are you on your way to the office right now?”

 “I’m coming down the turnpike right now, sweetness. Mind giving me a hint what sort of messages you’ve got there waiting for me?”

 “One is from Mr. Krass,” said Sarah. “The other is from a John Paymer. He left you a voice message on Friday, saying he’d like to speak with you.”

 “Great. Hold on to that till I get to the office, Sarah. I can’t do much talking while I’m driving.”

 He hung up and resumed his R. Kelly music while he drove.

 A half hour later Thaddeus was pulling into B Street, at a brownstone building near the mouth of the street which housed his detective agency. He hadn’t seen the building since Friday when he took off to Loftus Garden for the weekend. It felt like he’d been away for a month. Thaddeus parked his car behind and walked around to the front. He rode the elevator that deposited him on his floor.

 Sarah was putting files away in a metal cabinet when he let himself in. She turned her blonde head and welcomed him with one of her charming smiles as he closed the door behind him, taking off his fedora hat.

 “Welcome back, Thad,” she approached him.

 “How’s my favourite secretary been doing?” he pulled her into his arms and kissed her cheek, not wanting to ruin her lipstick. Not yet at least.

 Sarah pressed herself against her boss. She rubbed her knee against his crotch, felt the response it gave her. Thaddeus slid one hand behind her skirt and groped her rump. He raised her skirt upward and felt bare flesh - she wasn’t wearing a thing underneath.

 Theirs was a special ‘boss and secretary’ type of relationship. Sarah loved her job and particularly enjoyed working for Thaddeus almost as much as she enjoyed getting a taste of his cock every now and then. Matter of fact, that was her favorite part of her job. Sarah always looked forward to that than her usual job. She won’t have bated an eyelash if he’d opted to fire her for someone else. Just as long as he kept her on the side and continued fucking her every now and then. The thought of been away from his cock was something she wished not to think about.

 “So, how’s the office this morning?” he asked after letting go of her.

 “Pretty quiet, as always.” Sarah followed a step behind as he opened the door into his office and took off his coat to hang it along with his hat on the rack behind his desk. “That John Paymer fellow called again. He wanted to know if you were in the office. He sounded adamant.”

 “So early?” Thad looked at his watch. “It ain’t even nine yet.”

 “The way he sounded, like he’d been wanting to see you since yesterday.”

 “He leave any number at all so I can get at him?”

 “Yes, he did. I’ll get it for you. It’s on my desk.”

 “You mentioned something about Krass. Has he called yet?”

 “No, but he is itching to hear from you.”

 “Yeah, I know. I’ll start with him now. Thanks, Sarah.”

 Sarah left his office while Thaddeus sat down and unlocked the top drawer by his right. He took out a file folder with the word KRASS written on it. He opened the folder and took little time familiarizing himself with its contents. Aside from his typed report, the file contained snapshots of a demure-looking woman. Brunette, with a statuesque figure. There was her checking out shopping bags in T-Maxx shop; others of her meeting with a friendly acquaintance in a restaurant. There were other photos of her jogging along Central Park, and of her walking her dog along Park Avenue. All the photos had been taken by Thaddeus, as requested by her hubby Raymond Krass, reputed financier and Wall Street mogul.

 Thaddeus took out a slip of paper bearing Krass’s private phone number and gave him a ring. The line got picked up within seconds; obviously Krass had been expecting his call.

 “Mr. Black?” his voice was abrupt, almost sounding arrogant. Not a voice Thaddeus liked.

 “Good morning, Mr. Krass. I’ve concluded the assignment you wanted me to look into. I need to know where and when we can meet.”

 Thaddeus reached for a pen, dropped a notepad on top the folder and wrote down what Krass was saying to him before ending the call. He tore off the note and folded it into his pocket before rising to his feet, taking the folder with him. Thaddeus took his hat but neglected his coat before stepping out of his office.

 “Sarah, I’ve got to ride out and go meet with Krass. Anyone drop by, have them wait, or leave a message where I can reach them. Or better, give me a ring so you know where I’ll be.”

 “Sure thing,” said Sarah.

 Thaddeus Black was out of the door seconds later, approaching the elevator its doors opened and a woman walked out of it. His feet drew to a stop as the woman turned her head toward his direction. Thaddeus’s eyes came alive with surprised recognition at who she was. The woman was a brunette, wearing a cream jacket and matching pants. She slowly took off her sunglasses and folded them in her hand. She, too, stared at Thaddeus with recognition, and that was what floored Thaddeus even more: the woman wasn’t supposed to recognize him. Hell, she wasn’t supposed to know he even existed.

 Yet here she was, in the flesh, standing three feet from him. Smiling at him. Her smile made Thaddeus realize the game was up. She knew what he was about.

 “Good morning, Mr. Black,” she said to him. “You probably know of me already: I’m Rachael Krass, the woman you’ve been following for some time now.”

 Two

 Mrs. Krass was there to fetch him to her husband. Unofficially, of course, since Raymond knew nothing about her current whereabouts, she explained to Thaddeus as they rode the elevator to the lobby. What better way to surprise Raymond than come here and meet with the intriguing investigator he’d bankrolled to trail her around the city. Besides, she admitted, what else has a rich, spoiled wife like herself got to do besides wasting her husband’s money and possibly gallivant with whomever he suspected her of sleeping with.

 “That is what he wanted you to find out, wasn’t it,?” she taunted Thaddeus.

 “If you’re here to find that out for yourself, then you don’t need me telling you,” he replied.

 “Ohh,” she pouted then chuckled. “You’re feisty for a snoop. I like that. It’s too bad I didn’t find out about you sooner.”

 There was a maroon-coloured Lamborghini parked in front of the building. Such exquisite machine looked strange and unsuitable in such a neighbourhood. Thaddeus was about heading toward the back to get his Coupé DeVille, but Rachael opted they take hers instead. She saw the concerned look in his eyes and knew what he was worried about.

 “Don’t worry, I promise I’ll bring you back to your office. Come on.”

 Rachael walked around to the driver’s side and opened the passenger door for Thaddeus. She wore back her shades before keying the car’s engine. Thaddeus listened to the sound of the car purr to life as she put the vehicle into gear and drove away from the quiet neighbourhood.

 ***

 Thaddeus had no idea if Rachael knew about the restaurant meeting he was supposed to have with her husband. What compounded the situation even more was that it wasn’t supposed to happen for another two hours. Thaddeus’s intention had been to get there earlier and review the contents of his folder till Raymond arrived. The fact that Rachael had appeared out of nowhere and thrown a spanner in the works could only mean that she knew just about everything. Thaddeus had met his share of unusual twists and surprises in the past. To make it in such line of work, one need be prepared for surprises. Though he couldn’t recall ever been surprised like this before.

 They made little conversation as Rachael drove through Lennox Avenue heading toward the city, toward the financial district. Thaddeus thought he knew where she was heading but said nothing.

 The Lamborghini slowed as it approached a magnificent building with the name KRASS headlined above the lobby entrance. People in suits walked back and forth on the sidewalk, neither appeared to mind the arrival of the four-wheel machine pulling in front of the monolith building. Thaddeus’s business seldom brought him anywhere within the vicinity of Wall Street. Rachael braked the car haphazardly, making Thaddeus jerk forward in his seat.

 “Sorry about that,” she took off her shades.

 They alighted from the car and Thaddeus waited for her to come round and lead the way into the building lobby.

 Rachael strutted into the atrium, looking like she owned the building. Almost everyone they passed wore a suit; plenty of them stopped whatever they were doing and turned their heads at Rachael. They joined a small crowd of suits in one of the elevators and Rachael punched the last button which was the fiftieth floor. They were the last persons to step out of the elevator. Thaddeus had been in Raymond Krass’s office once, when the millionaire invited him over seeking his expertise. It wasn’t often Thaddeus got this close to stupendous money.

 Rachael led the way down the wide corridor to his office. She walked past the secretary’s desk, didn’t even bate an eye at the secretary’s direction, before knocking on her husband’s door then opened it.

 Her husband was behind his desk conversing with someone on the phone when they barged inside. Thaddeus couldn’t help admiring the opulence of his office. It was the size of an airport terminal compared to his. The walls were covered with trophy paintings, award plaques, and fancy artworks. His desk looked like something fit only for an executive. Raymond Krass was the consummate Wall Street titan. He was in his late-fifties, gray-haired, and blessed with the weathered features of a lion. Even the sound of his voice was brittle enough to crack steel and whip stock prices into shape. Yet for all his power, he appeared putty when it came to handling his wife. Thaddeus never could understand the irony that a lot wealthy men are capable of showcasing power and demonstrating their might toward minions and annihilating fellow business giants whom they perceived as threats, yet such men of wealth and power usually turned pussies when it came to the women department. That was a department Thaddeus felt proud not to have relinquished his grip.

 Rachael approached her husband’s desk, unconcerned that he was busy barking commands at someone on the phone. She kissed his cheek before walking toward the lounge area and planted herself on one of his leather upholstery. Thaddeus took off his fedora and observed what was before him. Krass barely glanced at him while still issuing orders on the phone. It was the hypocrisy of standing in the presence of someone living within the top five percentage of wealth in America. Poor sobs like Thaddeus are bound to stand and wait their turn to pick crumbs off their table.

 Raymond Krass finally ended his conversation and dropped the phone. He adjusted his tie and jacket before walking toward his wife. He mentioned how delighted he was at seeing her as he helped her to her feet and kissed her cheek. Only after exchanging pleasantries did he turn toward Thaddeus.

 “Morning, Mr. Black,” Krass came forward and shook his hand, trying to look unfazed by the turn of events. “I see you’ve met my wife, Rachael.”

 “Oh yes, we’ve met,” Rachael answered for Thaddeus, flashing a smile Thaddeus thought was a cross between a shark and a piranha. “Mr. Black was just surprised seeing me at his office. I thought it’d be a treat if the two of us paid you a visit and possibly have lunch together. That way we can clear whatever secrets we’re having off the table.”

 “Whatever are you talking about, darling?” said Krass pretentiously, feigning surprise. “We’ve got no secrets. You know that, don’t you?” He took her hand in his but she flung it off. Krass’s features resembled that of a hurt puppy, and to Thaddeus’s amazement, his voice actually reflected it. “Come on, babe. Why the long face?”

 “You damn well know why, darling,” she snapped caustically. The smile was gone from her face as she flung a hand at Thaddeus’s direction. “You’ve had this snoop here trailing me everywhere, thinking I’m running around screwing any dick anyone that opens a door for me. Tell me I’m wrong, darling.”

 To this, Raymond Krass could say nothing except hold up his hands as if in mock surrender. Thaddeus watched with amusement what was happening. His lips itched to come apart with laughter, but he knew that won’t be the right thing to do.

 Rachael wasn’t done snapping at her husband. Thaddeus couldn’t help but wonder who wore the pants at home.

 “You’ve got a lot of explaining to do, darling. Right now you don’t know just how upset I am. This ain’t the first time you’ve pulled something this stupid on me, but it’s definitely going to be the last.”

 Rachael marched out of the room; she flung the door open as she stepped out. Krass’s secretary popped her face to ask if everything was alright. Krass explained everything was just fine; she shut the door for him. Raymond Krass turned to face Thaddeus and threw his hands in the air.

 “Women. What can you do with them?”

 Thaddeus said nothing. He couldn’t help pitying him as he returned to his throne behind his large desk.

 “I guess we won’t be having that lunch meeting anymore,” Thaddeus humoured him.

 “Looks that way,” said Raymond after he’d resumed his seat. “I’m sorry you had to bear witness to all of that. She’s been acting kind of mean-spirited lately.”

 “How did she find out?”

 “I have no idea. I’m just as surprised as you too must have been.”

 “I guess this spells the end of our arrangement. I wanted to present you with my findings.” Thaddeus gave him the folder he’d brought with him. “Your wife is clean, Mr. Krass. I trailed her for two weeks and found little or nothing to warrant her infidelity toward you. If she did, then she’s smarter than I’d give her credit.”

 “I guess you’re right about that,” said Raymond, taking the folder from him. All of a sudden he looked weary, like the confrontation had sapped the strength out of him. “God, what a mess. I’ll wire you a check to cover all your services, and a bonus, too. I can’t thank you enough.”

 Thaddeus returned his fedora to his head and tipped the brim at him. “I won’t take anymore of your time, Mr. Krass. It was a pleasure.”

 “And I hope this stays between us,” Raymond added as an afterthought. “Please, it would be real hurting if word of this ever got to anyone else.”

 “You paid for my work and my discretion, Mr. Krass. Those are two things I totally uphold.”

 Raymond left his desk and walked him to his door. They shook hands before parting ways.

 The elevator deposited Thaddeus at the atrium. He wasn’t all that surprised as he stepped out of the revolving doors of the Krass building to not find Rachael or her maroon Lamborghini parked where she’d left it. he turned his head to look at both ends of the street as if expecting to find her waiting for him by the corner. With a shrug, Thaddeus started walking in the direction they had driven from. He was bound to find a subway entrance that will take him toward his way.

 A nondescript car was parked across the street. Two suited men sat inside watching Thaddeus Black stroll away from the Krass building. Both men were veterans of the U.S. State Department.

 “What do you think?” said the older white man in the passenger seat called Arnoldson.

 His partner shrugged. His name was Clarence, African-American and younger in age and work duty than his partner. “He hasn’t been approached by the couple yet.”

 “He hasn’t, but that’s bound to change before the end of today. At least.”

 “It’s what we expect, ain’t it?” said Clarence.

 “It is, though I don’t like it. I don’t like one bit of this at all.”

 “What’s not to like about it. The die is cast already. Us mortals can only sit back and watch.”

 Arnoldson gave his partner a slighted look. “You quoting Shakespeare on me now?”

 Clarence chuckled. “Come on, what you say we go grab ourselves a cup of coffee. I’m buying.”

 He put the car in gear and eased out of the curb.

 ***

 Thaddeus stopped at a restaurant to grab an early lunch before boarding a subway train heading his direction. He was tired by the time he got to his building and rode the elevator toward his office. He heard what sounded like Sarah humming a song to herself while typing a report as he approached the door before entering.

 Sarah stopped her humming and looked up as he walked in. Her smile took the edge off his tiredness. She saw the look on his face and knew right away that things hadn’t gone as planned.

 “What happened?” she asked.

 “You’re not going to believe it,” he said as he walked into his office.

 Sarah stopped what she was doing and got up from her desk. An idea occurred to her and she made sure the front door was locked before following Thaddeus into his office, closing the door behind her.

 “What was it?” she propped herself on his desk and crossed one smooth thigh over the other, giving Thaddeus an eyeful of her stockings.

 Thaddeus admired his secretary’s pair of legs and knew that was exactly what she wanted him to do. He took off his jacket and hung it on the coat stand beside his window along with his hat.

 “Somehow Krass wasn’t as smooth as he thought he was. You’re not going to believe any of it.” He told her of running into Rachael Krass just as he’d stepped out of the office. Both of them driving to her husband’s office where she’d confronted Krass to his face before leaving them behind. Sarah whistled in awe when he was done.

 “You’re kidding. She was really here?”

 “Oh yeah. A question I’d have loved to ask her but somehow forgot was how she ever found out about me.”

 “Like you said it, her husband wasn’t smooth. If the man wanted someone to spy on his wife, why come all this way to hire you? He’s got plenty of people under him who’d jump to that.”

 Thaddeus laughed as he loosened his tie. “You don’t get it with rich folks, Sarah. They’re just as paranoid about their wealth and their society standing as a poor fellow grabbing hold to a Dollar. People like Krass want to hold on to their shadow as much as they can.”

 “So what’s going to happen now?”

 “Absolutely nothing. I’m done with Krass and his wife. If the bitch was really cheating on him, I’m the last to know. He’s got my report and he’s going to send our check in the mail. That’s that.”

 “What about the wife? Think she’s going to give us any trouble?” asked Sarah.

 “Whatever trouble she’s got is between her and her man, not us.”

 “That’s good to know.” She reached for his tie and tugged him toward her. Her voice became yearning and seductive. “I was going to tell you something before you left the office.”

 “Yeah, what was it?” he came round his table to stand before her. Sarah uncrossed her legs to give him room.

 “I was going to tell you I missed you this weekend.” She licked her lips. “I know you were with Constance, and I can understand that. Except I spent Saturday alone with myself with nothing but a slice of pizza and a glass of wine to keep me warm.”

 “There’s plenty of men around who’d do you a lot of good,” Thaddeus teased her. “A pretty girl like you shouldn’t be spending weekends alone. Plenty of nightclubs around to get your groove on.”

 “I know that. But most other men can’t handle me the way you do. I was horny and I was lonely.”

 “Hmmm, that’s too bad.” Thaddeus inched his face close to hers. He ran his hand under her chin; Sarah pushed herself against him. “Tell me what you would have loved to have.”

 “Do you really want me to say it?”

 Thaddeus inserted his finger between her lips and she sucked on it, coating his finger with her lipstick.

 “Yes, I want to hear you say it,” he murmured.

 “Well, I sure could have used a big black cock to keep my pussy warm.”

 “Yes, that was what I wanted you to hear. I too missed the taste of your pussy.”

 Thaddeus’s hands grasped at her tits behind her blouse. His fingers undid her buttons then opened her blouse to reveal what was hiding inside. Sarah raised her face toward his and they kissed while his hands slid past her bra cup to caress her soft flesh. Their kissing heightened as his fingers pinched her nipples. Their tongues snaked back and forth at each other. Thaddeus’s hands went to her thighs and pushed her skirt up her knees. Sarah wrapped her arms around his neck and was kissing him harder as he lifted her off the desk.

 Thaddeus lifted her toward his chair and sat on it, nearly falling off to the side, though not losing grip of his secretary. Sarah freed herself and came to her feet. She lowered herself to her knees and helped loosen his belt buckle then unzipped his pants. Thaddeus’s cock was rock hard and waiting. He winced as Sarah wrapped both hands around his turgid shaft like a Ninja wielding a sword and applied her mouth to his cock. Thaddeus lounged in his chair and watched her bob her head between his thighs.

 “Ahh-shit! ” Thaddeus couldn’t help letting off a groan. The tiredness he’d brought with him slipped away as if he knew this was the right antidote he needed. Thaddeus undid his shirt buttons while his secretary remained focused on what she was doing to him.

 Sarah had both hands on Thaddeus’s thigh while her lips swallowed and stretched his rigid member. Her mouth made gagging sounds and she lolled her head side to side, then back and forth while still holding his cock in her mouth. Sarah was like a dog gripping a bone, not daring to let go. She slipped a hand under her skirt and pushed her panties to the side to rub at her wet pussy; her pussy too desired a taste of something black and hard.

 Thaddeus pulled her to her feet after having enough of her mouth. Sarah hiked her skirt to her waist while he shoved his pants down his legs. He stroked his cock before her and Sarah grinned as she edged forward, balancing herself on him. Thaddeus shoved her panties aside and grunted as he forced his cock between her pubic region. They sighed almost simultaneously as his prick’s head slipped into her wet entrance.

 “Yeah, don’t that feel good?” he asked her.

 “Uhhhh,” Sarah raised her head and moaned; a look of ecstasy clouded her face.

 She leaned over him, held her breath as her pussy thrust down gently on his dick, taking more of him. Thaddeus grabbed at her waistline and pressed her butt down hard on him, knocking the air off his secretary.

 “Awwh God!” she gasped. “Awwhhh shit! Oouuhhh fuck!”

 Sarah reclined her head on his shoulder as a tremor of excitement ran through her. Thaddeus kissed the side of her neck and nibbled on her earlobe. His hands grasped her ass cheeks and pulled her back and forth over his thigh. Sarah locked her lips on his ear, fighting back her gasps. Her breasts roamed free from her bra and pressed against his face while her hips rocked against his. Thaddeus’s chair shook against their weight. Their lips found each other and they kissed frantically, sucking each other’s breath. His cock rubbed against her cervix. Thaddeus thrust a finger into her anus and lifted her butt up and back down on his cock.

 “Uhh yeah!” Thad exclaimed. “That’s a fucking good pussy.”

 “I know you’ve missed it,” she cried aloud.

 “Fuck yeah, I’ve missed it.”

 Thaddeus got up from his chair still holding on to her and swept almost everything off his desk before lying his secretary on the surface. Sarah propped her legs on his shoulders as Thaddeus thrust his cock back into her gapping pussy. She grabbed the edge of his desk and moaned like crazy as he rammed her hard with each thrust. Her back arched upward as her pussy took the onslaught of her boss fucking her. Thaddeus held her legs apart and was groaning hard and he fucked her harder and harder. His pants lay curled around his lower legs, and his table shook from their action.

 “Can’t fucking believe I missed this pussy,” he gritted his teeth as he felt the exploding moment happen upon him.

 Sarah felt him about to cum, and she pulled herself halfway up and grabbed his shirt. Thaddeus lifted her some inches up from his desk. His lips smacked hers with a hard kiss and he humped her up and down his cock. Their cries merged as one the moment his stream of cum flooded her cunt.

 ***

 Thaddeus was in the restroom next to his office washing his face and getting rid of whatever evidence of the just concluded sex he’d had with Sarah while she was arranging all the stuff that had fallen off his desk when someone knocked on the outer door.

 Thaddeus turned off the water faucet and looked at Sarah, who too had a surprised look on her face like they’d both been caught doing stuff an employer and his secretary ought not be doing. She hurriedly finished assembling the items on his desk before leaving his office to see whoever their visitor was. Thaddeus finished drying his hands and straightened his tie before stepping out of the restroom.

 He heard the outer door open and heard Sarah welcome in their visitor. Thaddeus took his jacket from the rack and wore it back. He checked to make sure his tie was straight while his eyes glanced around the office to make sure everything was as it should. He raised his window to get more air in the room.

 His door opened and Sarah came to whisper in his ear: “That John Paymer fellow I told you about is here to see you.”

 “What does he look like?”

 “Tall, in his fifties. He looks harmless.”

 “Okay, send him in.”

 Sarah returned to her office and Thaddeus overheard her say to the prospective new client: “Mr. Black will see you now.”

 Thaddeus pretending to appraise a document on his desk when John Paymer stepped into his office. He was in his fifties, had thinning blonde hair with an eagle’s crow on his head. Athletic with the stature of someone who kept an active lifestyle. He introduced himself to Thaddeus and they shook hands. Thaddeus though he looked somewhat familiar. Recognizing and placing faces wasn’t usually his forte, but he knew quite well he’d seen a face identical to this somewhere before.

 “Pardon my curiosity Mr. Paymer, have we met before?”

 “I kind of doubt that, but you’d never know. It’s been years since last time I came to New York City. I believe you’re thinking of my son. He came here to meet with you three months ago.”

 Thaddeus noticed he carried a folder in his hand. As he talked, John reached inside and pulled out a photograph of a young man who bore striking resemblance to him. In the photograph, the young man was hugging a pretty blonde girl seated on his thigh, both of them smiling at the camera. Both of them wore college sweaters and looked like inseparable love birds.

 Thaddeus did recognize the kid. His name danced at the tip of his tongue but it evaded him. He looked at John for help.

 “His name is Michael,” John Paymer answered. “He travelled here from Buffalo, New York, three months ago to meet with you. The girl in his picture was his girlfriend, Catherine Morgan.”

 Like a bulb coming suddenly to life, it came back to Thaddeus. He offered John a seat before lowering himself on his own, still staring at the photo.

 “Yeah, I do remember him; I’m surprised I almost didn’t. He’s a good kid. He talked about wanting to travel to Nigeria, I think. Said his girlfriend and her parents were kidnapped. He wanted to head down there and do something about it. I tried talking him out of it but he wouldn’t hear it. It’s been a while since I heard from him.”

 John Paymer nodded solemnly. “That’s about the last time I or his mom have seen or heard from him, too.”

 Thaddeus took his eyes from the photograph to look at him.

 “My son did go to Nigeria. He’s been missing ever since.”

 Three

 Thaddeus Black unlocked the front door of his abode and stepped inside. He turned on the living room lights and locked the door behind him. He dropped his car keys on the top of the TV set and a shopping bag containing edibles he’d purchased along the way at a supermarket on the coffee table. He took off his jacket and coat, slipped his feet out of his shoes and flopped down on the long couch, dropped his hat on the table. He remained like that for a while before loosening his tie and stretch himself on the couch, resting his feet on the arm.

 Thaddeus felt a gnawing itch in his throat. He sure could use a drink. With everything he’d heard from Michael’s dad recurring in his mind, it was enough to get his thirst going. Still he remained on the couch, reflecting on his conversation with John Paymer.

 ***

 “My son is missing, Mr. Black,” John Paymer had said to him. “He’s been missing for months now. Possibly dead.”

 “What makes you say that?”

 “Just an unspoken feeling I got from the State Department people. And why shouldn’t I, Mr. Black? I haven’t seen or heard from my boy in months. And it’s all because of you.”

 Now wasn’t that surprising to hear: a father coming all the way from Buffalo, New York, accusing him in his office like he’d murdered someone. Thaddeus would have laughed had the situation called for it, but he didn’t. Becoming a maverick at his job was a license that came with having survived growing up in the streets and knowing where or when to look when finding something or someone. But Thaddeus took extra care knowing what ethical or moral lines to cross and when not to cross them. There have been occasions when during the course of his investigations he’d had no choice but to cross such lines, but never once did he cross it enough not to know when or how to return home.

 “No disrespect, Mr. Paymer,” said Thaddeus politely, “your son came to me for advice on how to go about getting his girlfriend back. I gave him whatever advice I could. I even instructed him to take it up with the embassy, except he wanted to do it alone. All I did was help the kid out, nothing more.”

 “Well, so doing, your advisory actions one way or another sentenced my boy to death,” said John Paymer, his face twitched with emotion. “You have no idea how much pain and hurt you’ve brought on me, Mr. Black? My wife hasn’t stopped crying a single day.”

 “I’m sorry you feel that way, Mr. Paymer. How about you calm down and tell me everything that’s happened.”

 John Paymer did calm down, and he sat forward and opened up to Thaddeus everything he knew. His son, Michael had gotten himself a Nigerian visa without either him or his wife been the wiser and then left the country. The last time they’d communicated with him was a phone call Michael made at the same hotel Catherine had lodged with her parents the last time anyone heard or saw them.

 “For some dumb reason, my son thought he could make a difference by playing Sherlock Holmes where the law enforcement people don’t seem to care about any of it, which makes no damn sense to me,” John Paymer complained. The anger on his face was now replaced with abject hurt; Thaddeus couldn’t help but feel sorry for him. “How could a young girl and her parents vanish into thin air and nobody, not even our government or the Nigerians care at all? It’s unthinkable madness.”

 “Forgive, me Mr. Paymer, can I get you something to drink?”

 “Yeah. A glass of water will do just fine, thanks.”

 Thad got a disposable cup, fetched water out of a cooler and gave it to him. The water seemed to help; John was further mellowed by it.

 Thaddeus returned to his chair. “Did Michael call you again since then?”

 “No,” said John. “That was the first and last call we got from him. I emailed him plenty of times but got no reply since. I got in touch with a high-ranking someone in the Nigerian embassy and even they weren’t of any help. I called the American embassy over in Nigeria and got zilch from them. Believe me if I could go down there to find out whatever’s happened to my boy, I would have. But I can’t up and leave my wife alone. She’s been pretty distraught ever since this happened.”

 “I’m sorry to hear that. You mentioned something about the State Department?”

 “Oh yeah, them. Two men paid us a visit saying they were from the U.S. State Department - they had badge and everything. One was an older white guy and the other was black. They talked about Michael. It was from them we got to find out what happened to Catherine and her folks.”

 “These State Department guys, they just dropped by your place so sudden to tell you all this?”

 “They said they were working with the Nigeria government incognito. They said that our son had been kidnapped by some militant group or something. I can’t remember much of what they said, but it didn’t make me happy, I can tell you that.”










 ***

 Someone was knocking on his door. Thaddeus’s eyes came awake from behind his arm draped over his face. He blinked a couple of times, remembering he was in his home, lying on his couch in his living room. The second round of knocking brought reality to his thoughts.

 Thaddeus grunted as he pulled himself to his feet. He cracked a yawn before ambling toward the door just as another round of knocking sounded.

 “Who is it?” he raised his voice.

 A woman’s sultry voice answered: “Hey there, tough guy. It’s your friendly neighbour.”

 Erica. Thaddeus recognized her voice anywhere, even in his sleep. He couldn’t help but curse under his breath. The bitch had probably spotted his car and knew he was home. There was no way he could have hidden from her even if he tried, not when she and her husband Artie lived next door to him. His hands turned the lock of the door and held it open for her.

 “Hey there, sweetness,” Thaddeus smiled at the sight of her.

 “You hiding from me, Thaddeus,” Erica flirted past him into his home. “I haven’t seen you since last week. I figured you were avoiding me or something.”

 “Perish the thought, Erica.” He locked his door. “I’ve been busy with other things.” His eyes went to the shopping bag on the table. He picked it up and took it to the kitchen, returning minutes later where Erica still waited for him.

 “Those other things keeping you away from home a lot? I checked on you all weekend and never saw you.”

 “I’ve been busy, Erica,” he said.

 “Too busy to return home? I know you’re a snoop, but you’ve gotta return for a shower and lunch every now and then.”

 “Thanks for the tip. Ain’t you got more things to be doing than checking up on me? You’ve got Artie, remember?”

 She gave him a pained look. “Now why do you want to bring Artie into our business.”

 “The hell I won’t,” said Thaddeus, flopping back on his couch. “What you think Artie’s going to feel if he comes and finds you here like he did last time?”

 “Why are you dredging up the past?” she asked him. “That was last time, and you and him resolved that, didn’t you? he told me about it.”

 “He’s your man, isn’t he? I just don’t get why you keep treating him like a lap dog.”

 “Because he’s my man, and he’s my special lap dog,” she laughed. “At least according to you. Besides, Artie can’t handle a naughty girl like me. A girl like me has got to get her rocks off whenever she can.”

 “You know what I think? I think you’re getting way too much over him, and you know it. Artie’s a good man. You ought to run back upstairs and start treating him better.”

 “I do treat Artie better,” she said. “I was getting ready for my club revue tonight when I looked out my window and spotted your car parked downstairs. I thought I’d come down and say hello to you.”

 “Well, you’ve seen me, and you’ve said your hello. Now how about you leave a brother alone in his home.”

 Erica came to where Thaddeus sat and sat across his thighs.

 She was in her early-forties, though had the supple body of one still in her twenties. Her hair was ash-blonde; azure eyes and thick eye lashes. She had been a go-go dancer years back in Las Vegas. One night while on leave from the Navy, Artie had strolled into the club where she danced. They caught each other’s eye and surprisingly stuck with each other from that moment on. She’d quit the sin and bright lights of the Strip and he’d gotten an honourable discharge from the Navy. Together they were exact opposites - Artie quiet and cool-headed, while Erica high-spirited and sexually voracious. Thaddeus was her number one sex-mate, the one fuck she could always run to whenever she got bitten by the horny bug. It had been their secret until one day some months back Artie had surprisingly found out. Thaddeus had been even more stumped when afterwards Artie gave him his blessing to continue screwing Erica . just as long as she never ended up leaving him.

 “You going to be all huff and mean to me today?” Erica purred. Her hands undid his collar buttons and slipped off his tie. She pressed her butt against his crotch. “I told you I’ve been a horny girl all through last week.”

 “Is there ever a time you ain’t a horny broad?” asked Thaddeus. “You’ve sapped poor Artie already and now you’re after me.”

 “Artie’s all about making love slow like a kitten,” she kissed him. “He’s less of a man when it comes to fucking. A slut like me needs to get her fuck whenever I can or else I’ll fall apart.”

 “Just like me,” he brought his hands to caress her butt. “I too need my sex on.”

 She pushed his shirt open and kissed the areas of his neck and shoulders. Thaddeus forcefully tried slipping his hand down the waist lining of her jeans to feel her flesh. Erica came off him and was breathing heavy as she struggled to undress. Thaddeus watched her wiggle her jeans down her thighs. He sucked in his breath when he saw she had on nothing else. Erica was such a demanding slut and in a way, Thaddeus loved her for it.

 He sat up and got busy taking off his shirt. Erica kicked off her jeans and flung her tank top off her head. She stood naked with one hand resting on her waist like a model striking a poise, waiting for him to be done. Thaddeus pushed his pants and shorts down his feet and threw them across the room. Erica returned to his arms when he was naked like her. She kissed his chest and slid down to her knees. Erica took his cock in her hand and stroked pre-cum out of his prick’s helmet. She lapped her tongue over it before sucking the bulbous head of his dick.

 Thaddeus groaned and looked up and admired the ceiling while Erica ravished his cock with her mouth. She prided herself at giving excellent blowjobs; even Thaddeus had concurred. With him she knew it would take a while before making him cum, depending how hard she tried. Artie was putty in her hands when with him and seldom lasted a minute. Her lips made slurping sounds as she licked Thaddeus’s shaft back and forth. Thaddeus pressed her head with both hands to continue its work. Erica stopped at one point to squeeze his dick between her tits, rolling it up and down like a speeding escalator. Thaddeus sat forward and groped her tits while she resumed her blowjob activity. Thaddeus’s cock was big; she always enjoyed taking the length of him in her pussy.

 “Such a big black dick,” she moaned. “You going to fuck me with it?”

 “Get your ass up here and sit on it, bitch!” Thaddeus ordered her.

 Erica’s eyes never left the sight of his cock as she lowered herself onto him again. His cock rubbed pre-cum against the underside of her thigh. She took hold of it and slid the head into her pussy. She adjusted herself to get a better balance. Thaddeus squeezed her butt with both hands as she took more of his cock inside her. Within minutes she was riding him godlike a pro. His hands alternated between her waistline and her butt, taking control of her body as she rocked her ass back and forth against his thighs. The sound of her moaning cries filled the living room.

 “Auuhhh!” she flung her head backward amidst a groaning fit. Her body kept pressing down hard on him. “Awwhhh fuck! Fuck me, Thad! Fuck me good!”

 Thaddeus too was groaning in line with her. The pressure of her pussy locked around his shaft was exquisite and sublime. Erica yelped as he slapped her butt, urging her to ride him harder. Thaddeus wrapped his arms around her and managed to push himself to his feet. Erica locked her feet behind his back and held her breath as he bounced her up and down his cock like a yo-yo. Her moans echoed with the throb of his cock filling her pussy. Erica held his face and breathed into his mouth as she kissed him.

 “I want you to tear my pussy from behind,” she said to him.

 Thaddeus knew exactly what she wanted - he wanted the same thing too.

 He carried her with him into the hallway that divided his apartment to his bedroom door. He kicked the door open and when inside dropped Erica on the bed. Erica was giggling with excitement as she rolled further on the bed, then reach for him and pulled him to come join her. There was enough light filtering through the curtains for Thaddeus not to bother about the room been dark.

 Thaddeus turned her over to be on her knees. Erica pressed her butt against his pelvis and groaned when she felt Thaddeus puncture her pussy with his cock once again. She pulled at the sheets and hollered as he thrust deep into her.

 Thaddeus loved her body outline in the dark. He loved the way her body pressed against his, begging for more of his cock. For the next half hour he gave her the sort of fucking he knew she loved and wanted. He paused momentarily to rest on her back, catching his breath for some seconds before straightening himself to resume his action. Erica’s cries rose and fell with the sound of the bed groaning under them.

 “Ohh Gosh! You’re hitting the spot!” She slipped a hand under her crotch to caress his testicles. She loved the way his pelvis slammed against her buttocks. “Own my pussy, babe! Fuck my pussy like you want it!”

 “You know I want it,” Thaddeus groaned in the dark. “Don’t you, you horny bitch?”

 “Oh yes, I do, darling,” she replied feverishly. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

 Thaddeus continued to hammer away at her like a programmed automaton. His balls felt like exploding, and his cock slid out of her at the last moment and he ejaculated over her rump.

 ***

 Hours earlier, back at his office.

 “I’m sorry to hear everything you’ve told me about your son, Mr. Paymer,” said Thaddeus. “I wish I could say something that will help ease your mind, but really I’m lost for words.”

 “Perhaps you can ease my mind somewhat, Mr. Black. I know you’re probably wondering how I found out about you since Michael never mentioned anything about his intentions.”

 “The thought had crossed my mind.”

 John Paymer smiled for the first time since he arrived at Thaddeus’s office. “Michael often spent more time doing stuff on his computer than I do playing golf. Weeks after his mom and I heard anything from him, I got curious and found someone good with computers to come break through his password. I found a lot of crazy stuff in his document folders, especially some emails he’d exchanged with some erotic writer named Damien Dsoul - such weird name for a writer - never once did I expect Michael to be caught reading porn.”

 Thaddeus chuckled at his summation. “Damien’s a good friend of mine, and he’s got nothing to do with porn.”

 “That wasn’t what I gleamed from his website,” said John Paymer stubbornly. “I saw one of his books in Michael’s room. The book bore your name in its title. I made some enquiries and somehow got in touch with this Dsoul character’s agent. I lied and explained to the agent I was a book reviewer. He got me in touch with the Dsoul guy-”

 “And he then got you in touch with me,” Thaddeus completed the chain for him. “Your son found me pretty much the same way too. I’m surprised Damien never gave me a call telling me you were asking of me.”

 “I told him not to,” said Paymer. “I mean I begged him not to.”

 “He probably would have if he’d thought you were coming to harm me,” Thaddeus admitted. “I’m going to have to repeat myself again, Mr. Paymer. Your son already had his mind made up regarding what he was going to do. Nothing would have dissuaded him from what he did. He wanted advice and I gave that to him. I warned him not to try be a hero if ever he found something. That’s all I did. I didn’t even bill him at all.”

 John Paymer nodded as if unwillingly opting to accept this explanation from Thaddeus. “It’s taken me plenty of nights thinking about this, Mr. Black. You do put up a solid argument, and I’m inclined to believe you. which brings me to my reason for coming to see you.” He leaned forward in his seat, his face all serious. “I’d like to hire you to locate my son. I’ll pay you to travel down to Nigeria and do whatever you can to find him and bring him back to me alive.”

 Thaddeus was stumped for words to say. He looked back at John Paymer, hopping the man had uttered a joke, but the candid look in his eyes told Thaddeus he meant every word. Even now as Thaddeus lay in bed with Erica curled up beside him, recalling every detail of his conversation with Michael’s Dad, he still couldn’t settle his mind regarding how serious he ought to have taken his words.

 Thaddeus shook his head. “I’m sorry, Mr. Paymer. What you’re asking for is beyond my range.”

 “You’re a private detective, aren’t you?” Paymer sniped at him with his earlier accusing tone of voice. “You do find missing people, don’t you?”

 “That is what I do, but not when it takes me outside the States. Nigeria is hundreds of miles from where I’m sitting right now, Mr. Paymer. Probably on another planet for all I care. I don’t go finding people across continents. Don’t care if its Canada.”

 “Nonetheless, I’d still love for you to undertake this mission,” said John Paymer, brushing aside his complaints. “You talked my son into getting himself involved in this. Maybe not intentionally, but I’m still holding you accountable, and I’m not letting go not matter how you feel about it.”

 Thaddeus didn’t like the way the man was riding him and decided to show some measure of stubbornness as well.

 “If you think threatening me is going to force me to capitulate, you’re wasting your time, and mine. Your son’s an adult, and he made up his mind to go search for his lost girlfriend. If there’s anyone you ought to be pissed off with, it’s him. My advice to you is go to the Nigerian embassy and badger someone there to listen to you. Maybe contact those State Department guys and see what help they can give. Anything else, and I won’t know what to say to you. I think we’re about done here now.”

 John Paymer’s features flushed with rage, but only for a moment. Thaddeus recognized the look and deduced John Paymer as the sort of man who didn’t take been turned down so easily. John Paymer returned the photo of his son to his folder then got up from the chair. Thaddeus stood up as well.

 “Tell me something, Mr. Black. Do you have any children?”

 “No, I haven’t.”

 Paymer snorted. “I thought as much. In other words, you’ve got no idea what sort of horror my wife and I have been going through. Our son is out there lost to us, possibly dead right now,” he raised his voice. “And you have no fucking idea how much that hurts.”

 Thaddeus was floored by his words. He thought of something snappy to say, but knew his words would sound inconsiderate coming from him. At that moment he gladly would have turned and hurled himself out of his window, anything to stop John Paymer from glaring at him.

 “I know you love your son, Mr. Paymer. God knows, I too would feel almost as bad as what you are right now. I’m just not the right sort of person to help you. I wish I could, but all I can offer is what I just told you.”

 “Yes, I’ve heard you. But it’s not enough. I’m staying at the Chelsea hotel on 30 th Avenue by 11 th Street. My wife and I will be here till the end of the week. She wanted to come with me but I told her to stay back instead. I look forward to you changing your mind before then.”

 John Paymer shook his hand again then left his office. He stopped to say goodbye to Sarah before leaving the outer office. Thaddeus heard the sound of his footsteps diminish as he walked toward the elevator. Sarah stuck her face in his doorway.

 “I heard much,” she said. “The man sure didn’t sound happy.”

 “No, he didn’t. God knows I wouldn’t either if I were in his shoes.”

 “Are you going to take his case?” she asked.

 “I can only sympathize, but his problem has nothing to do with me,” he sighed. “Like he said, his kid’s been gone for months now. Who knows if he’s still alive. It’d be a shame to bring back a corpse for him.”

 Thaddeus turned to stare out the window. In his mind’s eye, he recalled the image of the kid, Michael. He remembered sitting here with him, listening to him plead for his help. Thaddeus tried to picture where the kid might be right now, whatever might have befallen him since last time they spoke. Was he alive or dead, he asked himself. Such a dreadful question to even ask. He could only imagine how much suffering his parents were going through trying to imagine the same thing with no one to help.

 Thaddeus turned away from the window and tried to think of something else.

 ***

 He felt someone pinching his arm. His eyes fluttered awake and made out Erica’s face looking at him. She wasn’t smiling. She whispered his name and turned her heard toward his door. Thaddeus wanted to ask what was wrong when his ears caught a sound. It was the same sound she too had heard that got her to wake him up.

 “I think someone broke in,” she whispered.

 Thaddeus got off the bed quietly and crept toward the door. Erica wanted to join him but he motioned her to stay put. Thaddeus pressed his back against the side of the door and heard the unmistakable sound of shoes approaching his door. He inched further to the side as he heard the handle turn. The door creaked open and he saw the intruder’s hand appear at the edge.

 Thaddeus waited till the intruder came further into the room before springing into action. He grabbed the man’s arm at the same time slammed his shoulder against the door, hitting the intruder’s face. He heard the man cry out, stunned. Thaddeus wasted no second pivoting the intruder into the room, throwing him across the floor. Erica gave an alarming cry. She sat up on the bed holding the sheets to her chest as Thaddeus grappled with the intruder. Erica jumped down from the bed and went to find the light switch on the wall. She flicked it and turned to see Thaddeus still struggling with the man who’d sneaked into his home unannounced.

 The man was about yelling something as Thaddeus punched his face. Thaddeus grabbed his shirt and pulled him to his feet.

 “Who the fuck are you?” Thaddeus spat the question.

 “Hold on, Mr. Black! Hold on, will you!” yelled Clarence, trying to calm Thaddeus from striking him again. When Thaddeus lowered his fist, he appraised himself of his dignity. “My name is Clarence Bulworth, and I’m with the U.S. State Department.”

 It took some seconds for Thaddeus to recall where he’d heard his name. It brought anger back to his face when he remembered the words of John Paymer and his distraught wife.

 “Son of a bitch. You’re one of the bastards who got Paymer’s son in the mess he’s in, ain’t you? The fuck are you doing breaking into my home?”

 “I’m sorry about that, but I’d like to talk something serious with you. If you’d please calm down and hear me out.”

 Thaddeus was far from calming down. The truth was he would have loved nothing but throw him another punch then kick his ass out of his home. But the anger had dissipated already. He got Clarence to his feet and told him to wait in the living room. Thaddeus put on a pair of jeans, went into the living room and returned with Erica’s clothes. She came off the bed after putting them on and said she would talk with him later. He escorted her through the back door and they shared a kiss before she hurried back to her apartment, not knowing if Artie hadn’t returned by now from his janitor work.

 Thaddeus looked in his fridge and took out a beer then went into the living room. Clarence had a handkerchief pressed to his face where Thaddeus had struck him.

 “You sure do pack a mean punch,” Clarence remarked when Thaddeus walked into the room.

 “That’s what you get for sneaking into another man’s house,” Thaddeus took a swig of his beer. He drew a chair from his dining table and spun it around and sat on it, facing the State Department agent.

 “You’ve got five minutes to tell me what the fuck you’re doing in here before I throw you out.”

 “I can say it in less than five,” said Clarence, pocketing his handkerchief. “John Paymer.”

 “I thought as much. I remember Michael mentioned you when he and I talked. You’re the same liar who sold his ass off to go on a stupid rescue mission to Nigeria. Then you had the balls to lay the bad news at his old man. How proud do you really think of yourself?”

 “Not in the least proud, if that’s what you think. But this is something bigger than two kids getting kidnapped in a foreign country. We never knew just how much at stake the whole thing has become until recently.”

 “The hell are you talking about?”

 “Michael’s girlfriend Catherine and her parents were kidnapped by a rebel militant army. A vicious army so elusive the Nigerian government are having a hard time destroying. They call themselves the Black Path - a marauding band of sociopaths with no religious or political affiliation whatsoever. Ever since Nigeria started on the road to democracy, factions of militant groups have sprung up almost out of nowhere around the Niger-Delta region and in the northern states. All of them fighting their individual claim to whatever oil revenue the country’s procuring. Where most other militant groups have accepted plea deals with the government, the Black Path haven’t. What makes them different is their specialty toward kidnapping foreigners and converting them into sex slaves, sold.”

 “Jesus Christ. You serious about this?”

 “Very,” declared Clarence, still wiping blood off his lip. “Not exactly the sort of thing most folks would dare believe, but it’s all true. We’ve been working in secret with the Nigerian government, trying to monitor the Black Path’s activities, but they’re hard to find or catch. Also you have to understand Africa’s a different ball game. The intelligence we’re getting down there is seldom accurate, and the country’s politics is frustrating when it comes to helping. Past couple of months now the Black Path has gotten out of control they’ve just about crippled the government.”

 “But they’re kidnapping foreigners, aren’t they? Americans. How come nobody’s heard anything on the news at all?”

 “So far we’ve managed to keep a tight lid on that. But trust me it hasn’t been easy. Sooner or later the press is bound to catch a sniff of this. Our saving grace is the U.S. networks don’t usually regard news coming from Africa as newsworthy. Not unless its concerns ethnic cleansing in East Africa or some Hollywood celebrity campaigning over starving villagers in Somalia.”

 “All right, I get it. You’re stumped for good news. But why the hell did you send Michael into the heat of this mess?”

 “That’s not totally true. I never wanted Michael getting involved in this, but the kid was damn stubborn. I knew nothing was going to change his mind. Hell, I even stepped out of my way to help him. If you think I’m happy with the kid been missing, you’re crazy.”

 “Something’s got to be at stake here,” Thaddeus’s mind was thinking fast through everything Clarence just told him. “What is it that’s so important you wanted the kid involved?”

 “The Black Path aren’t just into white slavery. They’ve got fingers in weapons smuggling, wire fraud, and large-scale money laundering. And as shadowy as they are, they’ve got a leader who’s just as inconspicuous and works behind the scene of whatever op they’re involved in. I figured Michael, with his American good boy looks, would find it easy locating this fellow. Guess I was wrong.”

 “No shit you were wrong,” Thaddeus couldn’t help flaring his anger. “You send a lone kid into the lion’s den and you expect a miracle? My God, you guys make me sick.”

 Clarence nodded his head in shame. “There’s not a night I don’t beat myself about it.”

 “Did you cronies mention this to the kid’s parents?”

 “My partner didn’t want to, but I figured we owed it to them. We kind of figured they’d try to get in touch with you, which is why we’ve had you on surveillance for a while.”

 As if remembering he still had the beer in his hand, Thaddeus took a long sip from it to wet his throat. He hated the uncomfortable position he was in right now and knew there wasn’t any other choice to get it off his conscience. Michael’s face kept blinking before his eyes, and the memory of the conversation he’d had with his dad ran through his mind.

 “His old man wants me to head down to Nigeria to see if I can find his missing boy. Obviously you knew he was going to do that, or else your ass wouldn’t be here telling me this. But now it looks like I’m going to have to change my mind toward accepting his offer. So my question to you is what do you pricks of the State Department want out of this?”

 There was as a change in Clarence’s feature, more like relief. “Find the bastard who’s in charge of this Black Path army and see if you can neutralize him.”

 “Neutralize. You mean kill him?” Thaddeus smirked. “You guys want me to travel to a foreign country and do your dirty work for you.”

 “We could do it the hard way, but that’s going to involve plenty of artillery and noise, and chances are it’s going to get a lot of innocent casualties. That’s something we wish to avoid. We will take care of your expenses and even make you a sizable offer once everything’s concluded.”

 “I want it all in writing. Get me to speak with your top brass and make it official. Either that, or no deal.” Thaddeus stood up “Now’s the time you leave.”

 Clarence adjusted his jacket and approached the door. “I’ll be in touch, Mr. Black.”

 “Yeah, you do that,” said Thad before closing the door behind him.

 Four

 The rest of the night was worrisome for him. Thaddeus couldn’t find comfort in sleep, not when John Paymer’s words kept running through his head. Especially the part when Paymer accused him of making him and his wife suffer. Even worse was recalling the look Paymer gave him when he turned down his offer of going on a blind hunt to find his son. Thaddeus changed his position and swung his head side to side on his pillow. His eyes came awake with relief when he heard his phone ringing.

 Thaddeus switched on the bedside lamp and wiped rims of sweat off his face. His hand stretched for his phone; it was past two in the morning. He answered Constance’s call.

 “Hi, babe,” he said.

 “Hi darling. Sorry about calling you so late.”

 “No worries, babe. I couldn’t sleep. How come you’re still up?”

 “I couldn’t sleep either. I would though if you were here with me,” she admitted. “I miss you, darling. I thought you were returning today.”

 “I’m sorry, I got hung up at work. I had too much stuff waiting on me I couldn’t simply drop them off.”

 “You taking on a new case?”

 Thaddeus groaned inside himself as he thought of an answer. “Not really. Just catching up on old paperwork.”

 “I told you, you shouldn’t be doing this sort of work anymore. here with me is where you ought to be.”

 “Some things just can’t be helped, babe. Look, it’s late. Try and get some sleep, okay. I’ll give you a shout in the morning.”

 “Okay, just promise me you’ll call. And promise me you won’t be taking on any new cases. None at all.”

 “Yeah. I’ll give you a call in the morning,” said Thaddeus. “Goodnight, babe.”

 “Goodnight, darling. Love you.” She hung up after that.

 Thaddeus returned his phone where he’d left it and switched off the bedside lamp. Constance was asking too much of him. She seriously wanted him to quit everything going in his life and move in with her and Jonathan. It was a great idea and Thaddeus thought he was amused by it, except he doubt he was ready for it. Not yet at least.

 Not feeling the urge to sleep anymore, Thaddeus came off the bed and walked out of his bedroom. Out in the hallway he listened attentively to the gloomy silence in his apartment as if fearing he had another intruder. Not hearing anything, he went toward the kitchen.

 Thaddeus heated water in a kettle on the stove and made himself a cup of coffee. He sat at the kitchen table, lost in his thoughts while sipping his drink. He tried not to reflect on John Paymer and his lost son but instead switched his thoughts to Constance and his just concluded weekend with her. Much of the time they’d spent it making love in bed and even made out in the swimming pool while Jonathan slept upstairs. Hilda, Constance’s sister, had visited them last Saturday, and they’d had themselves a spectacular threesome. Thaddeus couldn’t help but smile as he soaked up the memory of that particular occasion. It wasn’t the first time he’d played with both sisters, and he hoped it won’t be the last either.

 His mind unquestionably returned to ruminating about accepting John Paymer’s request. Never before had he found himself locked and tied to a situation as he was now. Aside from finding Michael, there was the U.S. State Department nibbling on his ass. They weren’t a threat actually, more a sum of the whole. Everything simply boiled down to whether or not he decided to go on this adventure trip to find this lost kid. Thaddeus wasn’t an executioner to be thinking of taking up their dirty business for them. Still he knew he was going to need their help to see this mission through if he accepted it.

 He finished his coffee and stared at the empty cup with his thoughts lost to his predicament. What Thaddeus would have loved more than anything right now was treat himself to a vacation. Come daylight, what he should do was throw some clothes into a suitcase, lock his doors and hightail it out of the city. Don’t bother about leaving a note of where he might go, just skedaddle and not worry about who would come looking for him, not even Constance. He could probably take his secretary Sarah along - he knew she’d love the idea of getting away with him.

 Easier said than done, Thaddeus sighed to himself as he sat there listening to the unsettling silence in his apartment.

 He left his cup in the sink and switched off the kitchen light before returning to his bedroom.

 ***

 Thaddeus was up an hour before the crack of dawn. He was still weary from his round of sex with Erica the previous night. The fact that he’d gotten little sleep at all irritated him. But today was too important for him to remain in bed. A shower helped wash the weariness off his mind and he wasted little time getting dressed. He didn’t bother with breakfast and was soon out of his house with his hat on his head.

 Thaddeus drove to the office with the morning sun brilliant on his face. It was going to be another scorcher today. He parked behind the building, got out and was in his office minutes later. It wasn’t yet seven; Sarah won’t be arriving till another hour. That gave him enough alone time to do some required research.

 Thaddeus opened his window, hung his jacket and hat before sitting down and booting on his computer. He still hadn’t made up his mind about taking on Paymer’s case, but knew it was only a matter of hours before he did. In the mean time, he needed to know as much about what he would be getting himself into, not for finding Paymer’s kid but for what Clarence Bulworth of the State Department had mentioned to him last night. Thaddeus needed to know as much he could about the so-called Black Path militants before anything else.

 For the next hour he was lost in the variety of online newspaper articles he could dig out related to the militant group known eponymously as the Black Path. Thaddeus broaden his search to several Nigerian newspapers as well as Reuters, Al-Jazerra and the British BBC; little could be found in American news networks or their foreign news sections, like he’d forgotten what Clarence mentioned to him last night regarding their successful containment of the news.

 Thaddeus was shocked by the gory details he read.

 Based on what he gleamed from the headlines, the Black Path were a notorious band of anti-nationalist sociopaths who’d terrorized the Nigerian government and inhabitants since the early part of the decade. They killed and maimed whomever they wanted. They firebombed churches as well as mosques, sporadically maiming lives wherever they struck. Investigative reporting declared their heinous involvement in white slavery, heroin trafficking and gun smuggling across the western Sahara region and well into Europe. One of the articles mentioned a rumour they were been funded or at least affiliated with international terrorist groups such as Al-Qaeda, but so far the detail was inconclusive. This was a scary nightmare the world was turning into. Thaddeus wondered if Michael was formerly aware of this. If by chance he had, would he still have made the trip or not?

 Aside from the news containment, Thaddeus still found it amazing that the Black Path renegades were kidnapping American and foreign nationals, and yet hardly anyone in the States was making any noise about this. He wasn’t looking forward to stepping his foot into any political shit storm he might be unaware of, but from everything he’d just read, and the fact that he was getting close to making up his mind to head into this brewing storm, that was going to be unavoidable. Paymer’s words reoccurred to him again, and this time Thaddeus reluctantly accepted that he actually had some fault in helping the kid and not stopping him when he should have.

 There was the sound of the outer door been opened and a pair of feet walked in but Thaddeus barely heard it. He did raise his head when someone knocked on his door. His first thought was that it was Sarah, but then he realized she wouldn’t have knocked the way he heard it. The knock sounded again and Thaddeus rose from his chair to answer it.

 “Who is it?” he asked.

 “Rachael Krass,” said a woman’s voice. “I’d like to speak with you, Mr. Black.”

 “Whatever for, Mrs. Krass? I’m no longer trailing you, if that’s what you’re here about.”

 “Please, Mr. Black. I’m here to make peace with you.”

 Thaddeus opened his door for his visitor.

 Rachael Krass reclined against the side of his door in a languid poise. Her handbag rested on her arm while the other held a black cigarette holder with a cigarette attached to the tip. She looked so out of place in his office. There was an aura about her that defied been soiled by someone of Thaddeus’s standard. He welcomed her into his office and pulled a chair for her. Thaddeus returned to his and rummaged inside one of his side drawers for an ashtray. He dropped it in front of her and closed the articles he’d been reading.

 “Thanks,” Rachael flicked the tip of her cigarette into the ashtray. Her lips were coated red. Everything about her screamed expensive.

 “This is an unexpected visit,” he said to her.

 “I’m an early riser,” she said. “Raymond too is an early riser. You can say that’s a perk I got from been married to him.”

 “I’ve concluded my business with your husband, Mrs. Krass. Whatever it is you’re here for-”

 “I’m not here about my husband, Mr. Black.” She reclined her cigarette-wielding hand on the chair’s arm. “My reason for why I’m here has nothing to do with your business with him. My reasons are strictly personal.”

 “I don’t follow.”

 “I wanted to apologize for the way I reacted to you yesterday,” she sucked on her cigarette before continuing. “I was very upset, as you’d expect if you were in my shoes. It’s not often a husband wonders too much about his wife to go as far as hiring someone to trail her around the city. You can understand that, can you?”

 “I guess I can. Something I wanted to ask, how did you know I was following you? What tipped you off?”

 “One time you trailed me to that restaurant on 6 th Avenue. Ferbegé, it’s called. You tipped with the head waiter to know when I’d be dropping by. He was kind of curious. He’s a sweet friend of mine. He told me about you and I kind of figured out the rest. Like I mentioned yesterday, you’re not the first snooper Raymond’s paid to do this, you know.”

 “I’m sorry I was unaware of that at the time.”

 “Would that have dissuaded you from accepting the job?”

 Thaddeus shook his head. “I’m at the behest of whichever client I represent.”

 “Spoken like a lawyer.” There was a hint of cynicism in her voice, but Thaddeus forced himself to look past it. “I’m surprised he never bothered mentioning that to you earlier.”

 “Whatever information a client wishes to share with me is only in discretion to whatever I’m getting paid to do. I don’t delve into my clients’ secrets and don’t expect them to make me their confessor.”

 Rachael blew a cloud of smoke in the air. She crushed the remains of her cigarette in the ashtray.

 “My husband is a very jealous man,” she said. “I’m his third wife, and I know well enough how he got along with his previous ones. He practically drove his previous wife crazy. But I’m not here to throw daggers at my husband, Mr. Black. I do love Raymond, but I despise it when a man sits on my head everyday and expects me to roll over like a dog whenever he wants me to.”

 “Thanks for the lesson, Mrs. Krass. I stand well informed.”

 “Don’t act so modest, Mr. Black.” She smiled at him. “And please, call me Rachael.”

 “Very well, Rachael. It’s almost eight and my secretary will be arriving any minute. What was it really that brought you here?”

 “I wanted to meet with you, Mr. Black. I wanted to know if you were every bit the man my husband said you were.”

 Thaddeus raised an eyebrow. “You talked to your husband about me?”

 “Last night after dinner, after I promised I wasn’t going to bring any lawyers into our life. He said you’re good at everything you do. I just wanted to be sure.”

 Thaddeus noticed the way her eyes appeared to dance around him, sizing him up. It was flattering and he was getting turned on by the absorbing look in her eyes.

 “Whatever is it you’d like to know, Rachael?”

 “Can I be candid?”

 “By all means.”

 “I want to know aside from being a snooper, how private a dick are you?”

 She held his gaze as she asked the question and Thaddeus was flummoxed by her choice of words. He almost wanted to laugh at her cleverness.

 He was saved by the sound of the outer door coming open. The door slammed shut, followed by a pair of shoes that came to his door. Sarah tapped on his door before looking inside his office and smiled at him. Thaddeus smiled back at her. Her entrance couldn’t have been any perfect.

 “Good morning, Thaddeus,” said Sarah. “Didn’t know you’d be in early today.”

 “I had some items to clear up. Sarah, meet Mrs. Rachael Krass. Rachael, my secretary, Sarah Longhand.”

 Rachael half turned in her seat and shook Sarah’s hand. She had an icy look in her eyes. Her smile was stiff and resembled that of a praying mantis. “How do you do, Sarah. Pleasure meeting you.”

 “Likewise, Mrs. Krass,” said Sarah. “Well, I’ll leave you both alone.”

 “That’s okay, I was just about leaving.”

 Thaddeus got up from his desk to escort her out of his office. Neither said anything until they neared the elevator. Rachael broke the silence.

 “I was kinda hopping we’d have much time to talk about what I’d like to interest you in. Perhaps you might be free later?”

 “Definitely. Give me a time.”

 They got out their cell phones and saved each other’s number.

 “Give me a call whenever you’re free. If it’s possible, let’s do lunch together.”

 Thaddeus stood back while she rode the elevator down to the lobby before returning to his office. Sarah was waiting for him as he closed the outer door. She was reclining against her desk.

 “I’m gonna take a wild guess,” she said, “Is that Raymond Krass’s wife?”

 “The one and only.”

 “I thought you said you were done with the case.”

 “She was here for something else.”

 “Let me take another guess. She wanted a taste of what you’ve got under,” her hand slid toward his crotch. “Am I right?”

 “You interrupted too soon for me to find out.”

 “I’m sorry if I ruined the moment for you.”

 “It’s way early in the morning, Sarah. I haven’t had breakfast yet, and I never fuck until I’ve had some food in me.”

 “That’s never stopped you before,” she said. Her hand was still pressing his crotch. “In case you forget, I do remember plenty of times you’ve fucked me in the morning without breakfast.”

 Thaddeus couldn’t help but laugh. “You sure remember a lot of things than I would. How about we leave it till after office hours. Right now I’ve got to put some food in me, and there’s someone I need to see.”

 Thaddeus returned to his computer and printed out some of the newspaper articles he’d been reading. He remembered the hotel John Paymer mentioned he and his wife were staying. He would head out there as soon as he’d eaten something.

 Thaddeus waited till his printer was done churning out the articles he wanted, then piled them together when they were done printing. He wore his jacket and hat, and folded the printed pages into his pocket.

 “Mind the office for me, Sarah,” he stepped out of his office. “I’ll be back in a bit.”

 “Mind getting me a cheese cake before you return?”

 “Anything for you, sweetness,” he said. He tipped his hat at her before leaving.

 ***

 Thaddeus Black walked out of the subway station on 30 th Avenue by 11 th Street two hours later. It was less than a block from the Chelsea hotel. He’d had breakfast at a fast-food restaurant and used the remaining hour catching up on reading his printed news articles before taking the train into the city heading toward this location.

 Less than a half hour later he rode the elevator to the fourth floor where John Paymer and his wife were staying. He had called from the lobby to let Paymer know he was coming. John Paymer stood outside his door when the elevator’s doors slid open. Thaddeus walked toward him and they shook hands. Paymer had a gratuitous smile on his face as he welcoming Thaddeus into his suite.

 Paymer’s wife, Tina was inside. Her eyes gleamed and she forced herself to smile as they shook hands. Thaddeus was worried she might break down to tears any moment. They sat down and John Paymer asked Thaddeus if he’d care for something to drink. Thaddeus declined - he was still full with breakfast. Paymer prepared two glasses of gin and tonic for himself and his wife. Thaddeus pulled out the article pages from his pocket and for the next hour narrated to them his investigative intention toward finding their son. He didn’t include his last night visit by the State Department fellow. He didn’t want to get them any more worried than they should. Theirs after all was a different assignment from what Clarence had explained to him.

 “You are going to take the case then?” asked John Paymer after Thaddeus had finished talking. The man wanted to hear him say it. His wife looked at Thaddeus anxiously. Thaddeus felt the tension in the room. He feared Paymer’s wife might break down if he gave them a negative answer.

 “Yes, I will take the case.”

 His words brought a heart-warming smile to husband and wife’s face. Thaddeus felt a swelling in his heart from seeing them happy at least for something.

 “Something else we need to talk about,” said Thaddeus.

 ***

 Thaddeus gave Constance a call before noon after he’d left the Paymers. He told her he was busy working on something, but he’d make time to drop by Loftus Garden soon. He bought chess burgers, French fries and soda for himself and Sarah from a Pakistani snack vendor on his way back to his office.

 Sarah wasn’t alone when he returned. Agent Clarence Bulworth of the U.S. State Department sat on a chair across from her. He looked dapper in a grey suit. He rose to his feet as Thaddeus walked in. Thaddeus made like he wasn’t surprised seeing him even though he actually was.

 “Hi there, Clarence,” said Thaddeus after dropping the take-out meals on his secretary’s desk. “I never thought I’d be seeing you again.”

 “I forgot to give you my number yesterday,” Clarence shook his hand. “Thought it best I drop by.”

 “Good that you did. Let’s step into my office, shall we.” Thaddeus took his share of take-out meal and entered his office with Clarence a step behind him. He dropped his items on his desk and turned to face his visitor. “How about we cut the shit and you tell me what really brought you here.”

 Clarence took everything in stride like he was expecting such reaction from him already. “John and Tina Paymer, of course.”

 “You had me followed?”

 “I didn’t have to,” said Clarence. “I knew you were going to have a talk with them. What really brought me here is to know if you’d changed your mind or not.”

 “As soon as I can get myself an approved visa, I’m going. And that’s something you and your State Department folks are going to have to help me out with. I don’t want to wait any longer than I might have to just to get one. And I’m not doing this for charity either, just so we’re clear on that.”

 “Get me your passport and I’ll see what I can do. What do you need for charity?”

 “Money and reliable information,” said Thaddeus. “I need to know whatever you’ve got on this Black Path and whoever you mentioned last night that’s financing them. I already did some reading, but it ain’t enough.”

 “That can also be arranged. How soon would you want to leave?”

 “Depends on how soon I get the visa,” Thaddeus replied. He unlocked one of his cabinet drawers and rummaged inside it before finding what he wanted, his passport. He flipped through its stamped pages. The last time he’d used it was two months ago with Constance in Paris to meet with her son. The memory of their time together played through his mind and Thaddeus had to purse his lips to force himself from not smiling. He gave his passport to Clarence who dropped it into his pocket.

 “I’ll be in touch.” Clarence turned to leave his office then stopped. “Almost forgot.” He took out a business card from his front pocket and threw it on Thaddeus’s desk. “My cell number’s on the back. You can reach me anytime.”

 Clarence said goodbye to his secretary before leaving his office. Thaddeus hung his jacket and hat and loosened his tie before sitting down to eat his lunch. Sarah knocked on his door before entering. She brought her own lunch bag with her. Sarah sat down across from him and unfolded the wrapping of her chess burger.

 “You’re taking the case now, aren’t you?” she asked.

 “I am now. More like trying to make a family happy. God knows if the kid’s still alive wherever he is right now.”

 “You’ve such a big heart, Thad. Do you know that?”










 “Story of my life,” he said. “Black private eye with a big heart. You could write a love song with that.”

 Sarah laughed; Thaddeus joined her as well.

 An hour later Sarah and Thaddeus were locking in a kissing frenzy when the ringing sound of his cell phone interrupted their flow. Sarah sat on his thigh pleating him with kisses while he dug into his pants pocket to retrieve his phone. It was Rachael Krass calling. Sarah stopped her kissing for him to take the call.

 “Hi, Thaddeus,” Rachael didn’t wait for him to answer. “I was wondering when you were going to call.”

 Sarah got off lap and knelt between his legs. Her hands worked his pants and unzipped his cock from its hiding place. Thaddeus struggled to catch Rachael’s words while his secretary stroked and sucked his cock the same time.

 “Sorry, Rachael, I was kinda . caught up with work.”

 “Awwwhh, that’s too bad. I was kinda looking forward to you helping me out with some dick.” She emphasized the word dick.

 Thaddeus gritted his teeth as he felt Sarah’s teeth scrape the underside of his testicles. He patted her hair and returned to what Rachael had said to him.

 “Is that what you want, Rachael?”

 “Of course, it’s what I want. Why else did you think I wanted us to have lunch.”

 “We can always make something up. We can meet afterwards.”

 “It can’t be my place. I wouldn’t want to surprise Raymond.”

 “Sure, I can dig that. My place then.”

 “Your place decent enough?”

 “Where do you think I live, under the Brooklyn bridge? It ain’t the Carlton, but it’s home to me.”

 “Sorry, I didn’t mean to sound cruel. Your place sounds fine. This evening, I hope.”

 “Yes, today. I’d love it no other way. Give me a little while, I’ll text my address to you, okay.”

 “Sure, Thaddeus. You go ahead and do that. I’ll be waiting.”

 Thaddeus said goodbye then hung up.

 Sarah was stroking his cock so hard. Thaddeus erupted his load into her open mouth. Sarah licked his cum and got up and pushed up her skirt.

 “I’m ready for you now,” she smiled.

 Five

 Thaddeus held his door open for Rachael.

 “I hope you’re ready for me now,” she smiled at him as he invited her into his home. She looked hot and sweet in tight blue jeans that showcased every breath of her hips, a silk blouse and black pair of boots. Her hair was loosened; her lips succulent and inviting. She looked lovelier than when she’d been at his office.

 Rachael’s eyes roamed his living room and nodded her head like a homebuyer assessing its appropriateness toward comfort. She carried a rectangular brown box in her hand. Thaddeus locked his front door then came and took it from her, saw that it was a bottle of white wine.

 “I wanted to get us Chardonnay, but the shop had run out of those,” she batted her eyelashes at him. “Figured we could use something to wet our appetite for later.”

 “You shouldn’t have, but I’m glad you thought of it. What car did you travel with?”

 “Don’t worry, my Lamborghini isn’t parked outside. Would it surprise you that I still know how to call for a cab.”

 “Nothing would surprise me about you,” he answered. “You’re way smarter than anyone would judge you.”

 “Thanks for the compliment. Not all women who marry rich bastards are dumb, Mr. Black.”

 “Call me Thaddeus, everyone does. And what about Raymond?”

 “Last I saw him, he was stuck doing what he’s always good at - making money and moving money. You’d better put that to chill in the freezer,” she indicated at the wine bottle.

 Thaddeus ripped open the box as he went toward the kitchen and threw the white wine into the fridge, discarding the brown box inside his refuse bin. His tie was loose around his shirt’s collar. He removed it and undid the top buttons of his shirt as he returned to the living room. Rachael had her back to him, admiring his DVD and album collection.

 “You place looks cosy,” Rachael turned to him. “For a private dick, I’d say you’re living the life.”

 “That supposed to be a compliment?”

 “I couldn’t think of one more subtle. I don’t see any photograph or woman leftovers around. Don’t tell me you’re still single.”

 “For as long as I could remember.”

 “I read a magazine article once that said that most men usually get taken before turning thirty. How come you’re still alone?”

 “Seriously none. With me, what you see is what you get.”

 “What’s that, a New-Age type of slogan you save to get the ladies wet?”

 Thaddeus laughed. “Ain’t no suckers where I was raised. You hungry for anything?”

 She came toward him. Thaddeus touched her shoulders and held her in case she wanted to change her mind. Rachael’s face was inches from his; he inhaled her minty breath and exotic perfume.

 Thaddeus went for the hollow section of her neck. He sucked on her skin and heard her sigh as he rotated his lips upward. Their lips met and she took over. Rachael spun him around and pushed him against the far wall. Her hand grabbed Thaddeus’s head as she plunged her tongue voraciously into his mouth like she was about eating him alive. Thaddeus slid his hand slid down her backside and grabbed at her butt while they remained locked in a kiss. He felt like ripping her jeans off her flesh. Thaddeus’s hands worked at her blouse. He had her bent backward with her hands caressing his head while he hiked up her bra and sucked and raked his teeth across her soft pair of breasts. Rachael moaned exquisitely. Their bodies grooved frantically against each other, almost like they were dancing to a fast-playing waltz. Rachael was murmuring something into his ear.

 “I can’t tell you how much I’ve want a black cock right now,” she sucked on his earlobe.

 Thaddeus stopped what he was doing to catch his breath, but Rachael didn’t want none of that. She flung her blouse open, ripping several buttons off, and came at him. Her hands helped to free him out of his pants while his worked to unbuckle her belt. They helped strip each other and Thaddeus lifted her into his arms when free of their clothes and carried her toward the bedroom.

 He stopped at the doorway and indicated at Rachael to flick on the light switch for him before dropping her on the bed. Rachael turned over on her arms and knees and reached for him. Her hands grabbed at his hard-on and was stroking him as he climbed on the bed. She groaned with the insatiable hunger of one who hadn’t been fed in a long time.

 “I want your cock!” she salivated.

 Rachael flicked her tongue at the turgid head of his prick. Her mouth sprang open and dove down on his cock. She gagged as she felt his cock stab the backside of her throat, slurping and spitting threads of saliva as she sucked his cock back and forth. Rachael’s nostrils flared open as she inhaled Thaddeus’s musky smell. She loved the smell that came from him. It enticed her to suck his cock harder.

 “Aahhh . shit!” Thaddeus grabbed her head with both hands forcing her to continue applying her lips and tongue on him.

 Rachael wiggled her bottom behind like an excited feline would shake its tail. She ran a hand between the warm folds of her labia while the other remained wrapped around Thaddeus’s hard-on. Thaddeus reached over her backside to feel his hand on her rump. He stretched his fingers to cop a feel of her pussy’s wetness. Rachael lowered her back for him to slip a finger between her pussy’s slit. She kept wiggling and thrusting her butt at his probing finger, moaning from the feel.

 Thaddeus pushed her to fall on her back; his cock came off her mouth with a pop-like sound. Rachael stretched her legs open for him. Her arms curled under her thighs and spread her cunt open like a wet juicy gash for him. Her pussy glimmered invitingly at him and she growled like a tiger as Thaddeus edged forward and plunged his cock into her cunt. He gritted his teeth as her pussy’s muscles gripped him tight. He pulled some inches out and gave her another hardened thrust. Rachael sucked in her breath and let it off in whopping gasps each his thrusts got deeper inside her. Her cum juice stained his shaft and she couldn’t help letting forth a squirt.

 Rachael thrashed her head side to side on the bed. Thaddeus sat up and reclined his hands on the back of her thighs to fuck her harder. Rachael pushed herself further up on the bed and pulled her legs high over her head. Her gasps grew lengthier as Thaddeus thrust deep into her. She felt his prick suffocate and stretch her pussy so easy.

 “Ohh! Ohhh yes, yes, yes!” she hissed. “Fuck me! Fuck the shit out of me!”

 “Gonna fuck the shit out you good!” Thaddeus groaned.

 Thaddeus adjusted himself perfectly on top of her; his hips right from that moment assumed a life of their own. He slipped his hands under her ass to squeeze her butt at the same time fucking her as hard as he could. Rachael wrapped her arms and legs around him like a spider capturing a prey and breathed into his ear as he fucked her deep. Thaddeus licked sweat off her face; their lips sought each other amidst their gasping fervour. Thaddeus barely contained himself from the way her pussy muscles gripped his meat and didn’t seem to want to let go. He retrieved his hands and raised himself back to his knees and maintained his hip-thrusting action. Rachael was lost to her ecstatic lust. She hurled expletives at him each time she exhaled a lungful of air. She could almost feel the tip of his prick hitting against her cervix.

 “Awwhh! Ahhhh . fuck! Gimme that dick! GIMME THAT BLACK FUCKING DICK! ”

Her words screamed at him, spurring Thaddeus to increase his output. Thaddeus gritted his teeth when he felt sudden cramp hit one of his thigh and fell on top of her to allow the pain unlock. Her tits brushed against his face. Rachael held them to his lips while Thaddeus kept grinding his pelvis against her. He felt his cock was floating in a river of pussy juice. When his cramp pain dissipated, he slipped out of her and rolled on his side.

 Rachael followed his movement and came on top of him like a vixen. She stroked his cock and bent her head to clean his prick with her mouth before inserting it back into her cunt.

 “I can’t tell you how I just love your cock,” she moaned.

 Her pussy gave a squishing sound as she straddled his pelvis. Rachael’s features curled in a hurting delight as she fucked his cock. She fell on top of him, grasped his face and kissed him. Thaddeus’s hands gravitated toward her rump to squeeze them even as his thighs slapped against her butt hard. Rachael reached both hands behind to spread her grooving ass cheeks. Thaddeus slipped his middle finger into the crack of her anus, driving Rachael further insane with ecstasy.

 “Yes, that’s it. Fuck my ass!” she gasped. She flung her head from side to side. “I want you to fuck my ass! I WANT YOU TO FUCK MY ASS, THADDEUS! ”

Thaddeus’s cock slipped out of her again. Rachael took hold of it and gritted her teeth as she forced his prick into her puckered asshole. She was good at enjoying being fucked both ways. It took little effort for his prick to gain entrance. Rachael struggled to relax her ass muscles but didn’t stop hollering from the sweet pain of his dick jammed in her ass. She rocked against him gently, felt more inches thrust inside her and was riding him harder like before.

 When the moment arrived, Thaddeus turned her over on her backside, scampered up the bed and shot his load over her face. Rachael ingested his cum and the rest off her face. She came off the bed and went looking for the bathroom to wash leftover cum off her hair. She ended up taking a shower while she was in there.

 The bedroom smelled of sex. Thaddeus dressed the sheets back in place then went to pick their clothes scattered on the living room floor and laid them on the couch. He went into the kitchen and drank some water, popped open the bottle of wine. He filled two wine glasses and took them with him to the bedroom. Rachael returned to the bedroom dripping wet. She joined him on the bed. They sipped their wine and luxuriated in each other’s company.

 “It’s not often I enjoy the taste of a man’s cum,” she admitted. “It tastes so yucky.”

 “Looked like you had fun tasting mine,” he said.

 “I did. One of my pet peeves is strong handsome men like yourself. It’s too bad I don’t usually get enough of that.”

 Thaddeus turned his head to look at her. “That I don’t believe. What man won’t want to have you?”

 “Not saying men won’t,” she slapped his arm playfully. “I’m too much of a society girl. Too many people want to see you stumble than walk straight. It’s hard having a secret life sometimes, and been with Raymond makes it so goddamn hard.”

 “You ever wanted to fool around behind him?”

 “Plenty of times,” she said. “I’ve gone on a couple of discreet dates, though nothing happened. Almost all the guys I met were assholes - they talk the talk, and that’s all they do.”

 “That won’t stop most women. Maybe it’s because you love your man way too much.”

 “I guess so. Either that or I’m too chicken to want to do anything about it. correction, I was too chicken until now.”

 “You don’t want Raymond finding out. You were afraid my snooping was going to expose you?”

 “Sort of. I hadn’t done nothing, but just didn’t want Raymond getting upset. He can get a little too excited sometimes. I just needed to have the upper hand, which was why I reacted that way in his office.”

 “That’s pretty understandable,” Thaddeus clinked his glass against hers.

 From the living room came the sound of the doorbell ringing. Thaddeus sat up and listened. His first thought was that it was Clarence returning for whatever. Thaddeus dropped his glass on the counter beside him and indicated at Rachael to be quiet. He tiptoed into the living room and remembered the clothes he’d left on the couch. He gathered them up while the doorbell rang once again. Thaddeus dropped the clothes in the hallway before going to answer the door.

 Thaddeus’s face lit with surprise when he opened the door to see Constance standing there. She wasn’t alone; Jonathan stood beside her all smiles.

 “Hi, Thad!” cried Jonathan.

 Thaddeus caught him in his arms, smiling even though still flustered at their presence. He lifted Jonathan in his arm and leaned toward Constance.

 “Hi there, Connie,” he kissed her cheek. “This is a long trip. Ain’t it kinda late? I told you I’d be coming by.”

 “It wasn’t me. Jonathan couldn’t wait to see you. He’d been bugging me all day wanting to know when you’d return. We were expecting you all evening.”

 “Yeah, I know. I kinda forgot about that. Been running around trying to settle some things and just sort of lost track of time.”

 Constance was looking over his shoulder. She sensed something was wrong. “Are you with someone? You aren’t going to let us in?”

 She pushed past him into his living room. Thaddeus wanted to stop her but too late. He shut the door at the same time caught fleeting movement from the other side of the room where the hallway was. Constance was heading toward his bedroom but stopped as she saw another woman enter the living room from the hallway, wearing one of Thaddeus’s shirt which fell down toward her knees. The room was silent but only for some seconds before Rachael broke it, maintaining a cool poise as she shook Constance’s hand.

 “Hi, I’m Rachael.”

 Constance too followed suit and smiled. “I’m Constance. That’s my son, Jonathan.”

 Jonathan waved a hand and said hello to her.

 “Well, I’ll leave you guys and go finish doing what I was doing,” said Rachael. She left the three of them and returned to the bedroom.

 ***

 Jonathan sat in the backseat of his mom’s car nibbling on his thumb while watching his mom and Thaddeus talk in front of the car. His mom looked pissed, and he could tell Thaddeus was trying to calm her down. The window was wound up and they were speaking low enough for him not to hear. He’d loved to bring the window down but knew his mom would get angry if he did. He opted to nibble on his thumb and wait.

 “Is this what you want, Thad?” Constance glowered. “You just want to keep fucking every white slut that passes you by? Is my pussy and ass not good enough for you?”

 Constance knew she was been too dramatic but couldn’t help it. It wasn’t the first time she’d caught Thaddeus screwing other women before. Since knowing him, she too had shared his cock occasionally with others, not to mention her sister. Most times she turned a blind eye and allowed him freedom to have his fun, knowing he would return to her in the end. But each time it grew hard for her to sit back and let it happen over and over again. She knew nothing about the woman in his room right now and she didn’t really care. Constance knew leaving Thaddeus alone in a roomful of women was one great mistake she could ever make. There was an animalistic attraction toward him she doubt most women would want to turn down, including her. Still she was edging toward wanting him all to herself.

 “I didn’t want you and Jonathan to come and see any of this,” said Thaddeus sheepishly. He couldn’t think of anything tangible to say. “I’m sorry, Connie.”

 Constance, to her surprise, felt her angry slip away. “I know you’re sorry. What I don’t know is just how sorry you are. Who is she anyway?”

 “She’s the wife of a former client of mine.” Thaddeus saw no reason to lie to her.

 Constance looked at him incredulously. “I thought you always said you have a rule never to bed clients. Was that another lie, or you on a breaking streak?”

 To this he said nothing.

 “How long has she been here?”

 “About an hour. Maybe a little more.”

 “How many times did you fuck her?”

 “Come on, Connie,” Thaddeus whined.

 “Just tell me. I want to know.”

 “One time.”

 “You’re lying.”

 “No, I’m not. Why would I?”

 “Is she any good?”

 He shrugged. “I guess,” he said, then quickly added: “Not as good as you.”

 Constance slapped him. Thaddeus accepted it without reaction; he’d expected something like that from her.

 “I’m still pissed at you,” she wasn’t sounding angry anymore. “I’m going home.”

 “You want me to come?” he asked.

 “And leave your visitor all alone? I don’t think so.”

 She got into her car. Jonathan waved at him as she drove away. Thaddeus watched her back lights as she drove farther away from him. He turned around and saw a male shadow standing by his front door. It was Artie, his neighbour and Erica’s husband. He was dressed in his janitor’s outfit.

 “Hey there, Artie,” Thad shook his hand.

 “What’s up, Thaddeus. How’s it hanging?”

 “A little to the left.”

 They both chuckled.

 “What you done now to piss your woman off like that?”

 “How much of it did you see?”

 “I just got here, but I heard enough to know you got her upset.”

 “Yeah, something like that. But she’ll get over it.”

 “It’s not about Erica I hope.”

 “Nah,” said Thaddeus. “Little misunderstanding. You know how it is sometimes.”

 “Yeah, I know how it is. Connie’s a good woman, Thad. When’re you going to think about making a good woman of her?”

 “When I get around to it, Artie.”

 “You know that ain’t no answer. Not like it’s any of my business, but you ain’t getting younger every day. Better give those loins of yours a rest now you’ve still got time to settle down. Can’t keep playing like your pecker ain’t going to quit.”

 “Some things are hard to give up, Artie. You off to work?”

 “Yeah, just about. Erica ain’t gonna be home for another hour or so.”

 “Good to know. I’ll be inside.”

 “You still fucking her?”

 Artie’s voice was cool and bore no hint of grip, but Thaddeus didn’t know whether to trust it or not.

 “That’s something you ought to ask her, Artie.”

 “I did already,” Artie said. “This morning. She said yes.”

 “I guess that’s the way it is then,” said Thaddeus. “I’d better go in and hit the bed. Good night, Artie.”

 “Night, Thaddeus.”

 Thaddeus closed the door behind him, resting his back against the door. What an evening, he thought to himself. He went into toward bedroom. Rachael was flipping through a magazine on the bed. She still had on his shirt, though one this time. She looked up when he entered; her eyes gave no hint of worry.

 “Your lady friend gone?” she asked him.

 “Yeah, she’s gone.”

 “I guess now I know you do have someone.”

 “Yeah, you can say that.”

 “I hope I didn’t piss her off much. I’m sorry it happened that way.”

 “Was sort of bound to happen. It is what it is. You hungry?”

 “Thought you’d never ask. I’m starving,” she closed the magazine.

 Thaddeus was hurting inside with Constance’s sudden visit but didn’t want to think too seriously about it, not right now at least. He was glad Rachael didn’t seem to care.

 She came down from the bed and followed him to the kitchen. Thaddeus took out leftover remains of a pizza from the freezer and threw it in the microwave. He cut two slices separately for them. He went back to the bedroom and returned with their glasses, washed them and refilled them with more white wine.

 “Can’t remember the last time I enjoyed a good moment like this,” Rachael mused as she ate one of her pizza slices.

 Thaddeus’s eyes sneaked a peek at her tits behind his shirt she wore. What he wanted was another heavyweight round in bed with her, but he wanted to eat his pizza first.

 “Won’t your man Raymond be looking for you?” he asked.

 “He would if he understood what the value of a woman in his life actually meant. I doubt he ever will.”

 “That’s pretty harsh.”

 “I’ve been married to him four years now, so I should know. Raymond spends more time worrying about share prices, stocks and bonds than he’d actually care where I am. Are you worried?”

 “Not really. He ain’t my client no more.”

 “Of course not,” she gave him a sassy-type smile. “Now you’re my client. How’re you enjoying me for a client so far?”

 “A lot better than I did your husband.”

 “Tell me something. How much did he pay you to trail me all over the city?”

 “That’s privileged information.”

 “Fair enough.” She finished her second slice and washed it down with her glass of wine before continuing. “Would it be seal right if you gave me a price range? Was it in the tens of thousands, or twenties.”

 “I shouldn’t be telling you this, but something tells me you’re not going to quit. It was less tens of thousands,” he said.

 “Was that cheap or expensive?”

 “It is what it is. I don’t quote figures out of thin air.”

 “I’d like to keep you on a retainer,” she said. “And I’ll double what my husband offered you.”

 Thaddeus sipped his wine while he contemplated. Rachael waited for him to say something. Thaddeus didn’t.

 “Are you surprised?” she asked.

 “Surprise ain’t my forte. What bugs me is why?”

 “It’s simple. I like you, Thaddeus Black.”

 “Since we’re talking seriously here, is it me you like, or my black dick?”

 Rachael leaned forward. She enunciated her words. “I like you, and I like your black dick. I can’t have one without the other.”

 “I’m not a fuck-toy for hire, Rachael. What you’re talking here is fun, not business. I don’t like mixing both - I hate cocktails.”

 “That’s too bad. I just love cocktails.” She changed her tact when she saw he wasn’t captivated. “Look, it’s not like I’m buying you. I’m being honest here, I really do like you, Thaddeus. I want to see more of you.”

 “If that, then why lay money on the table?”

 “It’s not for you, but rather for me,” she explained. “I’m a society girl, remember? I need a reason to want to see you if someone out there starts sniffing. If maybe Raymond hires another snooper to trail me. It’ll be silly for us to meet for just fun.”

 “You can’t be careful all the time,” he said. “Someone will eventually find out. Besides, there’s plenty of studs out there packing heat between their legs. I doubt I’ll be enough for you.”

 “You underestimate yourself.”

 “Force of habit.” He finished his pizza slice and licked his fingers. He carried both their plates and hers and dumped them in the sink. “Look, Rachael, whatever reason you might have over this, you shouldn’t. I’m a P.I., not some woman’s arm bag.”

 Rachael left the table and came and pressed herself to his back. “I’m not looking for an arm bag, or any dumb young stud. I really, really like you, and I want you to like me too. Say you do.”

 “Here’s my answer,” said Thaddeus, turning to face her. “I don’t like you,” he said.

 She laughed. “I’ll still take that as a yes. Anyway, enough talk. How about you take me back to bed and give me some more of that black cock of yours.” She grabbed at his crotch.

 “You definitely need a spanking.” Thaddeus picked her up and carried her toward the bedroom. Rachael was laughing while he did. “And you’re going to get one right now.”

 ***

 Clarence Bulworth from the State Department returned a week later with good news. He came with an enveloped package that contained Thaddeus’s passport, credited with a six month Nigerian visa, and an Air-France flight ticket. There was a hotel travel brochure as well, of which Clarence explained.

 “We’ve booked you in a four star suite at the Queensland Hotel & Resorts in Cape City. Also got you fitted for a flight on Air-France; you can change your booking whenever you want.”

 Thaddeus glanced through the hotel’s brochure. “That the same hotel the kid stayed at, right?”

 “Same with his girlfriend and her folks. There’s a Nigerian undercover agent who’ll meet you there named Simon. He’ll be your contact and liaison official. Try and blend in, and don’t make waves while you snoop around. No one knows who you are except Simon, and it’s best to keep it that way.”

 “How do I find him, this Simon?”

 “Don’t worry about it, he’ll find you. I’ve told him about you, so he’ll know what you look like.”

 “That’s fine. What about expenses?”

 “We’re going to open up an account and wire you fifteen grand in U.S. Dollars. Their currency ain’t all that expensive, so fifteen ought to get you through. If it ain’t enough, holler at Simon to give me a ring. But only if there’s dire emergency. Blow it off, and you’re on your own.”

 “Is that all I’m getting? Fifteen grand? I thought you department guys own the government.”

 “I’m a civil servant, not a dumb senator. Be lucky you’re getting anything at all,” said Clarence.

 “All right. Another thing, who’s the fellow you mentioned about wanting me to find?”

 “Walk with me downstairs,” Clarence indicated at his door.

 Thaddeus pocketed the passport and travel ticket and followed Clarence out of his office. Sarah was adding up the bill from Raymond Krass into their detailed invoice. She watched them leave the office but continued with her work.

 They took the stairs to get to the lobby quicker. Clarence crossed the street to his parked sedan. Thaddeus saw he had someone waiting in the car. The passenger door opened and Clarence’s other partner climbed down, came around and shook hands with Thaddeus while Clarence introduced his partner, Arnoldson Copeland. Clarence reached for a folder by his car door and they walked under the shade of a nearby tree before he opened it.

 “The man’s name is Ali Yusuf. Nigerian by birth, like I need to tell you that. Came from a privileged background in Kano. His dad was a former senator. We know little about him, except he’s got his fingers in arms selling and drug trafficking. With plenty of diplomatic red-tape ongoing between us and the Nigerian government, it’s hard for us to get anything solid on him.”

 Thaddeus took the folder from him and flipped through its contents. He looked at the only two photos inside that were of Ali Yusuf, then closed the folder.

 “Give it to me straight, Clarence. What do you guys want I do about this Ali fellow if I meet with him?”

 Clarence didn’t answer but turned to his partner who spoke in a rather gruff manner.

 “You’re going to have to use your initiative when that happens,” Arnoldson said, then grinned at him. “The U.S. government doesn’t sanction executions. Not legally at least.”

 Thaddeus wanted to say something to wipe the grin off his face but chose instead to hold his words. He reminded himself that he was doing this for the missing kid and his parents, not for these bureaucratic clowns.

 “I’ll be in touch,” he said to Clarence then crossed the street with the folder in his hand.

 Clarence slapped his partner’s arm. “The hell you have to say that?”

 “Someone had to if you wouldn’t,” Arnoldson replied.

 “Goddamn it, Arnoldson. This is my beat to handle. You said you wouldn’t mess it up for me.”

 “I didn’t, and quit worrying about it. If he’s any good at what he does, then maybe he won’t return home in a body bag anytime soon. Come on, let’s clear out of here. I hate coming downtown.”

 Clarence gave him a baleful stare as he returned to the passenger side of the car. Clarence too got in eventually, started the car and then drove off.

 ***

 Thaddeus returned to his office. Sarah had long finished with her earlier work and was filing her nails when he entered.

 “Looks like I’ll soon be off sooner than expected, Sarah,” he said to her after entering his office and dropped the folder on his desk. Sarah dropped her nail file and entered his office. “My mission to Nigeria is almost at hand.”

 “How soon?”

 Thaddeus took out the Air-France ticket from his pocket and looked at it again, then consulted a calendar on his desk. “Three weeks from now.”

 “How long will you be gone?”

 “Hard to say right now. I’m guessing a month, but that’s a maybe. I doubt I’ll be down there that long.”

 “You’d want me to close up the office, right?”

 “Best you do. Seems like a good time too for you to have yourself a holiday, get yourself a lovely tan. I’ll write you a full month’s pay, and if by chance I happen to stay longer, I’ll compensate you afterwards.”

 “Thanks. Still I’m worried about what you’re getting yourself into.”

 He came round his desk, pulled her toward him and kissed her. “You ain’t the only one, babe. Come on now, let’s start clearing off my desk and putting future clients on hold.”

 Six

 It was approaching five in the evening when Thaddeus arrived at Loftus Garden. He came with nothing except the folder Clarence had given him; he wasn’t lacking of clothes or anything whenever he stayed here. He parked his car and knocked on the front door. The maid who answered told him where Constance was as he took off his fedora and entered the house. He handed the maid his coat and jacket as well as his hat. He unbuttoned his shirt sleeves and loosened his tie as he walked down the wide hallway beside the staircase heading toward the back door which opened out into the swimming pool area. Connie and Jonathan were lounging under a shade by the poolside when he came out. Jonathan yelled his name at the same of him, left his chair and ran toward him.

 “How’re you doing, Johnny,” Thaddeus scooped him in his arms. “You’re getting bigger every day.”

 Jonathan sputtered with giggles from been tickled by Thaddeus before he landed him back to his feet. Constance left the book she was reading and sauntered toward him. She was wearing a tank top and jeans shorts. Thaddeus covered the distance between them and kissed her.

 “I didn’t know you were coming,” she said. “You didn’t call.”

 “Figured it better I surprise you this way.”

 She sensed irony in his words. “You’re trying to get back at me for the other night?”

 “Not really. I couldn’t stand been alone in the city. This is where I wanted to be.”

 She blushed then kissed his cheek. “That’s the nicest thing you’ve said in a long time.”

 “Thought I’d said a lot before. You guys had a swim?”

 “Jonathan did. I was just catching up on my reading.”

 She took his hand and led him into the house, into the kitchen. “You hungry? I’ve got some lasagne.”

 “Maybe later. I can do with a soda if you’ve got any.”

 She found one in the fridge and gave it to him. “I wondered if you were waiting for me.”

 “What you mean?” he popped the tab of his drink and took a sip.

 “Waiting for me to ask you when you’re going to drop by? I’ve missed you.”

 “Ditto, babe.” He pulled her into his arms but she turned her face away when he wanted to kiss her.

 “What about the other woman?” she asked. “Rachael, I think her name was.”

 “Surprised you remember her name,” Thaddeus said.

 Constance made an offended face while she waited.

 “She left,” said Thaddeus, taking a sip of his drink. “She left almost after you did. Honest. But I’ve got important stuff on my plate right now.”










 “You want to talk about it?”

 “I will, but not now.”

 ***

 Later that night after they’d had sex, Constance brought back the question.

 “So tell me, what’s on your mind?”

 “I’ve got myself another job,” he said. He saw her features cloud up the moment he said that and reached for her hand. “Hold on, babe. Before you get into this, it ain’t just any sort of case. This is not like anything I’ve ever handled.”

 “And why’s that, Thaddeus?” she gripped, not holding off the upset tone from her voice. “Tell me why.”

 “It’s something I never told you. A couple of months ago, a kid came to me all the way from Buffalo for help. I gave him the help I could, but now it’s put the kid in trouble, and its sort of my fault. The kid’s folks assume that too.”

 She turned on her side to hear him better. “Who’s this kid? What sort of help did you give him?”

 Thaddeus told her everything. He told her about Michael and his supposed travel to chivalrously rescue his lost girlfriend in Nigeria. He told her about meeting Michael’s dad, and the two State Department fellows who’d shed further light onto what was at stake. Constance frowned in dismay when he was done.

 “That’s crazy what they’re asking you to do. It’s illegal too. Like something the CIA would do. They actually want you to travel down there and kill someone?”

 “Not in such terms, but you get the picture. But my intention is getting the kid back safe.”

 “You’re not seriously thinking about going to Nigeria, are you? You’re not doing this.” Her words were more a statement than a question.

 “This is one case I can’t turn down, babe. I know this isn’t something you want to hear, but I’ve got to do this. I’ve got to go find that kid.”

 “And what about us, Thaddeus. When are you going to start talking about us?”

 “We will when I return. Look, Connie, I love you. I do want us to do stuff together, but let’s leave this till when I return.” Thaddeus didn’t know when he said the words till after he did. Afterwards when he’d have time to think about it, he too would be shocked that he’d used words he never before thought he would. But at that moment, it all just seemed to pour out of him without any thought of holding back.

 “So to make a long story short, you’re travelling to this country, Nigeria. Is that it?”

 “Yeah, babe. That’s it.”

 “How long will you be there before you get back?”

 “A month, maybe less. At least until I find the kid.”

 “In other words, you’re not sure. And that’s depending you don’t get killed over there or some harm don’t come to you.”

 “I ain’t that easy a person to harm, babe.”

 She gave him an exasperated look. “This isn’t funny, Thad. My God, you always make me look like I’m a dumb idiot, don’t you? You think I’m nothing but a rich, widowed blonde Milf who’s got nothing better to do than worry about you constantly, wondering when next we’re going to spend time together. Is that it?”

 “It ain’t that way, Connie. Look, I’m sorry about everything, but I already told you that you mean a lot to me. More than you think.”

 “If I do mean a lot to you, then how come I don’t feel it? How come I keep getting the feeling you’re stringing me along for no reason, and I’m lying here wasting my time?”

 “That’s not true, and you know that. I’m not stringing you along, Connie. I’m just not that good at not been alone.”

 “You’re afraid I’m stealing you from the world.”

 Her words stung like an arrow. Thaddeus wasn’t prepared for it and couldn’t think of a quick answer. Constance gave him a gloating look that said she was right after all. A selfish part of him wanted to admit that she was right. But the better side of him won the fight.

 “You want me to say it? All right then, I will,” he owned up to his words. “Plenty of times I feel that way, yes I do. But never the way you’d think. It’s like this, babe. I’ve never been married before, or even been so serious with anyone as I am with you now. A part of me is kinda afraid I ain’t going to be enough a man for you. Sounds silly but that’s the truth, and it scares the hell out of me to even say it.”

 Constance’s features softened after listening to him. “But you already are a man enough for me.”

 “Yeah, but not when you’ve got everything going for you and I don’t. And it’s got nothing to do with Jonathan. He’s a great kid, and I love him. I just don’t know if I’ll be all there for you. And I can’t quit my work because of it. Not now at least.”

 She kissed him. “It’s okay, Thad. I think I understand now. I don’t want you thinking like I’m pressuring you or anything. I know you’re nervous, and matter of fact, so am I. We’ll take things slow, if that’s what you want.”

 “For now, I’d like that.”

 “Just don’t make like you’re stringing me along, okay? And these other women you’re with. I’m not going to complain about it, but I’d like you to slowly think about me more.”

 “Sure thing, babe.”

 “Thanks for been honest with me. Now about this crazy mission you’re getting into, mind telling me more about it.”

 “Wait here.” Thaddeus left the bed and went to get the folder he’d brought with him. He returned with it and told her pretty much what he’d gleamed from the State Department fellows while he showed her the photos of the Nigerian arms dealer. “This is the guy they want me to see about.”

 They stayed up for another hour with Thaddeus opening up about how he intended to carry out his mission. Constance sat with her knees raised to her chin and stopped him one and then to ask one or two questions. Unknown to Thaddeus, she too was formulating an idea in her mind. Constance was bursting inside the more the idea took shape in her head. Just the notion of how she imagined Thaddeus would react once she revealed it to him brought a devilish smile to her face. When later they lay in each other’s arms asleep, she couldn’t wait for the morning to come to start making phone calls. A good thing she still had friends in high places.

 Seven

 Thaddeus Black was listening to Earth, Wind and Fire while he drove. He slowed toward a red light but didn’t stop nodding his head to the R&B music while watching the flow of traffic ahead. The red light became green and he turned left into a boulevard that was Amsterdam Heights.

 Amsterdam Heights was a conglomerate of 80’s style deco apartment complexes populated by mostly yuppie middle-class dwellers. It harboured folks who deemed themselves vogue-rich in the city. Once it was a thriving Mecca for gay couples, plenty of whom had relocated during the foreclosure aftermath when Wall Street buckled during the Bush administration. A lot of families have moved in, making it more a family-domesticated neighbourhood with less population of singles.

 It was a phone call Thaddeus made in the morning that led him here, where his friend said he would be. Thaddeus knew no one in the Heights, but his friend knew plenty of people in and around the city. Majority of them women. Yuppie, sex-starved women.

 Thaddeus circumvented a children’s park before finding the apartment building he was looking for. He checked to make sure he had the right building number before driving down the street, almost a block to find a suitable parking space for his Coupe DeVille. Thaddeus dialled his friend’s number as he walked back toward the building.

 “Yo man, you here already?” his friend asked him.

 “Yeah, I’m at the building. What floor do you want me to get off at?”

 “Third. Apartment twenty-five.”

 “Got it.” Thaddeus ended the call as he entered the building’s lobby.

 The elevator deposited him on the third floor and soon he was pressing the door bell with the right apartment number. He heard a voice holler from behind the door seconds before it came two inches open, held back by a chain latch. A familiar face appraised him, smiling. Thaddeus smiled back at his friend.

 “Heya, Thad! How’s it hanging?”

 “Always little to the left, Tibbs. You going to let me in or what?”

 Tibbs undid the latch and let his friend into the apartment. Tibbs wore boxer shorts and nothing else. He shook Thaddeus’s hand as he led the way into the apartment’s living room.

 A thickset woman lay curled on a sofa. She wore a silk kimono gown with the top revealing the outline of her breasts; her appreciative right thigh was in full display. Thaddeus’s eyes washed over her and could tell she wore nothing underneath her gown. Tibbs introduced her as Beth - this was her apartment. Beth ran her eyes over Thaddeus as she shook his hand. She was a big-looking woman,. Her pale complexion complimented her chubby feature; her hair was shoulder-length brown. Her thighs looked like pillow cushions one could use to recline on.

 Thaddeus sat across from her while his friend slipped away to the kitchen to fetch him something to drink. Thaddeus planted his fedora on his knee while replaying the Earth, Wind and Fire song he’d been listening to in his head. Beth was watching a porn flick on the flat-screen TV. She turned her attention to Thaddeus.

 “You’re a friend of Tibbs?” she asked.

 “Old friends, yes,” Thaddeus answered. “Hope he ain’t giving you any trouble.”

 She chuckled. “On the contrary, he’s such a bad boy. He’s been taking care of me since I moved in here.”

 Tibbs returned with a Coors Lite for his friend. Beth made room for him to crash beside her and stretched her legs across his lap; her kimono gown parted further to give Thaddeus an appreciative eyeful of her pendulum tits. Tibbs palmed her thigh like it was his favourite pillow.

 “So how you been holding up?” asked Tibbs. “Ain’t seen your ass in weeks. Connie holding you hostage or what?”

 “You’ve no idea. She gets on my nerves sometimes,” said Thaddeus after sipping his beer. “But she’s a lot more than just that. I’ve got to work hard at making her happy or else, I’m not ever going to be.”

 “I can dig that. Just like Beth here. I walk out that door more than a minute, next thing she’s calling the cops on my ass. She don’t even want me heading home to get a new change of clothes, fears my ass won’t be back no more.”

 Beth crackled at the same time slapped his arm. “That’s not true, and you know it. What’s the point of you going home? With me you really don’t need clothes. Unless you’ve got some bitch waiting at your place.”

 Tibbs laughed and turned to Thaddeus. “You see what I have to deal with here? All these accusations like I’m a bad guy on CSI.”

 “If this were CSI, I’d have you locked up already,” Beth quipped.

 They both laughed. Tibbs slipped his hand into her gown to cup one of her tits. Beth cooed at the same time wiggled her body excitedly against him. She looked at Thaddeus and blushed as if remembering they weren’t alone. She tried to brush Tibbs’s hand away. He read her mind but still kept at what he was doing.

 “No need for you covering yourself up for my pal here, babe. Thaddeus loves the ladies too. You’re looking at a certified pussy hound.”

 Beth gave him a shocked look. “Tibbs, watch your mouth!” she looked at Thaddeus. “Is what he said true?”

 “You believe anything he says, next thing you’d believe him telling you he’s an astronaut. I’m no hound, but I do get kinky whenever I want. Who wouldn’t.” Thaddeus turned his attention to Tibbs. “Reason I’m here is to let you know I’m going to be out of communication for a while.”

 “What you mean?” his hand was tweaking Beth’s tits while listening to him.

 “I’ve got some serious work coming up and it’s going to take me out of the country.”

 “Out of state, or are we talking out of the country for real?”

 “Out the country was what I said. I’m travelling to Nigeria a couple of weeks from now.”

 “Nigeria? That’s over in Africa, right?”

 “Glad you remember your Geography. Yeah, that’s it.”

 “The hell are you going to do there?”

 “What sort of work do you do, Thaddeus?” Beth interrupted. She was rubbing Tibbs’s arm back and forth, enjoying what his hand was doing to her tits.

 “I’m a private investigator,” Thaddeus answered. “I’ve been given an assignment that’s taking me out of the country. I won’t be back for maybe a month or less.”

 “Man, for whatever’s taking your ass out the country, whoever’s sending you better settle you big when get back,” said Tibbs.

 “The trip’s worth it,” said Thaddeus.

 “How’re you going to keep in touch?”

 “You’ve got my email, haven’t you? Pen me something whenever you can, if ever you will. I’ll see if I can ring you up whenever I can, if I hit a snag or something. I’m going to leave you with a spare key to my pad, so maybe you can check on it while I’m away. I’ve got a cleaning lady who’ll be dropping by to clean the place up. Just want you to make sure nothing stays missing.”

 “How long you got until you split?”

 “Three weeks from now,” Thaddeus sipped his beer.

 “Constance know about it? How did she take it? I’ll bet she didn’t like it.”

 “You said it,” Thaddeus shrugged. “Not good anyway, but it ain’t her call. She seriously wants us to get hitched.”

 “Yeah, you told me that already. Well, I’m going to miss your black ass while you’re away.”

 “No, you’re not. You’ve got Beth here to look after you. Or rather, you look after her. Am I wrong, Beth?”

 “Well, I can’t vouch for Tibbs. Like I said, he’s always itching to leave me to be someplace else.”

 Tibbs turned to her. “Come on, babe. You know it’s you I’ve got on mind.” He kissed her. Her hand continued to play with her tits. “Besides, you know a man’s got to be a man every chance he gets.”

 Tibbs tickled her and got her laughing. Beth struggled to fend him off and had to sit up when she couldn’t. Thaddeus drank his beer while watching them play; he couldn’t suppress the distinct stirring he felt within his pants.

 Beth slid one arm behind Tibbs’s shoulder and pulled him closer. She sucked on his lips while her free hand rummaged inside his boxer shorts. Tibbs’s hand was still squeezing her big pair of breasts. Beth’s gown came loose and Thaddeus’s prick shot up like a tent pole at the exposed view of her nakedness. Her body was thick and sagging; she bore prominent stretch marks around her waistline which blended just right with her skin. Tibbs’s hand slipped toward her hairy crotch and Beth moaned as his fingers played with her erogenous zone.

 Beth pulled her lips off him, sighing. She blushed once again as she remembered Thaddeus was in the room with them. “Tibbs, cut it out. Don’t you think we’re been a bit outrageous,” she chuckled at Tibbs at the same time nodded her head at Thaddeus. “We should take it into the bedroom.”

 Tibbs laughed. “Look who’s talking. Ain’t you the one always suggesting I share you with a friend of mine? I know Thaddeus here wouldn’t mind.” He turned to his friend. “What about it, Thad? You up for some big bitch pussy? Beth here sure won’t mind.”

 “She ever done a threesome before?” asked Thaddeus.

 Beth thought for a second. “Like Tibbs said, I’ve always wanted to do a threesome. But with the right guy involved. I guess I wouldn’t mind.”

 “Damn right you won’t mind,” Tibbs crackled. “Thad here sure would love to taste you. And he’s clean like me, so you needn’t worry about catching nothing. Come on, let’s take it in the bedroom. Thad, you coming, ain’t you?”

 “Yeah, yeah, hold your horses. I’ll be over once I’m done with this beer.”

 Tibbs helped Beth to her feet and feeling emboldened let her gown slip from her arms to the ground. Tibbs slapped her extra-large butt as they went in the direction of the bedroom. Thaddeus heard their laughter issuing from the bedroom while he patiently drank his beer. When he felt he’d drunk enough, he set the beer can on the table and rose to his feet. He laid his hat on the couch beside his jacket. The sound of Beth’s whimpering moans travelled from the bedroom as he loosened his tie, followed by his shirt buttons. Thaddeus slipped his feet off his shoes followed by his pants. He laid his clothes beside his jacket before going to search for the bedroom.

 The apartment was big and expensive. There were two spare bedrooms, but the third where Beth and Tibbs were inside playing was the biggest. The door stood ajar; Thaddeus left it that way as he entered.

 Tibbs and Beth were on their knees facing each other on the bed kissing like lovers. Tibbs had his hand probing her crotch while Beth, not wanting to be outdone, stroked his erect member. Tibbs held one of her large tits to his face and sucked on it. Thaddeus got on the bed and came at her behind. He pushed her hair aside and she moaned softly as he kissed the tip of her shoulder then the curve of her neck. His hand caressed her fleshy butt before slipping his fingers between her ass crack. Beth groaned as Thaddeus’s fingers probed her interior. She shoved her butt back at him; Thaddeus pumped his hand, making her butt cheeks throb like filled water balloons. Thaddeus took back his hand and licked her creamy juice off his fingers.

 “Wetter than a rainy day,” he remarked.

 They fell into their individual positions in perfect synchronicity like athletes already conversant with where to place themselves. Tibbs laid on his back and Beth sucked his cock while Thaddeus forced her ass cheeks as wide apart as he could and burrowed his face between her ass crack. He thrust his tongue deep inside her anal pore. Beth pumped her butt back at him; she exhaled intermittent moans even as she continued pumping her mouth up and down Tibbs’s cock. Thaddeus pulled his face up and panted to catch his breath back. He pumped two fingers inside her cunt while still managing to push her ass cheeks apart with the other hand.

 “How’s her pussy taste like, Thad?” Tibbs asked him.

 “Feels good from over here,” Thaddeus answered. He stood up and slapped her butt cheeks. “Though something’s missing.”

 Thaddeus slapped his prick against her butt cheeks, staining her pale flesh with his pre-cum.

 Beth stroked Tibbs’s cock, her face resting on his abdomen and shut her eyes and gave a soothing ‘Aaahhhh’, as Thaddeus invaded her pussy. She swirled her tongue around her lover’s foreskin and tried not to bite down on his organ as Thaddeus filled her cunt with more inches of his prick. It got too much for her to contain herself and she released her mouth from Tibbs’s cock and wailed persistently.

 “Ahh shit, that’s filling me up!” she cried.

 Tibbs pressed her head downward to resume swallowing him. She took a mouthful of his dick and kept making throaty groans as Thaddeus fucked her from behind. Thaddeus fucked her with a steady slow pace, gradually working his way harder and faster. He admired the sight of Beth’s butt cheeks bouncing backward each time he drove into her. He slapped her butt repeatedly, to which she responded with repeated high-pitched cries.

 Thaddeus pulled out of her and Tibbs stood up, deciding it was his turn.

 Beth positioned herself on her back with Thaddeus holding her legs open for Tibbs to slide his dick between her cunt’s fleshy folds. She held up the folds of her gut to watch her lover’s cock sink in and pull out of her.

 “Her pussy feels a lot softer now,” Tibbs groaned. “Damn! Feels real good too.”

 Tibbs spared her pussy no mercy. He shoved his member deep into her in rapid thrusts, loving Beth’s responding cries. Thaddeus held up one of her legs and shoved his cock at her face. Beth was whimpering frantically, her features curled into a hurting grimace, but managed to roll her lips around his prick’s head. She let go seconds later, unable to stem her hollering from Tibbs’s cock pounding her hard. Her body gave an impressive shudder as she experienced an orgasm. Still Tibbs remained glued on top of her, burying his cock deep inside her. Her legs encircled his backside and he pressed his weight against her tits. His cock was practically swimming in her river of oozing cum.

 Tibbs pulled out of her minutes later; Beth didn’t appear to like it. She grabbed at his prick and pumped it hard for him.

 “Oh no, you don’t,” she moaned. “Gimme you dick. I want your dick in me! ”

Her hips pushed against him as Tibbs’s cock returned inside her; she gripped his arms and thrust her pelvis toward him. Thaddeus bent between them to bite her tits. He squeezed them in both hands and rubbed her hardened nipples against his face.

 Tibbs was fucking her so hard he barely noticed it when he felt a tightening rush happen from within his balls, speeding like a bullet train toward the tip of his cock. He was groaning seconds later and every inch of his body tensed as he flooded her cunt with his ejaculate. Tibbs remained on top of her feeling himself gradually deflate before withdrawing from her. His prick and much of his crotch was stained with cum as he pulled away from Beth’s open legs, crackling with laughter.

 Thaddeus allowed Beth some seconds to recover before pulling her toward him. Beth came on her knees and he positioned her by the bed’s edge with her butt sticking over it. Thaddeus stood behind her, balanced himself with one foot on the bed and shoved the head of his dick between her pussy folds. Beth grasped the bed sheets. She shook as Thaddeus pounded her doggy style. Thaddeus grabbed her thick waistline and fought to maintain control of her body movement. He planted his other feet on the bed and leaned over on top of her while still pressing his dick inside her cunt. It was hard work getting past the thick flesh of her butt, but he knew he was giving her the business from the way she moaned back at him.

 Tibbs left the room and returned minutes later holding a glass of water in his hand. His prick hung flaccid between his legs like a neglected appendage.

 “You enjoying yourself, babe?” Tibbs asked her.

 “Hell yeah, she is,” Thaddeus groaned; his face dripped with sweat. “Tight pussy she’s got here.”

 Beth’s feature was locked in a grimace of pain mixed with ecstasy. She wanted to say something, but a jumbled cry was what rolled from her mouth. She laid flat on her face with her big butt sticking upward. Sweat from Thaddeus’s face splattered on her backside while he grunted from his repeated thrusts.

 Beth climaxed a second time in a roaring fit.

 “Awwhhh shit, I can’t believe it! I’m cumming again . I’M CUMMING AGAIN! ”

Thaddeus too felt his body tense up as his hips worked his dick harder inside her pussy. He almost fell off the bed when he spurted his cum load inside her.

 Thaddeus dismounted her gently like he would a stallion and fell on his back catching his breath. He ran a finger across his brow, wiping thick trails of sweat. Beth turned on her side to cuddle against him; her pussy dripped with both men’s combined cum. Her hand felt for his cock, now resembling a deflated tube coated with her cum juice. Beth rolled downward on the bed till her face pressed against his abdomen. She licked his crotch and stopped her lips at his prick. Thaddeus stroked her hair while she went on cleaning his cock. Tibbs came and sat on the bed’s edge and caressed her buttocks.

 “I ought to cut a large chunk of your ass and cook it for breakfast and dinner,” he remarked.

 Beth turned to look at him and burst into laughter. She shook her butt at him. “You’re going to need a big knife and a skillet for it.”

 “That and some baking powder,” Thaddeus chipped in.

 Beth got up and went to clean herself in the bathroom; Thaddeus and Tibbs followed later. She went to the living room and wore back her kimono then went into the kitchen and made them a sandwich. The men got some strength back in them to have another round with her. Beth was ever so glad to oblige.

 An hour later, Thaddeus gave his friend the spare key to his apartment before returning to the living room to wear back his clothes - he had things to take care of back at his office. Tibbs told him to drop by anytime. Beth gave him her business card that carried her phone number.

 “Call anytime,” she told him. “If you’re lonely and want some company.”

 Thaddeus thought he’d definitely love to experience her company again. Hopefully alone without Tibbs. He put on his hat and said goodbye to them before letting himself out of the apartment.

 Eight

 Thaddeus drove back to his office but didn’t intend spending much time there. He got to work clearing out much of what he had outstanding on his desk, some of which he gave Sarah to handle. He wrote her a post-dated check for a full month’s pay, promised once again to include whatever bonus should he overstay his time. He still had two weeks and some days left. There was no rush for him to start getting ready.

 Done with the office, Thaddeus drove to a shopping centre not far from where he lived. He went into a Burlington shop to get himself clothes he would need: pants, t-shirts and short sleeves. He included a sweater too. Finished with his clothes shopping, he located a Barnes and Noble shop and searched inside amongst the travel section for reliable books and material on Nigeria. He ordered coffee afterwards and perused one of the books he’d purchased that wrote a lot about the country’s geopolitical history. Thaddeus made a note to get himself inoculated against malarial infection before he left. He knew nothing about what it’s like surviving in a foreign country, especially one in Africa. He wasn’t about to take his chances against falling sick while he’s there.

 Clarence did persist with keeping in touch with him, wanting to be abreast of his preparation and how his preparation was going. Thaddeus at first was amused by his calling, but grew irritated with his ongoing questions. The poor bastard was either afraid Thaddeus wasn’t going to take on the assignment anymore, or he just had nothing better to do than punish Thaddeus with his phone calls. Thaddeus played along until four days later when Clarence made another unscheduled call that he couldn’t take it anymore. It was late and Thaddeus was catching his breath after just concluding a sex bout with a woman he’d hooked up with at a club when his phone let loose its irritating jangle. Thaddeus ignored it, fearing it was Constance calling. The woman he was with couldn’t help but nudge his arm.

 “Aren’t you going to answer that?” she asked him. Her name was Marlin.

 “Probably a prank calling,” said Thaddeus dismissively.

 The phone stopped ringing and Thaddeus thought that was the end, but then it rang again and he concluded right away that it wasn’t Constance. She’d have left him a voice message instead. Reluctantly, Thaddeus reached for his phone and he swore under his breath when he saw Clarence’s name flashing on his phone’s screen. He excused himself and marched out of the room before answering the call.

 “What the fuck, Clarence,” Thaddeus spat into the phone.

 “Hi, Mr. Black. It’s me, Clarence.”

 “I know it’s you, motherfucker. The fuck are you calling me night and day? You guys want to pull the plug, then do so and stop bothering me like you do.”

 “Relax, relax. Just checking up on you. You’ve got more than a week left on your clock. How’re you working toward it?”

 “That’s the same fucking question you keep asking me every day, and it’s the same as what I told you the last time. I’m all set and getting ready. I’ll let you know if I experience any hang-ups, but until then, I don’t want any more damn calls from you. Comprendé?”

 Thaddeus killed the line before Clarence could say anything further and switched off his phone for equal measure before returning to his guest in his bedroom.

 Marlin remained where he’d left her on the bed. She moved backward and out of courtesy held the sheets up for him to slip inside. Thaddeus dropped his cell phone before turning to face her. He squeezed one of her tits as if to familiarize himself with her presence. He ran his hand over traces of sweat on her torso.

 “Who was it that called you?” she asked him.

 “Some fool bugging me like an itch.”

 “That’s got to be some itch,” she chuckled. “Want me to scratch it off?”

 “Nah, you don’t have to do that. You can kiss it though.”

 Marlin made him lie on his back and starting kissing his torso. Her face moved down his stomach abs and Thaddeus pushed the sheets aside for her to get more room.

 Six hours later dawn broke through his window. Thaddeus’s eyes came awake when he heard the familiar chirping of birds in the tree outside his bedroom. Marlin laid with her head on his chest. Thaddeus searched for where he’d left his phone on the dresser beside his bed and saw that it was past six. Carefully he pushed Marlin to be on her back and slid off the bed with as little noise he could make. He picked up two used condoms from the bed and wore his boxer shorts from where he’d left it last night before leaving the room.

 Thaddeus disposed of the condoms and their torn packets in the kitchen bin before fixing himself a cup of coffee. He looked in the fridge and found an opened box of donuts to add to it. He listened to the warm silence in his apartment, wondering how long it would be before he returned to it from his Nigerian trip.

 He turned his head toward the hallway when he heard his bedroom door creak open and out came Marlin naked. She shuffled uncertainly, her hands felt for the door in front of her and stepped inside the bathroom. Thaddeus sipped his coffee as he heard the sound of water running in the sink. Seconds later it stopped. Marlin stepped out of the bathroom and approached the kitchen.

 “Hi there, handsome,” Marlin murmured. Her face still had traces of water and her eyes appeared puffy.

 “Hi there babe,” Thaddeus kissed her cheek. “Thought you needed the sleep.”

 “I sure could use it, but I’ve got to be elsewhere at eight. You having coffee? Is any left?”

 “Help yourself,” he indicated the Mr. Coffee apparatus on his counter. “There’s still some left.”

 Thaddeus looked at her thoroughly for the first time since last night. Tall and lanky, a Yoga-loving type of body. Ash-blonde hair. Wavy. Small peach-shaped tits. Her ass was a couple of inches from been designated as flat. He remembered she’d rode him hard like a stallion last night; one time he thought he heard the bed crack from their sex workout. Thaddeus felt embarrassed that he knew little about her. It had been a long time since he hustled and picked up dames for the night, especially when they chose to want to stay over till morning. He was getting too old for that sort of life.

 “What sort of work do you do, by the way?” he asked her.

 “I work for a law firm,” she answered. “What about you?”

 “Private investigator. For a lawyer, you sure look hot.”

 She smiled, holding her cup to her face. “For a private investigator, you sure look dashing. This is surreal, but I really enjoyed last night.”

 “I did too. Such a shame it had to end.”

 “Yeah, such a shame.”

 Thaddeus left the table and approached her. “Still we’ve got an hour before eight. If you’ve got time.”

 She dropped her cup on the counter. “I can make time,” she said. “As long as you’ve got more rubber.”

 Thaddeus cupped her buttocks and lifted her off her feet. Marlin cupped his face with her hands and kissed him as he transported her toward the direction of the bedroom.

 Nine

 Thaddeus spent much of the day away from home completing errands he’d put away for a long time, all in preparation to his impending travel. He almost had to pause and laugh at himself. The way he was hurrying about taking care of stuff he should have done days before, everything felt like it was leading up to one of the most important events of his life. It reminded him of when as a kid he couldn’t wait to leave the Hermit House orphanage where he’d spent half of his childhood. And when the day eventually arrived when Sister Agnes led him to her office and introduced him to the family who wanted him, it all felt somewhat anticlimactic. Thaddeus hopped such won’t be the same with this case.

 Someone was waiting for him when he returned home in the evening. Constance. Her car was parked in his usual space. Thaddeus left his Coupe DeVille across the street, walked over and let himself into his apartment. Miles Davis’s bebop was playing out of his stereo system.

 “I’m in here, honey,” Constance hollered from the kitchen.

 “I’ll be there in a minute, Thaddeus replied.

 He undressed in his bedroom and went to take a shower. Constance was still busy in the kitchen when he stepped out and dried himself off. Thaddeus put on an undershirt and shorts before heading toward her direction. Constance wore one of his t-shirt and was stirring whatever was in the pot in front of her. Thaddeus came and hugged her from behind. He kissed her cheek while his nose opened at the delicacy she was cooking.

 “That smells good,” he remarked.

 “Today’s a special day,” she said. “I figured I’d come and make you a perfect dinner. I bought a bottle of wine and some cheesecake in the fridge.”

 Thaddeus looked in the fridge and found the wine standing by the side next to a plastic box of salad. He took it out and read the name.

 “Rothschild Pauillac ’96. Looks expensive,” he said.

 “It is expensive. But nothing compared to sharing it with you.”

 “You shouldn’t have. But since you did, I’m intrigued. What’s the occasion?”

 “Not right now,” she said.

 “Are you pregnant?” he blurted the question.

 Constance turned and gave him a surprised look before bursting with laughter.

 “Is that all you expect from me? I promise I’ll tell you, I just don’t want to ruin it yet. It’s a good thing, I promise. How about you get everything ready for supper.”

 Thaddeus was itching to know whatever her big secret was, but knew he couldn’t argue with her. Constance would let him know at her own sweet time. He reckoned it would be something good; she wouldn’t be smiling and doing all of this had it been bad. Though a premonition told him otherwise.

 Thaddeus took plates out from the kitchen cabinet and laid out the cutleries and glasses. Constance turned off the stove and served. The food was good; they had the cheesecake for dessert. He enquired again what she had in mind but shook her head and told him to eat. Thaddeus did as told, still his mind contemplated whatever surprises she had in store for him.

 They saved the Rothschild wine for afterwards.

 They finished dinner and sat in the living room watching a comedy sit-com while taking sips off their glass. Midway toward them draining the bottle, Constance turned to him.

 “I bought something for you,” she said.

 She got up and went behind the couch and returned with a jewellery box. Thaddeus was stunned as he took the box from her, not knowing what to make of it. He was afraid of opening it, sensing that whatever was inside was only going to emphasize his commitment to Constance. Something she could manipulate to pressure him to remain by her side. Still it was a surprise that she’d spring something like this on him without his knowledge. Constance sat facing him, waiting for him to open the box. Thaddeus shook it, trying to guess whatever was inside, but soon gave up.

 “Babe, I can’t-” he couldn’t finish the words. What he wanted to say was he couldn’t accept it, whatever was the box, but he felt tongue-tied to say any further. He handed the box back to her, but Constance, as if understanding the confusion he was having, pushed it back at him. She had a comforting smile that seemed to take away whatever trepidation he was undergoing.

 “Yes, you can, darling,” she calmly urged him. “Go ahead, open it. Trust me, you’ll like it.”

 Thaddeus held his breath as he opened the lid. His fear flew off his mind along with his breath as he appraised the gold neck chain lying on the bed of purple velvet inside the box. Constance clapped her hands, amused by the dazed look on his face as he picked the neck chain out of its resting place. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him.

 “That’s my gift to you, darling.”

 Thaddeus admired the neck chain’s hexagon-shaped pendent. He was still floored by the gift.

 “Connie, you shouldn’t-”

 “I know, but I couldn’t help it. It’s been a while since I bought you anything expensive. I know you’d turn it down if I’d told you beforehand. I figured this way I’d surprise you with it. Go ahead, try it on.”

 Constance took it from him and Thaddeus lowered his head for her to drape it over his head. It was a perfect fit to his surprise. Constance told him she’d had it shaped to fit his neckline. The pendent rested snugly on his undershirt; its surface reflected a glitter of light.

 “How much did you get this?” he picked up the box and whistled when he recognized the jewellery shop’s name underneath. “This must have cost a bundle, babe.”

 “It’s not how much that matters, darling. You’re worth more to me than a hundred neck chains. For now, I want that to remind you of me whenever you put it on.”

 “You’re too good to me, Connie,” he took her hands in his and kissed the back of her palm. “I still don’t know what to say.”

 “I’ve got two ideas,” she said. “First, a little thank you will do.”

 He kissed her. “Thank you,” he whispered.

 “That’s better. Second thing I want you to do, take me to bed and make love to me like never before.”

 Thaddeus smiled. “Your wish is my command.”

 They retired to the bedroom. Thaddeus laid her on the bed and helped her out of his t-shirt. He wanted to take off the neck chain but Constance stopped him.

 “I want you to make love to me wearing it,” she pleaded. “I want us to become one with you wearing it.”

 Thaddeus thought that sounded corny coming from her, but went along with her demand. Thaddeus nibbled on her tits while Constance pushed her torso against his face. She guided his head downward where she wanted him to be and parted her thighs; her pussy’s scent called out for his attention. Constance let forth a high squeal as his lips locked on her labia. His breath made her crotch hairs stand erect. She bucked and moaned as he cupped her butt and pressed his lips on her cunt.

 “Oh shit!” Constance sighed. Her hands squeezed her nipples. “Ohh darling . I fucking love you!”

 Thaddeus replaced his tongue with two fingers and curled them inside writhing Constance at the same time applied his tongue to her clit. Constance whimpered uncontrollable and climaxed within minutes. He pulled his fingers out of her and brought them to her lips to clean off. She moaned as she licked his fingers, loving her pussy’s taste.

 Thaddeus came up on the bed and she had him lie his back. He was careful not to let the neck chain become tangled.

 Constance took his cock in a two-handed grip and rained her mouth down on him. She administered pleasure back at him. She gagged and sputtered on his meat, and took moments to catch her breath before resuming her blowjob skills. Constance rolled her tongue around his cock’s helmet, spat saliva on it before feeding her mouth on him. Thaddeus surrendered to her passion, occasionally pushing her hair off her face. Constance made eye contact and cracked a smile at him as she rolled her pursed lips up and down his foreskin. She ran her fingers over his abs and hips. Thaddeus wanted to cum in her mouth. He held her head down on him and pumped his pelvis against her face. Thaddeus groaned from the building tension. Constance sucked him harder and gagged repeatedly as his semen filled her mouth. Traces of goo poured out of her mouth as she managed to swallow his cum. It seemed to take a long time but she did lick off traces that rolled down his prick.

 Thaddeus reached for her arms and pulled her toward him.

 An hour later they were curdled under the rumpled sheets, evident with their just concluded lovemaking. Music played from Thaddeus’s cell phone, adding tranquillity to the warm atmosphere. Thaddeus had his arm around Constance, breathing against her neck. He thought he could fall asleep like this and not come awake anymore. He was almost there when he felt Constance tapping his arm. Thaddeus turned on his back, fumbled for the bedside lamp and switched it on. He picked up his phone and turned off the music.

 “What’s up, babe?” he yawned.

 “You awake?”

 “I am now. What’s up?”

 “I wanted to let you in on what it was I promised telling you,” she said. There wasn’t any look of sleep in her eyes.

 Thaddeus at first didn’t know what she meant, then seconds later it came back to him. He propped himself on his elbow attentive to whatever secret she wanted to divulge. He wasn’t feeling worried like he’d been earlier. “Go on then, tell me.”

 She turned to face him, propped her head on her elbow as well. “Remember what you told me about that mission you’re planning to Nigeria? To search for that missing young man?”

 Thaddeus nodded.

 “Well, I had this idea racing in my mind that night. I had a lot of time to think it over in the morning, and later I made up my mind. I want to go with you to Nigeria.”

 It took some seconds for her words to sink into his thoughts. When it did, Thaddeus looked at her in disbelief, not wanting to accept what he’d just heard. Constance held him in her gaze as if daring him to think she wasn’t serious. Seconds passed before Thaddeus realized she wasn’t joking.

 “You want to come to Nigeria with me?” he said the words carefully as if to confirm they’d actually come from her.

 “Yes, I do.”

 “You know it’s dangerous what I’m going to do, Connie. Very dangerous.”

 “I know.”

 “This is serious, Connie. Really serious.”

 “I know that, Thad,” she replied indignantly. “I know you’re serious, and I’m serious, too. I’m going with you to Nigeria.”

 Thaddeus recognized the underlying coldness in her voice and knew she’d made her mind up for real. Getting into a heated argument wasn’t going to resolve anything. Nothing was going to make her back down. Besides that, it was late and he was way too worn out and tired from the sex they’d had to think of starting a fight. Then he understood how well she’d prepared herself for this moment. Constance had played him for a sucker ingeniously. First had come the gift to deflect his mind, then a good fuck to get him weak so she could spring her trap on him. Thaddeus couldn’t have planned it any better if only he’d thought through it beforehand. Very clever.

 “You’re breaking my balls, babe,” he groaned. “Seriously this time you’re breaking my balls.”

 “I’m sorry you feel that way. But this is what I want.”

 “Jesus, Connie. I’ve got less than two weeks left,” he complained. “Even if you wanted to come, how the hell you’re going to start working on getting you a visa?”

 “That’s what makes it even special, darling,” she chuckled at his predicament. “You don’t have to. I still know a lot of people in high places. I called up my lawyer and he called someone whom he knew down in immigration, and they’re working their magic as we speak. I’ll be going for my interview tomorrow.”

 That took the wind off Thaddeus’s sails. He couldn’t comprehend anymore if she was the same woman he’d always known till now. “You really planned this out, didn’t you? You’ve made a genuine sucker out of me. For God’s sake why, Connie?”

 “Stop making like a sour loser, Thad,” she playfully squeezed his cheek, still loving the dismayed look on his face. “I simply want to be with you. Besides, from what you’ve told me about this mission, I doubt you’re going to be able to handle it all alone. You’re going to need all the help you can get, and I’d like to be the first to volunteer. Now go to sleep, darling.”

 She kissed him then turned over to her former position and fell asleep. Thaddeus remained as he was looking at her sleeping form, still dismayed by the sudden turn of events. A waterfall of thoughts ran through his head but nothing concrete. Finally he made like her and switched off the lamp before lying his head back on his pillow. Before sleep caught with him, he pretended he’d never heard all what she’d said to him minutes ago.

 Hopefully the morning will take care of everything. Everything will be just fine come morning.










 Part Two

 Ten

 They were hundreds of miles cruising above the earth. Thaddeus Black had been floating in and out of sleep since their plane took off the previous evening. His back hurt, even though they were flying comfortably in First Class. Still he couldn’t stop turning in his seat. He raised his fedora hat from his face and forced his eyes to open. He looked to his right. Constance’s measured breathing blew against his shoulder. She had a sleep patch over her face.

 Thaddeus listened to the murmur of voices around him. There were few First Class passengers aside from him and Connie; much of the plane’s inhabitants were in the Economy section. Someone was watching a movie and either wasn’t making use his headphones or had the volume so loud Thaddeus easily captured everything.

 The plane jerked involuntarily and almost everyone jumped in their seat. Constance murmured something intelligible. Thaddeus moved his arm and minutes later she pushed the sleep patch up her forehead and it took some seconds before her eyes focused on him.

 “Hey,” she said to him.

 “Hey you.” He pushed her hair from her face and took the sleep patch off from her head. Her face appeared puffy with sleep.

 Constance turned in her seat and cracked a yawn. “What time is it?”

 Thaddeus glanced at his watch. “Almost four in the evening.”

 “Is that our time?”

 “No, Nigerian. I set my watch before we left JFK. They’re six hours ahead of us.”

 “Meaning it’s still morning back home?” she looked at him. “My God, what a ride.”

 “That’s what you get when you fly international. You’ve been out the country before, thought you’d be used to it by now.”

 “Only as far as Paris,” she said. “I need to wash up.”

 She undid her belt buckle and went to find the nearest restroom. Thaddeus familiarized himself with his immediate surroundings. A thickset white man in a suit sat alone to his left by the window seat. Thaddeus was willing to bet that he too couldn’t wait for the ride to be over. On a miniature screen on the back of the headrest in front of him he checked their flying schedule and saw that they were currently five miles from crossing into the country’s northern border. The sky outside the window appeared bright with thick pregnant clouds enclosing much of the sky; the sun gave off a golden hue over the cloud’s surface. Thaddeus felt his hand inside his shirt for the gold neck chain around his neck, reassuring himself that he hadn’t forgotten to wear it.

 He delved into his jacket’s pocket and pulled out the brochure that contained their ticket slips to the Queensland Hotel & Resorts. He had placed a call two days before their departure to notify their arrival date and to confirm a vehicle would be at the airport to pick them up. Whatever would happen from there, he would follow through by instinct. He felt excited about everything.

 Constance returned from the restroom and then Thaddeus too decided he needed to wash his face as well; most of all, he wanted to stretch his limps. Connie had stuck with him since the night she declared wanting to make the trip with him. Thaddeus had taken things in stride - he could think of no other choice. Constance had dropped Jonathan off with her sister, Hilda till she returned. Thaddeus had stayed back while she went to her sister’s place. There’d been a time when Thaddeus was getting to know Constance, when the sisters had very much despised each other. Those days were gone now. They had healed and made up for lost years, much reason involved having shared Thaddeus in bed on numerous occasions.

 Constance had dismissed her house servants and closed Loftus Garden after she’d passed her visa interview. She’d packed her bags and spent the remainder of her time at Thaddeus’s place. They’d gone shopping and made time to get themselves a tetanus shot. Constance purchased a can of bug spray, though she hoped not to use it. The thought of travelling to a foreign country always sounded exotic to her. She’d never before thought of visiting an African country, but as she thought of travelling to Nigeria, especially with Thaddeus, it seemed to her as much fun as visiting the Caribbean. Thaddeus thought differently when she mentioned it to him, but didn’t feel the need to spoil her day-dreaming. Now he had little time to reflect as he locked himself in the restroom, it seemed a lot like a good idea bringing her along. She would make for excellent cover while he went about digging into the root of his mission. And another good thing about Constance was the fact that she wasn’t the nagging sort.

 The sun slipped toward the bottom of the earth, leaving the sky a perfect mixture of deep blue and maroon. Thaddeus was back in his seat dozing off again when the pilot announced through the P.A. system that they were about making their decent into Cape City. Constance and Thaddeus arranged themselves and clipped back their seat belts. They held hands as the plane coasted toward the earth. They watched from the far windows as they soared through clusters of cumulonimbus clouds. Constance leaned toward his shoulder and kissed his cheek.

 “I’m so happy making this trip with you,” she whispered.

 “Me, too,” said Thaddeus. And he meant it.

 The plane went through turbulent bumps as tore through the cloud banks continuing with its descent. Thaddeus brought her hand to his lips and kissed her skin. He felt more in love with her at that moment than ever he had before.

 ***

 Their plane touched down an hour later. The sky had turned purple deep blue shade; the sun had all but vanished from the world. Thaddeus and Constance joined the First Class folks in getting off the plane, but things didn’t go so smoothly after that.

 The heat was apparent and within seconds Thaddeus was sweating under his clothes after stepping out of the plane. They filed down a long hallway into the throb of the airport and stopped at a Customs checkpoint. Thaddeus didn’t like the unabashed stare the Customs officers gave him from behind the counter as they flipped through his passport. His assumption was that they expected him to actually be someone else. Possibly think I’m white, he thought with cynicism. Constance stood in line in a separate queue for women. She too went through the same rigor of getting her carry-on bag and handbag scrutinized along with her passport. The Customs fellow was asking Thaddeus a question.

 “How long you going to be in the country?” the man’s voice was abrasive, almost authoritative.

 “A month,” Thaddeus answered.

 He watched as the Customs woman concluded with Constance then sent her along. Finally the Customs man stamped his passport page and bid him welcome to Nigeria. Thaddeus pocketed his passport and walked past without deeming a backward glance.

 He met with Constance in the foyer along with other milling passengers. She unbuttoned her jacket and fanned herself with a magazine she’d bought back at JFK airport. The heat inside the room was stifling. All around them, other deplaned passengers stood in near confusion beside the roving conveyor belts waiting for their luggage to start running down toward them. Local workers stood by with luggage carriers, waiting to be of service. The place was a hubbub of querulous noise. Almost everyone talking and gesticulating in dialects Thaddeus and Constance had no way of grasping. It smacked them in the face with the reality that were now in Africa, in the heart of the motherland. All what Thaddeus had imagined the place would be like was further from what he’d hoped for. He saw a similar dazed look in Constance’s eyes and assumed she too was thinking the same.

 “How’re you doing, babe?” Thaddeus asked her.

 “I dunno . tired, I guess. Can’t wait to get to the hotel and just lie down.”

 “Let’s get our bags first. The hotel vehicle ought to be outside waiting.”

 The conveyor belts came to life. People pushed forward and waited to grab their bags off it. Constance stood behind while Thaddeus claimed their bags off the conveyor line before searching for the main exit out of the building.

 The buzz of nightlife in an African country was even more abrupt when they stepped out of the airport. Constance tightened her grip on Thaddeus’s hand as he led her down the building’s stairs. Bright lights lit the scenery in front of them. People went to and fro from the stairs unmindful of their presence, all of them yelling and talking in multiple dialects. Most looked like they had no business there at all. There was a near sense of chaos about the place. Thaddeus wondered how confused Michael Paymer must have been when he too had gotten off his plane and walked into this. He turned to Constance and smiled at her.

 “Well, babe, I guess we ain’t in Kansas no more.”

 They trudged forward pulling behind their luggage past the rabble of restless crowd surrounding them. They came upon a row of parked vehicles at the east section of the terminal Thaddeus assumed were taxi cabs. Some of the drivers alighted from their vehicles and roughly accosted them. Thaddeus waved them off repeatedly at the same time pulled Constance to his side, shielding her from their deluge. His eyes kept scanning the parked vehicles around and he stopped when he spotted a van with the Queensland resort name and emblem emblazoned against the side. He and Constance walked toward it but found the door locked and no one inside. Above their head came the deafening roar of an airline taking off into the night.

 A man came running toward their direction dressed in khaki short-sleeves and pants. His shirt pocket bore the insignia of the Queensland Hotel & Resorts.

 “Good evening, sir,” the man bowed courteously at him, then at Constance, “Madam. Are you by chance Mr. And Mrs. Black?”

 “Yes, we are,” said Thaddeus with apparent relief. “Is this our bus to the hotel?”

 “Yes, it is.” The man unlocked the van’s side door and opened it for them; he took their bags and stowed them in the backseat. “Forgive me, I was inside searching for you both. I hope you haven’t been out here waiting too long?”

 “No, not really,” said Thaddeus after settling in his seat beside Constance. “We probably missed each other amongst the crowd inside. Right now we’re just tired and need some rest.”

 “Have no fear, sir. I’ll have you both at the resort in no time,” he got into the front seat and started the car. “A good thing you’re both the only ones arriving today.”

 There was a jumble of taxi cabs and private vehicles struggling to get out of the airport’s grounds as their van joined the fray. The driver honked his horn repeatedly. He stuck his head out his window and snapped at the drivers blocking his path. It took a while before their van pulled out of the traffic and entered the highway leading into the city. It was only then that Thaddeus felt relaxed, pulling Constance into his arm and hugging her. He fanned her face with his hat, but it wasn’t necessary as the vehicle’s air conditioner blew cold air at their faces.

 “By the way, what’s your name?” Thaddeus asked the driver.

 “Simon, sir,” the driver cracked a smile at him through his rear-view mirror. “Welcome to Nigeria.”

 The city’s bright lights flew past them into the night.

 ***

 Constance rested her head on Thaddeus’s shoulder and she dozed off all through the ride. The city’s traffic logjam was just as gruelling as when they’d left the airport. Thaddeus reckoned another day would pass them by before they actually arrived at the resort. Aside from tiredness, he was hungry as well. He too was dozing when the driver honked his horn and announced that they had arrived.

 The van drove down a wide pathway then came round a water fountain circle. Bright lights from the hotel lit the interior of the van. Thaddeus shook Constance awake and told her they were there. The van stopped in front of the resort’s revolving doors. A valet opened the door for them and Thaddeus jumped down and helped Constance. He gave his back a sharp twist and heard his bones snap agreeably into place; his feet felt like twisted origami.

 They held hands as they walked past the revolving doors into the resort. They concluded their checkin at the lobby counter and the pretty woman behind it wished them a pleasant stay while handing Thaddeus their room key. Connie pinched his arm as they approached the elevator.

 “No playing around while I’m here,” she whispered.

 “Now why would I when I’ve got you by my side,” he laughed.

 “Good. Just don’t go forgetting it, bud.”

 The elevator doors slid open for them at the top floor of the building. Thaddeus found their door easily and let them into their suite. Constance felt so relieved; Thaddeus turned on the lights. Constance kicked her off her shoes and threw her jacket and handbag on the couch and approached the French doors across the living room that opened out into a balcony. Thaddeus tipped the porter after dropping off their luggage in the bedroom and went to join her after closing the door. The night was dark yet beautiful; a blustery breeze blew against their face. They had a perfect view of the beach and the lapping waters beyond it.

 “What do you think?” Thaddeus brought his arm around her waistline; she too did the same.

 “It’s beautiful. Just glad we made it out of that airport when we did.”

 “You’re beautiful,” he kissed her forehead.

 “Too bad we’re not on our honeymoon.”

 “You jumping to that part already?”

 She laughed. “I knew you were going to say something like that. I wanted to hear your response.”

 “You put a fright in me, that’s what you did. Besides, I thought you’d prefer someplace exotic for that. Jamaica perhaps.”

 “I don’t care. I won’t mind getting married near a live volcano, anywhere as long as I’m with you. Even better if it’s something smaller with just the two of us, even in a court.”

 “Just the two of us? You dropping Jonathan already?”

 “My mistake, just the three of us.”

 “Still going to require witnesses if we’re doing it in court. Anyway, too bad we didn’t make it down here for that.”

 “Doesn’t mean we can’t have ourselves a fun time while you’re out investigating.”

 “Yeah, we’ll have ourselves some fun time. Me too I’m glad we ain’t on that flight anymore. Now how about we go unpack, at the same time order dinner. Then maybe a shower, then bedtime. Unless you want to do something else.”

 “By something else, I hope you don’t mean sex,” she said. “I know what I need is a shower. You can order dinner while I’m at it, then unpack later. I’m so tired right now I can sleep forever.”

 Still holding hands, they left the balcony and went to the bedroom.

 ***

 Constance came awake into a bright morning. Her eyes stared at the ceiling and remembered where she was She felt comforted that this wasn’t Loftus Garden. Her eyes felt heavy like they needed more hours of sleep. What with the long flight and the jet-lag, she certainly could use another hour or two of sleep. She stretched her hand beside her and came away with nothing but empty space. That got her attention. Constance turned her head and realized only she occupied the bed. She came off the bed, put on her nightgown and went looking for her man.

 Her first stop was the bathroom; Thaddeus wasn’t in there. She washed her face and quickly brushed her teeth before heading toward the living room.

 Thaddeus lounged in a chair by the French doors large glass windows sipping coffee while he flipped through the contents of the State Department’s file he’d brought with him. He wore drawstring baggy pants and a sleeveless t-shirt. His body had adapted to the time zone change fast. He had be up an hour already and had ordered breakfast.

 He looked up when he heard Constance call out his name as she walked into the living room.

 “Over here, babe,” he answered, waving his coffee cup at her.

 “What are you doing over there?” she came to join him. They shared a kiss before she reclined on the couch’s arm. “Was wondering where you’d be when I woke up.”

 “I’m an early riser,” he said. “It seems to have followed me here. You looked like you could use more the sleep. There’s breakfast if you want it.”

 She saw the breakfast tray and decanter on a coffee table next to him. She poured herself a cup of coffee then returned to sit near his arm. Her nightgown fell open to her nakedness. She squeezed her face after sipping her coffee.

 “Not good,” she remarked.

 “It works better for me,” he said. “I’m going to head down to the gym once I’m done here. Need to get some blood pumping in my veins. You wanna come?”

 She shook her head. “You’re right, I could use more sleep. I’m getting back into bed once I’m done with this lousy coffee. First thought that came to my mind when I woke up was I’m glad this isn’t home.”

 “Like I mentioned yesterday, we ain’t nowhere near Kansas anymore. It’s still midnight back home.”

 “I’ll give Hilda a call later to know how Jonathan’s doing. Is that the kid you’re looking for?” she indicated at the collection of photos he was holding.

 Thaddeus gave her the photo along with others. “Yeah, that’s him. His name’s Michael Paymer. Then there’s the issue about the others.”

 Constance dropped her cup and flipped through the snapshot photos. She stopped at the one of him with his arms around a pretty blonde. The same photo Michael’s dad had shown Thaddeus when they first met. They looked like high-school lovers.

 “That his girlfriend?”

 “Yeah. Her name’s Catherine Morgan. Her and her folks stayed here at Queensland a couple of months ago and since have been declared missing. That’s all I’ve got working for me.”

 “How’re you going to start?”

 “Right now, all I’ve got is the name of a Nigerian agent supposedly working undercover in this resort. Simon’s his name. From what the State Department fellow told me, he knows a lot more about what’s going on. I just have to find him.”

 “How’re you going to find him?”

 “That’s the problem, I actually can’t. He’s the one that supposed to find me. He should know I’ve arrived already. Which is why I need to make myself seen and hope he meets me.”

 Thaddeus returned the photos into the folder and Constance stood up for him to rise to his feet and stretch his limbs.

 “Ahh, ain’t nothing better than a morning workout. Better be heading down to the gym, babe. You sure you don’t want to come with me? Last chance to cop out.”

 “Nah, you go have fun. I’m going to trust you for now. Just don’t dare think of ogling any woman down there.”

 Thaddeus pushed the back of her gown to the side and cupped her butt as they went to the bedroom. He got out his small gym bag and threw a small towel inside along with a bottle water he found in a tabletop fridge in the room. Constance returned to bed and waved at him before he left the room.

 ***

 The resort’s gym/fitness room occupied was situated on the first floor on the south-east section of the hotel; it came equipped with a sauna as well. Thaddeus enquired from one of the porters along the way as to its location before finding it. He pushed his way past the glass doors and felt almost at home as his eyes took in the arranged row of dumbbells, weight lifts and other muscle-making machines that stood facing a wall of mirrors. The ceiling too was covered in mirrors as well. Thaddeus wasn’t the only one in the room. There were two other men along with a woman, all concentrating on their individual workout.

 A man who resembled a workout trainer sat languorously behind a table near the room’s entrance. He indicated at Thaddeus to come and log his name on a visitor’s book. Thaddeus picked up the pen and noted the names of the other persons in the room with him. The woman’s name - Angelique - was the last on the list. He scribbled his name under hers along with his arrival time before dropping the pen and walking further into the room.

 Thaddeus weighted himself on a scale before going to lie on a mat and performed some bicep curls. The black woman, Angelique, was jogging strenuously on a treadmill. She wore a tight-fighting spandex pants and blouse that hugged her slender body frame. Her hair was wrapped together with a headband. Her should muscles and running footwork moved in perfect unison as she concentrated on her run. The other men spied surreptitious glances at her direction though attempted approaching her. Thaddeus reckoned it was because there were three of them in the room, all masculine pride. No man wanted first crack at been made a sucker should the lady venture to turn down their offer. The others would definitely gloat to see that happen.

 Thaddeus went on lifting his weights and made like the woman didn’t exist at all. The woman didn’t lose a beat with her workout, except slow down after a while to wipe her face with a towel draped over the treadmill’s arm.

 She came down from the treadmill after a lengthy run and gathered up her stuff in a gym bag she’d brought with her. It was as she was about leaving that one of the men decided then to approach her. Thaddeus watched what enfolded while still lifting his weights. The woman sensed the man’s intention and held up her palm at the man’s face like a traffic warden, dissuading him from getting any closer. She didn’t utter a word - she didn’t need to. The man stopped in his tracks and watched her walk past him. She stopped at the table and signed out before leaving the gym. The man who’d attempted speaking to her stood there looking like a puppy left under the rain. Thaddeus turned his face away from him, wanting to spare him further embarrassment.

 Thaddeus couldn’t tell how long he was there before deciding to call it a day. He was afraid of staying longer and thus become carried away with his workout. He didn’t want to forget that he had Constance upstairs waiting for him. He ran his towel over his face and drained his bottled water before slinging his bag on his shoulder. He was walking toward the door when someone hissed at him. He stopped and saw it was the trainer behind the table indicating at the visitor’s booklet.

 “You need to sign yourself out, sir,” he said.

 Thaddeus went to the table. The man gave him a pen and Thaddeus checked the time on his watch before writing his departure time and including his signature.

 “How’s Clarence back home?” the man spoke quietly, but loud enough for Thaddeus to hear him.

 Thaddeus tensed with attention but played along smoothly. “Doing all right. We talking about the same State Department Clarence?”

 “Only one I know. The prick owes me five bucks thinking I won’t spot you easily.”

 “I’ll be sure to remind him of that,” Thaddeus smiled before looking up. “You Simon?”

 “I am. You going to head out to the beach later on?”

 “Would I need to?”

 “I think you should. There’s a line of huts called the Cabana House along the entrance leading out to the beach. I’ll meet you there in the next two hours. Bring your lady along.”

 The man looked past Thaddeus’s shoulder. Thaddeus turned his head and saw the man who’d been jilted appear behind him to sign out. Thaddeus walked out of the gym and went in search of the elevators.

 Eleven

 It felt great stepping out under the sun. What better place to make that happen than at a beach.

 Thaddeus and Constance made their way toward it. Thaddeus had changed into a pair of beach shorts and tank shirt while Constance looked gorgeous in her bikini outfit and a wraparound skirt shielding much of her body. They paid for a table and a young man carried their umbrella for them toward the sandy beach where plenty others were. It wasn’t hard for Thaddeus to spot the Cabana House Simon had mentioned. It was a large hut building surrounded by four smaller huts. The large hut was an open bar with plenty of people hovering about, some seated by the counter and others milling about with drinks in their hand. Calypso music bubbled out of overhead speakers. The bartender gave out drinks with an infectious smile on his face.

 Thaddeus looked around unobtrusively and didn’t spot anyone that resembled Simon. He led Connie to an open spot not far from the Cabana House and they set up their chairs. Thaddeus tipped the young man after he’d unfurled their umbrella for them and left them alone. Constance spread her blanket and laid on her face. She handed Thaddeus her sunscreen lotion to empty some of it on her backside. He loosened her bra strap to do just that. Finished, he took off his shirt and left it on the table. He reclined on his lounge chair with a novel opened in front of him and they admired the crowd that populated the beach and made conversation while he ogled the people who ran or walked past them.

 “Such a lovely day today,” Constance admitted.

 “Yeah, it sure is lovely. Feels like paradise.”

 “Makes me wonder how come we never thought of coming down here before.”

 “Plenty of places to see in the world, babe. No way you can see them all at once.”

 “You think we can live here?”

 Thaddeus looked at her. Constance was resting her face on top her arms and looking in his direction.

 “You’re not been serious, are you? We just got here yesterday.”

 “I know that. It’s just a thought. It’s only been a couple of hours, but I love the feel of the place already.”

 “Better wait till you see the full picture, babe. You’d be singing a different song afterwards.”

 “Or maybe we can rent an apartment here. In the city. What do you think?”

 “With you, anything is possible.” Thaddeus dropped his novel on the table and pulled himself to his feet. “I’m going over to the big hut. You want something to drink?”

 “Lemonade would be nice, if they’ve got it.”

 Thaddeus walked toward the direction of the Cabana House. He slowed his steps to admire the flock of women frolicking past him. He noticed some of them checking him out as well. It reminded him of a case that took him all the way to Florida. After resolving the case, he’d stayed back a couple more days to enjoy the scenery before deciding to return to New York. Thaddeus got to the bar and the man behind it focused his smile at him and asked what he wanted.

 “One ice lemonade and one strawberry shake,” said Thaddeus.

 He noticed a particular pair of eyes ogling him from his left. The eyes were ocean blue and belonged to a sandy-haired blonde in a low-cut top and bikini outfit. Her complexion was pale. Her eyes danced all over Thaddeus and she appeared indifferent to him noticing her stare. She had a wine glass in her hand that was half finished.

 “What’re you drinking?” asked Thaddeus.

 “Pina colada,” she said.

 She sucked on the straw of her drink, still keeping her blue eyes on him. Thaddeus loved the way her lips curled on her straw, the way her cheek blushed as she pulled on her drink. It gave his prick a sudden kick in his shorts. He adjusted his position so not to attract any attention to his crotch.

 “How about I get you another,” he said to her. “My treat.”

 “If you want to, sure.”

 Thaddeus spoke to the bartender to fix her another drink. She finished the one she had before reaching for the new one, thanking Thaddeus as well. He shook her hand and introduced himself.

 “My name’s Thaddeus.”

 “Monica-Blake,” she said. “A pleasure.”

 He put her age at somewhere between mid to late-twenties, though he could be wrong. He wasn’t that sharp at guessing people’s age, especially women. Especially hot-looking blondes like this. His eyes travelled to her hands and didn’t pick out any wedding ring.

 “You here for fun or business, Monica?”

 “Actually a little bit of both with a friend. I’m a stock trader.”

 “Nice. Where’s your friend?”

 “He should be dropping by any minute now. He went back for something he forgot in his room.” She sipped her drink. “How about you? Fun or business?”

 “Like you, a little bit of both.”

 The bartender pushed Thaddeus’s drinks in front of him before attending to others. Thaddeus was about asking more of her friend when he observed a tall black man appear from the other side of the hut. He had the frame of a linebacker, muscles, bulk, and everything. His head was shaved and Thaddeus couldn’t help thinking he was staring at an uncanny resemblance to himself. It felt strange, and though he knew nothing could be far from true, still it felt like he was staring at a long lost relative out here of all places.

 Monica-Blake turned to her friend and allowed him to hug her. Thaddeus felt his prick deflate.

 “Hi honey,” she said to her giant black man. “Thought you weren’t going to make it back.”

 “Perish the thought, babe,” said the man.

 He looked up and noticed Thaddeus staring at them. There was no threat in his eyes, Thaddeus noticed. Monica did the introductions. Her features so bright, she appeared younger than whatever Thaddeus must have figured she was.

 “Olu, I’d like you to meet Thaddeus. Thaddeus, this is my friend, Olu Shango.”

 Thaddeus shook her friend’s hand. A flash of electricity coursed through his arm when their hands made contact. He locked eyes with Olu and reckoned he too felt something. Something strange and out of place. It was too uncanny that they should know of each other, or at least should. In another life far from this.

 Thaddeus murmured hello to him; Olu said the same. Thaddeus excused himself, picked up his drinks and left.

 He was returning to his umbrella where he’d left Constance when he heard someone approaching from behind. He turned and saw it was Simon. He wore sweatpants and a sleeveless t-shirt, looking like he’d been out for a jog.

 “Afternoon,” said Simon. “I hope you haven’t waited too long.”

 “Actually I have. Give me a minute.”

 Thaddeus got to the umbrella and Connie sat up and took her drink from him.

 “I’ll be back in a minute, babe,” said Thaddeus before joining Simon. His sipped his drink as they strolled east along the high dunes of the beach.

 Strong wind blew in their direction as they walked. Thaddeus sipped his strawberry shake while roaming his eyes along the beach, checking out the people having fun in and out of the water. The waves crashed consecutively on the beach. Birds flocked and dive-bombed from the sky searching for whatever stray fish they could find. The sun’s heat beat on their backside. Neither said anything for a while. They were like two men talking a walk with nothing on their minds. Simon was the first to break the silence.

 “Clarence briefed you on everything, I trust.”

 Thaddeus couldn’t tell if it was a question or statement.

 “He did. But I’m here for something else,” Thaddeus sipped his drink. “You know anything about the white folks getting kidnapped?”

 Simon looked at him like he wasn’t been serious. “Of course I know,” said Simon with a wounded pride. “My department’s the one investigating them, what do you think.”

 “Sorry, didn’t mean to sound that way. There’s someone in particular I’m interested in. Some months back, a college kid named Michael Paymer arrived here, stayed at this same resort, searching for a girlfriend of his that got missing. Her and her folks.”

 “Clarence never mentioned that to me.”

 “That’s because he knows nothing about it,” said Thaddeus. “And I’d like it to remain that way for now, if you don’t mind.”

 “Too many white families missing, I won’t know about this fellow until I search through my files. It’s quite a mess, I tell you.”

 “I can imagine you’ve got your hands full. The last thing I’d want to do is add to your burden, believe me. Clarence did brief me on what’s going on, but I’d like to know more. How well do you know about this Black Path militant army?”

 “More than I’d want to for my health’s sake.” Simon stopped to pick some pebbles before continuing with him. “Psychotic extremists is what they are. Sociopath devils that sprung out of nowhere from the northern states. There’s plenty of them sneaking in through the border from Lake Chad. Previously they got funded by some right-wing politicians, ones always bickering against the current president, trying to undermine whatever liberal policies on his agenda.”

 “Why fund such crazies?”

 “You aren’t that familiar with Nigerian politics, Mr. Black,” said Simon sardonically. “The country’s always at war between the north and the south, both faction wanting to control the country’s wealth political future with no room for compromise. The idea behind utilizing the Black Path was to create as much chaos within the civilian population to render the president unpopular. Something akin to children playing with fire. Overnight the fire got out of hand and the dumb politicians who started it aren’t in control of putting it out anymore.”

 Thaddeus listened to him while sipping his drink. The scenario was kind of similar to what was ongoing in the States with the current president constantly battling with congress. Though it was something he seldom wrapped his mind around or wish to get entangled with.

 “You made any arrests?”

 Simon nodded. “Some of the politicians involved, and a few of the Black Path bastards we could get. Most of them uneducated Islamic thugs with no future or ranking. We’ve cut down their source of funding, but it’s not enough. They keep getting bigger, more dangerous than before.”

 “When did they make kidnapping their M.O?”

 “About the time we rounded up the politicians and cut off their funding,” Simon answered. “Back then it was kind of easy figuring what they were up to. Only setback was too much political infighting going on and the government stonewalled us from putting out their fires for good. They planned minor skirmishes on border villages, then somehow graduated to explosives. Bombing market places, mosques, and churches. Even once tried assassinating a state governor. We were totally unprepared for the kidnappings when it started. Then we got rumour that they were operating some type of white slavery ring. Though we’ve got little to go on until a month ago.”

 Thaddeus looked at him. “What happened a month ago?”

 Simon threw the pebbles toward the ocean waters. “In some remote village in Niger state, a farmer and his son stumbled upon a white man’s corpse. He must have escaped whatever slave camp the Black Path were operating. He had a shackled collar on one of his ankles.”

 “Clarence mentioned their leader to me. A man called Ali Yusuf. You know anything about him?”

 “Just about everything Clarence told you. Arms and drug dealing, got tentacles in money laundering, kidnapping, and sex slavery. The resort’s one of his fleshing ports. He’s got eyes here that beckon to foreigners.”

 “You know of anyone here under his pay?”

 “I reckon half the staff might be. Though there’s one I’m certain of. Elias is his name; he’s one of the resort drivers. There was some questions about him, but my people thought best not to force it. There’s still a lot we don’t know about these people, which is why I’m here.” He threw away the last of his pebbles.

 “How do I find him?”

 Simon stopped, his features turned wary. “It doesn’t work that way, Mr. Black. You need a history first. These people are probably watching you and your woman right now as we speak. I can’t allow you to just run after them, especially when you’ve no idea who they are. Also, may I remind you this is Nigeria, not the U.S. I’m not going to sit back and watch you storm your way around like you think you can.”

 “Take it easy, Simon. I actually wasn’t thinking of doing none of that at all. I’m not going to jeopardize whatever it is you’ve got going here in your turf. Just want to help and see if I can find that kid that’s missing.”

 They had gotten to the end of the beach. From where they stood, the white sands eroded further into uncultivated terrain. There was a chain-linked fence acting as a barrier between their part of the beach and beyond. They turned around and walked back the way they’d come.

 “You’re going to have to blend in,” said Simon. “One way or the other. If you’re as good as Clarence told me you are, then that won’t be much of a problem for you, would it?”

 “As long as I’ve got your blessing to follow my nose, I don’t think so. You working this beat alone, or is there any other operative working with you I should know about?”

 “For now you’d just have to be content with me. I will advise caution as you move around. More tourists are expected this month, which means more people are likely going to turn up missing. My organization has neither the personnel or manpower to have eyes everywhere. You’ll just have to do whatever you can and keep in touch with me as possible. Just don’t do anything crazy.”

 “Got you. The question now is how do I find you when I need to?”

 “You’re going to need a cell phone. I’ve got one here for you; I figured you won’t have had time to get yourself one. Or maybe Clarence forgot to tell you that.” Simon dug into his pocket and handed Thaddeus a handy Motorola cell phone. “It’s got a SIM card inside, unlike your American phones. My number’s already programmed inside. Use it or the extension in your suite to reach me. Or you can call the lobby and tell them you want to speak with me. I’ll call you back and tell you where we can meet.”

 Thaddeus pocketed the paper. “That’ll do for now. About that other driver, Elias. You think I’ll run into him today?”

 “Right now, I can’t say. Anyway, I trust you’ll be safe to explore that aspect once you meet with him. He usually transports foreigners on outdoor retreats, so if maybe you and your wife can get involved in that, maybe then you can meet him.”

 They ended their talk and parted ways as they got closer to Thaddeus’s umbrella stand. Connie laid on the lounge chair reading Thaddeus’s novel when he came and sat beside her.

 “That was a long walk,” she pushed her hair back from the driving wind. “Thought you’d gone and left me here by myself.”

 “This is what you wanted when you wanted to tag along. Anybody hit on you?”

 “Someone did, a Nigerian fellow. He wouldn’t stop staring at me, even with the pretty blonde he had next to him. He kind of looked a lot like you.”

 “I’ll bet. Anyway, that was business we were talking about.”

 She waited for him to say more, but Thaddeus kept mum. “You’re not going to tell me what you guys talked about?”

 He shook his head. “It wouldn’t do you any good to know right now, babe. I’ll tell you as we go along. Right now, we need to do some white couple mingling. It’s the only way I can get an idea of what’s going on here.”

 “Where do you think will be a better place to start?”

 Thaddeus thought for a moment. He turned to look behind him and then smiled as an idea occurred to him.

 “What do you say we go take a dip at the pool?” he said. “Plenty of foreigners there to mix with. Might run into folks from the States.”

 She looked at him. “I recognize that smile on your face, and I don’t like it. I’m only giving you a fair pass because you’re on a job and it’s part of your work. But don’t think you’re not going to answer for it when we’re done here.”

 “Whatever makes you think I’d want to hurt you, babe.”

 He laughed as he pulled her toward him and gave her a smooching kiss. Connie reluctantly kissed him back, then punched his arm.

 “I hate you so much, Thaddeus Black.” She kissed him. “I hate you so much it’s why I love you so bad.”

 “That’s my girl. I love you too, babe. Come on, let’s take a walk.”

 Twelve

 “Need something to drink, honey?” Robbie Marshall said to his wife lying beside him on her lounge chair.

 Greta pushed her sun hat up her brow and thought for a second before answering. “I could do with a banana daiquiri.”

 “I’ll go get it.” He smiled. “One banana daiquiri coming up.”

 Robbie pushed his glasses up his nose as he rose to his feet. He took some seconds to run his eyes over his wife’s supple body, appreciating the view of her tits lying dormant inside her swimsuit. His mind screamed at him to defy everything and everyone here at the poolside. What Robbie would have loved to do was free his wife’s tits from her swimsuit right here and now, and feed his mouth on them. He’d carried the image with him since coming down here from their suite to enjoy the sun. How he so wished to obey his masculine instincts like the aggressive men in those classic porn flicks he enjoyed watching were prone to do before taking their women. Except Robbie knew he couldn’t do it; he wasn’t like any of those men. He wasn’t even supposed to dare touch her, let alone look at her the way he was now. Not with what’s hanging over them.

 He stretched his limbs before heading toward the other side of the large swimming pool area. Robbie observed some of the people he passed glancing at his direction and couldn’t help but worry if they noticed anything about him that appeared odd or out of place. He ran his hand over the bulge that was his gut. He knew he shouldn’t be thinking about it, but Robbie couldn’t help himself. His insecure self shinned like a beacon sometimes and even now he couldn’t help but blush. He was like a child caught doing what he shouldn’t be doing. He ran his hand over the light growth of beard under his chin, at the same time turned his face away from a cluster of hot-looking women enjoying their time with others. As far as Robbie knew, he was the only person here who didn’t appear to be enjoying much of anything at all. Only measure of fun he was having was catering to his wife’s every whim, anything to get her to smile at him again.

 Robbie half turned to look at where he’d walked from as he approached the poolside bar. He couldn’t make out Greta’s face from where he stood, though he hoped she was looking at his direction and noticed his smile. That sounded like wishful thinking on his part. He doubt she’d even care. With Greta, he found it hard digging into her thoughts. She still held a grudge since finding out about his infidelity several months back.

 There was less crowd waiting in line to be served at the makeshift poolside bar. Robbie stood under its awning and waited his turn. A blonde in a bikini stood in front of him accepting her drink. Robbie wanted to get quickly ahead as he noticed she was about leaving but the woman moved too fast for him and they bumped into each other. The woman gasped in alarm as her drink spilled on Robbie’s arm. Robbie was deft enough to catch her glass from falling off her hand, her drink was all but gone.

 “I’m so sorry,” the blonde woman gushed. “I’m so, so sorry for what I’ve done.”

 “No, please, it’s not your fault.” Robbie wiped trails of her drink off his arm, laughing while he did. It was his first distraction he’d had all week and he wanted to enjoy every minute of it. “I’m sorry I couldn’t save your drink.”

 “Well, it wasn’t your fault. I’ll just get myself another.”

 “Oh no, please. Let me take care of that.”

 Robbie reached into the back of his shorts for his wallet as he got to the counter. He asked the blonde woman what she’d been drinking.

 “Lemonade,” she said. “I’m really sorry about spilling my drink on you.”

 “No, really, it was no bother. I do get spilled on every now and then,” he laughed nervously at the same time pushed his glasses further up the ridge of his nose. His voice sounded somewhat shaky with excitement. “Nothing but a spilled drink after all. That sure can be fixed.”

 He gave her the glass of lemonade before ordering a tonic for himself and banana daiquiri for his wife. He though the blonde woman had left but was surprised to see her still standing there waiting even as he carried the two drinks in his hand.

 “I’m Constance by the way,” she said to him. “I’d shake your hand, but they look full.”

 “Yeah, they do indeed,” he laughed. “I’m Robbie. My wife is on the other side of the pool.”

 Robbie felt like kicking himself after the words flew out of his mouth. What the hell am I doing? He thought to himself. He looked quickly at the blonde woman as if expecting her to give him a sad look then blow him off. Instead she was still smiling at him.

 “Oh really? That’s nice. Where is she? I’d love to meet her.”

 Feeling somewhat amazed at the same time relieved, Robbie indicated at the spot where he’d left Greta. He frowned when he saw his wife’s chair empty. Constance walked with him back to where he’d come from and Robbie placed the drinks on their table while turning his head everywhere to look for Greta.










 The worried look left his face when he spotted her performing butterfly strokes toward the deep end of the swimming pool.

 “That’s my wife, Greta,” Robbie pointed out for Constance.

 “Oh, how nice. Seems she’s found a friend,” Constance remarked.

 Robbie was about enquiring what she meant when he turned to look at Greta again and his feature curled into another frown as he realized she wasn’t swimming alone. A black man swam alongside her, matching her strokes like they were competing. They swam toward their direction and pulled to a stop a foot from the pool’s edge, splashing water all around. Constance clapped her hands at both swimmers. Robbie’s features underwent a transformation from nervousness to bafflement at whatever was going on before his eyes. Everything became clear after the black man pulled himself out of the pool and Constance gave him a towel and hugged him.

 “Lovely swimming, honey,” said Constance. “That was smashing.”

 Robbie watched Greta climb out of the pool. He gave her his hand but she ignored him. She wiped water off her eyes as she stood there gasping. There was a swell look of happiness in her eyes and Robbie hurt inside that he wasn’t responsible for it.

 “Hi honey,” he said, not knowing what else to say.

 “Hi,” Greta answered, still gulping air. She ran her hand over her close-cropped hair. “Boy, that was some swim. Did you get the drinks?”

 “Yeah, I got the drinks.” He turned to the black man whom Constance was still fawning over. Robbie wished both of them would up and vanish right now. He wanted to be with only Greta to try working whatever means he could of getting her back to loving him. that was the purpose of this holiday trip after all, but that didn’t seem to be working out yet. “Who’s your friend?”

 “Oh, I almost forgot,” Greta approached Constance and her friend. “Robbie, this here is Thaddeus Black. Thaddeus, my husband, Robbie.”

 Robbie shook Thaddeus’s hand. He couldn’t help admiring the man’s stature, his thick body frame and how he seemed to dwarf the blonde damsel beside him. He couldn’t help the jealous tinge he was feeling watching the way she fawned over her man like he was the most precious thing in the world that she wanted. If only Greta would someday look at him like that, if for just once he could convince her to admire him like that as once she used to. They had been married seven years, and he’d nearly thrown everything down the drainpipe when four months ago he’d began a flirtatious affair with his former secretary.

 “Pleasure meeting you,” said Thaddeus. He too introduced Constance to Greta.

 Greta invited Thaddeus and Constance to sit with them. Robbie gave her the banana daiquiri she’d wanted while he took his tonic drink and returned to his former chair while Thaddeus and Constance sat close to Greta. Robbie sipped his drink and held a smile on his face but seethed underneath while listening to Greta laugh and talk back with the interracial couple. How he wished for a natural disaster to happen right now to put an end to this charade.

 “Where’re you guys from originally?” asked Thaddeus.

 “Indiana,” Greta answered. “Robbie though is from Chicago.”

 How long have they been in Nigeria?

 “Four days now,” Robbie chipped in. Greta turned to look at him and though it was a brief look, it was plain obvious she didn’t want him budding into their conversation. She was content with him sipping his drink and maintaining the silly smile on his face.

 “Robbie’s an executive for a pharmaceutical company,” said Greta. “Too busy much of the year. We haven’t had a proper holiday for ourselves in a long time. This sounded like the right sort of getaway place for us. The Caribbean are way too overrated for me.”

 Robbie kept wishing Greta would cut down a little on her talk. It did surprise him though that she was been naturally open to this couple, even though they just met and barely knew each other. Robbie would have preferred if it had been only Constance. To think that a beautiful American woman like her would travel all this way with her black boyfriend was something he could barely comprehend. Robbie cut furtive glances at Constance. She looked smashing hot in her bikini. How he’d love to find himself in a room with only her. It’s too bad she had this hunk of a man beside her, so Robbie knew his fantasy was never going to happen.

 Thaddeus and Constance stayed chatting for another half hour before deciding to leave Robbie and Greta alone. They gave each other a date and promised meeting at the restaurant later for dinner. Constance waved goodbye at them as Thaddeus took her hand and led her into the hotel, back to their room.

 Connie allowed him free rein until they got to their suite, then she took charge. She threw aside all they’d come up with and led Thaddeus to the bathroom. She slipped off her bikini and got Thaddeus out of his trunks. She shut the shower stall door after they got inside. Warm water rained down on them. Constance lathered each other up with soap; their bathing soon gave way to them kissing. Constance stroked his erection while Thaddeus ran his hands over her backside and buttocks. Constance scrubbed his limbs and torso with a sponge. She slid to her knees and did the same to his thighs and feet, before applying it to his testicles and cock.

 “I don’t want you getting any chlorine in there,” she laughed.

 Thaddeus turned off the water when they were done. They stepped out of the shower dripping water across the floor. Thaddeus bent Constance toward the toilet. Constance balanced her foot on the seat and reached under her crotch for his cock and guided it inside her. She gasped as Thaddeus’s prick pushed through her pussy’s entrance, making contact with her warmth. It took him a couple of thrusts before gaining full entry inside her. Constance leaned against the toilet sink and moaned as she felt him strike a home-run. She thrust her butt back at him to for more.

 “Uhhhhh . give it to me, babe!” she moaned.

 Thaddeus grabbed her waistline and gritted his teeth as he fed her pussy with his dick. He thrust inch after inch till he’d buried every inch inside of her. He pulled his prick out and lubricated her pussy with his shaft’s head before returning it back inside her. Constance’s cries went into overdrive minutes later; adding to her cries was the sound of Thaddeus’s pelvis slapping against her butt. She flopped her wet hair forward and backward. Thaddeus grabbed a fistful of her hair and slapped her butt with his other hand while still fucking her harder.

 “Damn fucking pussy!” he grunted.

 His fingers kneaded her buttocks while still slapping her ass cheeks. Constance hollered each time he thrust deep into her; her hand played underneath with his balls. Thaddeus gasped each time she grabbed his balls and squeezed them together. It added to the exquisite fervor he was getting from fucking her. He pulled her upward and kissed her while tensing his pelvis against her butt. His hand squeezed her tits while she moaned in his mouth.

 The linoleum floor was becoming too slipper for them. Thaddeus pulled out of her and led her into the bedroom. Constance positioned herself on the bed and Thaddeus ate her pussy for a minute before rising to his feet and thrusting his cock back into her.

 Constance laid her face on the bed and gazed over her shoulder at her lover fucking her from behind. Thaddeus’s face was screwed in concentration at what he was doing to her. He alternated between long strokes, making it slow and steady, then seconds later began fucking her harder. Constance reached both hands behind her back and pulled her butt cheeks apart for him. Her cries rebounded across the room, and soon she was howling from the orgasm that rushed through her womb. Thaddeus too was minutes after from hitting his mark. He wanted to pull out of her at the last minute, but Constance moaned at him not to. He knew what she wanted, and seconds later he did it. He groaned at the same time shot his load of cum inside her.

 Thaddeus crashed on the bed beside her, both of them gasping like they’d concluded a marathon race. His prick oozed cum behind her buttocks. The thought of his cum pouring out of her got Constance off the bed and went to clean herself up in the bathroom. She flushed the toilet when she was done and returned to him. Thaddeus adjusted himself on the bed, but Constance laid herself on top of him.

 “Did I tell you today how much I love you?” she said to him.

 “I think you did,” he replied.

 “Let me say it again. I do love you.”

 “I love you, too.”

 She raised her head to look at him. “You know I love it when you say those words back to me.”

 “I’m still trying to get used to saying them to you. Remind me to treat you better when we return home.”

 “You know you’ve got a lot of good treatment to give me.”

 “I do. And I think it’s about time I start making it happen.”

 “You’re on,” she smiled then returned to laying her head on his chest.

 Thirteen

 “You ready, babe?”

 Thaddeus was doing a final check on his suede jacket, appraising himself in the vanity mirror in the bathroom. Finding everything suitable, he snapped a finger at his reflection before returning to the bedroom. Constance too was doing a final check on her hairdo. She was wearing a sequined blouse and short skirt. Her legs were covered in black stockings. Her dress hugged her hips so tight Thaddeus couldn’t help feel a throb kick in his pants. He came closer and inhaled her perfume.

 “Damn! You make me feel like not wanting to step out again tonight,” he observed.

 She turned her head and looked at him. “Oh really? You got me all dressed up and now want me to take it off?”

 “Nah, not tonight. We’ve got a mission to take care of first. The object of tonight is be seen and mingle. Besides, why bring you all this way and have dinner in the room like we’re back home?”

 “I really do like the change. This couple we met, you sure they’ll be downstairs waiting to meet us?”

 “Only way to find out is to go down and see. They sure look nice. The wife looked like she’d be anxious to meet with us.”

 “Yeah, like I don’t know why,” she said crookedly. “Don’t think I don’t know what you’re doing, buster.”

 “Come on, babe. Why do you keep busting my nut like this? It ain’t healthy, you know.”

 “I ain’t busting your damn nuts,” she slapped his arm. “I love your damn nuts. I love squeezing your damn pair of nuts in my hand, and I do love rolling them in my mouth. But I know you’ve got your eyes set on Greta. She had her eyes all over you at the swimming pool. Just don’t you go thinking I’m going to go down quietly.”

 “All right, babe, you’ve got me. Now how about we go look for them and then have ourselves a wonderful dinner. Let’s hope too there’s eyes around watching us while we do that. Won’t be any fun camped here past a week and nothing happens.”

 She reached into her handbag for a compact mirror and pushed a lock of hair back into place before closing it back. “Whoever’s got eyes on us probably has eyes on every other foreigner here. I hope you’re not getting paranoid with this so-called mission you’re in.”

 “None the least. My Nigerian contact already gave me a name. We’ll just have to see how lucky we get. You all set?”

 “I suppose. How do I look?” she struck a poise for him.

 “Smashing,” he said. “Good enough to eat. You’ve got me getting hard just looking at you.”

 She chuckled. “Let’s save that for later. We’d better get going if you don’t want us to be late.”

 Thaddeus opened the door for her and locked it behind him. They rode the lift to the first floor heading toward the building’s restaurant.

 ***

 Robbie and his wife Greta were at the restaurant waiting for them. They had been there going past twenty minutes already. Robbie was uncomfortable and still upset with Greta conversing with the interracial couple hours ago and not giving a tot about his presence at all. She still hadn’t shut up about them even after Thaddeus and Constance had left.

 Greta had surprised him when they returned to their suite afterwards. Robbie was in the living room playing with the TV remote while Greta went into the bathroom to have a shower; they seldom shared such moments together anymore. She came out and announced she was done before he went into the bathroom to wash off as well. From inside, Robbie thought he heard her moaning voice. He listened when he was done with the water turned off while drying himself. He wore his glasses then peeked out the door. Robbie gasped at the sight of Greta spread on the bed naked with her feet in the air while she fucked herself with a black dildo. Robbie wrapped the towel around his waist, opened the door quietly and entered the bedroom.

 Greta was working herself into a frenzy with her rubber dildo. Her eyes were shut and she whimpered and moaned while her hands shoved the dildo’s head deep into her vagina. Her body danced on the bed like an excited bitch in heat. Robbie watched her curl the dildo around her clit before once again burying it between the folds of her cunt. Her moans rolled and sputtered from her lips as her pussy ate her dildo. Her mind converted the image of Thaddeus Black, recalling the moment he’d swam alongside her in the pool, except this time they were fucking instead of swimming.

 Robbie approached the bed and sat at the edge, careful not to disturb her workout. Greta’s eyes came open and she looked at him with a glazed sort of look, her feature flush with excitement. Robbie pushed his glasses up his nose. He didn’t know if she wanted him to leave or if hopefully she needed some assistance. He so much wished for that. He wanted to be of service to her. His erection was stretching underneath his towel.

 “Come over here, Rob,” Greta moaned. “Get on your knees and come get me off. I know you want to.”

 Robbie couldn’t believe what she’d just said. He didn’t want to waste any second either, afraid that if he did, she might suddenly change her mind and resume her coldness toward him. He stretched forward on the bed and positioned himself between her open legs. Yes, he wanted to get her off; more than anything in the world. He’d been praying for such a moment as this for months, since she’d cut him completely off sex after his infidelity came to light.

 Robbie took off his glasses and his eyes bulged in their sockets as he inhaled the sweet fragrance and succulent cream pouring out of her pussy. He gasped when Greta suddenly grabbed his head and shoved his face at her crotch. Robbie’s towel came undone and he stroked his hard-on while he ate his wife’s pussy. He heard her triumphant cry and felt her body jump against his face, then seconds later start to convulse when he made her cum. His excitement got the better of him seconds later and he carelessly ejaculated on his thigh.

 That happened hours ago.

 Robbie felt some measure of warmth as he recalled the episode. Unfortunately that was all the fun he’d gotten. Greta hadn’t deigned repaying him the same action. She brushed him aside after recovering herself, came off the bed and went to clean herself in the bathroom. Robbie watched her walk away, too dumb to say anything. He held his limp penis in his hand and gazed at the splattered cum stains on his thigh, feeling miserable to himself. For crying out loud! he thought with shame on his mind. He wanted to step up to her and curse her out, let her know how unfair she was treating him. Not that it would accomplish anything. Greta, he knew, won’t hesitate to counter heatedly on him. They’d gone through this rigmarole before. The last time she’d quelled his stubbornness with the threat of divorce. Robbie mellowed the instant she pronounced that. There had been no way to tell how serious she was. No way he intended daring to find out either. The only fun she ever allowed him was to eat her pussy, and that’s depending what sort of mood she was in. Her dildo took care much of her satisfaction.

 Robbie was still reflecting on his pathetic situation when he heard the toilet flush. Greta returned to the room and looked at him like he was nothing but an eyesore.

 “Better go clean yourself again,” she said. “Don’t forget we’re having dinner with Thaddeus this evening.”

 His pride shattered, Robbie returned to the bathroom to clean off the cum stains. The urge beckoned at him to still complain but he soon realized the appropriate moment had passed. It was a resounding letdown for him. They’d seen a counsellor back in the States. The counsellor was the one who recommended they get away from the stress of home and have themselves a holiday trip, see about rekindling their lives back to its former state. Robbie had had high hopes when they got here; fool of him to think that. Greta reminded him again of their dinner date as the hour approached. Robbie reluctantly picked out something to wear while Greta did the same.

 Now here they were sipping wine, waiting for their friends to arrive. Robbie wouldn’t have mind if Greta had left him behind and decided to make it down alone. There was a football game going on at ESPN right now and he was missing it. Still he couldn’t help admire Greta’s burgundy chiffon dress she had on. His nose inhaled her Chanel perfume. Even with his wife giving him the cold attitude, He still found her irresistible.

 Robbie looked up when Greta grabbed his arm. He turned to her, startled, but her eyes were looking toward the restaurant’s entrance.

 “They’re here,” she exclaimed. “They’re here.”

 Robbie turned his head and saw the expectant couple they were waiting for. He looked at his watch and sighed when he thought about the football game.

 Greta waved at Thaddeus and Constance. They navigated their way past the row of occupied tables to come and join them. Greta and Robbie rose to their feet and welcomed them. They exchanged pleasantries and handshakes before assuming back their seat. Thaddeus sat close to Greta while Constance sat beside Robbie. They ordered their meals and drank to each other’s health. Greta focused her attention on Thaddeus. Robbie pretended not to notice even as Constance kept him busy with attention.

 ***

 They were at the bar an hour later laughing and sharing anecdotes. Thaddeus had a glass of Guinness in front of him. Robbie had a scotch with ice; Greta and Constance both had gin and tonic. Thaddeus was sharing with them an old tale of him surviving in the streets of New York. Robbie looked at his wife and felt the jealousy bug bite him constantly as he observed how enthralled Greta was by his every word. He sipped his scotch and decided to break into the conversation.

 “By the way, Mr. Black-”

 “Please,” Thaddeus interrupted, “I think we’ve passed been formal. It’s Thaddeus.”

 “Thaddeus then,” Robbie felt Greta’s eyes on him like a pair of sabres but ignored her. “What sort of work did you say you do back in the States?”

 “The sort that gets me in trouble with plenty lot of people,” Thaddeus responded.

 “I’m sorry, I don’t think I follow.”

 “My darling Thad is an investor,” Constance smoothly stepped in. “He’s into hedge-funding, and he’s quite good at it, too.”

 “I’ll bet there’s plenty of other things he must be good at,” said Greta.

 “Oh, you must believe there are,” said Constance with a confiding smile.

 Robbie had more questions for which he wanted answers.

 “What investment firm are you affiliated with?” he asked. “I know a lot of people on Wall Street. You’ve probably heard their names if I mention them.”

 “I’m an independent,” Thaddeus answered. “Wall Street’s got more crooks than an old mattress has bugs, so I doubt I’ll care for any names you mention.”

 Robbie wanted to press on, but bit his lip when he felt a sudden kick to his ankle. He made a hurting face as he looked at Greta glaring at him. Her cold stare were quickly replaced with a smile Robbie thought would have melted the hardest chunk of ice in the Antarctic.

 “Honey, we’re here on vacation, remember?” she said to him, passing him his glass of scotch as her way of telling him to shut the fuck up. “No more business talk here. I travelled all this way to enjoy myself and to mingle with happy people, and that’s what we’re here for. Am I right, or am I wrong?” She turned to Thaddeus and Constance for answer.

 “Definitely right in my book,” Thaddeus concurred.

 They raised their glasses and drank again to each other’s good health. Robbie joined in, though didn’t quench the misgiving he had in his heart. Greta appeared so blindly taken by the couple nothing he said would make her wonder who or what they actually were. As if he thought he wasn’t going to witness any further surprises, he got a shocker when Greta ordered from the bar a bottle of Chardonnay and dropped the request that they take things upstairs to their suite. Robbie nearly spewed his drink when he heard her say it. He made a mild protest to Greta, reminding her about the morning venture they had booked and that they’d need to be early to join the trip.

 “Oh, that’s a load of BS, Robbie,” Greta argued. “We both know the bus won’t leave till eleven, and not without us. Besides, I don’t care what that fellow Elias, or whatever else he said his name was, said to you. We’re going to make it.”

 Robbie couldn’t hide his hurt. He drained his scotch and excused himself to go to the rest room. Thaddeus waited till he had gone before finishing his beer and getting up to go find the restroom as well.

 Robbie was standing before one of the urinals doing his business when Thaddeus came to the one beside him. Another man was in the room washing his hands. Thaddeus whistled a tune and waited for the man to leave before turning to Robbie.

 “This morning venture trip you mentioned,” he said. “What’s it about?”

 Robbie gave him a threatening look, still feeling wounded by his wife’s sudden appreciation of Thaddeus. He zipped his fly then flushed. He went past Thaddeus to wash his hands at the sink.

 “I’m still waiting,” Thaddeus reminded him.

 Robbie looked at him, his mind trying to spin angry words to lash at him. “It’s got nothing to do with you. You and your wife have caused me enough problems as it is, so why would you be interested?”

 Robbie reached toward the tissue box hooked to the wall but didn’t make it. Thaddeus grabbed his arm in a vice-like hook and gave it a hard twist that brought instant pain to Robbie’s lips; his eyes watered behind his glasses.

 “I’m interested because I said so,” Thaddeus’s voice was dead serious. “Are you going to tell me now, or you want me breaking these fingers of yours.”

 Robbie was groaning with pain. Thaddeus heard someone enter the room and quickly let go of his arm and turned to wash his hands. Robbie held his hand before his face like it was mangled; his features was all scarlet. Thaddeus looked at him expecting more stubbornness.

 “I’m waiting,” he pulled out some tissue paper to wipe his hands.

 “It’s a tourism type of soiree sponsored by the Nigeria Cultural agency,” he groaned. “We’re visiting some famous historical places in the city. Nothing important to suit the likes you.”

 “You’d be surprised.” Thaddeus stopped and waited for the man who’d joined them in the room to leave before asking. “I’m a bit of history lover myself. The guy who’s chauffeuring you, his name is Elias?”

 “Yes, that’s his name. My God, you damned well hurt my arm.”

 “No, I didn’t. But that serves you right for acting like a snot. Now, we’re going to return to our table, and you’d best behave and don’t pull or say anything snooty, you hear me? Do it, and next time I’ll break your arm for real. We clear?”

 “Yes, yes, we’re clear,” Robbie moaned.

 Robbie would have said anything just to rid himself of the presence of this black animal. He wasn’t racist, though he’d had frequent dealings with black men to warrant no sense of warmth toward their personality. Much of what he thought he needed to know about black men and their notorious way of life he gleamed from watching episodes of Cops, or whatever was ongoing on Fox News. As long as they strayed far from his life, he certainly did the same to theirs. That was his abiding motto. Except none of that seemed to be working with his wife now captivated by this ogre who’d just about turned his fingers into mere popsicles. Robbie thought he couldn’t wait to cancel the remainder of their vacation and fly back home where crazed fiends like this never would dare encroach into his neighbourhood.

 Thaddeus walked behind Robbie who was still massaging his wrist as they returned to their table. Their ladies weren’t alone - Greta and Constance were exchanging handshakes and smiles with another couple who’d stopped at their table. Thaddeus recognized the couple right away as the thickset black man he’d met at the beach with his lovely lass, Monica-Blake. Robbie was just as stunned seeing the black man whom he would get to know as Olu Shango talking to his wife.

 All three men exchanged handshakes. Olu and Thaddeus sized each other up once again, albeit with a feel of mutuality. Olu pulled his woman away, waving at them to catch them later, and left the restaurant. Thaddeus and Robbie assumed their seats.

 “What was that all about?” Thaddeus asked Constance.

 “They’re having a party tomorrow, and wanted to know if we’d like to join. I told him we might.”

 “Yes, it’ll be fun,” Greta chipped in, excitement gleaming in her eyes.

 Robbie muttered a low groan. He still hadn’t let go of his wrist.

 “Robbie dearest, what on earth is the matter?” Greta turned to him.

 “Nothing. Just felt like I’d sprained my wrist.”

 “Well come on let’s head upstairs and maybe you can rub some lotion over it.”

 Greta picked up the Chardonnay bottle and they took their leave of the restaurant.

 Their room was one floor beneath Thaddeus’s. Greta led the way. She was in high spirits looking like the belle of the ball the way she held the bottle of wine. Thaddeus had taken note of the wanton ‘fuck-me’ eyes she’d given him all through dinner, even as they entered the elevator. Constance saw it too, and she was just as turned on by whatever was bound to happen in the next hour. She made eye contact with Thaddeus and vividly read his mind that he couldn’t wait to tear up Greta’s starving pussy. Constance wasn’t going to stop him from doing that. They were miles away from home, and she knew it was all part of his game plan of blending in. The urgency of seeing him in sexual action beckoned to her more than been jealous of what he wanted to do. She was getting soaked wet between her legs just from thinking about it.

 The only person not happy with the shape of things was Robbie. The hurt in his wrist had mellowed to a dull throb, but the reminder of how it happened still played in his mind. He stood farther apart from Thaddeus in the elevator, and kept his distance as they walked the length of the corridor toward their suite. He kept wishing for Greta to look at him, notice the concerned look on his face, and somehow come to her senses and dismiss her friends for the night so she could attend to his needs.

 Not a chance of that happening. They got to their door and Greta slide the key through the lock and told everyone to step inside. Robbie been the last person inside locked the door behind him. Greta led Thaddeus and Constance to the living room while Robbie went to find the bathroom. He heard his wife’s cavorting laughter followed by the loud pop of the wine bottle while he washed his face in the sink. He took off his jacket and rolled up his shirt sleeve to let some water get on the part of his arm that was still hurting him. His ears kept abreast of Greta’s laughter coming from the living room. He couldn’t hear what they were saying, but knew whatever it was wouldn’t be something he’d like. Then he heard music playing. Robbie turned off the water and went to go see how well the party was getting.

 He stopped in his tracks when he peeked what was happening in the living room. Robbie touched his eye glasses just to make sure he wasn’t actually seeing things.

 “Oh my God!” he gasped.

 Thaddeus sat on the long couch across from him with the buttons of his shirt open; his jacket lay on the centre table. Both women squeezed into his arms, struggling to kiss him. Greta sat by his right with Thaddeus’s arm caressing her shoulder while she rubbed her thigh against his. The arm of her chiffon dress was halfway down, revealing the tanned flesh that was her breasts. What made Robbie loose his stance even further was the daring manner she kissed him at the same time grabbed at the crotch of his pants. Constance too was doing the same thing, though she gave Greta more room to have with her man. She didn’t mind it - she was going to enjoy a backseat ride and watch things get hot.

 Robbie remained rooted where he was, not knowing what to do, not even knowing how to respond to Greta’s actions. This was crazy, what he saw happening before him. He stood there with his jaw hanging open while music played from the stereo speakers. The bottle of Chardonnay stood on the table opened but untouched.

 Greta turned to look at Robbie as if remembering he was in the room and sniggered at him. “Stop standing there looking dumb and take a seat, Robbie.”

 “Yeah, white boy!” Thaddeus joined in as well. “Have a seat and take a drink, and watch what real men do.”

 Robbie still didn’t move an inch. His mind couldn’t seem to make itself up what to do. Constance saw his confused look and came to his aid. Robbie allowed her to take his hand and led him to a chair. She filled a glass with the Chardonnay wine and gave it to him. Robbie accepted it without question.

 “Sit here and watch like a good boy,” she tapped his arm before returning to join Thaddeus’s left arm.

 Greta sat up and her hands went to work unzipping Thaddeus’s pants. She reached inside and whipped out the blackest masculine genitalia she’d ever laid eyes on. Greta murmured at the girth of his prick; her eyes appeared to swell. Robbie too gasped at the sight of what Thaddeus’s sturdy cock. It appeared to him a near replica of Greta’s dildo. Robbie’s hand unconsciously grabbed at his own crotch, felt his prick shrink like a stub between his balls. He was suddenly afraid as he imagined Greta taking all of that cock inside her. He imagined it ripping her in two.

 Greta stroked Thaddeus’s prick, her eyes glared with awe at the feel of it. Never had she stumbled on a prick this big. Greta looked at her husband and saw the amazed glimmer in Robbie’s eyes.

 “Honey, what would you think of this?” she said to him.

 Robbie was tongue-tied and couldn’t think of a reply. Recalling the fair share of porn movies he’d watched in the past, Robbie often assumed those actors’s pricks were stuff of some dastardly form of surgery. Here he was seeing the real thing, and coming from a black man.

 “You like what you see, Greta?” Constance asked her. She too was happy seeing the surprised look on Greta’s face. It was a similar look she reckoned most other women who’d sampled Thaddeus’s cock the first time were prone to have. “Go ahead and taste it. See how real it is.”

 “I was just thinking of that,” Greta murmured.

 She lowered her head toward Thaddeus’s swollen prick and inhaled the musky scent of his cock seconds before her lips made contact with its head. Thaddeus pressed her head down on his crotch and Greta choked and made gagged as the tip of his prick brushed against the back of her throat. She quickly recovered and took her time rolling and smooching her lips on his turgid flesh. Robbie was aghast to see how much fun she was having. No way was this the same Greta he’d always known. Some evil spirit had appeared out of nowhere and assumed control of his wife’s body and soul and here he sat unable to stop her actions.

 Greta’s hand wrapped around Thaddeus’s shaft and she pulled back, sporting trail of saliva before returning her head to sucking him again. She recalled moments of playing with her black dildo and couldn’t believe she was right now enjoying the real thing. Her hand tickled Thaddeus’s ball sac while slathering his girth with her tongue.

 “You love it, don’t you?” Constance asked her, pushing Greta’s hair off her face.

 Greta came up to catch her breath. Her features flushed with unadulterated delight.

 “Oh yes!” she gasped, at the same time stroked Thaddeus’s cock. “It tastes so good. Never thought anything would taste so good before.”

 “You’re going to love it even more once I’ve got it in you,” said Thaddeus. “Good thing your husband’s here to watch it happen.”

 “Who, Robbie?” Greta turned to look at her husband and crackled. “You don’t have to worry about him. He’s still under punishment. The bastard cheated on me a couple of months back with a low-riding bitch at his office.”

 “He did? Damn!” Thaddeus exclaimed with feigned surprise at Robbie. “You been cheating on this lovely wife of yours? What a shame.”

 “Tell me about it,” Greta continued, enjoying the plight on her husband’s face. “The worse thing is he isn’t man enough to fuck me anymore.”

 “About time we showed him what you’ve been missing,” said Thaddeus.

 “Oh yes, I wanted it all day,” she moaned. Her hand stole under her dress to finger her cunt. “Oh Gosh, I’m so fucking wet right now.”

 Constance came to Greta’s side and helped lower her chiffon dress to her waistline. Robbie marvelled at the sight of his wife’s nakedness. Her tits bounced out of her dress along with her erect nipples. Thaddeus unbuttoned his shirt and freed his pants and pushed it along with his briefs down his feet, kicking off his shoes as well. His cock oozed with pre-cum, hungry for pussy.

 Greta flung one leg across his thighs and reclined herself on one knee as she mounted him. Robbie ogled the smooth curve of Greta’s ass cheeks as she held Thaddeus’s prick underneath, not wanting to miss her aim. Constance stood at the corner caressing her lover’s thighs. She too was loving the sight of Greta’s buttocks slipping down on her lover’s prick. She waited for the inevitable scream of joy and wasn’t disappointed when Greta gave a jarring cry as Thaddeus’s cock punctured her pussy’s entrance and stretched it.

 “Awwhhhh . ” Greta raised her head and exclaimed as she pushed herself downward. “Ohhh my God! It’s so fucking huge! ”

Constance chuckled while massaging Greta’s buttocks. “You’re in for a treat.”

 The sight of Thaddeus’s prick pushing through his wife’s pussy hole was unlike anything Robbie had ever beheld. Even though he despised what he was seeing, an uncanny feeling was starting to stir inside him. He shook his head, took off his glasses and wiped sweat off his brow before putting it back on. Still the picture happening before his eyes hadn’t changed. There was now a roaring animal deep inside him burrowing toward the surface. This animal somewhat happy with what his eyes were seeing. For reasons unexplainable, Robbie saw himself getting aroused watching his wife’s butt ride the black cock she was on top.

 Greta kept moaning and gasping as Thaddeus buried his cock halfway inside her. His hands held her waistline and lifted her up then slammed her back down on him. They went like this for a while till Greta became comfortable with her pussy workout. Still it felt like a lead pipe was stuck deep inside her, striking her heart. She couldn’t stop screaming as she climaxed within minutes. Her body shook and convulsed like one with high voltage of electricity. Pools of sweat broke over her flesh and she didn’t cease her whimpering frenzy as Thaddeus rammed more of his cock in and out of her.

 Greta tried to maintain control of her fucking. She wrapped her arms under his shoulders and took over slamming her butt hard on his cock. She picked up speed as her pussy fell more and more in love with the black cock punishing her, riding her butt back and forth, undaunted by the hurting pleasure she was getting. Constance slapped her butt cheeks and urged her like a football coach to ride that black dick faster. Constance though would have loved to shove Greta aside for her turn to mount Thaddeus’s cock. Her hand stole under her skirt to massage her wet pussy’s flesh, wishing it too was getting fed. She looked back at Robbie and wanted to laugh at his dejected look. She was super-horny, but no way in hell was she going to allow him to come near her.

 “Go ahead, bitch!” Constance resumed slapping Greta’s butt. “Ride that black cock. Ride it like you want to.”

 Greta was hollering aloud the harder she rode Thaddeus. Greta kissed him frantically; her hands ran over his head and grabbed at his shoulders with lust.

 “Come here, bitch! Gonna fuck you good!” Thaddeus thrust his tongue into her mouth.

 “Awwh . Awwwhhh yeah!” Greta moaned into his ear, gasping. Her eyes were shut to the spreading ecstasy burning inside her. “Ohh shit! Fuck me! Fuck me, please!”

 Thaddeus manoeuvred her legs to slip around his backside and lifted himself off the sofa. Robbie watched with his mouth agape as Thaddeus lifted his wife like she weighted nothing in his arms. Greta still had both hands and feet wrapped around him. Thaddeus’s prick slipped out of her cunt and she moaned as her pussy squirted on the rug. Constance came to the rescue, sucked her man’s cock before inserting it back into Greta’s cunt. Thaddeus lifted her up and down his shaft, pumping his pelvis against her bottom. Greta hollered as he fucked her steadily. Robbie licked his lips at the sight of Thaddeus’s cock stained with his wife’s juicy cum.

 “Let’s go find the bedroom,” Thaddeus gasped. “Move out the way, white boy!” he barked at Robbie who pulled his feet off his path.

 Thaddeus went past him toward the bedroom. Robbie turned his head and watched them enter. He heard his wife crackle as Thaddeus undoubtedly dropped her on the bed. Constance picked up a wine glass and drank from it. She too had slipped out of her dress. Robbie looked at her and was amazed at how beautiful she was. He grappled with plenty of questions, most especially what a woman like her was crazy doing with a black brute who right now was fucking his wife that he couldn’t stop. But as he overheard his wife’s moaning screams, a part of him reckoned that was the answer.

 “You coming?” Constance said to him.

 She walked past him toward the bedroom. Robbie’s eyes followed her. He wet his lips at the sight of her ass cheeks rubbing back and forth as she walked out of sight. Greta’s gasping cries were punctuated by Thaddeus’s grunts; Robbie’s ears captured the bed groaning as well. He listened as Greta hollered so loud that she was about to cum. The sound of her cries was like a hammer coming down on Robbie’s head. He still had his hand on his crotch, squeezing his erection. He felt like exploding any minute with his own excitement. He knew he ought not be thinking such demented nonsense, except he couldn’t help it. There was no way to fight it. The dirty animal raging in his head was off its chains, barking at the sound of his wife’s moaning frenzy.

 Robbie cursed at himself as he rose to his feet and went to join them in the bedroom.

 Fourteen

 Constance’s eyes fluttered awake. Everything appeared blurry but only for some seconds before she pushed strands of hair off her face and raised her head from Thaddeus’s chest. She listened to the steady stream of his breathing; Greta’s head rested on his other shoulder with her arm laid across his abdomen. The covers was barely enough for the three of them, and aside from that, the bed was in shambles. The air in the room carried the aftermath smell of pussy and sweat.

 Constance propped her head on her arm and looked around the room. Flashbacks of last night occurred to her: the ménage a trios sex and just about everything that led to it. She recalled snatches of Thaddeus fucking Greta, then of him fucking her, then back to fucking Greta again . Constance felt a hand between her legs and it found evident of a soggy pussy. Dawn was lighting up the day behind the window curtains.

 Constance got off the bed and went into the bathroom to wash her face before using the toilet, then went to investigate the rest of the suite. She found Greta’s husband Robbie asleep in the living room on the long sofa. He still had on his clothes from yesterday.

 Constance returned to the bedroom to wake Thaddeus.

 Greta came awake as they were putting on their clothes. She was tired from last night’s bout of sex and could barely move at all from where she laid. Thaddeus came to her side of the bed and sat beside her.

 “Hey there,” he smiled at her. “Looks like you need more sleep.”

 “Tell me about it,” she replied. Her hand stole between her legs. “My God, you fucked me like I’ve never been fucked ever before. I’m gonna be randy again by the time I wake up.”

 Thaddeus wrote his suite’s extension number down for her and told her to give him a call when she and Robbie were about getting ready for their sight-seeing noon trip. He kissed her before getting up.

 “If you stay good, then I’ll fuck you some more later, okay? I’ve gotta go catch some winks too. See you later.”

 “Later,” she muttered before falling back on the bed.

 His jacket draped over his shoulder, Thaddeus had his arm around Constance while she carried her shoes in her hand as they left for their suite.

 ***

 Hours later Constance’s nose twitched as she inhaled the hot smell of coffee. Her eyes inched awake to see Thaddeus seated beside her on the bed holding a cup of coffee to her face. He wore a tee shirt and khaki shorts.

 “Rise and shine, my lady,” he said, then kissed her.

 Constance mumbled something intelligible and flopped over on her backside. It was bright morning. Sunlight streamed through the open windows; there was music playing from somewhere. She felt tired all over.

 “How long have I been sleeping?” she ran her fingers through her hair.

 “Three hours now. It’s way past nine. You’d better get up now and eat some breakfast before it gets cold.”

 She propped herself on her elbow and took the cup of coffee from him. It tasted better than the one of yesterday. Thaddeus went and got his portable tablet from his bag and returned to the bed with it. He keyed in his password to check his mail.

 “Checking to see if you got any recent love letters?” Constance snipped.

 “Not really. Sending an email to those State Department hounds back home, just letting them know how things are going and if they’ve got anything new to tell me. I’m like a fish swimming in an ocean right now.”

 “You should, babe. You’re miles away from home; we both are.”

 “Yeah. That’s what you get for taking an assignment that’s way bigger than you. What’s worse is not having a backup plan to get your ass out of a jam.”

 “You’ve got the State Department people, and you’ve got the kid Michael’s parents. How does it feel working for two people?”

 “You want to know the truth? It feels pretty damn strange. I’ve never worked like this every before; it’s almost like driving a car that’s got two separate steering wheels, both heading the same direction though.”

 “You want us to go with Greta and Robbie on that afternoon trip they mentioned?”

 “Yeah,” he said before shutting down his computer after he was done sending his mail. “The guy who’s going to be ferrying them along is the one I’m interested in. He’s connected with the people doing the kidnappings here. I’m going to have to find a means to dig closer to him. Maybe leave some bread crumbs for him and his gang to follow.”

 Constance sipped her coffee. “What sort of bread crumbs are we talking about? You want them coming to you and not you to them, right?”

 “This is their turf, their country. No way in hell I’m going to able to turn things against them. Best thing is to somehow get involved with them and see whatever might come out of it.”

 “Doesn’t that worry you?”

 He looked at her, puzzled. “Worry me?”

 “You said it yourself that you haven’t a backup plan. You’re getting yourself deeper and deeper into this case without a clue what the outcome might be?” She got up from the bed holding her cup in hand. “How do you think this people are going to respond once they find out who you are?”

 “To tell the truth, I honestly don’t know. But no harm in taking a chance and finding out. Anyway, you’d better hurry up and get dressed. I want to head upstairs to meet our friends and see how well they’re doing.”

 She held his arm and gave him a look. “You’re not going up there to fuck that bitch again, are you?”

 “Babe, you know me better than that,” he smiled.

 “Yes, I know you,” she smiled back. Thaddeus jumped when her hand grabbed his crotch. “I also know when your little man here is talking and not you. You still owe me for last night.”

 “I owe you a lot more than that,” he kissed her. “Go hit the shower, babe. I won’t be long.”

 He hurried out of the room before she had a chance to say anything further.

 ***

 Robbie sat on a chaise lounge by the balcony with a wet hand-towel pressed to his forehead, nursing a migraine. He had been sitting there going to an hour now. His eyes watered each time he raised his glasses to his eyes. For now he was content to rest it on his thigh while he appreciated the lovely wind blowing at him. From here he had a panoramic view of the tranquil ocean waters. He could hear Greta humming to herself from where she sat in the living room smoking a cigarette and watching a program on the TV. They’d just about ignored each other since waking up. Nothing between them had changed at all, not even after last night’s adventure.

 Robbie couldn’t tell how long he was seated there when he heard a knock on the door. He waited; the knock sounded a second time. Robbie leaned over in his chair to peek in the living room but Greta wasn’t there anymore. Robbie held the towel to his head while he ambled toward the door. He groaned to himself after checking whom their visitor was through the peep hole. He didn’t want to, but it would be rude if he did. His hand turned the lock and opened the door for Thaddeus Black.

 “What’s up, Robbie,” Thaddeus who slapped his arm as he entered their suite. “What’s up with the towel?”

 “Morning,” said Robbie after locking back the door. “I drank more wine last night than I ought to, and now I’m paying the price with a migraine.”

 “You taken anything for it? Maybe an antibiotic?”

 “No, I don’t mess with such. I’ll feel a lot better in the next half hour or thereabouts. This is usually the way it goes for me.”

 “Good to hear that. Where’s Greta?”

 Robbie pointed at the bedroom. Thaddeus looked inside the bedroom but Greta wasn’t there, though he heard her voice coming from inside the bathroom door. Thaddeus knocked on it.

 “What is it, Robbie?” Greta yelled from behind the door.

 “Morning, Greta. It’s Thaddeus.”

 “Hi, Thaddeus. You come to watch me bath?”

 “Not really,” he laughed. “Just wanted to make sure neither of you have changed your mind regarding that afternoon sight-seeing thing.”

 “Of course we’re still up for it,” she yelled. “Why don’t you come inside.”

 Thaddeus opened the bathroom door and looked inside. Greta was in the shower booth lathering her body with soap. She half turned and motioned him to enter. Thaddeus did. His erection was already pushing inside his shorts. She opened the shower stall and gave him the sponge.

 “I’m having trouble getting at my backside,” she stuck her soapy bottom at him. “Would you mind giving me a scrub?”

 Thaddeus needed no further invitation. He ran the wet sponge over her backside. Greta murmured with delight and rotated her rump at him. She spread her legs to give him room to scrub between her ass lining; water rained over her back and down her legs. Thaddeus brushed his thumb against her pussy, triggering a moan from her. She washed herself off in the cascading water and turned it off when done. Thaddeus handed her a towel and stepped back for her to come out of the shower booth.

 “It’s a good thing you dropped by,” she said to him while drying herself with the towel. “I’m going to need more than a sponging from you.” She laughed after noticing his pressing erection inside his shorts.

 Greta threw the towel aside and came to a crouch before him. Thaddeus knew what she wanted and quickly pushed his shorts down his thighs. His prick shot out like a cat let out a bag. The door inched open and Robbie peeked inside at them. He was wearing his glasses now, regardless of his migraine, and watched Greta take Thaddeus’s prick into her mouth. Her body glistened with wetness. Thaddeus grasped the sides of her face and thrust his cock deeper down her throat. Greta made repeated choking grunts as she fought to keep up with him.

 Robbie hurried away from the door back to the living room when they came out with Thaddeus leading her to the bed. His hands flung his tee shirt off his head and kicked aside his shorts and sandals. Greta got on all fours on the bed and rubbed her pussy between her legs and told him to come and get it.

 “You’re such a fucking slut, aren’t you?” said Thaddeus, jumping up on the bed and standing poised behind her. He felt his hand between her wet pussy folds and licked off her juice.

 “I’m your fucking horny slut,” said Greta huskily, sticking her butt up at him. “I told you I was going to get horny once I wake up. I haven’t had a strong cock like yours in a long time. I’m famished.”

 Thaddeus rubbed the helmet knob of his prick against her pussy’s entrance seconds later before thrusting inside. Greta’s hands pulled at the bed sheets. Her body stiffened and she groaned as his prick pressed deeper into her, filling her orifice.

 Greta was screaming within seconds and cumming at the same time. Her body accepted every thrusting action Thaddeus fed it; her pussy milked his cock tight. Thaddeus was grunting harder from each pounding he gave her. His hands left welts on her flesh from grabbing her by her waistline and fucking her. Greta’s body jerked back and forth from her bent over position.

 Robbie’s face appeared between the door. His migraine gone from his mind as he stood there stroking his hard-on inside his short, enjoying what he was watching. He opened the door and entered the room quietly so as not to disturb the action. He came closer to the bed and had an excellent sight of Thaddeus’s shaft fucking his wife’s pussy; he licked his lips at the sight of the cum dripping out of her pussy.

 Thaddeus gave one last, deep thrust before pulling out of her. Greta fell forward on the bed gasping hard, though she wasn’t done yet. Neither was Thaddeus.

 Thaddeus laid on his back beside her, stroking his cock inches from her face. Greta slid toward him and took his erection from his hand with her mouth. Robbie listened to the sibilant sounds she made as she filled her mouth with Thaddeus’s cock. The sounds she made sent shivers racing down his spine which helped entice his stroking. Robbie was groaning and shaking with desire and barely realized it.










 Greta mounted Thaddeus. His prick slipped into her pussy with ease. Greta moaned with lust and sat upright, rocking her pelvis back and forth and side to side. Exultant cries escaped her lips; her tits shook and bounced with her frantic movement. Thaddeus pulled her down toward him and kissed her. His hands squeezed and slapped her bottom repeatedly. Greta loved the feel of his hands and it spurred her to ride harder and faster.

 Thaddeus spun her to be on her back, propping her legs on his shoulders. Robbie’s eyes didn’t miss a beat at ensuing the action. He did stop when he felt something wet and sticky on his hand. He looked down and swore under his breath when he realized he’d ejaculated without even knowing.

 Greta was still hollering Thaddeus’s name, begging him to cum. Thaddeus was pumping his hips against her, gritting his teeth as he felt his trigger edging closer to fire. He kept on at it for a while before returning to lying on his back. Greta hiked her feet straddling him. She let loose another stiffening cry as Thaddeus pumped his hips harder one last time before climaxing inside her. He gave her a couple weak thrusts, flooding her pussy with more of his cum before feeling extinguished. Greta collapsed on top of him. Robbie approached the bed and watched the sight of his wife’s cunt bleeding with detritus of Thaddeus’s cum. Her butt twitched and more of his cum leaked out of her orifice, staining Thaddeus’s thigh.

 Robbie couldn’t help himself what he did next. He spread his wife’s ass cheeks apart and flicked his tongue over the sliver of cum dripping out of her cunt. Greta wasn’t prepared for it, but was soon enjoying the feel of Robbie’s tongue cleaning out her pussy. She reached back and ruffled his head while he performed the task.

 A while later Thaddeus, having cleaned himself in the bathroom, wore back his clothes and promised meeting them at the lobby later.

 ***

 Thaddeus returned to his suite and stepped inside but Constance wasn’t there to welcome him.

 He called her name as he went looking in the bedroom but got nothing; she wasn’t in the bathroom either. Her handbag sat forgotten on the cabinet bureau beside her bed; Constance won’t have gone anywhere without taking it with her. Besides, Thaddeus had the only key to the suite. He returned to the living room and went looking out in the balcony. His suite too had an affordable view of the swimming pool and the beach.

 Someone knocked on the door. Thaddeus made no sudden move at first, then seconds later approached it cautiously. He gazed through the peephole but saw no one standing there. He undid the lock and opened the door. There was no one lurking beside the door or along the empty hallway. Thaddeus looked down at his feet and saw a folded note lying on the floor inches from his foot. He picked it up and surveyed the hallway again before shutting the door.

 He opened the note and felt blood suddenly rise to his brain as he read the note’s typed words.

 WE HAVE YOUR WOMAN

 WAIT BY THE PHONE

 DO ANYTHING DRASTIC AND SHE DIES.

 – BLACK PATH.

 Thaddeus folded the note. My God, they’ve got Connie.

 The Black Path. They knew who he was . but how?

 A consternation of fear ran through Thaddeus’s mind. It wasn’t just fear of Constance been kidnapped, but the fact that he’d been outted. His game was up before he’d even begun; his cloak of anonymity evaporated and gone. His eyes went to the phone which sat on the coffee table beside the long sofa, expecting it to ring any minute. Thaddeus read the note again and opted to do as stated and wait. As the minute went by, his mind began racing in different directions. Aside from the Black Path taking Connie away, he thought, what else might they have touched?

 Thaddeus returned to the bedroom and went searching for his portable tablet, glad that it too hadn’t been taken. He checked its contents, especially his password-locked folders. No way he could tell if it had been touched. He switched off his tablet, thinking hard. He had his wallet with him in his pocket, thank God for that. He went to the cabinet on his side of the bed and opened the top drawer where he’d kept his passport and other valuables in a small grip bag.

 His grip bag was there all right along with his necklace Constance had bought him, and other valuables. His passport though was missing.

 “Sonofabitch!” Thaddeus exclaimed then slammed the drawer.

 The bastards had him by the short curls now, immobilizing him so he couldn’t go anywhere. He remembered what he’d said to Constance before he left the room about wanting to insert himself into the Black Path to know what they’re about. How stupid of him not to presume they too had something devious already in the works.

 Thaddeus tapped his feet on the floor, lost in contemplation of what to do next and didn’t hear the living room phone ringing at first. The sound of the phone was like a distant fly and at first he thought it was his imagination concocting the noise. Then the realization hit his brain and Thaddeus raced into the living room. The phone was still ringing when he grabbed its handle and the rest of it clattered to the floor.

 “Hello?” he said.

 The voice that spoke at the other end was ambiguously smooth and self-assured. “Is this Mr. Black?”

 “Speaking.”

 “You got the note left you?”

 “I did.”

 “Then you know whom we have, don’t you?”

 “Can I speak to her?”

 The voice left the phone. There came a rustling sound. Thaddeus lowered himself to the sofa, holding his breath. He heard a hushed voice in the background before Constance came to the phone.

 “Hi, Thad.”

 Her voice sounded weak and scared. Thaddeus breathed a sigh of relief knowing she was all right.

 “I’m here, babe. Do whatever it is they tell you, okay. Everything’s going to be fine.”

 She was in the middle of saying something when it sounded like she got pulled away from the phone and the smooth voice returned to his ear.

 “Satisfied, Mr. Black?”

 “For now. Don’t you dare hurt her.”

 “That’s the least action you should be thinking right now, Mr. Black. The object of my holding your woman isn’t to hurt her, rather to get your attention.”

 “You’ve got my attention now,” Thaddeus replied. “What do you want?”

 “A meet and greet first,” said the voice. “There’s a sight-seeing tourist bus leaving for the national museum by noon today at the resort. I want you to be on it.”

 “I already had that in mind.”

 “Good. I’ll see you then.”

 The phone went dead after that. Thaddeus picked the phone from where he lay on the floor and laid it back on the table. He went to stand out in the balcony, thinking what next to do. Thinking what could he do.

 Fifteen

 Thaddeus went for a walk down the beach. He had the cell phone Samuel had given him in his hand. He didn’t want to chance calling him from his suite, not knowing if the extension phone was bugged or not. He was afraid of becoming too paranoid. He had underestimated the Black Path already, and chances are he was going to do it again as evident of feeling his way through his slip-up. Thaddeus didn’t want to give them the satisfaction hence forth. Even as he left his suite and walked out into the lobby, his eyes scanning every conceivable direction, he was comforted with the fact that eyes were undoubtedly on him no matter what or where he went. How long they’d known was a question he couldn’t figure out.

 Not yet anyway.

 The sun felt good on his face as he followed the strolling path of the happy-looking tourists, most of them in swim suits and shorts, talking loud and gay as he sauntered toward the beach. But the sun offered no comfort to him now - his actual sun wasn’t with him anymore. Thaddeus looked around in case noticing any spotters trailing him then went in the direction he and the detective had previously walked. He dialled his number and waited for the line to pick up.

 “Good afternoon, Thaddeus,” Simon’s voice came on the line. “Where are you right now?”

 “I’m strolling down the beach,” he said. “They’re onto me.”

 “What do you mean?”

 “The Black Path is what I mean,” said Thaddeus angrily. He rubbed a film of sweat off his forehead before continuing. “What I’m saying is someone’s slipped up somewhere and now they know who I am and what I’m about.”

 “That’s impossible,” said Simon. “No one working for me knows about you. I’m the only one with that information.”

 “Well, maybe not you, but someone sure has a loud mouth, and now they know who I am.” Thaddeus reined in his anger and narrated to Simon the phone conversation he’d had with the man on the phone instructing him to join the sight-seeing trip to the national museum for a meet.

 “I’m aware of that sight-seeing affair,” said Simon. “It leaves by noon, I think. I looked at the driver’s rooster and wasn’t surprised to find Elias’s name at the top.”

 “Yeah, I’d already made up my mind and gone and signed up for it. The bus leaves forty minutes from now. I just thought I’d give you a holler so you know the state of things. Is it possible you can get a man at the museum to watch out for me?”

 Simon thought for a second before answering, “I’ll see what I can do. I’m give him your photograph to look out for you, though you won’t notice him. If you do, try not to get his attention. This are very devious people you’re mixing with here.”

 “Don’t I know it. There’s another thing you should know: they’ve got my woman. They snatched her out of my suite an hour ago.”

 That brought in pause in Simon’s voice. “I’m sorry.”

 “Yeah, me too. I’ll talk to you later.”

 Thaddeus hung up and walked back the way he’d come from. All of a sudden he felt tired.

 ***

 Thaddeus Black sat in the bar waiting for Greta and Robbie to show. He’d called their room phone to let them know where he was and to meet him here. They were twenty minutes away from their tourist bus venture.

 Thaddeus was nursing a soda by the counter and watching a CNN news bulletin on a flat screen TV mounted above the bar when there was what sounded like a loud argument happening outside. He turned his head to see a couple exchanging heated words with each other; every head in the bar turned toward them.

 The couple appeared to be in the forties. The husband was a tall, reedy-looking fellow, sandy-blonde hair under a safari-type hat. The wife stood inches from his shoulders. She had plenty of weight hanging around her mid-section, arms and shoulders. Their outfit was awkward-looking, especially in such setting that Thaddeus probably would have laughed out loud had he not had more pressing thoughts on his mind.

 He resumed watching the TV and sipping his soda and wasn’t aware until later that someone had occupied the stool beside him. Thaddeus turned to see the sandy-haired man drop his bag on the counter out of which protruded the lens of a camera. He had a sandy moustache that drooped over his mouth, nearly obscuring his lips, though his voice sounded somewhat groggy, like he’d been inside a bottle for a long time. He signalled the bartender over and ordered a beer.

 “Hope you don’t mind,” said the sandy-haired man.

 “Not at all,” replied Thaddeus. He looked behind the man’s back at the bar’s entrance for the man’s wife but didn’t spot her anywhere. “Rough day with the Mrs?”

 The man turned his head as if expecting his wife to suddenly appear beside him. He gave a sigh like someone who’d dodged a bullet. “You can say that again. Must have caused a commotion in here, didn’t it? She just loves to break my balls, especially in public.”

 “Never a good sign,” Thaddeus admitted. He too recalled moments where Constance had done similar thing, like her dropping by his place and catching his ass with Raymond Krass’s wife. Thaddeus definitely agreed with the man’s feelings.

 “Tell me about it. All ’cause she wants to drag me to this stupid tourism ride happening in the next minute.” His beer arrived and he took a long swallow before bringing down his glass. “Ahh man! That fucking hit the spot. By the way, the name’s Eldridge Warner. But just call me El. That’s what most people prefer.”

 “Thaddeus Black; a pleasure.” He shook his hand.

 “You from the States, Thaddeus?”

 “New York,” he answered.

 “No kidding. I’m from down south Kentucky. Only problem you can barely tell from my voice.

 The man’s wife stormed into the bar a minute later and stopped behind her husband’s stool. She had a petulant scowl on her face as she waited for her husband to notice her, but he kept on with his beer. Eventually she punched his arm to get his attention. Eldridge dropped his glass with a bang and looked at her with a red face.

 “What?” he snapped.

 “The bus is just about ready,” she said. “We going or not?”

 “Hell yeah, we’re going. Oh, by the way, Lucy, I want you to meet Thaddeus here. Thaddeus, this is my wife, Lucy.”

 The wife gave Thaddeus a curt ‘hi’, then pulled her husband away, but stopped for him to dig out his wallet and pay for his drink. While this was happening, in walked Greta with Robbie dragging behind her. Greta wore jeans shorts and a halter top which had some of the men turning their gaze, while Robbie appeared lost. Thaddeus finished his drink, paid for it, and came off the stool.

 “Hi there, stranger,” Greta came and hugged him, her lips smooched his cheek. “Glad we found you here in time.”

 “Thought you both weren’t going to show up,” he said. “We’d better start leaving now. I hear the bus is getting ready to leave.”

 They left the bar and walked out into the lobby where a crowd of foreigners were converging. They were all dressed like they were stepping out for a Saturday picnic, Thaddeus observed. There were three hotel staffs in front, conferring with the crowd. Thaddeus saw the man from Kentucky, Eldridge, standing in the background with his wife pressed to his side like his shadow. One of the hotel staff persons spoke loud enough to get everyone’s attention and instructed them to follow him out the building, which they all did like clustered cattle been led to the farmland.

 There was a coaster bus parked outside in the cobbled driveway; the resort’s name and logo was emblazoned on its side. The door came open and a bearded man wearing the hotel’s customary uniform alighted from it smiling at the gathered crowd. The staffer explained to them their scheduled day trip, and when done, gestured at the driver who stepped forward and introduced himself as Elias. Thaddeus stood behind much of the crowd but got a good view of Elias’s face. He hopped to see more of the man’s face as the days go by.

 Done with his ceremonious speech, the staffer congratulated everyone for deciding on making the trip and wished them a pleasant afternoon before allowing them to file one at a time into the coaster. Elias ushered them inside, still maintaining his winsome smile even as Thaddeus walked past him and entered the bus a step behind Greta. She found them a window seat and Thaddeus sat beside her while Robbie continued toward the back row along with others still shuffling inside. Greta was giddy with excitement, so glad that she was heading out to see more of the city instead of been tucked in the hotel all day long with Robbie by her side. She played with Thaddeus’s hand in hers while expressing her joy. It wasn’t until much of the crowd was inside that a thought occurred to her.

 “I was going to ask, what about Constance? Isn’t she making the trip?”

 “She wasn’t feeling too good when I left her,” said Thaddeus. “She didn’t want me missing the trip though. Neither did I.”

 “I’m glad,” she replied, then leaned closer to whisper into his ear. “I’m not wearing any panties,” she licked his earlobe then pulled back, grinning at the smile that lit Thaddeus’s face. “I wanted to surprise you with that.”

 “You indeed surprised me,” Thaddeus responded by running his hand between her thigh.

 The driver Elias shut the door from outside after the last person had settled inside before coming round to enter the driver’s side of the vehicle. He introduced himself and repeated their impending venue that was the national museum. He settled in his seat, started the bus and drove out of the resort’s gate.

 Thaddeus paid little attention to the scenery they drove past. Greta kept cutting into his thoughts, pointing out various city landmarks and whatever interesting thing she could spot: the numerous mosques they passed, the extravagant-looking churches, the giants rocks and hills sitting in the distance, and pretty much anything that caught her notice. Greta unearthed a camera in her hand just like almost everyone else in the bus except Thaddeus, and she took as much photos, including some of her smiling self. Thaddeus humoured her and pretended to show interest in whatever she pointed out to him, but what really occupied his mind was the owner of the voice holding Constance hostage. He tried imagining a face to go with the voice but nothing came to mind. No way he could tell if the voice belonged to a Nigerian, like he’d be the foremost expert to know what most Nigerians sound like on the phone. One thing he was certain of: the call came from somewhere within the hotel, though the caller ID had been blank when he checked. Whoever the smooth voice was, the man was definitely smart to know Thaddeus’s eyes would go there.

 Thaddeus wondered if by any chance they were still holding Constance somewhere in the hotel. It pained him to imagine what they might have done to her. He knew he shouldn’t, but Thaddeus couldn’t help regret bringing her along on this trip. Thaddeus knew nothing of what had happened to Michael’s girlfriend when she and her parents had been declared missing, and it was a good thing too he was clueless about her predicament. Still the thought of some bastards putting their revolting hands on his woman brought dark thoughts to his mind. Thaddeus couldn’t wait for the bus to arrive their destination so he could face the smooth-talking voice in person. He as well thought of the driver, Elias. Thaddeus couldn’t wait to know what he too was about, what his role was in all of this. For whatever reason, the prick was aware of his presence. For now Thaddeus was content to been a passenger going along with the ride.

 For now.

 ***

 They drove into the heart of the city, arriving at their destination two hours later.

 The national museum was a modernist dream made real: seventy-five square feet of marble and glass, with a dome structure resting on the top, and jutting walkways that had the resemblance of a robot’s arms. Thaddeus couldn’t tell if it had actually been meant for a church or something else equally ridiculous but thought of as grand. Their coaster eased into a large parking space and minutes later the door opened and everyone appeared relived at the same time excited to alight.

 Elias stood outside the door greeting everyone that stepped down. Thaddeus’s feet touched the ground and they shook hands. Elias pulled him close enough to speak into his ear.

 “Start at the Fulani section,” he said before letting go of Thaddeus’s hand and turning his smiling feature to the next person stepping down from the bus.

 Thaddeus didn’t miss a step and continued walking forward. Greta appeared by his side and they congregated with the rest of the crowd as a museum guide, a slender black woman dressed like an air hostess with buttoned collar stood waiting on them. She gave a quick introduction and explained that as they were short of time, they would roam through the Nok and Benin dynasty region of the museum then break for a late lunch before continuing with the other designated tribe sections. Greta was taking pictures along with everyone else was as they trailed behind their guide into the building.

 The building’s atrium was big. Thaddeus admired a glass wall that showcased the entire layout of the building, listing the intricate sections of the museum. He located where the Fulani/Hausa section was, noted it was on the first floor. The Nok dynasty where the crowd was heading was situated on the second. A wide circular balcony roamed the atrium, leading further into the building; there were other smaller group of visitors there, all perusing the various artefacts that dotted the atrium.

 Thaddeus walked with the group a short distance before complaining to Greta that he seriously needed to relieve himself. He broke away from her before she could voice any protest, promising to catch up with the group soon. Thaddeus went in a different direction where he ought to be. He followed the leading arrows along the wall till he found the Yoruba section and went past its doorway.

 The section was divided into various rooms: pre-historic, contemporary art, visuals, and statues. Thaddeus didn’t know where to start but opted on contemporary art.

 It was like been in the Washington Museum of Arts, each doorway leading from one room and opening in another. There were people scattered in each room, Nigerians as well as foreigners, all attentive to the canvas of paintings and statues that lined the walls. Thaddeus made like them, inconspicuously admiring the paintings, knowing his quarry would find him. He stopped to admire a large canvas that portrayed a warrior dressed in Islamic grab riding a white stallion, curved sword in hand, leading a charge of warriors dressed in similar grab as he. Thaddeus was no historian but the painting was captivating to look at.

 A man appeared by his side, admiring the canvas as well. Thaddeus glanced at his direction and took quick note of him. Tall, thin as a ruler. Swarthy complexion with a pencil-like moustache outlining the top of his lips. His eyes hid behind a pair of shades. The man continued staring at the portrait and Thaddeus returned his eyes to the portrait.

 “You’re rather different up-close,” the man eventually spoke.

 Thaddeus stiffened as he recognized the smooth-talking voice on the phone. He maintained his composure.

 “A lot of people have mentioned that, too. I don’t know if ever to believe them or not.”

 “But you should, Mr. Black. It’s a pleasure meeting you in person. Tell me, are you in some way abreast with the legend that was El-Kanemi?

 Thaddeus shook his head. “I don’t think I know anyone by that name.”

 “Pity. You’re staring at him right now,” the man indicated at the warrior in the portrait. “A great man in his time, and a fierce ruler. He prevented his kingdom from imminent destruction by the Islamic Jihadists in the 18 th century.”

 “A long time before I was born,” Thaddeus remarked dismissively. “Got nothing to do with me.”

 “Really, Mr. Black, it’s a sin to travel to a foreign country and know next to nothing about its history. You Americans should know better.”

 The man’s voice was mocking, though it never raised a decibel beyond his smooth sounding voice. Thaddeus couldn’t contain his frustration with their pointless conversation.

 “How about we cut the history lesson. Who are you?” he asked.

 “The voice on the phone,” the man cracked a smile, though remained staring at the portrait. “Surely you remember me.”

 “I remember you voice. What I want to know is who are you, and where are you keeping her?”

 “One question at a time, Mr. Black.”

 The man turned away from him and went to sit on one of the long benches in the room. Thaddeus went and joined him. neither spoke for a while. They watched others saunter past them to admire the various portrait paintings in the room. To the casual eye they were two men sharing a moment together, though they didn’t turn to face each other but continued staring at the portrait in front of them.

 “You know who I am?” asked Thaddeus.

 “Correction, we know who you are. Way before you left American shores to come here. The Black Path might appear small, but that’s just the way we prefer it. Our organization is like an octopus, Mr. Black. We have eyes as well as ears everywhere. We listen, we observe, and we take notes.”

 “That’s very comforting. How long have you known about me?”

 The man smiled again. “A waste of time you knowing that, Mr. Black. I do however bring you good tidings. Your woman is in good health. No harm has been done to her.”

 “Thanks for telling me that. So what do you want?”

 “There’s more to that which I can’t get into right now. However, my boss would love to meet with you. Your questions will be adequately answered by him.”

 Thaddeus turned to face him. “Look, why don’t you skip the light talk and just tell me.”

 “Temper, temper, Mr. Black. Such isn’t how things are done. You will be given instructions how to proceed. Return to your tourism flock. We’ll be in touch. And please, keep all this to yourself.”

 He got up, straightened his suit and left Thaddeus seated at the bench. Thaddeus watched him walk away, wanting to go after him but figured it would be a waste of time. No way the man would have made this trip without apparent back-up. Thaddeus looked around but couldn’t spot any obtrusive followers in the room. Still he knew the place was properly chosen to curtail him from making any sudden moves.

 He remained seated for a minute before rising to his feet. He was approaching the Yoruba art entrance when someone bumped into him. The man apologized for the intrusion at the same time leaned toward Thaddeus’s ear.

 “Simon sends his regards,” the man whispered quickly before pulling away from him.

 Thaddeus looked at him, dumbfounded for a second as the man hurried away from view, then he remembered his conversation with Simon. He hurried to find Greta and his tourism crew.

 He found them in the Benin section of the museum, perusing the exquisite archaeological artworks in their individual glass cases while the museum guide lectured the crowd on the travails that befell the empire toward the close of the 19 th century. Thaddeus pushed his way gently through the crowd till Greta saw him and waved at him to where she stood.

 “Where were you?” she asked in a low voice as he came to her side, neglecting Robbie who was paying attention to the guide’s words. “I thought you was lost or something.”

 “Yeah,” he replied. “You could say that.”

 ***

 They broke for lunch and after another two hours of investigating the museum they boarded the coaster and returned to the resort. Everything had gone as expected. There hadn’t been any further sighting of the man, or of the other who’d bumped into him. Thaddeus felt relaxed as they drove back to the resort. Constance was safe, and as long as he played by whatever rules they wanted of him, she would continue to stay that way.

 They arrived at the resort and Thaddeus followed the ecstatic crowd into the lobby with Greta and Robbie behind him.

 “Where’re you off to?” asked Greta.

 “Going upstairs to see how Constance’s doing,” he said.

 “Oh great. Let me come with you.”

 Robbie protested. “But honey, I thought we were having lunch?”

 “You go on have lunch,” she said to him. “Thaddeus and I will be down with you soon.”

 She locked Thaddeus’s arm around hers and pulled him toward the bank of elevators. They left Robbie standing there in the lobby looking dumb and lost as the lift’s doors closed them in.

 They got to his floor and Thaddeus led her toward his suite. Something was waiting for him in front of his door. Thaddeus drew closer and saw that it was an envelope. He picked it up before ushering Greta inside. He called out Constance’s name.

 “Where is she?” asked Greta, dropping herself on the sofa.

 Thaddeus opened the envelope and read the note left inside then threw it into his pocket. “She’s gone down to the spa.”

 “She left the note for you?”

 “Yeah,” he lied. “She can be funny doing things that way sometimes. Look, Greta, I’m pretty tired right now. I’m gonna go grab a shower if that’s okay with you.”

 “Sure, go ahead,” she giggled. “I wouldn’t want to take advantage of you, not when Constance might come and find us.”

 “I doubt that’s enough to stop a gal like you. I’ll be out soon, just make yourself at home.”

 Thaddeus took off his shirt as he went into the bedroom. He took the envelope out of his pocket before removing and casting aside the rest of his clothes and entered the bathroom with it. He pulled the note out of the envelope and read the typed words again.

 BE READY AT 7:00 P.M. SUIT & TIE OR TUX.

 BRING YOUR LATEST FRIENDS ALONG.

 The note was plain like the former except with no name on it. By latest friends, whoever sent it no doubt meant Greta and her husband. Thaddeus tore up the note and envelope and flushed them down the toilet before stepping into the shower stall.

 Minutes later he was drying his head with his towel as he stepped into the bedroom and stopped when he saw Greta lying on the bed naked. Thaddeus felt his member come erect upon seeing her. He couldn’t stem down the urge inside him from seeing her this way.

 “Why don’t you come to bed, let me make you feel good,” she opened her legs wide for him. A finger slid into her pussy, spreading her labia for him to see what she had to offer. “I’m super horny for your cock right now.”

 “Looks like you’ve been horny since we left the bus.”

 His other towel came loose from his waist and fell to the floor. Thaddeus came to the bed and pulled her legs toward him. Greta was chuckling one minute and moaning the next as Thaddeus went to work with his tongue probing her pussy’s crevice. She lifted herself off the bed and shoved her pelvis at his face. Thaddeus propped his hands under her butt, lifting her ass upward, and fucked her cunt with his tongue.

 Greta pinched her nipples with her fingers and pulled at them while her lips exhaled her moaning pleasure. Thaddeus kept swirling his tongue around her pussy folds. His tongue found her clit and he locked his lips around it and sucked on her juice. This struck shivers of lightning down Greta’s spine. Her hips ground against his face. She grabbed Thaddeus’s head and screeched as she was about to cum. It came like a dynamite explosion inside her. Greta’s body gave an uncontrollable spasm that went on for almost a minute.

 Thaddeus didn’t intend wasting any time. He came to her side on the bed and drew her closer to him. He held up her right leg and thrust his pelvis against her bottom. Greta found his cock between her legs and inserted it perfectly. Her muscles gripped Thaddeus’s cock in a vice as he slid inside her.

 “Fuck me like a horny bitch,” she begged him.

 Greta worked her pelvis and slammed her butt back at him each time he pulled out of her. A guttural moan escaped her lips as she raised herself on her elbow, pushing herself hard against him. Thaddeus grabbed a fistful of her hair and fucked her harder, grunting with each effort. Greta groaned from the experience and still wanted more.

 Thaddeus laid on his back and Greta mounted him. Her moans rose to a high octave. Her face fell over his head, but still her butt kept bouncing back on him.

 Thaddeus grasped her tits with his mouth, grunting like an athlete with pools of sweat popping on his face and torso.

 “You’re a fucking bitch!” he grunted, slapping her butt for emphasis. “You’re a bad, fucking bitch!”

 “Ohhh yeah!” she crackled. “I’m a bad, fucking bitch!”

 “Fucking black cock loving bitch!” he slapped her butt once more.

 Thaddeus drove a finger into her anal hole. Greta gave a hurting cry and tried to take his hand away, but Thaddeus slapped her butt hard which got her focused back on his cock instead. He slowed down to finger-fuck her ass, making her squirm from the pain. Greta relaxed from the hurt, though Thaddeus kept giving her hard thrusts that matched his anal finger-fucking.

 “Take that dick, bitch!” he exclaimed. “Take that black dick, bitch!”

 “I’m taking it!” she cried, pressing her face against the bed sheets. “I’m fucking taking it!”

 A oaring climax happened inside her cunt and spread like fire all over her. Greta was still trembling from the aftermath when she felt Thaddeus’s cock grow hot inside her pussy and knew he was seconds from cumming.

 “I want to taste it,” she moaned. “I want to taste your cum! Gimme your cum! ”

Thaddeus pulled out of her in the nick of time. Greta came off him in a blink. She brought her face to his crotch, opened her mouth and gave an ‘ Aaaahhhh’ cry as the first spurt of cum splattered across her face. She took charge of his cock and aimed the rest of his cum down her throat, gulping each drop as it made contact with her tongue.

 Thaddeus watched her as she continued to pump the rest of his cum into her mouth, giving his cock a smooching kiss when she was done. She went to the bathroom to wash her face. Thaddeus remained where he was, waiting for his heart to stop racing. His thoughts suddenly returned to the content of the note he’d torn.

 “Hey Greta,” he spoke loud enough for her to hear. “Listen, I got invited to a party later tonight. You mind coming along?”

 Sixteen

 Thaddeus stood facing the vanity mirror in the bathroom checking himself just like he’d done last time, except this time he was alone; no Constance here to hold in his arm. He saw the reflected discomfort in his face as he ran his hands over the suit he’d bought, checking for flaws. The suit was one of the reasons for his discomfort. The shirt felt tight around his neck, pressing his neck chain against his skin; good thing he had bothered picking up a bowtie.

 After dismissing Greta, he’d slept off intending for an hour’s rest, which to his chagrin had turned into two instead. Having woken up, he called the lobby and explained his problem: he had a party to attend in the evening and stupid of him he’d forgotten to pack a suit. Is there by any chance any shop close by he could purchase one? The man he spoke with solved his problem easily: the resort had a boutique shop situated in the north-east corner in the second floor of the building that would carter to whatever sort of clothing he desired. Thaddeus couldn’t have been more happier. He called Simon next and he wasted little time with him.

 “We need to talk,” he said into the cell phone. “I’m heading right now to the boutique.”

 “Fine,” came Simon’s reply. “I’ll meet you there. Thirty minutes.”

 Thaddeus hung up and went to fetch his wallet in the room before leaving the suite.

 He got off on the second floor. Thaddeus had no idea what to expect at the so-called party. Was it seriously going to be a party, or some trap waiting to happen? Greta had to his surprise accepted the invite without bothering to ask know more about where it was happening or who actually was hosting. Thaddeus was glad she hadn’t asked anything - no way he could have easily thought up an answer to give her. She hadn’t argued either when he suggested bringing Robbie along, saying it’d be better he joined them than leaving him behind wondering where they might be going. Greta liked the idea and promised talking it with Robbie. She promised giving him a call later. Her call hadn’t come through when Thaddeus left to go get himself a suit, but figured she would by the time he returned.

 He located the boutique and when sought for directions inside to the men’s section. Thaddeus, after several minutes of careful searching, found the suit he wanted, though he thought differently when he looked at expensive the price tag; he bought a shirt to go with it.

 He killed time in the perfume section in the shop when done with his shopping checking out the delectable perfume bottles Simon to appear. He saw him approach from the opposite side of the boutique and with his bags in his hand containing his purchased items, he joined him and together they left the boutique. Simon indicated where they should go: toward an exit door at the end of the hallway. Simon opened the door for him to enter.

 “With too many people working here, it’s hard knowing who’s keeping tabs on you,” said Simon after he’d inched the door shut. “I’ve got my eyes on several. Sorry I didn’t warn you ahead of time. I didn’t want to spook you enough.”

 “They’ve got my woman and know everything about me. We’re way past been spooked, don’t you think?”

 “Yes, you’re right. I’m sorry.”

 “Thanks. You have no idea who might have leaked that info?”

 “I already told you, there’s few people in my bureau who have any idea about this mission,” said Simon. “Besides, you’d think if they too know of me that they wouldn’t have done something to expose me here.”

 “Maybe you’re small fry to them,” Thaddeus suggested. “Anyway, none of it matters now. They’ve got the upper hand. Was that your man who bumped into me at the museum?”

 Simon nodded. “I didn’t want you thinking I wasn’t going to have my eyes on you as promised. He had a colleague waiting outside as well.”

 “I’m glad you did. He saw me talking with the guy in the museum, didn’t he?”

 To answer his question, Simon reached into his back pocket and pulled out an envelope. There wasn’t enough light in the staircase, so Simon pushed open the exit door to let more light in. Thaddeus laid his packaged suit on the floor and drew closer as Simon extracted photographs from inside the envelope.

 “I had these printed out an hour ago.”

 There were a total of seven photos, each showing the swarthy fellow Thaddeus had chatted with in the museum. The photos showed him crossing the street to enter a parked BMW. The shots weren’t perfect, but they were enough for Thaddeus to recognize him.

 “You’ve any idea who he is?” he returned the photos to Simon.

 “His name is Khadiri, and he’s Libyan-born,” Simon, slipped the photos back into the envelope. “Not something you’d expect to find here, but then again, our borders are often porous to such people.”

 “He’s got my woman held up hostage in this hotel.”

 “I won’t bother looking if I’m you. No way he’ll have her here anymore. It’s his boss, Ali Yusuf, we’re interested in. What did he say to you?”

 Thaddeus told him everything they’d talked at the museum, which hadn’t been much, and concluded with the note waiting outside his door about the party invitation this evening. Thaddeus left out the part of him bringing along his friends. He didn’t want to panic Simon with that part of the note.

 “That what you’ve got the suit for?” asked Simon.

 “The note said wear a suit, and that’s what I’m doing.”

 “With no idea where they’re taking you, there’s no way I can guarantee your safety. You realize what we’re facing, don’t you?”

 “I’m already in it. Everything goes the way it should, hopefully if I leave in one piece.”

 “You want me to give Clarence a call?”

 Thaddeus thought hard before answering.

 “Nothing’s changed, Simon. If this Black Path people wanted to harm me, they’d have done that already. This Ali Yusuf fellow wants to meet me, and this is the only it’s ever going to happen. Besides, there’s no way in hell I’m leaving my woman here without getting her back.”

 Simon agreed. It wasn’t his call to make, and was relieved to hear Thaddeus express himself the way he just did.

 “I’ll have a man watch you, see how far they can follow, but that’s all I can do for now. Come back in one piece.”

 “I’ll try.”

 “Just in case things get drastic, I think it’d be wise you memorize my phone number,” he suggested.

 “I’ve done that already,” said Thaddeus. “I’ll be in touch,” he shook Simon’s hand before leaving the stairwell.

 Now here he was, squirming under a new pair of suit looking like someone heading out to his funeral. He checked his watch to make sure he still had time, then went called up Greta’s suite. She answered by the second ring.

 “Hey there, handsome,” she chuckled from the other end of the phone. “You up and ready already?”

 “Yeah, but wanted to make sure you both are. We’ve got a half hour left.”

 “Okay. Robbie and I will be at your door in a couple of minutes. Wait up for us, okay?”

 “I’m ready and waiting,” said Thaddeus before dropping the phone.

 Thaddeus went to stand by the balcony admiring the evening as it grew dark. He gazed at the effervescent rolling waters of the beach; there were few people out there enjoying leisure walks. He imagined himself and Constance doing the same thing. There was a live party happening in the swimming pool area. A band was playing jazz music at the pool’s south end and from his balcony, he made out people frolicking and grooving to the music. Thaddeus nodded his head to the music’s hypnotic sound.

 There came a knock on his door. He left the balcony and peeped first through the peephole before opening the door. Greta smiled at him and gave him a hug. She was wearing a purple dress that showed her neckline with a slit on the side. Robbie came behind her, shook hands with Thaddeus before closing the door. He looked sombre but at the same time dashing in a black suit and bowtie.

 “You smell terrific,” Thaddeus complimented Greta after she let go of him. His nostrils inhaled her evocative perfume.

 “So do you. Doesn’t he look smashing, Rob?” she turned to her husband for an answer.

 “Oh yeah,” said Robbie lazily. “Just swell.”

 “So, tell me about this party you’re taking us to?” she asked Thaddeus. “What’s the surprise?”

 Thaddeus had actually thought up a lie ahead of time. “It’s an old friend I haven’t met in a long while. Surprisingly I ran into him earlier today. He’s hosting this party in the city and just about twisted my arm to force me to say yes I’m coming,” Thaddeus had no breaks to stop the words from pouring out of his mouth. “Also told me if I’ve got any friends around to have them over as well. We’ll just have to wait. He’s sending someone to pick us up soon.”

 They sat down to watch a European soccer match happening on TV. Their conversation stopped when someone knocked on the door. Thaddeus got up to answer it. He checked his watch; it was two minutes past the hour.

 The man standing in front of his door was dressed in black and looked every inch the profile of a chauffeur. He nodded at Thaddeus and told him he was here to pick him up.

 Thaddeus turned to his guests; Robbie and Greta were already up on their feet. Thaddeus held the door for them to walk past him and took a long look at the suite before switching off the lights and locked the door.

 Seventeen

 W hoever this Ali character was, he certainly had stupendous class, thought Thaddeus as the driver led them toward the limousine idling in the parking lot. The man held the door open and Thaddeus ushered Greta and Robbie inside before joining them. The driver slammed the door and came round to the front, put the car into gear and eased out of the resort’s compound.

 Greta couldn’t stop gushing about everything; this was more than what she’d expected, the same went with Robbie. Both of them were awed by the limo, whereas Thaddeus made like it was expectant as he ran his eyes over the lush interior and leather upholstery. Greta felt like she was inside a space craft. There was a liquor cabinet by their feet filled with expensive taste. Thaddeus felt tempted to have a glass but thought it best to wait till they arrived at their destination. He wanted to get there with a gauge the level of danger waiting for him. The vehicle made little noise as it drove toward the city. Everything was dark outside the windows. Greta left Robbie’s side and came to plant herself beside Thaddeus.

 “You’ve truly outdone yourself, Thaddeus,” she remarked. “This is some ride.”

 “Only the best for me and my friends,” said Thaddeus.










 “This friend of yours,” Robbie itched with curiosity, “What is he, an oil minister or something?”

 “Robbie, if I told you the answer to that question, I’d have to kill you,” Thaddeus laughed.

 Robbie and Greta laughed with him, but there was little humour behind Thaddeus’s grin. He too would love to know the answer to that same question - who the fuck is this Ali Yusuf fellow?

 Greta couldn’t help flirting with him, feeling her hand over his suit, then bringing it to rest on his crotch. She hiked up her dress to allow Thaddeus cup a handful of her thigh and further into the dark recess of her dress to feel her panties slip. Thaddeus again felt grateful she hadn’t enquired about Constance before they left the resort. He’d practically run out of excuses to tell her.

 The limousine cruised past the city’s grudging traffic with silent ease. Plenty of motorists gave it a wide berth with the drivers speculating what senior citizen might be travelling inside. The limo eased out of the traffic unscathed and drove toward the outer fringe of the city, toward an open terrain. Thaddeus at one point looked out the window and saw nothing but outdoor landscape beyond. There was just about nothing for them to see, and no other vehicle appeared to have driven past them. He remembered his last conversation with Simon and prayed whoever he’d appointed to tail him was doing just that. Thaddeus vaguely wondered if he will return to the resort again after tonight. A good thing he hadn’t forgotten taking the cell phone with him.

 They came to a row of trees as they approached a bend and got a ventral view of the mansion hidden behind. They drove perpendicular to a high fence for half a mile before making a right turn and finding the wide open gate. It was like driving into a 16 th century Victorian mansion. Brilliant lights lit the road as they cruised past the gate and entered a long driveway sided by manicured lawns. Greta and Robbie stared with awe at the mansion as they drew closer as if drawn toward the magnificent structure like they were in a dream. The limousine pulled to a stop in front of a wide set of stairs leading up to the building. Several men in tuxedoes manned the grounds looking like sentinels. One of them approached their vehicle and opened the door for them. The three of them got out and the man politely welcomed them and bid them to head up the stairs. There were two other sentinel fellows standing at the top, manning the large door.

 Greta linked her arm around Thaddeus’s even without him asking and walked with him while Robbie trailed beside them. Thaddeus took a moment to gaze behind him and saw more vehicles coming past the gate down the driveway. His eyes marvelled at the size of the mansion. Whatever it was that was happening here was bound to be grand.

 The tuxedoed sentinels at the top of the stairs opened the door for them to enter. They walked down a wide hallway; they heard music playing from within, and came out past a thick curtain to ingest what was before them.

 It was a large ballroom. Three chandeliers hung from the domed-like ceiling and with kaleidoscopic lights situated on the walls which magnified the room into a grand affair of lights and magic. A band was situated on a platform belting out soft jazz to the crowd dancing on the floor. Majority of the room’s occupants, Thaddeus realized, were white couples: the men wore typical black or white tuxedoes while their women looked ravishing in their outfits. Some of them dared to appear outlandish in corsets, thigh-highs and high heeled pumps. Black men in tuxedoes hovered amongst the crowd, carrying tray filled with flutes of wine. Thaddeus got drinks for Greta and Robbie and one for himself. He made an excuse to break off from them.

 Not everyone in the room was dancing. Much of the crowd huddled together in small groups conversing and sharing mild humour. Thaddeus’s eyes roamed everywhere as he shuffled past them. He didn’t recognize any of the faces he saw. He was startled when someone tapped his shoulder, but disappointed when he recognized the grinning feature of the tall fellow who too looked surprised to see him.

 “Hey there,” Eldritch slapped his shoulder. He had an awkward look on his face like he was trying to recall his name. Fortunately for Thaddeus, he still remembered his.

 “It’s Thaddeus,” he said, saving him the time. “How’re you doing, El?”

 “Marvellous so far,” he pumped Thaddeus’s hand before taking a sip from the glass he held in his hand. “Marvellous party this is turning out to be. Like something out of a Russian ball.”

 Eldritch’s wife, Lucy, appeared from behind him. Her busty frame looked even bigger against her low top evening dress which displayed the cluster of freckles on her arms and shoulders. She wasn’t looking upset like earlier in the day. She smiled at Thaddeus as her husband reintroduced him before draining the remains of her wine glass. Thaddeus surmised she was getting close to intoxication, or was already there.

 A black servant appeared before them and Eldritch did like his wife and drained his glass then replaced his empty glass and that of his wife for another pair. Thaddeus didn’t realize until then that he still had his glass in his hand; he was still wired about his present surrounding to worry about been thirsty.

 Thaddeus was contemplating what would be his next move when he recognized someone pushing through the crowd coming toward his direction. He recognized Olu Shango almost immediately, looking even bulkier in his tuxedo, pulling along the pale-skinned damsel he was with at the beach. Monica-Blake looked flaming hot and stunning in a luminescent purple corset with elbow-length gloves and black knee-length booths. Some of the men they passed stopped their conversation to admire her.

 “What’s up, my man.” Olu Shango slapped Thaddeus’s hand as he shook it. “Thought we weren’t going to run into you again, brother. Monica and I were just talking about you, wondering if you’d show.”

 “Hi, Thaddeus,” Monica waved at him.

 Thaddeus drew her toward him and hugged her, wanting to feel her tits pressed against his chest before letting her off. He introduced both of them to Eldritch and his wife.

 “I got a late invite,” Thaddeus said to Olu afterwards. “Which reminds me, you by any chance know where I can find the guy running this?” he waved a hand at the revelling party.

 “That’d have to wait till when the second segment comes up,” said Olu, who then checked his watch. “Should be happening any minute now.”

 Thaddeus knew not what he meant, nor seemed to care. There was nothing unusual about the party - he had been in ones more lively than this. He simply wanted to meet the genius behind everything. Whether this was his mansion or not, or whether he might have any luck of finding Constance here. Thaddeus thought of the Khadiri fellow and though he hadn’t noticed anyone that resembled him, he wondered if he too was lurking around somewhere. Thaddeus continued to make conversation with Monica and Olu while his eyes surreptitiously kept scanning the faces that came and went past them. He looked around for Greta and Robbie. Should things not happen to go as he hope for, he could by chance use them as a means of getting some sort of message out to Simon.

 A loud gong hammered, startling everyone. The band halted their music and everyone that was dancing gradually stopped. The gong blasted again, as if the first report wasn’t loud enough; the room was agog with murmur. Thaddeus followed the crowd’s eyes at the dwarf figure occupying the centre of the room still beating the gong in his hand. He wore an outlandish type of outfit that was a cross between a box-office usher and a clown, with a beret resting crookedly on his head.

 “Distinguished ladies and gentlemen,” he spoke loud enough for everyone to hear. “Your attention is needed in the adjacent ball room. Kindly follow me.”

 The man turned around and walked the same way he’d come toward a curtained doorway manned by two sentinel gentlemen. The room remained abuzz with murmur as everyone filed toward the doorway, like a flowing river rushing to meet the ocean. Thaddeus found a place to drop his wine glass and turned his head every which way to search for Greta and her husband. Almost every man had his arm locked around his woman as they went through the curtained doorway. Thaddeus didn’t notice Olu Shango or his girl, Monica-Blake, anywhere at all. He soon stumbled on Greta and Robbie. They too had been searching around for him as well. Greta pestered him for details of whatever was coming up next.

 “I don’t know,” Thaddeus replied with a shrug. “We’ll just have to follow everyone and see.”

 The three of them walked past the two sentinels and entered the second ball room behind the curtains.

 The room was a similar to the one they just left, except while the other had a glamorous decor, this one was austere. It was as if stepping through the doorway they’d ostensibly time-travelled into another realm. Thaddeus was reminded of a scene from a movie Constance had forced him to watch with her on cable some months back called Eyes Wide Shut. Thaddeus remembered the movie because it featured the actress Nicole Kidman, a hot blonde he’d give just about anything to fuck. The scene in particular had involved her husband in the film, when Tom Cruise’s character walked into a weird gothic cult ritual not knowing what the fuck was happen or why he was even there to begin with. Such was the vibe Thaddeus was getting right now, and just like everyone around him, he knew not what to make of anything.

 The ball room had a similar raised platform like the former. It occupied the right length of the room. Five black men stood on it dressed in brown robes that made them look like Franciscan monks. They had their hands folded across their chest and their hoods obscured their faces. The crowd was all pointing fingers at them, expecting something bizarre to happen right away but nothing did.

 There was a large bed laid out beneath the platform. A side door opened and three athletic black men walked out and lined themselves in front of the bed. They wore sweat pants and nothing else; their bodies glistened with an oily sheen. Thaddeus felt Greta pinch and said something to him, but her words were lost amidst the murmuring voices happening around them.

 The gong sounded again and one of the robbed men came down from the platform facing the crowd. He pushed back his hood to reveal his face. An ‘Ohhh’-type of murmur arose amongst the crowd. Thaddeus too was surprised to see the hooded figure was none other than Olu Shango.

 “I bid you all welcome to the second half of our party,” Olu’s eyes surveyed the attentive crowd. “For those of you unaware of why you were invited here, allow me to share it with you. You’re here because you’ve been chosen. You’re here because right now it is necessary you become acquainted with a new order sweeping the world as we speak. This new order of black dominance.” Olu paused for a moment, letting his words sink in before continuing. “Some of you white couples in here know what I’m referring to, and some of you don’t. You think this is something occultic, but I assure you it’s not. It’s happening right now in your cities, in your streets, even inside your homes, but you’re blinded to it. Tonight you’re going to witness to this phenomenon.”

 He approached the crowd. They stared at him with awestruck eyes and cleared a path for him as he walk past them, his eyes went from each person to the next as he spoke.

 “All you white couples in here are going to experience what it means to submit yourselves to a black god. You, the husbands, and your wives beside you will submit yourselves to me and my fellow colleagues you see standing behind me, and to others as well. Before the night is over, your wives will be used and converted toward becoming black-own sluts. The same will happen to all you husbands who’re here. You will witness this conversion and you will partake in it. No insubordination will be tolerated. Right now if there’s any one of you who wishes to desist from this activity, speak now.”

 “I do!”

 A sudden murmur arose in the crowd. Thaddeus followed the crowd’s eyes as a man in a white tuxedo pushed his way forward, pulling his wife along. They were a mature couple and it was apparent the wife was forcing the husband against whatever action he was about to take. Olu stood his ground and watched them approach. The crowd murmured excitedly and everyone backed away to see whatever was about to unfold.

 The man had an Irish brogue as he confronted Olu. “Fuck you and your fucking black bullshit!” he spat. “Me and the wife here are leaving and don’t you dare pull no goddamn blindfold nonsense over any of these lily-livered folks here. You hear me, you fucking black bastard?”

 He was stabbing his finger at Olu’s chest. That was a wrong mistake. In a sudden whirl, Olu grabbed his arm into a side lock followed by the sound of something snapping like a twig. Everyone, including Thaddeus heard the sound. The angry look on the man’s face was replaced by a hurting scowl seconds before he spat a high-pitched scream. The crowd murmured with awe and watched as Olu let go of the man’s arm. The man was crying and moaning at the same time as he held out his hurt arm with his broken finger poking out of his clenched fist. His wife tried to calm him down; she too appeared distraught.

 “You . you broke my fucking finger!” the man yelled at Olu.

 “That’s what you get for sticking it at my face.”

 Olu grabbed the man by his collar and pulled him along. The crowd came forward and watched as Olu led the man to the bed and forced him to be on his knees. Olu turned to the wife and pointed at her to come join him. She obeyed him and dropped to her knees beside her moaning husband, still clutching his arm and trying hard to shelve his cries while she pleaded to Olu for his grievances.

 “I’m sorry, Master Olu,” she begged. “Sean knows nothing about you, or what you’re capable of. I’m begging you not to hurt him anymore.”

 The woman was a blonde, and even at her age, which Thaddeus guessed must be fifties, he could tell she had been much attractive when younger. Still he and the rest of the crowd were intrigued by the weird drama happening before their eyes.

 “Remind me your name,” Olu Shango said to her.

 “Roselyn,” she answered.

 “Roselyn, your husband insulted me. He dared to point his finger at my face, and that I can’t accept. I wasn’t going to make an example of anyone here yet, but seems I’m going to start with you. Do you want me to forgive your husband?”

 “Yes,” she gulped and nodded her head as well. “Yes, I do.”

 “You’re going to show me how much you want my forgiveness by worshipping me here in front of everyone around.”

 Olu Shango pulled his robe off his head and the room gasped at the revelation of his naked self. Aside from a pair of black swim shorts from which emerged an impressive bulge, Olu wore nothing else. Even Sean and his wife couldn’t help becoming afraid at what was about to happen.

 Two of Olu’s colleagues came and pinned Sean’s arms behind his back. He was squirming and cursing at them but to no avail. One of them clipped a pair of handcuffs to his wrists and made him fall on his side. Olu threw away his robe and edged closer to the man’s wife.

 “You’re going to worship me now,” he said to her. “And always.”

 His hands pushed his shorts down his waistline. The crowd held their breath.

 Eighteen

 Thaddeus Black inched forward with Greta and Robbie beside him. Everybody else too was mesmerized by what they saw happening; neither made a move to want to stop it. Thaddeus looked at Greta and noticed her unwavering stare. Her breathing sounded heavy.

 A gasping sigh rose from the crowd of onlookers as Olu Shango pushed down his shorts and straightened up for everyone to get a good look at his hard-on jutting from his pelvis. None was too shocked by the sight of his cock than the Irish couple in front of him. Roselyn pulled back and gasped at the sight of it. Her husband remained where he was on the bed. He too saw what Olu Shango had between his legs and his fear deepened.

 Olu turned to face the crowd, giving them a better look at his shaft, loving the rapt attention he had upon them, before turning to face the frightened wife.

 “Come here, Roselyn. I want you to bring your lips here,” he pointed down at his erection. “Do it now, or I’ll have my boys pin your arms and force your jaw open for you. And then I’ll have to break another one of your husband’s finger. You won’t want that to happen, would you?”

 Roselyn shook her head. “No. God, no.”

 “So what’s it going to be then?”

 Confusion highlighted her features. The room fell quiet like they were watching the important scene to a play happen before their eyes. Roselyn shifted forward on her knees and tentatively brought her hand to his cock. She held it warily as if it was a hot rod about to scald her flesh. A murmur arose with the crowd as she parted her lips and accepted Olu’s cock into her mouth.

 Roselyn shut her eyes as she pulled her lips around Olu’s cock. She felt disgusted by what she was doing, but the more she rolled her tongue around the cock that was now stretching her mouth, her sense of disgust gradually eroded.

 Truth be told, this wasn’t her first encounter with Master Olu. Their previous meetings however hadn’t involved anything sexual on her part. During their first meeting at a friend’s home, he’d suggested she become one of his ‘Black-Owned’ white wives. She’d been flattered by his seduction but thought nothing serious of it - she was dedicated to her husband and had never once harboured any thought of cheating on him. Things did get serious the second time when he invited her to his place to watch him screw one of her best friends. That had been a scary moment for her, but enticing too. The desire of becoming a slut to him had grown like a seed imbedded in her mind. She’d afterwards dreamed of him fucking her like he did her best friend, a fellow Irish wife like her, but never did she expect something like this to happen, sucking his immense cock with people watching, most especially Sean here watching her too. It was crazy . yet she was starting to love it. Minutes after she’d begun, Roselyn didn’t care there was a crowd in the room with her.

 Roselyn could barely wrap her hand around his girth, and she prayed for her jaw not to lock as more and more of Olu’s giant prick slid inside her mouth. Spite trails of saliva pouring off her lips. Olu brushed her hair off her face and kept thrusting more of his cock at her face.

 “Don’t forget my balls too, bitch,” he barked.

 Roselyn acknowledged this by bringing her face to his testicles. She replayed the episode in her head of watching her friend perform this task for him and did like the same. She licked every inch of his balls and sucked on each pair of testicle before returning to his cock. The crowd cooed and kept inching forward; every eye in the room engrossed with her activity. Some of the married wives were smitten by what they were seeing. Their minds whirled with the desire of themselves been forced to perform the same task as Roselyn was doing. Their husbands standing beside them too harboured the same idea in their minds.

 Olu took back his prick from Roselyn. “Get yourself out of that dress,” he ordered her. “Do it now.”

 Roselyn rose to her feet and her hands struggled to reach the zipper behind her dress. One of the black men came forward and assisted her out of it. Roselyn flushed with embarrassment as her dress fell to her feet, and shielded her sagging breasts behind her lace bra with both arms crossed in front of her. She was wearing a garter belt and hose stockings - some of the men in the room couldn’t help complimenting her by whistling. She stumbled on the bed before taking off her shoes and discarding her panties.

 Olu dropped on his knees to meet her and pushed her thighs apart to eat her pussy. Roselyn squeezed her lips and her face underwent sharp changes as sensations exploded in her head from Olu’s tongue tasting her cunt. Her body responded to his actions automatically. Roselyn raised her head and watched him bury his face between her thick pair of legs. She couldn’t hold back the moans that tumbled out of her lips. She couldn’t recall the last time Sean ate her pussy - their sex life was more like a dead doornail. Feeling another man’s tongue peruse her pussy was a genuine rush and her cries attested to it. All thoughts of propriety faded from her mind. She rocked her pelvis toward his face; she freed her tits from her bra and tried forcing them to her lips.

 Olu took his time attacking the bitch’s pussy with his tongue and lips, loving how wet she was getting. He knew all eyes were on him, and his actions were having a magnetic effect on every couple in the room. Most of them, he knew, would be begging to have his cock by the time he was done with this bitch.

 Roselyn was so lost in the womb of her lust, she hardly knew when Olu came on top of her. Still locked on auto-pilot, her thighs made room for him and her pelvis rose to make contact with his member. Olu’s cock brushed against her crotch the first time. Her eyes were open like tiny slits, showcasing her lust. She gave a whooping cry and tightened her grip on his arms as she felt him penetrate her cunt. The crowd exploded in rhapsodic uproar as she screamed from Olu’s prick sinking deep inside her. Roselyn bit down hard on her lower lip. Her face contorted in pain and didn’t feel relief till he pulled halfway out of her.

 The pain diminished as Master Olu continued pounding her cunt, by which time she was holding her legs impressively high for him to acquire more room. Her voice filled the room with each exhaling cry she gave. Olu buried his prick deeper and deeper inside her. He ignored her pleading cries, even as her body trembled under him. Roselyn thought his prick was going to rip her pussy in half each time he drove deep inside her. She was riding a chariot to heaven, enjoying every exquisite moment of it. Her hands pressed down on Olu’s backside and her hips pumped against him to give her more.

 The crowd was stunned and murmured as they witnessed the sex scene before their eyes. Hardly anyone turned their face away from it. Salacious ideas ran rampant amongst the crowd’s minds. Some of the wives in the room pictured themselves in Roselyn’s place getting fucked like that. They couldn’t help touching their crotch while they watched. The men wished they were the ones blessed with such magnificent appendage as what Olu Shango was equipped with. Their eyes marvelled at the sight of juicy cum dripping out of Roselyn’s cunt. Plenty of them licked their lips wishing for the desire of cleaning the woman’s pussy after Master Olu was done fucking her. Neither paid any attention to her humiliated husband who remained forgotten on the bed. He deserved what had happened to him as far as they were concerned.

 Roselyn slammed her head on either side of the bed as her cries remained urgent, feeling Olu’s cock all the way in her heart.

 Olu raised himself on the tip of his toes, still holding Roselyn’s legs apart. Sweat dotted his face as he enjoyed the sight of his cock pushing downward, in and out of her cunt. He grunted from the exertion, though loving the sexual punishment he meted upon her.

 Olu pulled out of Roselyn and kicked the air with his feet to regain circulation. Roselyn was gulping down pockets of air. She remained on her back not daring herself to move an inch. That changed when Olu took her hand and pulled her up unsteadily to her feet. He brought her thigh around his waistline and searched underneath for her pussy’s entrance. Roselyn wrapped her arms around him after he’d penetrated her. His hands cupped her buttocks, then the crowd exploded in uproar as Olu lifted her off the bed. He widened his leg to get a good foothold while still maintaining her balanced in mid air. His hands squeezed her butt cheeks as he hefted her up and down his shaft like he was lifting weights. Roselyn’s nails dug into his shoulders and explosions went off in her body as Olu kept up his momentum of fucking her.

 “Aaahhhh . fuck!” she gasped and cursed each time Olu’s cock slammed into her. Her voice rose into an ecstatic screech. “Fuck me! Fuck meeee! Fuck me, don’t stop! ”

Her voice swelled into a crescendo as she climaxed and she went on screaming even as Olu lowered her back on the bed.

 Olu Shango took a moment to catch his breath before dropping to his knees and turned Roselyn around. He slapped her big butt in front of him and drove his prick back into her. Roselyn was moaning at the same time mouthing off unintelligibly as Olu’s thighs slapped against her butt cheeks, making her ass jerk back and forth. The crowd watched mesmerized; neither wanted the show to end and neither wished to be anywhere else.

 Olu groaned as he grabbed Roselyn’s shoulders and held his breath as he emptied his filled semen sac inside her. He pulled out of her when he was done and pulled her husband to be on his knees; his cock inches from his face. The crowd murmured as all eyes watched the sight of the hurt man clean Master Olu’s cock out of his wife’s pussy. Some of the men watching couldn’t help themselves and applauded the scene.

 “That’s a good boy,” said Olu to Sean after he was done cleaning his prick. He shoved him toward his wife’s open legs and forced him to do the same to her cunt as well. He rose to his feet and faced the crowd.

 “You’ve all now witnessed firsthand what Black supremacy is about. Like I said earlier, tonight will be a life changing experience for you. And for the husbands and wives here, know that the same action will be applied to you as well.”

 More black men appeared in the room along with the others and approached the crowd, separating couples from each other. The wives gave themselves willingly to the black men, at least most of them did. The husbands remained in the room but most of them trailed behind like meek servants. Some of the black men brought the women the bed and wasted no time getting into action. Thaddeus remained where he was, not knowing what to do or what his role entailed. The other black men ignored him as they concentrated on the couples they were with. Neither of the couples put up a fight as their demeanour became submissive toward the black men they were with.

 “Hey there, stranger,” someone touched his arm. Thaddeus turned his head to see Olu’s woman, Monica-Blake standing beside him naked except for a smile on her face. “What you doing all alone with yourself?”

 Thaddeus looked around, realizing too late that he was the only one standing with nothing doing. Greta and Robbie had disappeared to wherever, most likely in the guide of one of the black men.

 “Come on with me,” Monica took his arm and pulled him along. “It’s never a good thing to be alone here.”

 Thaddeus made no attempt to resist. She led him out of the room through one of the side doors. The door closed behind him and they climbed a short flight of stairs that opened into a hallway. Thaddeus didn’t bother asking where they were going.

 The floor was covered with a thick oxblood carpet. Vanity lights positioned every ten yards lit the hallway. There were doors everywhere, behind which echoed familiar grunts and moaning cries of fucking going on.

 Monica stopped at one of such doors and opened it.

 It was austere simple room with a large bed, two chairs, and a large rectangular mirror that took up half the far wall. A white couple occupied the room with a black man. The black man was on the bed stroking his huge erection while the wife danced seductively on top of him while stripping out of her clothes. Her husband sat tied to one of the chairs with his mouth gagged with a cloth. His pants was pulled down his thighs exposing his penis that stuck out like a flag pole between his legs. Thaddeus couldn’t tell if the husband was amused by what he was watching or if actually he’d been troublesome and the black man had tied him up to keep him quiet. Neither person in the room made like they were aware of Thaddeus and Monica’s presence. She shut the door back and chuckled as she led him further down the hallway.

 “I don’t think they’d want us to join in,” she said.

 “Back in the room, was that a see-through mirror?” Thaddeus asked.

 She nodded. “Sometimes the Master of the house invites some of his friends to come and watch; those that don’t wish to participate. It excites them that way.”

 They came to the end of the hallway where it split in two directions; Monica led him to the left. They passed a man in a tuxedo kneeling outside a door looking crestfallen. From behind the door echoed loud gasping cries of a woman moaning at whoever was fucking the daylights out of her.

 “It gets me horny whenever I hear something like that,” Monica turned to Thaddeus and flicked her tongue lasciviously at him. “I’ll bet you can’t wait.”

 Thaddeus said nothing. He was in awe of the building. Judging from the length of the hallways, he felt like they were getting lost inside a castle. A door opened ahead of them and a black man stepped out, leading a white woman with him, both of them naked. The woman grinned and waved at both of them as the black man led her to another room across.

 Thaddeus was getting tired of walking when Monica came to another door, opened it and led him inside. The room was similar to the former one they’d been in, and Thaddeus reckoned so too were the others. The room too possessed a lengthy wall mirror that reflected in everything in the room. Thaddeus closed the door behind him, and then Monica turned to face him.

 “You look strong,” she remarked, running her hands over his shoulders. “I love been around strong black men like Master Olu.”

 She leaned forward to kiss him. Thaddeus wrapped her in his arms and gummed his lips to hers. Monica’s hands pulled at his jacket and Thaddeus assisted her to get himself out of his clothes like he hadn’t been wanting to all evening. His eyes consciously went to the mirror while he did, wondering how many people were actually behind it watching. Hopefully one of them might be the same mystery fellow who’d invited him to the party. Thaddeus tried not to think about it; best focus on what was on ground right now.

 Monica sat on the bed and rubbed her hand on her pussy while she watched him struggle out of his clothes. She looked even smaller than the first time he’d met her. Her boobs were average but shapely; Thaddeus observed she had a black Spades tattooed inches beneath her navel.

 “Better hurry up, daddy,” she hissed as she finger-fucked her pussy then pulled out her finger and licked her cum juice off it. She flickered her tongue at him.

 “Just one second,” said Thaddeus, cursing as he managed to kick his feet out of his pants and shorts. The rest of his clothes lay scattered on the floor; his neck chain remained around his neck.

 Thaddeus joined Monica on the bed, kissing her fervently. Her hands caressed Thaddeus’s shoulders while at the same time encircling her legs around him. She reached between their body to feel for his manhood.

 Thaddeus ran his tongue down her neckline, allowing her to guide him where she wanted. Monica’s features was clouded in ecstasy as she inserted the engorged head of his prick into her pussy’s opening. Her legs widened for Thaddeus who balanced himself and thrust gently inside her. Monica hissed and her body stiffened from the intrusion. Still it felt good. Thaddeus invaded her pussy again and again, inching further with each try. Her tightness gave way and her cum juice gushed over his prick. Thaddeus fell down on top of her again and slid his hands under her back.

 Monica clutched him with both hands and kissed him hard. She gasped with each thrust he fed into her. Her feet remained entwined behind his back, even as Thaddeus’s hands grasped her butt underneath and thrust her upward to meet him. Her cries grew loud and piercing in his ears like a perfect soprano note.

 “Ohhh . Ahhhh God! Ohhhh my God . so fucking good! So fucking good! You’re so fucking . Awwhhhgghhh . so good!”

 Thaddeus drew himself upright, pulling her along. His cock slipped out of her as he fell on his backside, spilling her cum on the sheets. Monica balanced herself on the balls of her feet and returned his cock into her pussy. She reclined both hands on his chest while she slammed her butt hard on his shaft. Thaddeus wedged his hands under her thighs and enjoyed the sight of her pussy raining down on him, taking every inch of his rod inside her. Not wanting to be outdone, Thaddeus bent his knees and gave her combined pounding thrusts. Monica capitulated and lowered herself to her knees but still continued riding him. Rivulets of sweat poured down her neck. Thaddeus continued stretching with successive thrusts. Her cunt felt so sweet and he had to slow down, afraid his excitement might make him cum way too soon. He wanted to enjoy every moment of fucking her; he still hadn’t gotten over the memory of her flirting with him when first meeting her at the resort. Thaddeus slapped and squeezed her butt cheeks as she rolled her pussy against him harder and faster.

 “Fucking bitch!” he exhaled between grunts. “Fucking slut bitch!”

 His hands came to her breasts and squeezed her nipples. Monica leaned closer for him to get a better grip. Thaddeus, as if remembering that mysterious persons were undoubtedly watching from behind the wall mirror, manoeuvred their position for the voyeurs to get a good view of Monica’s ass riding him. Her pussy gave a loud squishy sound each time she landed her butt on his pelvis.

 Thaddeus pushed her off minutes later then rose to his feet. He positioned her to remain on her knees with her butt sticking up, giving him a bird’s eye view of her stretched pussy. Thaddeus hoicked and spit down her opening before lowering his cock inside her cunt. He hopped whoever was watching wasn’t only enjoying the show but jerking off as well to the action. Thaddeus swiped pools of sweat off his brow while still enjoying his workout.

 Monica sank her face between the rumpled sheets hurting at the same time loving the cock thrusts she was getting. Her hands pulled at the sheets. Thaddeus slapped her buttocks, leaving red welts on her butt as he kept on fucking her hard. Her cries were muffled, but loud enough. The air felt thick with the smell of their fucking.

 “Put it in my ass!” Monica begged him. “Please, daddy. I want to feel it in my ass!”

 Thaddeus was too excited to think about disappointing her. He aimed another gob of spit down her puckered anal hole and inserted his finger into it. Monica spread her ass cheeks further apart for him as he drilled his cock into her tiny hole. Monica’s cries got louder but only for as moment as her body adjusted to the hurting pleasure she was getting.

 Her sphincter muscles pulled his dick tighter than her pussy did and after a couple of thrusts, Thaddeus couldn’t take it anymore and pulled out of her. Monica slumped forward on the bed. Thaddeus fell to his knees beside Monica’s face and jerked his cock toward her mouth. His cum rushed out of him like a bullet train and hollered as he exploded all over her face. Monica caught much of his cum and cleaned up every drop.

 Thaddeus collapsed beside her when he was done, so out of breath. Monica rolled herself on top of him. She licked sweat off his cheek and turned his face toward hers.

 “You were unbelievable, daddy,” she said. “Only my Master fucks me the way you do.”










 “Let me guess, Olu’s your Master?”

 She nodded. “I had to be careful with you. He usually doesn’t like sharing me with other men unless he wishes. He says I’m way too special for him to share with anyone. Though he knew I liked you and told me to keep you company. I hope you enjoyed me as much as I did you.”

 “Yeah, I very much did,” Thaddeus kissed the back of her hand. “You’re a genuine apple.”

 Monica rolled over on her backside. “My Master trained me well. When first I met him, I was a naïve broad living the life all the way from South Dakota. About the only person I’d made love to back then was my old boyfriend back home. After one month with Master Olu, I became a totally different person. Before him, I’ve never even dreamed of playing with women, never before been fucked in the ass, or dared lick another man’s butt. But Olu changed that.”

 “This was some party he hooked up with. ’Don’t tell me this place is his.”

 “Not really. It belongs to a sponsor.”

 “A sponsor,” Thaddeus repeated her words while caressing her tits. “This so-called sponsor, you ever met him before?”

 “I have,” she moaned from his touch. She reached for his cock, stroking him back to erection. “I’d love to have your cock fuck me again.”

 “Yeah, maybe I will when I get my strength back. Just one last thing I’ve got to ask you. This sponsor, you know what name he goes by?”

 That took the fun out of Monica’s eyes. The look in her eyes became worried and she turned first to glance at the wall of mirror Thaddeus looked in that direction too, recognizing the worried sound in her voice when she spoke.

 “I wasn’t supposed to tell you this,” she drew closer to him. Her voice was so low Thaddeus barely heard her. “You’re in danger.”

 “What? What you mean?”

 “I mean it, you’re in danger.” She started speaking very fast. “I didn’t know about it until later. It’s why I came to get you. You should leave right now. There’s people here after you-”

 She stopped and raised her head, the look of fear evident on her face. Thaddeus heard what sounded like footsteps approaching their door and he too raised his head as well.

 Someone kicked in the door before either of them could react and two sentinel men entered the room carrying guns. Monica sat up on the bed. She raised her hands in front of her face as she saw one of the men aim his gun at her. Thaddeus watched everything happen in horrifying slow motion.

 “NOOOO! ” she screamed.

 Her scream was cut short as a gun went off. The gun had a silencer wrapped around its mouth, still the ‘ phut’ gunshot report was loud enough for Thaddeus to hear it. The bullet tore through Monica’s throat, severing her scream. Torn flesh and blood flew through the room, some of it splattered on Thaddeus. His eyes and ears photographed everything. The bullet imbedded itself into the wall behind her. Thaddeus watched her body fall back on the bed not moving. He turned toward the men and saw the other had his gun aimed at him.

 “You bastards!” he lunged at them.

 A gun went off. He fell to the floor and everything went dark after that.

 Nineteen

 Thaddeus’s eyes came awake to perpetual darkness.

 There wasn’t any sound of movement at all, nothing besides him forcing air through his nostrils. There was a reverberating noise in his ear, like someone had set off a guitar riff inside his brain and it was yet to die down. There also was a stinging sensation from the right side of his torso where the sentinel figure had shot him. He thought of Monica-Blake. Flashes of her dead in a pool of her own blood flashed before his eyes, making Thaddeus squeeze his eyes in the dark place he was in. He attempted lifting himself up but something weighted him down. He couldn’t make anything out in the darkness, but whatever held down his arms was cold and metallic. Thaddeus guessed correctly they were handcuffs pinning his wrists to the arms of the chair he sat on. His feet however were free; the floor felt clammy. Thaddeus turned his head everywhere, still he couldn’t fathom any detail of anything in the dark. He might as well be locked inside a cold room with no ventilation. Hard to wonder if really he was still in the mansion, and how long he’d been out cold.

 Thaddeus tried wiggling his wrists to examine the cuffs’ tightness. He gave up when he realized how tightly wound they were; no way he was going to free himself any time soon. The image of the bullet tearing through Monica-Blake’s flesh recurred over and over again before his eyes. Thaddeus imagined what he would have done had he succeeded grabbing the bastard’s throat who’d pulled the trigger. The real menace though was who’d sent them to snuff the girl. Thaddeus clenched his fists in the dark. He prayed he got the chance to pay back the same coin of death to the actual person responsible. By God, he would make him pay.

 But first he needed to get out of this dark hole, where it was. He opted on a more desperate tactic.

 “Hello!” Thaddeus yelled out. “Anyone out there? Hello!”

 He fell quiet and listened. Nothing. Not a sound of movement anywhere. Or maybe they were doing it on purpose, wanting him to fret and stew fear in the darkness like he was going insane before they came for him. Thaddeus yelled twice more and as loud as he could but gave up when he got the same result. The chair he sat on was welded to the floor - his toes felt the bolts near his feet. He tried rocking his weight backward and sideways but got not even a creaking sound.

 Time didn’t exist for him, nothing but tomb-like silence. Thaddeus reclined on the chair and managed to shut his eyes.

 He was barely aware of when a door came open behind him and dark figured entered the room. Someone flicked a switch by the wall flooding the empty room with bright light. There were three black men in matching suits. Thaddeus came awake but remained passive as they unlocked the cuffs on his wrists. Two of the men took his arms and lifted him off the chair. They pulled him along and out of the room with the third man turning off the light and shutting the door after stepping out.

 The two men holding him waited for the third man to come to their front and lead the way; neither person uttered a word. They marched him along a narrow hallway crammed with various junk and household throwaway stuff. Thaddeus leaned his head forward while the two men pulled him along, but saw a bit of where they were passing through. The place looked to him like an underground basement. The walls appeared dank; the hallway smelt of dust motes. Thaddeus noticed a window ahead but couldn’t make out anything past it. The man ahead of them came to a T-junction at the end of the hallway and turned left toward a metal door. He pounded his fist on it and waited. The door opened from the within. The two men led Thaddeus into the room. Thaddeus decided them to quit his pretence and raise his head.

 The room was dark, but a direct contrast to the cold room they’d pulled him out of. Open ventilation in the roof blew cold air into the room. Monitor screens and computer dashboards occupied the right section of the room. A large flat screen was nestled above the monitor screens next to a group of electrode machines blinking out weird lights.

 The two suited men let go of him. Thaddeus approached the flat screen to get a good view of what it was showing. It was a camera footage filming an orgy scene happening in the ballroom where Monica had earlier met him. Thaddeus’s eyes went to the other monitor screens and saw they each revealed live debauchery going on in individual rooms in the mansion. Each screen showed black men having sex with the wives while their husbands sat at a corner watching. One of them revealed a wife and husband giving head simultaneously to a black man.

 There were few people in the room, looking like technicians wearing white baggy clothes, all attending to the computers in front of them. Neither acknowledged Thaddeus’s presence or the three men behind him.

 Though one of them did.

 He looked so out of place amongst the technicians seated at a far corner where he’d observed Thaddeus’s entrance. Thaddeus looked at him and wondered how come he hadn’t recognized his presence at first. The man wore a white tuxedo with a cravat under his chin. His right hand rested on a fancy cane; his feet barely touched the ground from the way he sat.

 “Mr. Thaddeus Black, it’s an honour to finally meet with you,” the man said to him.

 The two goons who’d led Thaddeus into the room dropped a chair behind him and the man gestured at him to sit. Thaddeus sat down, unmindful that he was naked. The man clapped his hands and the technicians all dropped what they were doing and rose from their seat. They filed past Thaddeus without a word and left the room. Thaddeus turned his head to see one of the goons shut the door after the last technician had walked out, leaving the four of them inside.

 “I must commended you for your sexual prowess, Mr. Black,” the man smiled at him. “A few of my friends that watched your performance were enraptured by the way you handled the young damsel.”

 “I’m glad I entertained you,” Thaddeus smirked.

 The man picked up a remote that lay beside him and aimed it toward the top screen. The screen revealed a recording of Thaddeus screwing the recently deceased Monica-Blake.

 “It was quite a show,” the man continued. “I’m going to have to keep this tape of yours as a special souvenir to play anytime I have further guests.”

 “You had no right to kill her,” said Thaddeus.

 The man pressed a button on the remote and the screen went blank.

 “That’s not to be your concern anymore, Mr. Black. Don’t feel joyless about the situation. Like I said, I’m really honoured to meet with you. You’re the perfect specimen of what it means to be a powerful negro in America.”

 “Who the fuck are you?” Thaddeus asked.

 “No need for crass language, Mr. Black. I will answer your question. My name is Ali Ibn Yusuf. I am the one whom you seek.”

 “You run the Black Path,” said Thaddeus. It came out as a statement not a question.

 Ali replied with a head nod.

 “I met your man you sent to meet me at the museum. Khadiri.”

 “Yes, I’m glad you and Khadiri got acquainted with each other. He speaks fondly of you, Mr. Black. Tells me how intelligent and strong-willed you are. He too expresses hope of bringing you into our fold. Just like I do.”

 “Exactly what are you talking about?”

 “The Black Path is what I’m talking about, Mr. Black,” Ali explained. “We are the arrows in a hunter’s quiver. We are the last bastion of self-proclaimed warriors out to reinstate the might of the true black man not just in Africa, but to the world outside. We intend to take back all that’s been reaped from us, dating back to slavery down to present times of white domination. We lurk under the surface of the government’s eyes unseen, like a stalking cheetah in the wild, ubiquitous and deadly whenever we decide to strike.”

 “Such grand speech,” Thaddeus remarked. “A little cheesy though.”

 Ali couldn’t help but chuckle.

 “You want to sound like you’re a humanitarian, yet you’re killing people, that’s what you’re doing.”

 “Totally biased government bullshit, Mr. Black. Don’t go believing everything you read in the papers. The Black Path aren’t in the killing business. Merely retaliate when attacked, as the Nigerian government still thinks it can brand us as terrorists. We aren’t terrorists, Mr. Black. We’re freedom fighters.”

 “Some freedom you’re fighting. You’re kidnapping white families. Why?”

 “That would be best explained once you’ve seen things for yourself. You’ve made it all this way searching for us. It would be unfair to disappoint you from seeing the full picture, don’t you think?”

 Thaddeus couldn’t comprehend what he meant, so didn’t know how or what to respond. The man sounded cultured. Whether he was insane was too early to figure out.

 Someone banged on the door. One of the goons left Thaddeus’s side to answer it. Ali looked past Thaddeus and smiled. Thaddeus heard the person’s inbound footsteps and turned his head just as Khadiri’s shadow walked past him and went to his boss’s side. He wore the same tunic outfit he’d worn when at the museum, and he carried a small black case in his hand which he dropped beside his feet.

 “How’re you doing, Mr. Black,” said Khadiri.

 “You guys organized this party simply to lure me to your domain?” asked Thaddeus. “If you wanted me so badly, why go through this whole shenanigan to get me here?”

 “That’s far from it, Mr. Black,” Khadiri answered. “The party wasn’t just for you, but for them. Most especially for them,” he gestured at the couples still busy frolicking in the monitor screens, unaware they were been filmed.

 “What’s going to happen to them?”

 “Nothing harmful,” said Khadiri.

 “What they most desire, Mr. Black,” Ali answered. “They get to become that which they could only dream about: to become Black-Owned white slaves. A transformation neither of them is ever going to forget.”

 “You and I have business to settle. You have my fiancé with you. Take me instead and let her go free.”

 “I’m afraid that can’t happen, Mr. Black,” Ali shook his head. “I’m sorry.”

 “She’s harmless, you know that. She’s nothing to you. Let her go and do with me whatever it is you want.”

 “Actually we were under the impression you’d be travelling alone. It’s unfortunate what your decision has brought upon her,” said Ali. “Quite tragic, but fortunate nonetheless. You will see her again, of course, but not as the woman you once knew her to be. Neither will you.”

 Thaddeus shut his eyes when he said that, sensing the ominous declaration behind the man’s words and knowing he meant it. Monica-Blake’s corpse flashed once again before his eyes, and was suddenly replaced by that Constance. Thaddeus shook his head, as if attempting to be rid of the image. His hands gripped the arms of the chair as the image continued to mock him, urging him to do something . anything for Constance.

 I love you, Connie.

 Thaddeus gave a roaring cry as he shot out of the chair. The two goons behind him responded too late to stop his lunge at Ali. Thaddeus halted in his tracks when he felt the air knocked out of him. Khadiri had wisely assumed he was about to attempt something and expertly blocked Thaddeus’s path seconds before he came off his chair and smashed a fist into Thaddeus’s solar plexus. Khadiri followed the punch with an elbow to Thaddeus’s torso, knocking him backward. Thaddeus stumbled into the arresting arms of the two goons. One of them slammed the butt of a gun to the back of his shoulder, falling him to his knees.

 Khadiri, unruffled by the brief exchange, adjusted his suit and returned to his boss’s side. Ali Yusuf hadn’t moved a muscle from his chair. He removed a sliver case from within his jacket and took out a cigar from inside it. He bit off the head and spat it at Thaddeus. Khadiri extracted out a lighter from his pocket and lit his boss’s cigar. Ali took a couple puffs before exhaling a thick cloud of smoke. He came down from his chair and approached Thaddeus who was almost doubled over, gasping from the blows he’d received.

 “That was a pitiful mistake on your part, Mr. Black,” he sucked on his cigar. “But I forgive you for it - you knew no better. There’s much for you to learn, and believe me you will. The same treatment that every other black man like yourself will undergo.”

 Thaddeus looked up at him, grimacing. “You’re going to pay for that young girl’s life. And if you dare hurt one hair of my woman’s head, you’d better pray hell takes you before I get my hands on you.”

 Thaddeus grunted as one of the goons slammed a foot on his back, nearly hitting his kidney. Ali blew smoke at his face before turning away.

 “Such insolence,” he sighed. “Something you should know about hell, Mr. Black.”

 He nodded at Khadiri who picked up the black case by his feet and went laid it on one of the computer consoles in the room. He clicked up the case’s latches and Thaddeus saw he take out an injection syringe and an ampoule of which he inserted the syringe to its head, sucking in the transparent liquid from the ampoule. Khadiri squirted some of the syringe’s content and laid it on the console. He took out a ball of cotton wool from inside the case and wet it with liquid from another bottle. With the cotton wool in one hand and the syringe in his other, he approached Thaddeus’s kneeling posture.

 Thaddeus struggled to free himself but the two goons held him from moving a muscle. Khadiri bent down beside him, swiped the wet cotton ball on the hollow region of his neck and plunged the syringe into his skin. Thaddeus tensed, at the same time yelled from the contact. He felt the rush of liquid dissolve into his vein. Khadiri pulled out the needle and swabbed the region of his neck again with the ball of cotton wool before discarding it and walking away.

 The two goons continued holding Thaddeus down even as he groaned from the pain now spreading across his neckline. Thaddeus felt his body stiffened; he felt as if from his neck up to his brain was engulfed in flame. The goons let go of him and stepped back. Thaddeus remained as he was on his knees, groaning. He ran his hand over the spot where the needle had perforated his skin but didn’t feel any blood at all. His heart was beating fast and he was gasping like he was out of breath. He looked at his hand and blinked with rapidly as his hand appeared to multiply before his eyes. To his consternation he saw everything in the room become double, then tripled outrageously. Thaddeus looked up at Ali and his cohort. They each appeared in threes, laughing at him; the sound of their laughter reverberated in his ears. Thaddeus struggled to say something but what escaped his mouth was a croak.

 “You think you know what hell looks like,” said Ali. “You don’t. But you will if ever you dare to cross me again.”

 Thaddeus fell forward on his face and soon passed out. Khadiri came forward and felt for a pulse on his neckline.

 “He’s out of it,” he concurred.

 “How much dosage did you give him?”

 “Two hundred milligrams,” Khadiri rose to his feet. “Anything more than that and his mind would cave in with psychosis and nerve damage. His brain would likely shatter after that.”

 “How long before it wears off?”

 “Thirty-six hours,” answered Khadiri. “Maybe more. He won’t remember anything when he comes around. His mind will be a clean slate.”

 “Let’s hope it does no harm. I want him put through the process immediately. Take him to the Kuta farm, let him recover there.”

 Khadiri turned toward the two goons who came forward and scooped Thaddeus from the floor and carried him out of the room. Khadiri followed behind, leaving Ali alone in the room.

 Ali returned to his chair and resumed smoking his cigar. A minute later a second door to an inner room opened and a man walked out of it.

 “Hope you enjoy the spectacle?” asked Ali as the man slid past him to stand beside the chair Thaddeus had earlier occupied.

 “Quite tiresome,” remarked Clarence Bulworth of the U.S. State Department. He looked different in casual sweater and jeans, with a jacket. “Was that whole shenanigan necessary?”

 “Merely to put him down from attempting further foolishness,” Ali tapped his cigar ash on the floor. “Khadiri was been soft on him. Nothing to worry about.”

 “But there is more to worry about,” said Clarence. “Monica-Blake, the dead woman your men shot upstairs. You didn’t have to kill her. For God’s sake, that wasn’t part of the agreement.”

 “The hell it was,” Ali snarled. He rose to his feet and Clarence took a step backward from his anger. Ali aimed a finger at Clarence’s chest. “Don’t you dare lecture me about agreements, young man. Unless already you forget whom you work for. The bitch was some undercover broad flirting with other guests, trying to get at me - you said so yourself - and you expect me to act reasonable? It’s high time I sent a message that’s long overdue.”

 “She wasn’t of any harm to you,” Clarence politely explained. “I merely wanted you to neutralize her. Keep her in the shadows and not let her out of your sight. Now she’s dead, how the hell am I going to be able to explain that to my office?”

 “That’s your line of work to take care of,” Ali turned away from him. “Go about it however you want. You took a risk showing up now, or you forget already? I told you I didn’t want to see you till I have word that Clarinet is coming.”

 “I had no choice. There’s been some changes with Clarinet. The visit has postponed because of the security concerns. The department sent me along five other guys ahead to do a feasibility run-through. They’re worried the Black Path activity might be too hot and dangerous to make it happen. I thought you should know personally.”

 “That’s good to know. But it changes nothing about you coming all this way to deliver news to me in person. You’re my eyes and ears for Clarinet. That’s what you’re been paid to do.”

 “You paid me to be a lot of things to you, Ali,” Clarence replied. “Besides been your eyes and ears, I came to offer some caution as well. Things are getting pretty heated for you to become careless.”

 Ali glared at him and pointed the end of his stick at his face.

 “Better watch the way you throw words at me, Clarence. You’d better watch those words of yours or someday, you’re not going to have a mouth to talk out of anymore.”

 Clarence raised his hands in a placating gesture. “I’m sorry, that was rude of me. I just don’t want anything wrong to happen now, not with how far you’ve come. I’m only trying to protect you, sir.”

 Ali lowered his stick. “Do only what I tell you to do, nothing further. Keep me informed about Clarinet, and of whatever dumb fact-finding stuff you and the rest of your friends at the State Department are here to work on. And get rid of that bitch’s body however you want, burn it for all I care. Thaddeus Black is in my hands now, and when the time comes, he will do his duty.”

 “You sure you’re going to be able to break him?” said Clarence. “Guys like him don’t fold that easily.”

 “That’s where you’re mistaken, Clarence.” Ali sucked on his cigar before continuing. “Strong people always are easier to break. The breaking part is easy, the remoulding is where the real work comes in. From what you’ve told me about Thaddeus Black, I’m sure there will be some fun watching him remould. Goodnight.”

 Ali walked past him to the door and banged his fist on it. The door came open and Ali stepped out, leaving Clarence behind.

 Clarence looked at what was showing on the multitude of monitor screens. Some of the rooms were empty of their former occupants, while others still showed white couples in them. The wives still getting fucked by whichever black man they were with.

 This wasn’t his first time of been here. Clarence too had participated in previous orgy sessions, but stopped out of necessity of maintaining his cover. He was aware of the wealthy friends Ali invited to watch the sex sessions from behind the mirrors in each individual room. Majority of whom were big-time arms dealers and warlords from other African countries. They too were interested in Ali’s white slavery trafficking. Clarence knew of this, just as he was well versed in Ali’s expanding empire and of his desire to spread his tentacles into foreign intelligence networks to acclimatize himself with whatever information they might have learnt about him and find a means of planting seeds of disinformation to supersede them from knowing further more what they know already. It was Clarence’s job to provide the necessary disinformation where required.

 It’s a lot easier keeping an intelligence outfit from sniffing their noses to search for missing white couples in this part of Africa, but it’s seldom the same when it involves stubborn individuals like that clean-cut kid, Michael Paymer. Clarence knew from the onset the kid planned on starting trouble. He’d laughed when he thought about whatever the kid intended to find, even better that he’d helped the kid along, encouraged him to get his ass down here and disappear like his girl and her folks did. Clarence though hadn’t anticipated the kid would leave tracks for his parents to come sniffing out for him. The trail had unwittingly led to Thaddeus Black. Ali Yusuf couldn’t have been more happier when Clarence informed him about the New York private investigator. His instruction was simple: do whatever was necessarily possible to make sure Thaddeus Black accepted the job to come looking for the kid.

 Clarence approached the bank of keyboards and blinking buttons under the monitor screens and pressed several buttons before looking up at the flat screen on top. It showed the room Thaddeus Black and the deceased undercover agent known as Monica-Blake Jefferson had occupied. Her corpse was still on the bed; her blood had drenched part of the sheets to a maroon colour. Clarence picked up a land phone beside the keyboard, pressed a button on it and spoke for some seconds before dropping the phone. He continued watching the screen, tapping his foot impatiently.

 Minutes later a clean-up crew comprising of six men entered the room. Clarence sat on one of the technician’s chairs and gazed at the screen. The men were dressed head to toe in black nylon fabric with facial masks like they’d come to clean up leftover mess from a spilled nuclear reactor. Two of them unfurled a large nylon bag and spread it on the floor while two others lifted Monica-Blake’s corpse and laid her in the centre of the bag then wrapped her up. Clarence couldn’t help but say a short prayer for her - this wasn’t how he’d intended this to happen. No one was supposed to get killed. He hadn’t known of Monica-Blake, not till after hearing about her clandestine involvement and somehow found a means of sneaking out her service file of which he’d forwarded a copy to Ali. Watching her body been zipped up by the clean-up crew brought so much disgust rearing up inside him. Clarence made a gurgling sound, trying to clear his throat.

 Done with putting away her corpse, the cleaning crew moved with fastidiousness as they got to work getting rid of all evidence of blood and whatever mess was in the room. Not more than a half hour the room was starting to have the appearance that no one had ever occupied it before. Clarence watched as the men mopped the walls, vacuumed the rug, and changed the sheets. He looked at his watch, surprised that the operation had taken a mere forty-seven minutes to accomplish.

 Clarence waited till the crew concluded their job and left the room before pressing buttons on the keyboard, returning the screen to its former status. He stood up and ran a handkerchief over his brow then left the room. The technical staff returned minutes later and carried on with their erstwhile work like they hadn’t been interrupted in the first place.










 Part Three

 Twenty

 A shadow was all he saw: light, fleeting, viscous before his eyes. Gradually it took shape, disappeared from his eyes for a moment then reappeared once again, only this time starting to solidify. Now it possessed limbs. The limbs merged to form a body from which it elongated into the shape of a human. Its head flattened, lengthened, went through another disappearing act then returned before his eyes again. Thaddeus couldn’t tell where he was. He knew he wasn’t moving. His body felt separated from what his eyes were upholding. The shadow had now metamorphosed itself into the recognizable form of a woman.

 The woman came toward him in the darkness, emanating a flare of light as she drew closer. Thaddeus recognized the woman as Constance. His darling Constance. He ran toward her to close in the distance. He ran his hands over her hair and face, then her body; nothing felt missing. Tears rolled from her eyes. Thaddeus began talking. His words poured out of his lips too fast for him to stop himself. He wanted to confess himself so badly. He told her how sorry he was for having put her in danger, how he would do whatever he can to make sure nothing happens to her. His words were confessional yet desperate.

 Trust me, Connie. Trust me, please.

 Constance waited till he’d exhausted himself before saying to him. “Wake up, Thad.”

 Thaddeus was confused by her words. She repeated her words again.

 “Wake up, Thad.”

 That was what he did. He woke up.

 ***

 Thaddeus’s eyes came open and he was momentarily confused by what they saw before he made sense of anything.

 He was lying on a large bed under thick white sheets. His first thought was that he was back at the mansion, in the room where he’d seen the untimely end of Monica-Blake. But as he turned his head, instead of a dead corpse, what he saw was a slender black woman seated beside the bed. She wore a purple robe dress. Her complexion was like midnight, her eyes were cold and distant. They resembled the eyes of a puma cat; Thaddeus presumed he was a rodent caught under her glare.

 “Good morning,” she said. “Hope you slept fine.”

 Thaddeus didn’t know what to say to her. It felt like he’d been sleeping for a millennia. He raised himself up on the bed and brought a hand to his brow, feeling the ache he felt pressing against his skull. His body ached all over. The one in his head gradually went away, as he admired the room he was in.

 It was a large room with row of windows to the left and right. The ceiling was dome-shaped. The floor was hardened earth, and later Thaddeus realized so too were the walls of the room. behind him was a bathroom and kitchen door. Facing him was a door that lead to God knows where. Two people manned either side of the door, a white man and a white woman; both of them half naked. The white man wore a leather skirt covering his privates and nothing else; the woman wore the same over hers and her breasts as well. They stood like mannequins and stared straight ahead like statues.

 “Where am I?” he asked the black woman.

 “You’re in Camp Kuta,” she said. “I am Mistress Ogun. I’ll be supervising your Black Master transition.”

 “Transition?” Thaddeus frowned.

 “It’s a program most who’re brought here are supposed to undergo. You’ve been recommended for the program, and that is why you’re here.”

 “Okay. How was I brought here? How the fuck did I come to be here?”

 “Your questions are irrelevant,” she replied brusquely, her eyes grew into slits like a snake about the strike, then it went away seconds later. “And please note I don’t take kindly to swear words.” Her voice returned to its former gentility after that. “The past you’ve always known isn’t yours to wish for anymore. Not as long as you’re here. Once you submit yourself to the program, your former life will become nonexistent.”

 “The hell are you talking about?”

 “Don’t worry,” she smiled then rose to her feet. “All will be explained and made known in due time. Follow me please.”

 She looked regal in her purple gown. Thaddeus was drawn to her magnetism, even though he sensed danger in her eyes. He pushed the bed sheets aside and got off the bed. He surprised to see he was wearing tight shorts and nothing more. The ground felt smooth under his feet. Mistress Ogun threw him a pair of sandals to wear and she walked toward the front doorway with Thaddeus following behind. The white couple manning the door bowed their heads as they went past them.

 The corridor outside led to a curving downward staircase. The walls were dry mud and bore intricate colourful motifs and weird symbols. There was fire burning on sticks that provided light as they followed the stairs down to whatever cavern they were heading. Mistress Ogun never looked back to see how well Thaddeus was keeping up, though she didn’t need to. The sound of his sandals scraping against the hard earth surface told her everything.

 They came down to a pathway which branched into three separate pathways that looked to Thaddeus more like ancient tunnels, all gloomy with fire-lit sticks hanging on the walls to light the way. Mistress Ogun went toward the left and Thaddeus Black meekly followed. Her dress barely scraped the ground she walked. The tunnel they were in branched out into other separate tunnels and still Mistress Ogun made like she knew very well where they were going. Thaddeus thought he heard water dripping from somewhere. No way he could tell if they were heading toward the very depths of hell.

 They came to another doorway that opened into a dark chamber. Mistress Ogun opened the chamber’s door and gestured at Thaddeus to enter.

 The room was dark with no speck of light. It was like stepping into an abominable cave - it reminded him of the dark room back at the mansion. Thaddeus barely saw his feet as he took tentative steps inside. Too late, Mistress Ogun shut the door behind him and he became lost in the darkness. Silence. He marched forward slowly, feeling his way in the dark.

 A light flared out of nowhere in front of him and his feet drew to a stop. It was a white woman wearing similar leather clothing, holding a burning stick in her hand. She walked up to him, took his arm and led him forward. Another burning stick came alive, held by another white woman who came and took his other arm. Thaddeus looked at both women as they led him forward in the darkness. He ought to be afraid, but instead of fear, what he felt was calm resolution. He felt like this was where he was supposed to be, and he yearned to experience whatever awaited him.

 Everything before him was now lit and Thaddeus saw where they were taking him, to a rectangular mound of earth shaped like a bed with four pegs jutting off the ends of it. One of the women let go of his arm and gestured at him to lie on it. Thaddeus did as expected. One of the women gave the other her fire stick and went around tying first his wrists then his ankles to leather straps attached to the pegs. Suddenly a wailing sort of cry sounded off in the darkness. It sounded like that of a sobbing child. Thaddeus turned his head everywhere but couldn’t tell where the cry was coming from.

 Finished with securing his wrists and ankles, the woman picked up a brown jug and lowered it to his face.

 “Drink,” she placed her hand under his head and raised his head for him.

 “Why? What’s it for?”

 “It will make you see better,” she answered.

 Thaddeus didn’t know if to trust her words or not, but seeing he was already tied down, he might as well see everything to the end. He squeezed his face as the liquid poured into his mouth. It tasted bitter and he couldn’t help but groan from it. The woman lowered his head and went to retrieve her fire stick from her partner.

 “When the gods reveal themselves to you,” one of them said to him, “then you will start to see clearly. Only then will you remember your true name.”

 The women turned and walked away from him and were soon swallowed by the darkness. Thaddeus saw was their fire sticks grow dimmer as they walked away. Their fire soon went out and he was alone in the darkness with whatever was responsible for the wailing voice.

 The whimpering child’s cries seemed to multiply into two, then three, all rising Cain in demented counterpoint against each other, sounding like a madhouse composition. Thaddeus was starting to whimper with fear. He swallowed a gob of saliva, fighting hard to control his breathing but failing. His body felt hot all over. No way he could tell if it was him or if someone had let up an oven. The heat merged perfectly well with the wailing cries.

 A rush of air blew into the room, cold yet vapid. Thaddeus felt the hairs on his arms and chest stand erect. The room was dark, but his eyes suddenly picked out smoky trails of wraiths cutting through the air above him. No way he could tell if they were real or if whatever he’d drunk was making him delusional. His mouth still carried an aftertaste of the bitter potion. The searing wails grew louder, banshee-like, digging into his skull. Thaddeus tried prying his hands from his wrist bounds but neither would budge. He was shaking all over; it felt like his sanity was stealing away from him and he was tied down to stop it from happening.

 “No . no . whatever you are, get away from me,” he shouted. Amidst the wailing triple voices and the blowing wind, he barely heard his own voice. “Whatever you are, I know who I am. I still know my name!”

 No response. The wailing cries continued their demented uproar, becoming one with the howling wind in the darkness. Thaddeus screamed when he felt something cold rub against his abdomen. He tried to pull himself up from his bounds but couldn’t. Whatever it was traced itself like a slithering snake toward his torso, and it felt cold. So cold like been naked under a bed of snow.

 Thaddeus shuddered against the cold that was enclosing him and shut his eyes to the darkness.

 Bright light came alive within his eyes. Voices spoke to him beneath the banshee-like wails. The voices seemed to be come from the great beyond.

 “Agbon ma roro iroro

 Jawele! Jawele!

 Agbon ma roro iroro ”

The voices repeated the words over and over in his head like some demonic mantra. The bright light merged into a fantastic cumulonimbus-like dust cloud before him. It grew brighter then without warning exploded into large and tiny fragments. The fragments scattered bright and far and Thaddeus felt himself transported beyond space and time into farthest reaches of his mind.

 Soaring through brilliant trails of galaxies and constellations light years away, past even the giant yellow ball that was the sun, he encountered a star hovering in a universe surrounded by other constellations. The star assumed the magnificent shape of a giant human god and gazed back at him. Thaddeus drew closer toward the giant. Fear and awe played before his imagination. The giant stretched forth its right hand toward him and something resembling a shell glittered in the centre of its palm. Thaddeus drew closer and realized it was a snail.

 Thaddeus took the snail off the giant’s hand and the giant god bowed its head at him and said the words: “ I-s-e! ”

The giant god vanished after that. Thaddeus now hovered over the sea of constellation. He turned the snail on its head and out of its shell poured copious amount of sand.

 Sand rained out of the shell like an endless river, sweeping over the constellation within seconds. Winged creatures appeared above him and carried some of the sand on their wings. They trailed everywhere and helped spread the sand farther and farther beyond where Thaddeus stood. He watched as the sand solidified into mountains, valleys, and landscapes that was the earth. Thaddeus now stood on a hilltop with the heavens converging above his heard to create the sky. Plant life populated the earth, followed by multitude of animal creatures. The mountains crumbled and water poured out of them and divided into tributary rivers and oceans.

 Thaddeus was witnessing creation happen before his eyes.

 The wailing cries inside his head spoke in unison.

 “Every end has a beginning

 Every beginning has a son.”

 ***

 Thaddeus’s eyes came awake and to his surprise he was back in the room he’d woken up in. He was covered up to his chest with the sheets; the white couple remained fixed by the doorway as they were before. He turned his head and like before, Mistress Ogun sat in her former place staring at him.

 “Welcome back,” she said.

 Thaddeus gave her a surprised look, wondering if really he’d lost his mind or that he’d dreamt everything that happened to him a while ago. He looked all round the room and nothing appeared to have changed or was out of place at all. The aftertaste portion wasn’t there in his mouth anymore. Mistress Ogun knew already what he was thinking.

 “None of it was a dream,” she said to him. “all that happened to you actually happened.”

 “That can’t be,” said Thaddeus, stunned by her words, yet the look on her face told him she wasn’t lying. “That’s crazy. Impossible.”

 “What you think is impossible is nothing but sand pouring out of a shell. You remember the shell, don’t you?”

 Thaddeus thought for a second. “I do remember the shell. I remember sand pouring out of it. It was crazy, but . I think I saw the earth been created.”

 He looked at her, expecting her to counter his words with doubts, but Mistress Ogun produced a smile on her face instead.

 “That’s correct. The ground where you stood on had a name. Do you know what it was called?”

 Thaddeus didn’t think he knew what she meant at first, but the answer came to him without thinking. Yes, he did know perfectly well the name of the place where he’d stood in the dream.

 “Ifé,” he blurted the answer. “I was in the land called Ifé. The giant god - his name was Oranmiyan - he gave me the shell.”

 “Good. By that then, you do remember your name, don’t you?”

 “Yes, I do,” he said, sitting up on the bed. “My name is Obatala.”

 “Very good,” she said. She rose to her feet and bowed her head at him. “I’m happy to welcome you to our world, Master Obatala.”

 “E-s ẹun,” he replied in Yoruba.

 Thaddeus was stunned that he’d actually just said ‘thank you’ in a language prior to this moment he’d never been familiar with. Mistress Ogun was further impressed with his change and clapped her hands ecstatically at him.

 “Very beautiful, Obatala,” she said. “You’re fast becoming the man you rightfully are. Still there’s more that’s required of you. I hope you’re ready.”

 She and clapped her hands at the white couple standing beside his door. The couple came upon hearing her hand-clap and approached the foot of the bed. Both of them bowed their heads at the black woman.

 “We are here at your service, Mistress Ogun,” they spoke in unison.

 “Master Obatala has awoken,” she addressed them. “You both have your duty to pleasure him. Introduce yourselves to him first and make sure he stays satisfied,” she turned to Thaddeus and bowed her head again. “Enjoy your day, Master.”

 She turned and left his apartment.

 Twenty-One

 Thaddeus Black, now going by the assigned name of Master Obatala, watched Mistress Ogun strut out of his apartment, leaving him alone with the two white servants, both of them staring at him anxiously, awaiting whatever command he had for them. Obatala pulled the sheets off him and rose to his feet. He came and stood in front of them and thought of what would be his first order of business.

 “What are your names?” he asked.

 The white woman answered first. “I am Virgo.” She bowed at him. I am your bitch-slave servant.”

 Her male counterpart was next: “I am Jan, your white-boi slave.” He too bowed submissively. “We’re both at your command, Master.”

 “We’re here to please you whatever way possible. However you desire of us, Master,” said Virgo. “Anything you want.”

 Virgo’s eyes were fixed on Obatala’s tight shorts, at the bulge that was starting to appear there. Thaddeus saw where her eyes were aimed at and figured he might as well get some pleasuring now he was up.

 “How good are you both at dick sucking?” he whipped his semi-erect cock out of his shorts and twirled it like a baton in his hand. “I need this cleaned and polished perfectly.”

 Virgo and Jan’s eyes came alive almost simultaneously; their mouth opened at the sight of his prick. Virgo itched to jump at it. It had been more than a week since she was allowed to polish any Black Master’s cock in the camp. The sight of this one before her made her pussy become wet like nothing ever did.

 “We’re up for the task, Master,” she affirmed.

 Jan nodded in agreement. He too was down and ready for any black cock worshipping exercise.

 Obatala sat on the edge of the bed facing them; his member grew erect with each stroke he gave it. Bitch-slave and white-boi slave knelt before him, Virgo to his right and Jan to his left. She got to his cock first. She blew at the knobbed head of his prick before bringing her mouth to it.

 She took a short pull of his cock, and dipped her face further to consume more of him. Obatala opened his legs to allow the white-boi slave to edge closer. Jan kissed Obatala’s balls while the bitch-slave continued rolling her tongue around his hard-on, loving how his cock swelled and became turgid inside her mouth. She pulled her mouth off and stepped back to allow her make counterpart to have some.

 “Master’s cock tastes so good,” she said to Jan.

 The white-boi slave licked the underside of Thaddeus’s cock before sucking him. He too applied the same erotic attention as Virgo had. He wrapped his lips tight around Obatala’s shaft and swallowed him all the way to his pubic region before letting go, gasping while he did. Virgo ran her tongue over Obatala’s thigh and kissed every region of his crotch while waiting her turn to have another go at his cock.

 Obatala wasn’t bothered by the white-boi’s service to his dick; the previous him never would have stood for such. As Mistress Ogun had attested before leading him out of bed to the dark chamber, a change had indeed happened to him and now he had no recollection anymore of his previous life, or the soul that once inhabited his body. He reclined himself on his elbows and watched the white-boi’s mouth drive up and down on his cock. At one time, sensing the white-boi wasn’t doing a good enough job, he grabbed his head and shoved his face down on his shaft, watching the white-boi gag and sputter before letting him off, leaving thick trails of saliva in his wake. Virgo took over where he left off.

 “Yeah, that’s good,” Obatala smoothed her hair off her face. “You do know your craft, bitch.”

 “Thank you, Master,” she acknowledged as she continued sliding her tongue over every inch of his prick as if it were an ice cream stick.

 Obatala lifted her up and pushed himself backward on the bed. Virgo came up to meet her, allowing him to pull her downward. She loosened the string rope that held her leather skirt and threw it over her back, feeling Obatala’s cock aslant under her butt. White-boi Jan sucked on Obatala’s prick before passing it to Virgo, who first rubbed it’s head against her pussy lips to get it lubricated before tucking it inside her cunt. She wiggled her pelvis and whimpered as his cock slipped further inside her.

 Master Obatala ripped off the leather blouse and grabbed hold of her tits while her butt worked itself to absorb more of girth. Virgo let off a cry as she felt his cock thrust deep into her. She balanced herself on his chest and started working her ass on riding him. White-boi Jan leaned by the foot of the bed licking his Obatala’s balls while Virgo’s butt rode his cock. His hand slid under his leather shorts to cup his caged penis. He would have loved nothing but to stroke his penis and make himself cum while watching his Master fuck. So many times he missed the feel of it.

 Obatala propped a pillow under his head and pumped his cock harder to meet the bitch-slave’s bouncing butt. Virgo whimpered and squealed as she ground her pelvis muscles harder against him. Her moans evolved in lengthy cries. Her body won’t stop rocking against the black cock that now filled every inch of her pussy. Virgo at that moment was lost in space, riding a comet toward a fiery nebulae. All she thought of was getting there as fast, and she kept bucking her hips faster, whimpering and gasping. Her breathing grew frantic as she perceived a fireball roaring up from her womb, setting her ablaze like an inferno.

 “I’m cumming, Master!” Virgo cried out. She shook her head in a dervish fan. Her body spasmed and went into a convulsive tremor as she saw the constellation of stars explode before her eyes. Explode inside her. “Ohhh God! Ohhhh my God!”

 Virgo shrieked as body went through a climax. Still Obatala continued fucking her hard, even as she fell on top of him, panting from the fire that was spreading all over her.

 Virgo slid off him on her backside. Obatala was far from done. Her legs parted for him as he came on top of her. She raised her feet against his hips and grimaced as he penetrated her again. White-boi Jan Master Obatala’s buttock, loving the sight of his contracting muscles as he went on fucking the bitch-slave.

 He grasped Virgo’s shoulders from under while still feeding her pussy deep with his cock. He panted against her face, gasped from the grip her pussy muscles had on his shaft. Virgo locked her feet behind his pelvis and clasped her arms under his shoulders as well. They shared kisses at the same time breathed into each other’s face. Virgo licked sweat rolling down his neck.

 “Gimme everything, Master!” she gasped. “I want everything you have, Master!”

 Obatala felt his moment approaching, enjoying every minute of it. He raised himself on his knees and pumped his hips harder.

 “You want your Master’s cum, white-bitch?” he groaned. He raised himself and wrapped his hand around her throat. “Answer me, bitch! Where you want your Master’s cum?”

 “In me! ” she screamed. “I want your cum in me, Master!”

 Obatala gritted his teeth at the same time grimaced as he let loose his semen inside her womb. Virgo pressed him down tighter the moment she felt his cum flood her pussy. She wanted every drop inside of her. She gave a sighing moan as she climaxed once again and she held tight onto him until it subsided. It was too bad she wasn’t on her period. The camp’s mating season was months away; she’d love to get knocked up before then and score some respect from her fellow bitch-slaves. Virgo intended sticking like glue to her Master till her time got ripe. There was barely enough Black Masters in camp Kuta to go around for the bitch-slaves. Virgo knew she was going to have to keep up an upper hand and knock any bitch-slave attempting to snatch her Master from her.

 Obatala remained glued to Virgo, grunting tiny spurts of cum inside her before rolling off to the other side of the bed. White-boi Jan jumped on the bed and pulled Virgo’s toward him. The sweet smell of the Master’s cum wafted into his nose as he lapped his tongue up and down Virgo’s swollen pussy. His lips made pursing noise as he licked every trace of cum and pussy juice oozing out of her cunt, smiling to himself while he did his work. The taste of cum was the finest thing he could really enjoy.

 In his previous life, Jan had been the wayward son of a South African wine distiller. He’d hopped from one college to another, spent plenty of his years wallowing in decadent splendour from one European city to another. Things had changed when he accompanied his then girlfriend to an expensive getaway in Morocco. They couldn’t have chosen a propitious time to be in that part of the world. The Arab Spring uprising had swept across much of Morocco a week later. Mass rioting broke across the city. He and his girlfriend, whose parents had been part of the country’s ruling junta, had been caught in the mêlée. The rioters had attacked the resort, ransacked the building and set it ablaze. He and his girlfriend and other foreigners were rounded up and locked in a cellar, presumably for their safety. Two days later after the fires died off, the rioters brought them out and separated several of them from the rest of the foreigners. Jan made the cut along with his girlfriend, assuming that somehow the rioters knew of their parents and were about setting them free. They’d spent the next three nights on the road in the back of a truck, driven to a town called Merzouga, near the Morocco/Algerian border. They were then handed over to a brand of Tuareg warriors who’d bounded their wrists, covered up their faces and transferred them into separate trucks before continuing their journey. Jan can’t remember much about the journey anymore, or how many of them had made it here. That part of his life concerned him less every day. Occasionally he worried about his parents not knowing where he was presently, or if he was still alive.

 “Thank you, Master,” Jan bowed at Obatala before resuming his former kneeling position by the foot of the bed.

 Obatala rose from the bed. He was tired but rejuvenated at the same time by the sex bout. He approached one of the windows and gazed out at the view below him that was Camp Kuta.

 ***

 The camp was a hundred and fifty square foot compound enclosed by a high fence with coils of barbed wire wrapped around the top surface. The south part of the camp however was obscured by the base of a hill with the jumbled outlook of an unfinished pyramid. It was from this hill the camp had attained its name Kuta. A village was nestled on leeward side of the hill away from the camp. Obatala later got to learn the history of the hill from Mistress Ogun.

 “Years ago when British soldiers came to conquer this part of the country,” she explained to him, “the tribe of Junkun people fought hard against them. They hid up in the hill and struck the British marching army from the hilltop. Their weapons were primitive compared to the rifles and bazookas the British soldiers possessed. Within months they were overpowered and conquered; their leaders slaughtered. The soldiers destroyed their homes and decreed from henceforth that never again should they construct homes on hill tops. It’s a little lesson from what we’ve suffered from the white man. Such is why we pay them back by doing onto them what they meted on us years ago.”

 Twenty-Two

 Master Obatala/Thaddeus Black fell in love with his new-found reincarnated life with an attuned composure he reckoned he’d always had but never actually acclimatized himself toward becoming used to before. His previous life as a private investigator never would have prepared him for something like this. He barely recalled anything from his previous life since returning from the episode in the dark chamber. That should have unsettled him the most but it didn’t. All he had remaining from his past was enclosed in a glass case that he later found standing by the window sill of his bathroom.

 The glass case had probably been there the whole time without him ever knowing until his eyes saw it one morning when about to take a shower after another swell night of debauchery with his slaves. The glass case looked like it must have been stuck there forever waiting for him to notice and wonder what it was about, but most especially speculate who might have kept it there for him.

 Obatala picked the glass case off the window sill and saw there was a gold neck chain wrapped inside it; the neck chain sported a hexagon-shaped pendent. Obatala frowned, wondering what such a thing was doing in his bathroom and whoever it belonged to. The thought never occurred to him that it was his. He felt a hand around his neck as if thinking it was manifested there, but still no memory came to him at all. Baffled and stymied, he left it back on its place by the window and went to have his bath. The glass case was still there after he’d finished and left the bathroom. The thought of the neck chain in the glass case was gone from his mind by the time he wore his clothes and left his apartment . 

Obatala acclimatized himself with other Black Master overseers, as well as with the goings-on in the camp.

 There was plenty of work to be done regarding the day by day supervising of the white-bois and bitch slaves. The overseers had their individually designated duty that included branding of the new slaves, tutoring them on important subjects such as African history, hand-crafting, and insightful lessons in black supremacy, as well taking them to the vegetable farms to see about the upcoming month’s harvest. The works were rotated so as not to create doldrums amongst the overseers. There were few of them in number compared to the slaves in the camp, but everyone appeared to enjoy their work. Insubordination from the slaves seldom existed, and whenever such came up, the matter was quickly settled with severe punishment.

 Obatala wasted no time getting into the groove of things. He especially enjoyed lecturing Yoruba mythology and history. It all seemed to come natural to him. Each time he met with congregated his white-bois and bitch-slave students at their designated classroom building and wrote something on the blackboard depicting an incident that occurred in the Yoruba kingdom prior to the white man’s invasion, it felt as if he too was there relieving every detail that happened, every regrettable decision and interrelated fracas long ago deceased Obas took that hastily led to their destruction. The class were rapt to his words. They all sympathized with the sordid tales he revealed to them.

 There was a stir going on amongst the bitch-slaves within weeks of his presence at the camp regarding who would win him over before the next Arun Market festival. Obatala wasn’t unaware of this till afterwards as he observed the way majority of the bitch-slaves swooned over and queried him with questions during his afternoon lectures; some even attempted trailing him toward his quarters. His house slaves acted like dutiful bodyguards and kept the intruding slaves at bay, though sometimes Obatala instructed them to let the slaves enter.

 He became steady friends with a fellow overseer named Master Abiodun, a veteran of the Nigerian army now in his fifties. He’d fought in U.N. peacekeeping missions in Sierra Leone and Liberia but grew disillusioned with the country’s wayward politics afterwards, especially when the country transitioned into practicing democracy. Always he exposed his diatribe to Obatala whenever they retired to his apartment for the evening, guzzling palm wine.

 “It’s all bullshit I tell you,” roared Abiodun. He’d throw a handful of groundnut into his mouth while his white-boi slave hovered behind him with a bottle of brewed palm wine, waiting to come fill his Master’s empty cup then doing the same to Obatala’s. “The Nigerian government is more decadent than even the military were,” Abiodun added. “Okay, fine, I’ll concede the military committed plenty of atrocities during their reign. It was crazy even for us living in the barracks at the time. But the present government is far worse than when we were in power. These sons-of-bitches keep spouting all that idiotic talk about democracy, and freedom. It’s all bullshit.”

 Obatala nodded like he had any idea what he was talking about. He was growing intoxicated by the ample palm wine swirling in his system. He did sympathize with Abiodun, as it was all he could do besides listen. Abiodun described his apparent bafflement when he and his battalion returned from another peacekeeping soiree and realized they’d been retrenched by executive order, forced to vacate the barracks within short notice with no future benefits whatsoever. Plenty of his buddies had lost their minds; some committed suicide while others left the country. He on the other hand had stuck around and survived.

 “I am a soldier, Obatala,” Abiodun punched his chest as he emphasized his words. “I know fuck-all about politics, and I damn well don’t give a hoot. In my opinion, only a dumb soldier would dare to become a politician. Give me war, instead. Throw me a loaded rifle and send me to a battlefield, then you’ll have me smiling.”

 Abiodun roared with laughter. He reeled in his seat, almost fell off it had his white-boi slave not come to his rescue to push him upright. Obatala couldn’t handle a second cup without catching a buzz.

 Abiodun wasn’t done for the night. Always he invited a string of bitch-slaves and white-boi slaves into his apartment for Obatala to choose from. It was a ritual for him whenever he had anyone to share drinks with in his apartment. He had four spare rooms for anyone to retire and fuck whichever slave they preferred. Abiodun was a bisexual; his preference leaned preferably toward white-boi slaves than the bitches. He wasn’t the only overseer in the camp who went both ways.

 On this night, like every typical night spent in Abiodun’s quarters after a lavish meal and wine, a knock sounded on his door and his white-boi slave went to let in the number of bitch-slaves and other white-boi slaves who then aligned themselves in Abiodun’s living room like beauty pageant contestants. They all looked clean, striking sultry poises and smiled with the intention of been selected for the night. Abiodun couldn’t help laughing at their display while he walked back and forth in front of them, sizing them up. Obatala would have preferred returning to his apartment to lay his head on his pillow, but knew Abiodun wasn’t going to allow that. As long as he was here, Obatala was a prisoner in his friend’s abode.

 “If it’s two you want, you can have two,” Abiodun turned to him, having made his choice of taking two white-boi slaves for himself.

 “Or if you can handle three,” Abiodun added, “That’s allowed. I know they’d love to share, won’t you?” he addressed the slaves in his room, all of whom replied with a head-nod.

 Master Obatala settled for a blonde with large hazel eyes and pouting lips named Mika, and included a long-haired Italian brunette named Isa. She had droopy pair of tits with a butt that stuck out her backside like a Buick. Obatala grew hard as he imagined what he wanted to do to that butt before the night was over.

 The leftover slaves were dismissed. Obatala led his two bitch-slaves to one of Abiodun’s spare rooms while Abiodun remained in the living room sipping palm wine from his glass cup while his two chosen white-boi slaves fought over who would suck his cock best.

 Obatala shut the door behind him after leading his bitch-slaves into the bedroom. The women got to earnest work and slipped out of their garments before Obatala even instructed them to. Both women pressed themselves against him on either side, taking turns to kiss his lips while their hands fought over grasping his hard-on. Isa broke off from him and climbed on the bed. She positioned herself on all fours with her butt facing him; she wiggled her butt at him. Obatala was held back by Mika who brought his hand to paw her tits. She thrust one of it to his face and Obatala couldn’t resist gnawing one of her tits for which she moaned and squirmed against him for more. He rolled his tongue over her areola and pulled at her nipple. His left hand squeezed her ass while his other slapped Isa’s wiggling butt in front of him.

 “Get on your knees, bitch-slave,” he said to Mika, at the same time pushed her down to her knees. “Go ahead and suck your Master’s cock.”

 Mika licked her lips to moisten them before guiding Obatala’s cock into her mouth. She licked a trace of pre-cum that appeared on its tip and pumped his shaft while burying more of his member down her throat. She compressed her jaw muscles to make her lips tight around his cock. Obatala watched her slurp her tongue up and down his member. He grabbed her head and shoved more of his erection at her face. Mika’s features glowed red as she accepted his prick. Obatala fingered Isa’s pussy to get her wet before bending forward to find her pussy with his tongue. Isa spread her ass cheeks with both hands to give him more room.

 “Master,” Isa murmured, “I’m still waiting.”

 Obatala raised his head from between her ass cheeks and smacked her butt hard, making her howl. “That’s what you get for interrupting me, slave!”

 He looked down at what Mika was still doing to him. He grabbed his cock from her hand and slapped it against her face, trailing saliva on her cheeks before allowing her to resume sucking his cock again. Obatala went back to licking Isa’s bottom.

 Mika rose to her feet and helped spread Isa’s ass cheeks for him as Obatala edged closer, gripping his cock in his hand and took aim at her pussy.

 “Ohhhh-uhhhh!” Isa groaned at the same time gripped the bed sheets as Obatala’s cock stretched her pussy from behind.

 He too groaned at the same time enjoyed the sight of her pussy swallowing his prick. He pulled halfway out of her then thrust some more. Isa moaned repeatedly from the exercise. Her pussy coated his erection with cum juice the more he eased into her. Mika fingered Isa’s anus while licking her lips at the sight of Master Obatala’s cock filling Isa’s pussy hole. She as well enjoyed hearing Isa’s moaning cries.

 “Yes, give it to her, Master,” Mika smirked. “Fuck the bitch-slave’s cunt, Master! Fuck her like she wants it bad!”

 Mika felt Isa’s finger slipping between her vagina underneath. She was still holding apart Isa’s ass cheeks and Obatala one time gave her his cock to suck clean before returning to fuck Isa.

 Mika went and laid on her back in front of Isa, holding her legs open. Her fingers split her pussy’s labia and she shoved Isa’s face down on it. Now she too was gasping harder as she pressed her fellow bitch-slave’s head down on her.

 Isa loved eating pussy as much as she enjoyed sucking a Black Master’s cock. She probed Mika’s cunt with her finger while digging her tongue on her clit. She felt Master Obatala’s hands encircle her waist as his prick pounded into her harder than before. It felt so good she was having a hard time concentrating on what she was doing between Mika’s thighs. She raised her butt higher and rested her head on Mika’s thigh as she surrendered to the wave of sensation filling her inside.

 Obatala too felt a strong sensation building in his prick and as much as he loved fucking the bitch-slave, he pulled out of her to save some ardour for the other.

 “I’d love to ride you, Master,” Mika declared. “I love riding any master’s cock.”

 The bitch-slaves made room for Obatala to come on the bed and lie on his back. Mika came on top of him, crouched on her heels. She lowered her bottom on the black cock and within seconds was wiggling her bottom to take in more of it. Obatala ran his hands over her body. Mika leaned toward him while still riding him harder. Her breath merged with his, as did their sweat. They tongue-kissed each other fervently.

 Bitch-slave Isa fingered herself while on her knees. She pressed her face between Mika’s slamming butt and licked Obatala’s balls. She wedged her hands under her Mika’s butt and licked the dribble of cum that stained his shaft.

 Obatala grunted strenuously. He opened and shut his eyes repeatedly. He felt himself drawing toward the brink of cumming. Mika felt it too and increased her slamming frenzy. Her breathing was becoming too laboured for her to control. Isa came to her side and they tongue-kissed, then Isa sucked her one of her tits.










 Mika’s climax happened upon her and she blurted a cry of joy the moment it tore through her. Obatala kept thrusting harder into her. The burning sensation in his prick got too much for him to hold it back anymore.

 Mika came off him right before it happened and both bitch-slaves drew their faces toward his crotch, waiting for his cock to pop its champagne. Obatala held his throbbing member in his hand. He gritted his teeth and groaned aloud as the first spurt of cum shot out of his prick. Mika and Isa edged closer to catch it with their mouth open. They took hold of his prick and fought over his ejaculating cum. They made mewling-like sounds in their throat as they licked and polished his knob. It all seemed to happen in slow motion as both slaves caught equal chances of his semen before cleaning off whatever trace of cum that splattered on his pelvis. Isa pressed her lips to his balls while Mika sucked on his deflating prick like a straw, hoping to catch further trace of spurting cum out of his prick’s slit.

 Obatala granted both bitch-slaves the opportunity of sharing the bed with him. It was one of several stated rules in the camp that no slave was supposed to assume the bed of any Black Master unless instructed. Mika and Isa couldn’t have been any happier.

 Twenty-Three

 Obatala sat up awake, gasping like a frightened child. It was a dream. he knew that, yet it felt so real. So vividly real.

 His eyes went everywhere in the room as if forgetting where he was. The two bitch-slaves were splayed on either side of him, asleep. The bed was dishevelled and stank of semen, pussy juice and sweat. Everywhere was quiet - his nerves momentarily returned to calm.

 Obatala came off the bed and padded out of the room in search for the bathroom. He stopped at the corridor to look past the doorway that opened into the living room but saw no one there. Abiodun must be dead asleep in his room right now, he figured.

 He found the bathroom door and went inside to wash sweat off his face. He gazed at his reflection in the mirror above the sink and for an instant he thought he caught a different face glaring at him. The face was the same one that plagued his dream only minutes ago and Obatala perceived a sliver of fear sear through his heart from relieving the sight of that face. But just as the image had appeared before him, the next second it was gone. He recognized himself in his reflection and he made faces and tentatively touched the mirror just to be sure he wasn’t still dreaming or starting to go insane. Satisfied, he wrung his hands dry before returning to the spare bedroom.

 His wristwatch declared the time as ten past four in the morning. Usually he didn’t need to know what hour of the day was - here in camp Kuta, time seemed not to matter much.

 Obatala wore his clothes then woke the bitch-slaves. They went to clean themselves up in the bathroom before returning to their clothes as well, then followed him out of the room. Obatala went to peek inside Abiodun’s bedroom and wasn’t surprised to find him passed out and snoring on the bed while two white-boi slaves lay curled in a foetal position on the floor. He and the two bitch-slaves left the apartment. They wished him goodnight outside and went in the direction of their hostel.

 The camp looked desolate and eerily quiet as Obatala went in the direction of his apartment. There was a light mist hovering above his head. He waved at several night-guards patrolling the yard; hens crowed simultaneously in the distance, announcing the approach of dawn. The sound of his footsteps unnerved him somewhat and he stopped twice along the way to look around, fearing the ghost in his dreams was on his tail. Seeing nothing behind him, he continued with his walk.

 He had dismissed his slaves before heading to Aboidun’s place, knowing there would be little chance of him returning early. Obatala let himself into his apartment and went into the small room that served as his kitchen to fill himself a glass of water. His throat felt dry; the water relieved him a lot.

 Obatala returned to his bedroom/living room. He unbuttoned his shirt and threw it on a makeshift couch. He sat on the bed and pulled his feet out of his shoes and kicked them aside. He fell back on the bed, not bothering about taking off his pants and listened to the silence in the room; he listened to the crowing hens in the distance. He shut his eyes and waited for sleep to return to him, but strangely it never came.

 Snippets of his dream reoccurred to him.

 The dream wasn’t about him, he knew this, and yet for some strange reason he felt it was. Everything he saw in the dream had occurred to him in the third person - he had become a voyeur in his own profound dream watching another person’s life unfold inexplicably before him. Whatever reason was beyond his comprehension. He had attempted pulling himself awake but to no avail. The dream had been deep and he’d felt chained to whatever voyeuristic chair he’d sat while it unravelled before his eyes like the early start to an unfinished biography.

 He stood across a street staring at a red-bricked building that resembled a former factory house. The building’s name was carved out on a wall beside the building’s open gate - The Hermit House. He observed numerous kids scampering within the compound and suddenly he was floating across the street as one would in a dream. He floated past the gate, past the kids playing in the yard, past the trio of mature women in church garb watching the kids play, and entered the Hermit building itself. Up the stairs then dissolving through the red bricked wall to appear in the office of the head matron in charge of the orphanage. Inside the office, a woman dressed in similar clothing as the women he’d passed downstairs was talking to a kid who couldn’t have been any older than thirteen. He drew closer toward them to eavesdrop on whatever was been said.

 “Now I want you to be a good boy, Thaddeus,” the woman waved a finger at the kid whose sullen face was looking downward like he’d gone and done something bad and now was regretting his crime. The woman spoke to him in a meek, sympathetic voice.

 “You know you did wrong hitting Justin the way you did. You’ve done injured the poor kid’s nose and all ‘cos you said he took your baseball card. But I want you to know all is forgiven. I don’t want you going back and filling your head too with nonsense about your parents. God rest their soul, they’re looking down at you right now, and they too won’t want you causing no fights with nobody like you did. You understand me?”

 “Yes, Aunt Agnes,” the boy mumbled.

 Aunt Agnes. That name sounded familiar. It sounded like a name he should know or at least be familiar with . but he didn’t.

 The picture dissolved instantly before Obatala’s eyes. It was replaced by another of the same kid standing in front of a classroom with his classmates and teacher all looking at him. The kid had a chalk in his hand and was writing something on a blackboard. Obatala drew closer and it wasn’t until the kid was done with whatever he was writing and moved aside that Obatala then saw what it was.

 The kid’s letters were clumsy, but the words were bold enough for him to make out the words. They were the unmistakably words of an adult.

 MY NAME IS THADDEUS BLACK. GET OUT OF MY BODY!

 Obatala turned toward the kid and saw to his voyeuristic surprise that the kid as well had his eyes on him.

 That picture faded and Obatala then saw himself gazing at his reflection in the bathroom mirror just as he’d done back at his Abiodun’s bathroom a while ago. He wiped his palm across the mirror’s misted surface and gasped at what he saw.

 His reflection stared back at him, except the reflection wasn’t actually his. For some reason he knew it was the face of the kid in the classroom. Except now the kid was a man bearing the same features as he. A name sounded off in Obatala’s head as he continued staring back at the face in the mirror.

 Thaddeus Black.

 The face in the mirror was scowling at him and Obatala only had time to shift his footing before the mirror shattered and his polar opposite lunged at him. The man’s grip around his throat was like a vice, choking him at the same time pulling him forward toward the mirror. Obatala tried fighting him off but he couldn’t stop the man in the mirror from pulling him forward against his will. He heard his polar opposite yell at his face.

 “Get out of my body! Get out of my body! Get out of my fucking body! Get off . ”

He let off a scream as a piece of broken mirror tore into his eye.

 ***

 His mouth opened seconds before his eyes did as if about to scream. Rays of sunlight sprayed across his body and half the bed. A figure blocked some of the sunlight upon him and Obatala fearfully assumed his polar opposite had somehow manifested itself into reality before his eyes.

 “Good morning,” said the man smiling down at him.

 “Morning,” Obatala replied. The man didn’t resemble anyone he knew or had met in the camp. The next thing on his mind was how had he entered his apartment without him been aware.

 “Who are you?” Obatala asked as he sat up on the bed. “How did you get in here?”

 The man gave him a curious look. “You don’t know me, do you?”

 Obatala didn’t know if that was a question or statement. The man was tall and athletic and had a swarthy complexion wore jungle fatigues and a t-shirt. Obatala’s eyes appraised the sight of the pistol enclosed in a holster by his right hip.

 Obatala realized the man was waiting for an answer. He shook his head as he rose to his feet. “No, I don’t think I know you. Maybe in another life,” he added.

 Somehow he thought he knew who the man was. Nothing came to his mind though, and he was unsettled with the way the man looked at him.

 “Yes,” the man nodded while still keeping his cold eyes on him. “In another life. My name’s Khadiri. You’re Obatala.”

 “I am.”

 “There’s someone who wants to meet you. I’m here to take you to him. Right now.”

 “Any chance of me hitting the shower first?”

 “You can do that later,” Khadiri said. The snap in his voice left no room for argument. “This can’t wait.”

 “How about I wash my face then.”

 “Make it quick.”

 Obatala picked up a hand-towel he’d left resting on his makeshift couch and went toward the bathroom. He felt Khadiri’s eyes burning holes in his backside as he walked away from him.

 He hung the hand-towel on a hook before checking his features in the mirror in front of him, fearful he was going to find his dark half appear before him and try grabbing his throat again. His mind relaxed seconds later as he turned the faucet and splashed water on his face then reached for a bar of soap and washed sweat off his skin. Out the periphery of his eye Obatala noticed Khadiri standing not far from the bathroom door keeping his sight trained on him. He turned off the water and dried his face with the hand-towel. His eyes picked out the glass case with the neck-chain enclosed inside still resting on the window sill. Obatala reached for it, not knowing why except that he was unnerved seeing it remain where it was. He threw it into his pocket before leaving the bathroom.

 Khadiri’s eyes remained on him as he put on a t-shirt before sitting on the bed to wear his boots.

 Obatala rose to his feet when he was ready and Khadiri led the way out of his apartment, down the flight of stairs and out into the morning sun. Two armed men manned the building’s entrance and stood to attention as Khadiri and Obatala walked past them. The armed men fell in step behind them as they walked toward the camp’s admin block.

 A group of white boi slaves and bitch-slaves were undergoing morning exercise calisthenics in the workout parade ground with several Black Masters supervised their workout. Some of the slaves watched Master Obatala walk past them with the unknown man and the two armed men behind. Virgo, his bitch-slave, was one of them. She kept up with her workout, but worried at the same time for whatever was ongoing with her Master.

 A black SUV was waiting for them in front of the admin building. Khadiri got in the passenger seat while Obatala and the two armed men got into the backseat. No words were spoken except the slamming of car doors.

 The driver started the engine and they drove toward the camp’s main gate entrance.

 Obatala had never before set foot outside the camp. The SUV drew toward the camp’s gate and slowed to a stop. One of the men manning the pillbox next to the gate approached the driver’s window and glanced inside before waving a hand at his other colleague to raise the protective bar for the vehicle to pass through.

 The SUV drove toward the village and into its outdoor marketplace. The vehicle’s air-conditioner was on full blast, but the heat from outside was enough to warm the interior. The driver honked his horn to scatter the market people off their path. They drove out past the village and into open country.

 There was nothing to see for three miles except small pockets of inhabitable enclaves and farmlands. The ride wasn’t a smooth one. Every now and then they went over a hole that had them rocking in their seats; the vehicle left a cloud of sand and dust in its wake. Obatala appreciated the uneven row of hills in the distance. The sky was perfect ocean blue and devoid of clouds.

 Obatala looked ahead as they approached what appeared to be a conclave of vehicles in the middle of the desert terrain. Towering over the vehicles was a large tent looking like something one who’d gotten lost in the desert would hallucinate about. Obatala noticed as they got closer that there were other smaller tents as well. There were people hovering around the area, all cradling assault rifles.

 The SUV came to a stop near the collection of parked vehicles, ranging from Mercedes to SUV jeeps. Khadiri came down, and Obatala did the same as well. The two armed men went a different direction after dropping down; Obatala followed Khadiri toward the main tent.

 Heads turned to stare at them as they walked past. Most of the armed men smoked cigarettes and acted nonchalant at their presence, gossiping amongst themselves.

 Khadiri walked into the tent’s open doorway with Obatala following behind.

 The interior was warm and it took some seconds for Obatala’s eyes to adjust to the ambient lights in the room. There was the grumbling sound of a generator sounding off from somewhere behind the tent, providing makeshift electricity for the tent’s lights.

 The tent was rift with heated conversation which slowly died down as Khadiri walked further inside the tent. The tent was big. The centre of the floor was covered with mats. Chairs were arranged in circular form around the tent, all occupied by men who looked dignified and wealthy in their posture. Most of them held wine glasses in their hands and cigars glued to their lips or fingers. They appraised Obatala where he stood in the centre of the tent. One of the men, a rotund dapper-looking man in a white suit shuffled toward him with a walking stick in his hand. All conversation came to a standstill as the man came to a stop before Obatala.

 “Welcome, Obatala,” the man said to him. “Do you know who I am?”

 A part of him did, but vaguely. He shook his head. The man smiled reassuring at this.

 “My name is Ali Ibn Yusuf.” The man’s smile curled into a smirk, holding Obatala with his gaze. “I am your owner. You work for me.”

 Twenty-Four

 Every eye in the room was on him; not a sound broke the silence. Obatala bowed his head at the rotund man before him and repeated the man’s words. “I work for you.”

 Ali Yusuf’s face broke into a grin and he slapped Obatala’s arm and guffawed as he turned to face the crowd.

 “You all see the new face of our expanding enterprise,” he addressed the crowd, everyone in the room broke into excited murmur with each other. “This is how we will lead with our black supremacy. This, my gentlemen, is how we’re going to convert more black brothers out there into our new world order.”

 Some of the dignitary men exploded in uproar. They rose to their feet and clapped their hands while others raised their glasses in a toast. Obatala looked at them surprisingly. He was torn between been humbled by the gesture and at the same time wishing for whatever reason that he was someplace else. Someplace far away.

 Ali accepted the congratulations before facing him again.

 “Once you were a man who lived in another world,” Ali said to him. The room slowly fell quiet once again. “In this other world, you had a life, but that life was never meant to be yours. You had a different name too, but that too wasn’t the right one appropriated for you. Do you remember anything at all about this former life of yours?”

 Obatala shook his head.

 “We’re going to have to test that part of you just to make sure. At least as a demonstration for everyone here.”

 Ali nodded his head at Khadiri. Obatala followed his eyes and watched Khadiri walk out through a back opening in the tent, letting in brief sunlight before the flap closed back.

 “Do me the favour of getting out of your clothes,” Ali demanded.

 Obatala wasted no time obeying even though he didn’t know why. No thought of premonition or embarrassment crossed his face as he whipped his shirt off his head and let it fall to the ground while all eyes in the tent focused on him. His hands undid his belt buckle and shoved his pants down to his ankles. His member remained docile as he stood there waiting for whatever instruction was coming next.

 There was a flurry of activity occurring outside. All eyes went to the part of the tent where Khadiri had disappeared from and the tent’s flap pushed open and he reappeared, dragging a white woman behind him. Two armed men entered the room coming behind them. The woman wore a bitch-slave’s outfit with a hood covering her face. She was making grunting sounds underneath the hood while stumbling forward; Obatala noted blonde hair sticking out behind her neck and shoulders.

 Ali Yusuf moved aside for them. He went to where he’d been sitting, picked up his glass of wine and returned to where Khadiri held the frightened woman in his grip with everybody, including Obatala, anxious for whatever was about to happen. Ali pulled the hood off the woman’s head.

 Constance flinched momentarily as the hood came off her head. Her eyes twitched as it rotated everywhere in the room. She was still making the grunting noise but that was because she had a cloth gag wrapped around her mouth. She looked at Obatala’s direction and her eyes came alive when she saw him. Her voice was muffled as she tried to him. She wanted to run to him but Khadiri held her from moving.

 “How’re you doing, pretty,” Ali gloated as he ran his hand over her hair. Constance tried pulling herself away from his touch. Ali exploded with laughter. “Don’t be afraid. You’re here amongst safe hands. Safer than you’d be if I allow my men outside to have their way with you.” He chuckled as he ran his hands over the her figure. Constance shut her eyes at the same time turned her face away in disgust as she felt his hands caress her breasts underneath her half-cut blouse.

 Constance gave a distinct cry that echoed her feelings as she felt the fat man’s hand travel down her breasts to investigate her naked flesh under her skirt. she kept trying to break free with no luck. Her eyes opened and she gazed at Obatala for help, but he remained rooted where he was, watching what was happening just like everyone else in the tent but not responding at all to the woman’s apparent discomfort. Something however was yearning inside him but he couldn’t describe what it was. Something strange and eerier was boiling inside him. He felt that he knew this white woman, or at least should know who she was, but no memory of her existence came to mind.

 Ali let go of her and barked in a native tongue at the two armed men in the room. Both men slung their weapons behind their shoulders and disappeared out of the tent from the way they’d entered. Ali took a sip of his wine before returning the glass to his table. The men returned with one of them carrying a chair, and another holding a big black jar in both hands.

 The one with the chair came and sat it down behind Obatala.

 “Sit,” Ali indicated.

 Obatala sat down, clearly worried at whatever was going to happen next. The one with the glass jar stood beside him. There was no way to see whatever was lurking inside the jar. The silence in the tent was unsettling. Ali acted like the flamboyant impresario that he was, knowing he had everyone’s attention speculating what was about to happen.

 “As much as I’d love to stamp the product we have here as certified, a test is required before all you gentlemen,” he paused for effect. “Just a little something to let you all know this is serious and that hence forth it only gets better.” He indicated at Khadiri who drew the white woman closer then turned to Obatala. “Do you recognize her?”

 Obatala looked at the woman and shook his head.

 Ali reached into his pocket and pulled out a pair of tong pliers. “Only one way for us to be sure,” Ali explained to everyone in the room before nodding at the armed man with the glass jar who came closer and opened the glass jar.

 The glass jar revealed another transparent jar, and resting inside was the ugliest scorpion Obatala had ever seen, if actually he’d seen one before. People edged closer in their seats, murmuring as they too saw the deadly creature inside.

 “Heterometrus laoticus,” Ali murmured as he approached the jar with the pliers in front of him. “One of God’s deadliest creation. A fitting subject to aid in our test for all who think this is a mere game.” He reached into the jar with the pliers and everyone held their breaths as he carefully locked the pliers’ fingers around the scorpion’s tail and watched it struggle as he pulled it out of its resting place. Not once did he lose poise of his action. “Such a beauty, isn’t it?” he waited for the scorpion to relax its turmoil before sauntering toward Obatala.

 “Don’t move,” warned Ali as he laid the scorpion with the delicate touch of a nurse on Obatala’s left thigh, three inches from his crotch. Obatala winced as the scorpion’s legs made contact with his flesh. He let go of its tail and pulled backward for everyone in the room to see. “Now we’re going to have ourselves a test,” he announced to the awed crowd.

 Obatala looked at the scorpion, at its curved tail poised to strike should he dare move a muscle. The scorpion crawled an inch up his thigh, its claws hurt immensely but still Obatala remained docile. He looked up at Ali who was grinning at him.

 “Since you say you have no knowledge of what this woman is to you,” he pointed at Constance who was still struggling in Khadiri’s grip. “Then I suppose you won’t dare move a muscle to come to her rescue while you watch her been defiled.”

 As if on cue, Khadiri spurn Constance around and she made a grunting sound as his hand ripped her leather top off her body, exposing her naked torso to every man in the tent. Obatala remained still watching while the scorpion’s limbs continued to dig into his flesh.

 The armed soldier dropped the glass jar and came over to hold the white woman’s arms while his other colleague straightened the mat that laid on the floor. Khadiri’s eyes switched from Constance to Obatala, grinning as he removed his shirt, followed by the belt to his fatigue pants. Ali took sips from his glass, luxuriating in the sight of what was about to happen. He too switched from looking at them to Obatala, observing to see if there was any change in his response, even the slightest. Obatala remained still. Sweat broke on his face and every now and then he’d looked down at the scorpion to remind himself how close to been stung he was right now.

 The armed men forced the white woman to her knees and Khadiri stood naked before her. Murmur arose in the tent as everyone viewed his naked feature, especially his erection as he stood before Constance. He loosened the cloth around her mouth and she gasped for air.

 “Take my cock into your mouth, slave,” Khadiri demanded. “And you’d better not bite me, or I’ll take you outside and carve out your heart, and feed it to my dogs. Do you understand?”

 Teary-eyed Constance gulped air at the same time nodded her understanding, frightened out of her wits. She looked at Obatala, her eyes pleading at him to come to her rescue but still got no response from him.

 Obatala was impervious to anything beside keeping still and maintaining his resolve against the presence of the scorpion. He didn’t bate an eye as he watched the white woman swallow Khadiri’s prick. The murmuring in the room didn’t abate as all eyes focused on the woman giving head to Ali’s top lieutenant. Ali couldn’t help laughing as his eyes continuously switched back to Obatala to gauge his reaction, if any.

 Khadiri too glanced at his direction gloating at what he was making the woman do to him. The blowjob action didn’t stop just yet. Khadiri groped the woman’s breasts and bent over her to loosen the bind that held her leather skirt. He grabbed a handful of Constance’s hair and pulled her to her feet then made her hug the tent’s centre pole with her back bent toward him.

 The murmur in the room broke into ecstatic cries and she yelped as Khadiri forced the head of his dick inside her. He slapped her butt hard as he thrust more of his cock between her legs. Constance cried in response. Her features broke into one of shame and hurting pain and she looked at Obatala with tears streaming down her face while her captor continued fucking her. The room was awash with delight and cat-calls. Some of the men rose to their feet pumping the air with their fists, whistling and clapping their hands to the live event happening before them.

 Although Obatala didn’t move an inch from where he sat, he couldn’t help the profound churning pain happening inside him. As he continued watching the spectacle happening before his eyes, an indescribable reaction was taking place inside his head. It wasn’t coming from him, he knew that, rather from a dark hole he thought came from someone else. From his other entity. The entity was somehow wrestling inside him, taking mild control of his body, even though it too was imprisoned from moving an inch just like he was. Obatala felt his eyes become misty the more he watched the travesty happening to the woman. Seconds later he felt his eyes swell with tears which poured out of his eyes. He would have loved to raise a hand to wipe them off his face, but he still felt the presence of the scorpion and knew that wouldn’t be a good idea.

 He couldn’t tell how long the activity went on before Khadiri then ejaculated his cum over Constance’s butt. The crowd in the room continued their ecstatic crackle and whistling like they were watching a favourite game. Constance slid downward in disgust still hugging the tent pole. She shook from her tears. Her eyes looked at Obatala and he read confused emotions on her face. Still he felt the entity inside him scream aloud. The tears continued to pour from his eyes.

 The excitement in the tent slowly tempered as Khadiri wore back his clothes, brimming over a job well done while Ali approached Obatala with the pair of tongs in his hand and scooped the black scorpion off his thigh and returned it into the glass jar. Obatala then wiped the tears off his face and left the chair to pick up his clothes while Ali returned to face the crowd.

 “An interesting demonstration, my friends. Wouldn’t you all agree? Now you understand how potent a weapon is the Idris Project.”

 The crowd gave their accent. They picked up their drinks and shared a toast with him. Obatala was busy fixing back his belt. He did capture what was said in the room, especially what Ali had called ‘Idris Project’, but he didn’t understand it, nor did he care. However the entity did care. Deep within him the entity known as Thaddeus Black took record of what was said, even though it continued to cry for the white woman.

 It cried for what had just been done to his love, Constance. It promised itself future payback.

 ***

 The demonstration over, Ali got the armed men to pick Constance from the floor where she’d passed out and take her to the camp for her slave initiation process to continue.

 “I’ll take her,” said Obatala, he tapped one of the armed men. Ali and everyone else turned to look at him. “I will take back to the camp. With me.”

 Ali shrugged. “Seeing that you’re returning there, I see nothing wrong with that.”

 Obatala picked Constance from the armed rebel and carried her out of the tent. Ali watched him leave, taking a cigar out of a case and turned toward Khadiri’s Zippo lighter.

 He went out the same way Khadiri had led him and found the SUV jeep. A lot of the distinguished men who’d watched the event in the tent were as well getting into their cars, about to leave the scene. The SUV’s driver came over when he saw Obatala standing by the door. He unlocked the backdoor for him to place the naked woman inside before getting into the front seat and starting the car.

 It took them less time returning to the camp. Constance slept through the entire ride while Obatala watched over her. He had forgotten her torn clothes back at the tent; no matter, he would get her something once they got to the camp.

 They drove into the camp and the SUV deposited him in front of his building. The driver came down to his door to help him with Constance. Obatala lifted her over his shoulder and went up the building stairs. His white-boi slave Jan and bitch-slave Virgo stood by his door waiting for him. He dismissed them to return later, though instructed Virgo to bring him spare bitch-slave clothing.

 Inside his apartment he carried Constance toward the bathroom and laid her carefully on the floor of his shower stall. She was awake now, though remained docile and made no move to pull away from him. He allowed the water to fall down on her and he scrubbed her body gently with soap, not minding the water wetting him as well. Constance gave him a dull, listless look. Obatala couldn’t figure out the meaning, though he clearly heard the entity screaming inside him. Screaming to be let free.

 “You will be all right,” he said to her. “My slave is bringing some clothes for you. Later when you feel strong, I’ll take you to the hostel.”

 Constance said nothing and gave no response at all. Her hair hung against her face and she pulled her knees upright. Obatala loosened her grip to scrub her arms and upper body. He was burning with curiosity, mostly stemming from the voice screaming inside him.

 “Who are you?” he asked her while he went ran the soapy scrub over her thighs. “Do I know you? How come I get the feeling I know you from somewhere?”

 Nothing. Constance turned her face away from him as he kept throwing questions at her. Water from the shower washed the soap suds off her body. He turned off the shower and helped her to her feet. She remained standing while he dried her up with his towel then led her out of the stall to the bedroom. He laid her on the bed and arranged pillows under her head. Her eyes remained on him while he did this.

 “I’ll let you sleep now,” he said, not knowing what else to say again. “But remember once you come awake, you’re off to the hostel, you hear me?”

 She didn’t respond except continue staring at him. Obatala turned to walk away but stopped when he heard her voice. He returned to where she laid clutching the bed covers to herself.

 “You said something?” he asked.

 “Thaddeus Black,” she murmured; her voice sounded weak. “Where’s Thad?”

 “I don’t know who that is,” he said, but that was a lie. He did know. He still remembered his dream of last night, of the part where the kid wrote his name on the blackboard. The entity was churning inside him. He raised a hand to his head as if he was having a headache. “Tell me who is this Thad you speak of.”

 “You are him,” she declared.

 “I told you already I don’t know whoever this bastard is,” Obatala snapped. “Tell me who he is.”

 She had a defiant look in her eyes; gone was the dullness she’d had when he’d washed her in the stall. “No, you’re not him. Thad wouldn’t let any man rape me. Where is Thaddeus Black? What have you done to him?”

 The churning was getting faster and faster inside his head making him feel as if his skull was about to erupt. Obatala grabbed the woman’s arms and pulled her off to the bed to her feet. She howled from the hurt of his fingers pressing into her flesh. She fought to escape him, yelled at him to let her go right before he smacked her face.

 “Who are you?” he shook her back and forth hard like a rag doll, clearly angered by her not saying anything. “What is your name? What do you want with me?”

 “My name is Constance,” she yelled amidst her hurting cries. “Thaddeus . what have you done to him?”

 “Who is this Thaddeus creature you keep saying? Tell me! ”

Just when he thought he had things in control, the hurting pain in his head turned sharply into a searing one the likes he couldn’t withstand. It felt as if someone was picking at his brain with the sharp edge of a knife. Obatala let go of Constance and clutched his head, groaning from the hurt. The hurt made his eyes water and fell him to his knees, groaning through his teeth while holding his head in his hands. The hurt recoiled from his head down his spine and spread outward to his arms, including his gut. He was still in pain when he felt Constance’s hands around his shoulder. She was saying something to him though her words seemed to ring and echo in his ears unintelligibly.

 At first he thought she was hitting him, but realized she was actually helping him up his feet. For some reason her words were like a balm to his pain. The pain suddenly went away just as it had begun. Constance made him sit on the bed as the pain was dissipating. He was then able to hear what she was asking him.

 “You have any water in here?” she asked him. “You look like you could use some of it.”

 He pointed at the kitchen. Constance went in that direction and returned with a glass of water which she gave to him. Obatala felt grateful for it; the water erased the last vestiges of the pain away from him. He drained the glass and gave it back to her. She returned with it to the kitchen and filled it again for him. He thanked her for it and took mild sips while trying to figure out what to do about her.

 Constance was aware of her nakedness but made no attempt at covering herself. She hadn’t a clue what was going on before her eyes. Seeing Thaddeus at the tent had flooded her heart with surprise and happiness, but that all evaporated as the horrid man screwed her against the tent pole and Thaddeus to her amazement watched everything and didn’t move a muscle to come to her rescue. What had they done to him?

 “Who are you?” she asked.

 “My name is Obatala,” he rose to your feet, holing the glass in his hand. “The question now is what do I do with you.”

 Constance said nothing.

 The air was broken when someone knocked on his door. Obatala went and opened it for Virgo who’d returned with the clothes he requested. Her eyes glared like a snake at the sight of Constance. It wasn’t her place to say or do anything, but the sight of another bitch-slave in her Master’s room made her nerves shake. Had she been let loose, she definitely would have jumped on Constance and rammed her head against the wall. She dutifully laid the slave clothes on the bed and flashed her eyes at Constance one last time, taking note of her face before leaving the room. Virgo reminded herself she would get at her soon enough.

 “These are for you,” Obatala indicated at the clothes. “I have some work to do. There’s food in the kitchen. Have whatever you want.”

 “I thought you said I should get going to the hostel when I awake.”

 “Maybe later.” He stripped himself of his clothes and examined his thigh when the scorpion had earlier rested. He went into the bathroom to shower then came out and got himself fresh clothes. “Later when I return, I want you to tell me more about this Thaddeus fellow you mentioned. I think it’s about time I get to know him. Whoever he really is.”

 He wore back his shoes and left the room, locking the door behind him. Constance went sheepishly to the door and heard the sound of his foot receding. She went to the window and saw him step out into the sun and walk in the westward direction of the camp.

 Alone in the room with nothing better to do, Constance returned to the bed and laid her head on one of the pillows while placing the other between her thigh. She shut her eyes and focused on sleep but it eluded her. What played before her eyes instead was the defilement she had suffered back in the tent. Her hand ran down her abdomen and felt around her crotch. The feel of the terrible man’s cock fucking her was something she doubt would wash away from her mind. Maybe someday . if she had Thaddeus Black back in her life. Not this fellow whose room she was in right now.

 Constance still couldn’t get her head around it. The man who called himself Obatala, or whatever else he might be, had possession of her lover’s body. It sounded crazy, but that seemed to be what she’d realized. She should have sensed something was wrong back at the tent. No way Thaddeus would sit and watch another man lay hands on her. She missed him terribly and hadn’t ceased wondering whatever might be happening to him since she got kidnapped at the resort. That felt like ages ago, but here they were.

 The rest had been pretty much a blur to her after her kidnapping. Even now as she laid on the bed flashing through episodes of the beatings they’d given her, of covering her face with a hood and transporting her in the back of a van. She hadn’t been alone in the van, though everyone in the van including her was gagged to keep them from talking, with their arms tied behind their backs. Their only means of communicating and offering each other comfort was by feeling each other’s feet. The trip had gone for hours into midnight after which they’d stopped at a camp. Not just one camp but several, moving at a brisk pace as if they were been chased by whoever. Constance couldn’t recall much of everything, and it frightened her to even remember the hurts she’d suffered since.

 Constance resigned herself from getting any measure of sleep and pushed the covers off her body. She remained in bed running her hand over her crotch, feeling her hand into her pussy. The whole time that brute had fucked her, all she kept thinking to herself was that it was Thaddeus doing it to her. She’d managed to down the cries of the men in the room to stifle the disgust she felt.

 Constance sat up on the bed and wondered what to do with herself. She left the bed and went into the kitchen, looking inside the fridge but couldn’t make up her mind what she wanted. She had been fed enough before been brought to the tent and so she wasn’t that hungry, not yet at least. She sauntered back into the room and picked up Obatala’s wet clothes he’d discarded on the floor. She thought of where to take them and decided on the bathroom.

 Something fell out of his pants pocket and clattered on the floor. Constance saw it was a glass case, with a piece of jewellery inside. She picked up the case and examined the jewellery it enclosed. In was a neck chain, and she itched with curiosity as she thought it looked so much like the one she’d bought Thaddeus before they left the States.










 Constance did the only thing she thought necessary, not realizing what her action was about to bring. She smashed the glass case against the wall and examined the chain better in her hands and confirmed to her delight that it actually was the same neck chain she’s given her lover. She hugged it to her chest and gave repeated hiccups as tears welled up in her eyes.

 She was picking up the shards of broken glass from the floor and was searching for where to dispose of them when she heard a lock been turned. The front door flew open and Obatala entered his apartment and shut the door behind him; there was a look of surprise in his eyes. Constance feared for herself that he’s heard the glass shatter and assumed he was here to punish her for it. She threw aside his clothes and backed away as he approached her. Her only place of refuge was the bathroom and she ran in there clutching the neck chain to her chest as he came toward her.

 “I’m sorry . I’m sorry about the gla-”

 She stifled a scream as he brought his hand to her face for her to keep shut. She steeled herself, fearing the worse. There was something in his eyes she thought she recognized, but before she could give voice to it, he brought his lips to hers. Constance opened herself to his kiss; she recognized that kiss anytime. When he finally pulled away from her, he took her hand which hid the neck chain in her fist. A look of relief mixed with tears appeared in his eyes.

 “You’ve saved me, babe,” gushed Thaddeus Black. “I don’t know how you did it, but you’ve brought me back.”

 “Oh Thad!” she flung her arms around his neck and kissed him harder.

 Twenty-Five

 He was returning to the apartment when according to him he stumbled and raised both hands to his head as he felt a thundering explosion go off in his brain. He had yelled, and his slaves hearing his voice ran outside the building to his aid. He’d quickly recovered, explaining that he’d stubbed his foot against a rock.

 Thaddeus explained to Constance as they laid in bed that his recovery was like coming awake from a deep sleep. He knew it was him because everything at first felt strange and disorienting, coming awake from a coma and not knowing for how long or what time it was.

 “I don’t know what they did to me, Connie,” he explained to her. “Some strange African voodoo shit it must have been. I just ain’t been myself this entire time. Last thing I remember was some black woman leading me downstairs into some dark room. The room was so dark, I couldn’t make anything out. Two women laid me on some slab. I heard weird, crazy voices, and next thing I knew, all the lights went out.”

 “Just like that?” Constance prodded.

 “Just like that,” he said. “I don’t know what kind of stuff they’re cooking up in here but whatever it is, it’s evil, it’s potent, and it’s fucking bad. And it seems I was a guinea pig they had to use it on.”

 “Did you see what they did to me in the tent?”

 He nodded. “I’m sorry, babe. I couldn’t be there when you needed me. I couldn’t move.”

 She hugged him tighter. “I forgive you, darling. But what are we going to do now you’re back? Won’t they know?”

 “We’re just going to have to be careful so nobody knows. I’m going to need your help too. I don’t know how many slaves they’ve got here, but I need to find out if those two I’m looking for are by any chance sequestered here. Michael and his lost girlfriend, Catherine. No way I can find out on my own.”

 “You talked of sending me to the hostel when I was done here. That would be a good place to start,” she suggested.

 “I pray I get a chance to get my hands around that Khadiri fellow who-” he wanted to say more but Constance stopped him with a hand to his lips.

 “Don’t say it, darling. Please don’t remind me about that. I don’t want to live through that moment again.”

 “I’m sorry, babe.” He took her hand and kissed it. “But no matter what, that bastard is going to pay for what he did to you. Him and that fat-cat boss of his. I’m going to make sure they both burn in hell before they lay a hand on another woman ever again. Tell me what happened that time I left you in the hotel.”

 She returned her mind to the last time she’d laid in bed in their suite. She’d heard someone knock on the door and went to go see who it was, thinking perhaps it was the maid come to clean the rooms. Instead she’d met three men standing there, one of them been the Khadiri fellow. They’d bound her hands, gagged her mouth, then taken her to another suite down the hall. It was while in there that Khadiri forced her to answer Thaddeus on the phone.

 “They slipped something into my mouth that must have knocked me out,” she continued. “Everything just went past me in a blur. They put me in the back of a van. I had a hood over my head and a gag around my mouth the entire time, and I wasn’t alone in the van. They’d taken two other white women beside me.”

 “Yeah, they’ve got a racket going on quite well there. They gave me the run-around after they got you. Even I can’t remember how I got brought here. Simon, that undercover guy at the hotel is probably wondering where I am right now.”

 “These people are crazy, Thad. All this slavery thing going on and no one out there knows about it. It’s insane. I mean right now nobody out there that even knows where we are.”

 “The odds are against us, babe,” he admitted. “But we’re going to turn things around one way or another. I’m just glad I’ve found you again.” He kissed her forehead. “I don’t tend to lose you again.”

 “You never lost me,” she smiled. Her hand felt the neck chain around his neck. “Who would have thought this would bring us such luck.”

 “Yeah,” he agreed. “Who would have thought.”

 ***

 An hour later Thaddeus, reassuming his Obatala persona, summoned Virgo to his room and instructed her to lead Catherine to the hostel to become sequestered. Virgo smiled to herself and shoved Catherine out of her Master’s quarters in a gruff manner, yelled at her to walk and not make eye contact with her.

 “You haven’t yet earned the right to bate your eyes at me,” Virgo shoved her forward outside the building. She pushed Constance hard enough for her to stumble. “And know this, bitch-slave,” Virgo snarled. “Dare step on my feet again, I’m going to cut this blonde hair of yours and use them to wipe my ass with.”

 Constance rose to her feet, slapped dust and sand off her limbs while walking in the direction Virgo pointed. Virgo wanted the urge to shove her again but they were getting close to the hostel and it wouldn’t look good. She’ll leave her alone for now.

 They got to the building with other bitch-slaves coming and going from its entrance. Virgo led her inside and after meeting with the head bitch-slave who then included her name to the slave duty rooster and gave her a slave identity number and blanket. Virgo led Constance out of the head bitch-slave’s office to show her where she would be bunking.

 The hostel building a was three-story building with each floor holding twenty separate rooms. Constance trailed behind Virgo to the second floor while holding her assigned bed blanket and pillow on her hands looking like a convict arriving maximum prison. Other bitch-slaves sauntered past them as Virgo walked down the right corridor. Neither of the rooms had doors, Constance observed. In place of doors were hung curtains that hid whatever was in each room. Virgo came to the last room and held the curtain open for her to enter.

 “You sleep on the bed at the end of the room,” said Virgo. “Keep your things to yourself and touch nothing that hasn’t your name on it. Those are my rules to you.”

 Constance went to her assigned bed. There were four other beds in the room with two windows facing the front. Beside each bed was a cabinet belonging to each occupant; Constance didn’t have any beside hers. She sat down on her bed and dropped her blanket and pillow on the bed in front of her. That brought Virgo to come over and push her stuff to the ground. Constance had forgotten Virgo was in the room with her.

 “I said keep your things to yourself,” snapped Virgo. “What part of what I just said don’t you understand, bitch?”

 Constance couldn’t take her high-handedness anymore. She came to her feet and shoved Virgo backward to hit the wall. “Why don’t you get off my face,” she retorted.

 Virgo came to her feet, her face flushed with rage. Before she could strike back, the doorway’s curtain parted and two bitch-slaves entered the room. Virgo turned to look at them and their presence quelled Virgo’s wrath.

 One of them approached Virgo, noticing the tension in the room. “What’s going on here with you two?”

 “Nothing, Hera,” Virgo replied. “I’m just about inputting some manners in this here slave.”

 Hera turned to Constance. She had an egg-shaped face, thin nose and intelligent green eyes. Brunette-haired shaped like a pageboy’s. She resembled a younger Paul McCartney. Her colleague behind her was bronze-skinned and bigger in size. Constance got to know her as Siebel.

 “She don’t look like she’s finding any trouble,” Hera remarked after sizing up Constance. “You ought to loosen up, you know. This ain’t the place for it.”

 “How about you mind your own business, Hera,” Virgo retorted. “Someone’s got to look after things in here. Only a matter of time before we get another tramp like that other bitch I used to tell you girls about. Is that what you want?”

 “Hey, come now, girls,” Siebel came between them. “Why don’t we just calm down and not get all heated for nothing.”

 Virgo aimed a finger at Constance. “You just stepped on my feet the second time. You should know I’ve dealt with your kind before. You ain’t seen the end of me, bitch.”

 She pushed past Siebel and strutted out of the room. That seemed to clear the air inside. Hera and Siebel introduced themselves to Constance.

 “Don’t you worry about Virgo,” said Hera. “She’s sweet when she wants to be. Can be a bit stuck up sometimes.”

 “And we both know why,” Siebel chipped in, her voice echoed with sarcasm. “Ever since that Master arrived in the camp, the bitch has been acting all haughty like someone goosed her bum every minute.”

 “What Master?” asked Constance.

 “You’re new here, aren’t you?” asked Hera. “I can tell. I ain’t seen your face here before. Virgo’s new Master, Obatala’s his name. A handsome guy who arrived here a couple of weeks ago.”

 Constance unfurled her blanket across her bed while Hera sat on the bed across from hers talking. She paused momentarily when Hera mentioned Thaddeus’s assumed name but only for a second before she resumed her work.

 “Oh really, she echoed then sat on her bed after she was done lying the blanket and pillow. “I think I might know him,” she said carefully, with the tone of one admitting a conspiracy. “I was with him a while ago.”

 Hera and Siebel looked at her with owl-shaped eyes after hearing her say that. This was big news to their ears. Both women crowed with excitement and badgered Constance with questions about what she’d been doing in his quarters and what happened while inside. They clapped their hands with glee, wanting to hear every detail she had to give. Constance calmed their thrill before speaking and even that was hard with both of them throwing simultaneous questions at her.

 “How big was his cock?” asked Siebel with wide anxious eyes.

 “I hear his cock is bigger than most other Masters,” quipped Hera. “You were there with him. How big was it?”

 “Is he ripped? You know . muscular all around?”

 “I’ll bet you jumped him the first time you saw him, didn’t you?”

 “Ladies, ladies,” said Constance, amused with the attention the women were giving her. “Look, I will tell you girls a little, but first tell me who was it Virgo meant about the one who used to give her trouble.”

 Both women sighed in disgust before Siebel answered: “We never met her, but Virgo said it happened at former plantation she used to belong before brought here. She must have told us about her every damn day before Hera and I got tired of hearing it.”

 Siebel nudged her friend’s arm. Hera continued from where she’d stopped as if on cue. “The plantation is owned by a black mistress. Mistress Tiffany. She’s been here before and we’ve all seen her. Anyway, Virgo complained that there was this bitch-slave new to the camp who always acted sort of clumsy. Always getting herself in trouble, not getting settled with the way things were, you know what I mean. Plenty of what she told us sounded like bullshit, and Virgo can be stuffy sometimes, but she’s Virgo. No way you’re going to argue with her about it. According to her, this clumsy bitch-slave somehow got over her head and became Mistress Tiffany’s pet, and Virgo hated her guts. She said the bitch-slave was the reason she got kicked out of the plantation and sent here.”

 Siebel nodded and took over. “And now she’s got her claws on Master Obatala and somehow you’ve gotten past her to spend time with him. All I’m going to say is watch your back. Virgo’s a good friend but she can be a mean bitch when she wants to.”

 “Thanks. This other bitch-slave, the one you said Vigo hated, she ever mention her name?”

 “Her name was Caya,” Siebel recalled. “Or something like that. Virgo said it took the bitch a while to adjust. She kept thinking of her former self as Catherine.”

 They were still conversing when their curtain pushed open and a Black Master rushed into the room. He was slender with a perpetual scowl on his face that made him resemble a gargoyle. Constance gasped at the sight of him and she joined Hera and Siebel in dropping to her knees. She bowed her head as he came toward them.

 “Welcome before our presence, Master Amos!” Hera and Siebel greeted him simultaneously.

 “I haven’t seen you going two nights now, Hera. The fuck have you been hiding from me?”

 “Never, Master,” she answered. “I’ve been put on drum-filling duty. My head bitch-slave hasn’t allowed me out of her sight.”

 “I don’t care about that!” Master Amos roared. The sound of his voice made Constance cringe. “You belong to me. You understand that.”

 Hera looked up at him. “Yes, Master. Please let me show you my loyalty. I promise not to repeat this mistake ever again.”

 Hera’s hands reached for Master Amos’s belt buckle like someone used to doing such and had become quite an expert. Constance and Siebel looked up and watched as she freed her Master’s belt and let his pants drop to his ankles exposing his erection to the room. His cock was way uglier than him yet impressively thick.

 “Who’s she?” Master Amos pointed at Constance.

 Constance stuttered at first, trying to figure out what to say. “I’m . I’m a new bitch-slave, Master Amos.”

 Siebel spoke for her. “She’s new to the camp, Master. She’s still learning the ropes with Master Obatala. Aren’t you?”

 Constance nodded emphatically, afraid Master Amos might want her to come and get a taste of his cock as well. She hadn’t gotten over the horror of sucking Khadiri at the tent.

 “That’s all right for now,” Master Amos grunted. “Best she watch and see how good you bitches are to me.”

 Hera resumed stroking her Master’s cock and licked the sliver of pre-cum that poured out of its helmet. Hera ran her tongue to the tip to his balls before giving him a proper blowjob. Master Amos wrapped his fingers behind Hera’s head and pumped her face to swallow more of him. Siebel who was beside her friend loosened the back of her leather blouse and let it fall to the floor. She played with her friend’s tits and kissed her shoulder while Hera bobbed her head on the black cock that now stretched her mouth. Constance edged closer to see the action better. She stole a hand under her slave skirt and hissed repeatedly through her teeth as her fingers played with her pubis.

 Hera pulled away from Master Amos’s saliva-stained cock and made room for Siebel to suck it. She repaid the gesture of loosening her friend’s blouse and Master Amos brought their faces to his cock and let them rub their lips against his shaft. Both bitch-slaves kissed every inch of his cock and took turns back and forth with sucking him and wrapping their lips to his balls. Hera and Siebel made a perfect tag-team when it came to both cuck-sucking and fucking. Constance was envious of how easy they went about it, guessing quite well they’d done like this so many other times before. It brought back memories of her sharing Thaddeus with her sister, and it made her long for such moments to return.

 They helped Master Amos out of his clothes and Siebel cleared stuff from her bed for him to lie on his back. Neither made like Constance was even there, or that they wanted her to join in. Hera loosened her skirt and lowered her butt on Master Amos’s face while her friend continued sucking and stroking his erection. Constance spread her legs to further play with herself while she watched.

 Hera’s thighs shielded much of Master Amos’s face, her hands squeezed her tits as she rode her ecstasy train while rolling her butt on his face. Constance caught glimpses of his tongue slipping between Hera’s pussy folds. Siebel kept stroking his shaft while rolling her lips and tongue around his cock. A moment later she came up and planted herself on his crotch. Her hand inserted Master Amos’s cock where it should go and immediately her head looked up and a cry escaped her lips as she became impaled on his shaft.

 Constance’s hisses had turned to serious moaning fits as she steadily rubbed at her clit while feeling for her G-spot. Her moans was becoming one with that of the two women. She watched Hera leaned forward toward her friend. Both women tongue-kissed then played with each other’s tits while still maintaining concentrated action. Master Amos’s hands grasped Siebel’s buttocks and urged her to rock him harder. Her breasts were like two jiggling giant globes. Hera tried sticking her lips to one of them while reclining against her.

 Master Amos slapped Hera’s butt and told her to get off him, which she did. It was Siebel’s turn to lie on her back while Hera leaned closer and ate her friend’s pussy. Master Amos fucked Hera from behind. Hera raised her face while he did, her feature curled into a hurting mask as her Master buried his cock deep inside her. Master Amos spared no mercy fucking her hard and slapped her butt repeatedly.

 Hera moaned and begged for it. “Yes, Master . fuck me harder, Master. I’ve been a very bad bitch-slave!”

 “Damn right you’ve been a bad bitch-slave,” Master Amos grunted. He held her down as he kept thrusting into her, shaking the bed’s frame. His face grew uglier with sweat. “Gonna fucking tear this slave pussy!”

 Hera raised her face from between her friend’s open thighs, howling. Her eyes remained tightly shut while her mouth gasped her frenzied moans. “Ohhhh . Awwhhhnnn yes! Yes, Master! Fuck me, Master!”

 “Who owns this pussy, bitch-slave?” his hand cracked her butt hard enough to make her yelp.

 “You, Master!” Hera gasped, practically screamed the answer. “Auugghhhhhhhh . You own me, Master!”

 Master Amos pulled her up from her position. Hera kept bumping her ass against his crotch, taking everything Master Amos dished her.

 Constance left where she sat and came to Siebel’s assistance. She sucked on her tits and fingered her pussy; Siebel hugged Constance to her thick chest, enjoying what she was doing.

 Master Amos pulled out of Hera and Constance returned to her bed as he came on top Siebel. Siebel took his cock and shoved it where it appropriately needed to go. His hands slipped underneath her backside at first but her body was too thick to allow that, so instead he reclined on his outstretched arms and fucked her deep.

 Siebel’s whimpering and hollering was even louder than Virgo. Her globe-sized breasts rolled against Master Amos’s chest while his buttocks forced his cock down between the folds of her thighs. Constance held one of her legs while Virgo held the other. Master Amos’s balls slapped against Siebel’s legs as he fed his cock deep into her. Siebel’s face contorted with delight mixed with pleasure. She too tried to speak, but the feel of Master Amos’s cock hitting her cervix kept ceasing her voice.

 Hera watched Master Amos’s lower body contract and he groaned as his climax approached. He remained on top of Siebel as he filled her pussy with his cum and didn’t pull out until he was done.

 Hera dove between her friend’s legs, sucking ever trace of her Master’s cum from her pussy. She gathered some of his cum in her hand and stood up and emptied it down her friend’s open mouth. Constance watched both friends kiss each other, their lips passing forth their Master’s cum. She couldn’t remember if she and her sister Hilda had performed the same action when she’d shared Thaddeus with her. It was so nasty and erotic watching the friends play with each other like lovers; she would save up the image and hope someday she gets to perform something like it when with Thaddeus and another girl.

 “Now which one of you bitches is going to clean up this shit?” Master Amos indicated his hanging penis still coated with Siebel’s cum.

 “I’m so sorry, Master,” said Hera. She hurried over to him and sucked his cock clean before allowing him to wear back his pants.

 “I’m having a party tonight,” he said after he’d finished wearing his clothes. “I want to see both of you at my crib at seven. No excuses this time, you get me?”

 Hera and Siebel nodded and replied that they would be there. Master Amos marched out of the room and both sisters looked happy than ever.

 “Looks like we’re going to have ourselves a fun time tonight,” Siebel chuckled. She found a towel and wiped her face with it then passed it to Hera. “Master Amos loves throwing fancy parties in the camp.”

 “You should come,” said Hera to Constance. “Won’t do you any good remaining here all night, waiting for Virgo to get at you. You can come and hook up with another Black Master, and maybe then Virgo will let you alone. She hates competition.”

 “Every bitch-slave hates competition,” Siebel chipped in, coming to sit beside Constance. “Every bitch-slave lucky enough to attach herself to a Master doesn’t always like it when he’s got another on the side.”

 “But that’s why they’re our Black Masters,” Hera countered. “Besides, you and I don’t fight.”

 “That’s because we don’t have time,” laughed Siebel. She turned to Constance. “I’m peace-loving type of girl. I love black cock as much as anything. If I get a chance to have it to myself, I’d enjoy it forever.”

 Twenty-Six

 Siebel and Hera cleaned up themselves then left the room to continue with their drum-filling duty. Constance, seeing no point in been alone, decided to accompany them. She wanted to quickly adjust to life in the camp, recalling what Thaddeus had explained to her about their need to blend perfectly with the place and try not to arouse any suspicious glimmer. Constance was willing to put up with that, seeing that she’d survived these past week of being alive without knowing whatever had happened to him. She had been kept half naked pretty much since getting kidnapped, so just like every other bitch-slave she encountered in the camp, she’d long adjusted to been this way. Her present grip was what to do about the bitch-slave Virgo.

 The drum-filling task required the bitch-slaves taking metal or plastic buckets in hand and stroll down a sloppy trail situated at the camp’s north-east section where a flowing spring was located. They’d meet some of the villagers there who too came to fetch water there. For some of the villagers, especially the men folk, their intention was simply to ogle the bitch-slaves and watch them fill their water buckets. The bitch-slaves took their filled buckets and returned to empty them in one of three five-foot black drums that served as water supply for their hostel. They worked on shift changes every hour. The white-boi slaves too performed the same task for their own hostel located on the westward section of the camp, though they usually did their drum-filling at night-time to exclude any chance of unruly fraternization.

 Constance became well acquainted with her two newfound friends within the span of their water-fetching task. They were both from the U.K., though Siebel was born and raised in Aberdeen, Scotland. Her mom was German, she explained, which was the reason for her name. She’d been married before and worked for a tourism company. Her previous married life had been one big mess, she explained to Constance. For years she’d attempted losing weight but no luck. Her husband, a foul-mouth creature, never ceased a chance deriding her about it. She thought getting pregnant would help but she lost the baby by miscarriage. Sex with her husband eddied to a stop after that. She fell quiet about it for months, but later carried out some tests without him knowing and found out he was the problem.

 “Low sperm count,” she told Constance. “The bastard was downing too much Guinness and wasn’t getting it up anymore. I told him about it. He got irate, and in the end we got divorced. It was my luck I never had any kid for the bastard.”

 “I’m sorry to hear that,” Constance sympathized.

 “Nothing to be sorry about,” Siebel smiled. “I got happy after that. It kind of got me a new perspective on life.”

 She quit her job after the divorce and relocated to a London branch of the tourism company she was with. Her new life in London kicked off when she fell in love with a Nigerian fellow and he’d introduced her to everything about loving black men, and worshipping them too. Within weeks he’d fucked every hole in her body, and brought his friends over to fuck her too. She’d gotten pregnant to her surprise and he’d brought her to Nigeria, which somehow had led to her been here. She’d delivered her baby a couple days before been sold at the auction market, where she’d met Hera. They’d become like sisters ever since.

 As for Hera, she’d been studying contemporary history at the London university but her main focus at the time were endless parties, groupies, alcohol binges and whichever man she was with at the time. And there had been many. Her parents were rich, upper-class snobs, she declared. Her been the only girl in a household of four brothers, she’d been ignored much of her younger years but at the same time spoiled and just couldn’t wait to grow old enough to fend for herself. Her time had come when she’d left for London, and began experimenting with everything she’d always thought or heard of but never dreamed would happen to her.

 “It was like finding myself in the Swinging Sixties,” she admitted to Constance.

 In London, like Hera, she too had discovered the joy of been with black men, and had dated three of them consecutively. She’d become attuned to her bisexual side and made out with women as well, but they were secondary. She so much preferred a black cock to anything else. She’d lost all contact with dating white boys, most of whom she considered naïve and not masculine enough to control her.

 It was a summer holiday when she’d thought what better way to enjoy it than tour the world while undertaking a sex spree. She’d started in Europe: Cannes, Athens . Cape City, South Africa. Somehow she’d found herself in Lagos, Nigeria. She couldn’t recall what actually led to her undertaking the trip. She’d been too stoned and inebriated much of the time to care. All she knew was the two black men she’d been with who’d quelled her appetite of keeping her well fucking her night and day, and most times in-between as well. She remembered waking up one morning in the hotel room. Instead of her two lovers, there’s been some other strange men there. They’d bundled her out of the room, kicking and screaming and that was pretty much what she remembered till finding herself been sold at the Arun market.

 “Were you scared?” Constance asked her.

 Dusk was fast approaching. Already they were done with their drum-filling shift and sat under the shade of a mango tree enjoying the evening breeze, watching other bitch-slaves walk past them. Siebel was braiding the ends of her friend’s hair.

 “For sure I was scared,” Hera answered. “At the time I was. But once we got done with the initiation thing, I kind of liked it. I mean this is what I’d always wanted - serving a Black Master. Nothing beats that.”

 They packed up and went into the building to shower and get ready for the evening just as they sky grew dark.

 ***

 Thaddeus Black, too, was at the party. No way he could have avoided it, not with Master Abiodun appearing at his quarters to come drag him out to Master Amos’s place where loud music was coming from. Abiodun walked with his two white boi slaves behind him while Thaddeus had bitch-slave Virgo trailing behind him; he’d dismissed his white boi slave Jan to go carrying out drum-filling duty. He would have preferred doing away with Virgo, but camp policy humbly declared that at every socializing event, a Black Master must be accompanied by either one or both slaves assigned to him.

 Other Black Masters were there with their slaves, and there were other bitch-slaves and white-boi slaves flirting around, waiting to be of service. Some catered drinks and food to the Masters who sat in a row of chairs arranged in a wide circle while in the centre two bitch-slaves wrestled each other in a plastic bathing tub. Their naked bodies glistened with baby oil as they grappled and struggled to remain upright in the makeshift tub. Drinks flowed around as the Black Masters cheered the fighters on while some of them laid bets. Thaddeus drank palm wine and scanned the crowd with his eyes trying to spot Constance amongst the gathered slaves who stood in the foreground watching the event. They too cheered as well.

 Unknown to Thaddeus, he wasn’t the only one on the lookout for Constance. His bitch-slave Virgo, standing a few feet behind him too kept her eyes alert for anyone, including Constance, who might want to come and catch her Master’s attention. Virgo knew of the power tussle that regularly happened amongst the bitch-slaves. She too had conspired with others when she’d first arrived here, and like others, she too had lost out and won some as well. Though the few times she’d won had seldom been to her liking. Often the Black Masters interchanged their serving slaves if they felt they weren’t meeting their satisfaction. This time it would be as she would soon be in her heat period. She could think of no greater reward to have for herself than her been rewarded her Master’s cum and hopping it would fetch her a black baby to bless his name with.

 Before leaving his quarters she had procured a small packet of herbs called Bukiri-Do from a Kanuri Mallam who often came into the camp from the Kuta village to sell his local wares. The herb was a local aphrodisiac gotten from ginger roots, guaranteed to keep a man hard and erect for hours and hours. Not just keeping him erect but potently locked in the spell of sex till whenever it wore off. It was the perfect medicine Virgo could think of to use on her Master tonight. She won’t be the first to apply its use. Other bitch-slaves she knew had acquired and dropped some of it in their Master’s drink in readiness for a great bout of fucking. The Black Masters were well aware of the herb’s potency and often went along with the conspiracy by turning a blind eye to it happening. The only after effect was sometimes a mild headache in the morning.

 Virgo fingered the herb packet which she’d stashed in a cut-out lining in her skirt. She couldn’t wait for when they’re return to the quarters so she would prepare a cup of tea for her Master to drink with the herbs swimming in it. Or even better she just might get lucky and slip it into his drink while he was here. That would save her much time than waiting till they returned to his place. She would be mad if they got back and he dismissed her right away, thus ending her chance for the night.

 Thaddeus got up after a while and went out of the room to use the rest room. He entered a dark corridor and was about entering the rest room when he felt someone’s hand on his shoulder. He recognized her touch almost immediately before she called his name. Thaddeus peeked inside the room first and was satisfied it was empty before pulling her along inside. His hand turned the key in the lock.

 He turned to face Constance and before he could say anything else, she jumped into his arms, locked her hands around his head and kissed him fiercely. Her kiss was fervent and passionate like she hadn’t kissed him in a long time. Her mouth stretched wide and he slid his tongue back and forth over hers; his hands squeezed her body and massaged her butt while he did. They were both gasping when they let go of each other. She hugged him tighter.

 “It feels like forever since I last was with you,” she breathed into his chest. “Oh God, Thad. Please take me away from this crazy place.”

 Thaddeus kissed her forehead. “We will get out of this, babe. We just need to hold on together. I’m as much into getting out of here as you too.”

 “I was looking for you out there. I thought I wouldn’t find you.”

 “You made any friends yet?”

 “Yeah,” she said. “So far two.”

 She told him her conversation with Hera and Siebel, and the quarrel she’d provoked with Thaddeus’s bitch-slave, Virgo.

 “If that bitch think she’s going to steal you away from me, she’s got another thing coming,” Constance warned.

 “Be good to know more about this girl your friends told you about,” said Thaddeus. “This Caya girl you said Virgo knows of.”

 “Only person who’s got that answer is your bitch-slave-”

 Constance stopped when someone knocked on the door. Thaddeus pushed her to get down on her knees before him. His hand went to his pant’s zipper, but Constance caught what he meant to do and quickly unzipped his fly for him and pulled out his cock. She pressed her face against his crotch by the time Thaddeus unlocked the door for whoever wanted to enter. The black man looked at him as he entered and shook hands with Thaddeus before using the urinal while Constance played with his cock in her mouth. The man finished his business and flushed, and then washed his hands before leaving them alone. Thaddeus locked the door before pulling Constance to her feet; her cock dangled between his open fly. She tucked his cock back in its resting place and zipped him up.

 “Go hide yourself at my place,” he extracted a spare key to his quarters and gave it to her. “Hide and lock yourself in there till I return.”

 “Just don’t keep me waiting too long,” she kissed him.

 They stepped out of the rest room and went their separate ways.

 Thaddeus returned to his chair with Virgo holding on to his drink. Unknown to him, Virgo had mixed some of the Bukiri-Do herbs in his drink. So excited was she of her prospects she couldn’t wait anymore. The herbs usually take a while before they begin to do their work so she hopped it won’t be long before they returned to his quarters.

 Virgo smiled when she gave him back his drink and watched him take sips from it while the oil wrestling went on and so too the cheering crowd. She pretended to be engross by it, when actually her thoughts was on how well the night was going to end for her.

 Thaddeus got up after what felt like a long stay to him and begged to take his leave. He shook hands with the other Black Masters, explaining he had an early morning wake-up call. Virgo was ecstatic as she followed him behind leaving the building toward his quarters. She couldn’t have planned for things to happen like it was going right now.

 Thaddeus felt a warming sensation happen upon him as he approached his building though he couldn’t tell what really it was. He felt a little light-headed, but it wasn’t from the palm wine he’d drunk, unless they’d spiked it with something he knew nothing about. Though he wasn’t feeling queasy. His stomach wasn’t rumbling or making any aggressive noises, instead what he got was some strange sense of euphoria. Thaddeus didn’t know it then but had he thought to look at his bitch-slave Virgo walking two steps behind him he would have noticed her brimming at his back as they went up the steps of his building. Thaddeus unlocked his front door and Virgo entered behind him.

 His intention had been to fall in bed and sleep off. But then he remembered Constance was inside waiting for him, and he was at first baffled when as he entered his apartment she wasn’t standing there waiting for him.

 Before Thaddeus could call out her name, he felt his bitch-slave’s hands caress his back. He turned around and Virgo jumped upon him and together they struggled toward the bed. Virgo wouldn’t let down her kissing frenzy while her hands were busy running over his shirt.

 “I’ve been wanting you so long, Master,” she moaned as she continued pelting him with kisses.

 Twenty-Seven

 Constance was washing herself in the bathroom when she heard the front door open and slam shut. She turned off the water and hurriedly dried herself with a towel. She frowned when she heard someone’s voice along with Thaddeus. The bathroom door was shut and she inched it open and peeked into the room. Her eyes lit first with surprise, then anger at the sight of Virgo bouncing on top of her man. Constance flung the door open and ran toward them.

 Virgo flung her blouse off her head and bent down to resume kissing her Master. She didn’t see Constance come upon her from behind. She yelped when she felt a hand grab her hair and push her to fall on her back. Virgo looked up and saw Constance standing above her.

 “You!” she gasped. “The fuck are you doing here?”

 Virgo was getting to her feet when Constance fell on her. Thaddeus came to his feet and pulled them apart.

 “Hold on, Connie,” he said, pulling Constance away from Virgo. “Babe, hold on. Chill, will you.”

 “The hell am I supposed to chill?” Constance was breathing fire, wanting to lunge at Virgo again and bury her fingers in the bitch’s throat but Thaddeus held her back. “The fuck is the bitch doing here? I thought you was returning alone?”










 “Yeah, I thought I was too.” Thaddeus turned to Virgo but she was now withdrawing from her, looking at him strangely.

 “Who are you?” she asked him, slowly edging toward the door. “You’re not my Master. You’re not Obatala. Who are you really?”

 “I am Obatala,” said Thaddeus with less conviction in his voice. “I am your Master.”

 Virgo shook her head, frightened now. “No, you’re not. You have his voice, but you’re not him. YOU’RE NOT HIM! ” she screamed these last words before rushing for the door.

 Constance got there first, slamming her shoulder against the door as Virgo attempted to push it open. Virgo tried to push her away but Constance held her back till Thaddeus came and lifted her away from the door. Virgo kicked her feet in the air, screamed at him to let her go. He threw her on the bed. Virgo was still putting up a fight. Thaddeus whacked her hard across the face, knocking the wind out of her. Virgo howled with pain before passing out on the bed. Thaddeus checked her pulse and breathed with relief.

 “She’s alive,” he said.

 Constance left the door and came to take his hand. “Lucky her. I’d cut her throat if you weren’t around.”

 “That won’t be a good thing to do, babe. Now we’ve got to see how to get her to keep her trap shut. Nothing we can do now except get to work on her.”

 ***

 Virgo felt a ringing pain on her chin. Her nostrils inhaled something foul and acrid. It was the smell that brought her eyes open.

 Constance and Thaddeus sat beside her on the bed; Thaddeus was holding something close to her nose. It wasn’t until her eyes became steady that she realized he was holding the packet of herbs she’d had in her skirt lining. She was dumbfounded to find it in his hands, but then it occurred to her what might have happened while passed out. Her cheek where he’d slapped her still hurt like hell.

 “Where am I?” she asked.

 “Right now you’re in deep trouble,” Thaddeus remarked. “What matters is what you’re willing to do to get out of it.” He once again waved the herb packet before her face.

 “That’s mine,” she blurted.

 “I know that. What I want to know is what you’re doing with it.”

 “I take it for headaches,” she said.

 “Bullshit,” replied Thaddeus. “You’re not that much of a liar, Virgo. I’m going to ask you again, and you’d better not lie to me, or else my woman here is going to rip your eyes out. And I’m going to hold you down while she does it.”

 “It’s got nothing to do with you,” she said unsteadily.

 “So you say. But I’m willing to bet you threw some of this a while ago in my drink, and it’s what’s got me feeling weird when I returned here. You going to talk now, or you want your eyes scratched out?”

 Virgo’s eyes went to Constance. The look Constance gave her was enough answer to make her realize how cornered she was. Still she wasn’t that cornered yet.

 “All right. I will tell you, but you’re going to tell me who you really are.”

 Thaddeus looked at her incredulously. “You bargaining with me, bitch?”

 Virgo was afraid, but her fear aided her defiance which shone in her eyes. “Yes. Yes, I am.”

 Thaddeus pulled back from her, not knowing what or how to argue with her. He could smack her again, but he wasn’t going to do that. He was never a woman-beater, and didn’t think such tact would work here. He could resort to threats, but there’s every chance that won’t hold water either in the long run. At least until she went out and started blabbing. He would be putting himself and Constance in trouble and he couldn’t allow that to happen. Not with what she’d been through already. He exchanged a look with Constance and saw meaning in her eyes as well. She too knew what was at stake even more than him.

 “All right, Virgo. Here’s what’s going to happen: from now on you, Constance and I are going to become friends. I’m going to tell you everything, and you’re going to promise not to tell anyone else about what happened here. Do that, and I’ll remain in your debt.”

 Virgo sat up on the bed with anticipation. “You’ll promise to give me what I want?”

 Thaddeus looked at her confused. “The fuck you talking about? Ain’t I just promised to be in your debt already?”

 “There’s two things I want you to promise to give to me. Promise me those two things and I’ll never let off your secret. I swear it.”

 “Out with it then,” said Constance impatiently. “What are these damn promises of yours?” asked Constance who was getting totally vexed by the way the situation was going.

 Virgo took the packet of herbs from Thaddeus’s hand. “This is a local aphrodisiac,” she explained. “A lot of the bitch-slaves often use it on their Masters. It’s quite harmless. What I want is your seed in me. I want you to fuck me till I become pregnant.”

 Thaddeus and Constance looked at each other, both speechless by what they’d just heard. Thaddeus had heard plenty of requests given to him before but never once had he encountered any like this.

 “Is this one of your so-called promise you want,” he asked Virgo, forcing his lips to say something.

 “Yes,” Virgo replied. “You promise to find time to fuck me as much as you want with your woman here, I promise my lips will remain sealed.”

 “And we’re going to trust you just like that?” asked Constance.

 “I don’t care,” Virgo retorted. Her eyes returned to Thaddeus as if Constance no longer existed in the room. “That’s what I want from you, one of the things I want. And I want it tonight. Time’s a-wasting.”

 Virgo’s hands reached for Thaddeus’s pants and she pulled him toward her. Thaddeus was surprised by her action though didn’t pull away from her when he ought to. He fell on top Virgo whose feet kicked up the bed and encircled Thaddeus in a lock hold while thrusting her lips toward his. Thaddeus dug into character with little effort and kissed her back while they rolled on the bed. Constance sat on the bed’s edge watching them, too confused to know what role she was meant to play. She felt mad with the bitch-slave having cornered them into her snare trap and would have loved to bash her head against the concrete floor if only Thaddeus hadn’t stood in her way. Then again, come to think of it, it was wise of him to hold her back. How else would they both have explained the death in the room. And now watching her lover about to make love to this blackmailer was enough to gall her.

 Constance kept waiting for rising anger to take control of her, but watching Thaddeus suck on the bitch-slave’s tits dissuaded her from feeling that way. She came onto the bed and watched Virgo force Thaddeus to remain on his back while she unzipped his fly and gripped his cock in her hand and from there stroked his erection into her mouth. Constance licked her lips over and over. She felt a stirring wetness between her legs. Watching them brought the recent memory of watching Hera and Siebel fuck that Black Master hours earlier and the thoughts she’d carried on her mind while that happened. Now would be a chance to act on her impulses rather than continue denying them.

 Thaddeus worked at undoing his belt and the top button of his pants while Virgo voraciously sucked his cock like she had been starved from attempting such for long. She flicked her tongue around the bulbous tip of his cock before returning the rest of his prick into her mouth. She gagged from the pressure of his cock expanding her mouth and hitting the base of her throat but still she kept bobbing her head up and down his crotch. There was a furious manner with which she sucked Thaddeus cock and even Constance was impressed by it.

 Constance came closer and helped remove her lover’s shoes then his clothes from his legs. Virgo remained stroking his wet-stained cock while she continued to slurp on his shaft.

 Constance couldn’t help asking, “How’re you enjoying it?”

 Virgo pulled her mouth from Thaddeus’s cock and grinned. “Very tasty. Never tasted anything better.”

 Virgo held Thaddeus’s meat to her face and Constance too brought her lips to it. She and Virgo shared a sensuous kiss as they ran their tongue over Thaddeus’s flagpole.

 Thaddeus pulled Virgo toward him. She kissed him before directing his face to tits. Thaddeus fed on her tits while stroking his fingers up and down her labia folds. He rose from the bed and brought Virgo to lie in front of him while he bent between her legs, pushing her knees apart, and lowered his face to her crotch.

 Virgo went wild right away. Her body took on a mind of its own raising her crotch toward Thaddeus’s face while her hands pinched at her tits. Thaddeus pressed his lips against her cunt, sucking and lathering his tongue upon her juice. His hands felt under her butt and pushed her pelvis up toward his face. Virgo howled with ecstatic desire. She pleaded for him to stop as his tongue brought her crashing toward the ocean of orgasm. Constance edged closer and fed on her nipples. Her and Thaddeus attacked Virgo this way till she crashed from having a second orgasm.

 “Time to give you that baby you want,” Thaddeus announced.

 He rose to his knees and pulled Virgo closer toward his crotch. His prick found her wet entrance and he leaned on top of her to sink his prick inside her. Virgo cried out and simultaneously squeezed his arms as he impaled her. Her thighs spread further for him and her pelvis rose to take more of his erection. Tears filled her eyes as Thaddeus pounded her faster.

 “OhmyGod! Master, you fuck this bitch’s pussy so fucking good!” she hollered. Her hips worked their magic, pumping her lower body to take more of Thaddeus’s onslaught. She raised her head to catch sight of his cock slipping in and out of her between her legs. The visual sighting stirred her cries toward new heights. “Ohhh God, that cock’s so good! Fuck me! FUCK ME GOOD! ”

Thaddeus propped her feet on his shoulders and grabbed her by her waistline and kept thrusting his shaft between her legs. Sweat popped all over his brow and he shook his face repeatedly to rid them from entering his eyes. Constance slid toward him and kissed his arms, shoulders and licked the sweat rolling down his spine to his buttocks after Thaddeus returned to been on top Virgo again. She pushed his butt cheeks harder, loving Virgo’s howling cries.

 Thaddeus gasped from the tightness around his prick. He pulled Virgo up from the bed and Constance shifted aside as she watched them hug each other. Virgo kissed Thaddeus fervently while he held her body pressed to his. Her hips ground over his pelvis and she gasped from his cock brush against her cervix, expanding her pussy while it did. The hurt was immense, but part of the pleasure. She felt his moment approaching and started humping him faster, willing him to fill her cunt with everything he had. This was what she’d so much wanted to happen, and she didn’t wish for anything to make it stop. She tightened her grip around his neck and smiled over his shoulder amidst her moaning cries.

 “Cum inside me, Master!” she screamed. “I WANT YOUR CUM! I WANT ALL YOUR CUM! ”

Thaddeus shut his eyes against the rampaging fire inside his cock. His balls felt like they were about to burst. “You want me to cum inside your bitch-slave pussy?”

 “Yes, Master!” cried Virgo. “I want it all! Gimme all your cum! Ohhh fuck, I’m cumming! OHHHH GOD, I’M CUMMING! ”

Virgo’s body tensed against his then she released another screeching cry as her body convulsed from another imploding orgasm. Seconds later Thaddeus groaned too as his prick inevitably let go his stream of cum inside her.

 They remained as they were for some seconds before falling down on the bed. Constance was envious of them fucking, but knew it was for the best. She too wanted to cum very bad and she’d been rubbing and finger-fucking her cunt all the time watching them go at it. Her fingers ran in and out of her cunt and within minutes after Thaddeus and Virgo collapsed on the bed she too join them after climaxing.

 They laid in bed talking back and forth, laughing and joking like they’d been friends a long time. Virgo went looking in the fridge and made the three of them sandwiches and returned with a bottle of red wine Thaddeus gotten days earlier as a gift from having sat through one of Master Abiodun’s soirees. Constance went and got three pairs of glasses and they drank to their health.

 Thaddeus used an hour explaining to Virgo his actual life and of Constance as well. Virgo sat cross-legged like Constance and listened to Thaddeus narrate to her what brought him this far from the States, of finding Constance kidnapped, and him shot with a poisoned dart and then waking up here. He was surprised everything still came to him and all this time he’d assumed to have been brainwashed. For the part of him been the Obatala character, he recalled little of it, merely snatches from what had happened back in the tent. Constance told Virgo of their meeting at the tent before been brought here. Her narrating that episode made Thaddeus remember what Ali Yusuf had mentioned after the tent’s concluding festivity.

 “The Idris Poject,” he said. “That man Ali mentioned something like that. Said it was some sort of weapon-”

 “It’s actually a mind machine,” Virgo answered. Thaddeus and Constance looked at her. She drank some of her wine before continuing. “I don’t know much about it, but it’s supposed to screw something with your memory if you get under it. They say it’s psychokinetic or some bullshit. Maybe that’s what they used on you.”

 “How come you know of this?” Thaddeus asked.

 Virgo shrugged. “A lot of the Black Masters talk plenty, especially when drunk, or after a good fuck. We bitch-slaves love to listen. Nothing serious about it.”

 “I remember waking up here on this bed, and that Mistress Ogun took me downstairs, led into some dark cave or something. I’m going to have to investigate it tomorrow.”

 “It’s all underground,” said Virgo. “You should take me along. It’s a maze down there and you’ll get lost if you don’t know your way around.”

 “And I can trust that you do?”

 “I’ve been down there a fair number of times, I think you should.”

 “You earlier mentioned a second promise,” said Constance. “What is it?”

 Virgo was silent for a moment, her face looked down in contemplation before looking up at them. They barely heard what she said the first time and she had to repeat herself again. “Take me with you.”

 Thaddeus looked at her, surprised. “The hell do you mean?”

 “You want to break out of here, the least you can do is take me along. You’re not going to keep this charade too long and hope no one in the camp finds. I already promised not to tell. But I also want to leave with you.”

 “We’re putting a lot of trust on you,” Constance observed. “Yet how sure are we of you?”

 “You’re in my debt, and I always keep my word,” Virgo replied.

 “What’s your real name anyway,” asked Thaddeus. “And where’re you from?”

 “My real name’s Virginia, from Ocala, Florida. My first Master named me Virgo, because he said he liked the way I looked. Said I always remind him of the star. I don’t remember much about how I came to be here, so please don’t ask.”

 “What about your folks back home?”

 She shook her head. “I don’t have any. I’ll figure out something when I get there. Right now, you need me, and I need you.” She laid her hand over his leg. “I’m offering myself to you, and I’d like you to accept my offer.”

 “You strike quite a bargain, Virgo. You’re going to have to take it up with Connie here if she’d want you to come along.”

 Thaddeus and Virgo turned to Constance who had no choice but to agree with the union. Already she was warming up to liking Virgo now she knew more about her.

 “That’s agreed then,” said Thaddeus before cracking a yawn. “You’d better go turn off the lights. I need some sleep.”

 “Why sleep when you’ve got two of us,” Constance purred.

 Thaddeus recognized the glint in her voice and grinned. “Looks like I’m going to get it bad, aren’t I?”

 “You certainly are,” she replied. “And I know Virgo too won’t mind.”

 Virgo quickly drained her glass and got up to get rid of the empty glasses and bottle of wine in the kitchen. She hurried back in time to hear Constance and Thaddeus exchanging kisses while she went and found the light switch and plunged the room into darkness. She got on the bed and Thaddeus made room for her to slid next to him.

 There was enough light from out the windows for them to make each other in the darkness. Constance’s hand found Virgo’s face and they shared a lengthy kiss that sort of symbolized that they weren’t strangers from each other anymore. Thaddeus felt his cock gradually become turgid once more as they played with his erection. He stroked both women’s hair while they fought for his cock like hungry lionesses: blonde and brunette playing with a black prick in their midst.

 Thaddeus had no favourites as to who was going to mount him first. It really didn’t matter as he reckoned already it was going to be a hard-fought battle especially for him to remain hard to satisfy both of them. The sex continued well into the hour. By the time they decided to call it quits, the sky was starting to break with approaching dawn.

 Twenty-Eight

 Thaddeus waited till the activity in the camp was at its lowest ebb when he decided venturing down into the dark underground labyrinth beneath his hostel building where he assumed the camp’s best kept secret was kept. Whatever he hoped to find he didn’t know. He barely recalled much of what happened to him the day Mistress Ogun led him down the stairs. No way of knowing if what he’d encountered that day would still be there waiting, but no way of knowing that till he looked. With any luck it would give him a wider scope with what he was dealing with here.

 Virgo went with him. They walked side by side as they went down the stairs, and it wasn’t long when they went further from it that Thaddeus realized how much of a labyrinth he was walking into. They encountered several people along the way and made like they too knew where they were heading, taking another turn that led to a dead end and had to retrace their steps. Virgo wasn’t very familiar with all the branching pathways, but was a better lead than Thaddeus could have expected. She’d only been here on numerous occasions, and still remembered where several of the pathways went.

 They found the chambered doorway after several fruitless attempts and Thaddeus felt a pounding in his heart as he switched on the torch he’d brought with him and ventured carefully into the room. Virgo manned the doorway.

 There was no one inside. The room was cavernous, and appeared empty, or at least that was the notion Thaddeus got as he swung his torch every which way the more he walked further into the room. There was something cold and decrepit about the place. It had a portent dank smell, the kind of smell a place that hadn’t seen light in years would get. There didn’t appear to be any source of light anywhere. Thaddeus flashed his torch in front of him and stopped once to look back at the rectangle of light coming from the doorway which now appeared distant like he’d covered half the length of a football and hadn’t yet found anything in his path.

 When Thaddeus eventually found something, he almost didn’t realize it until he almost bumped into a structure jutting out of the earth. He brought his torch to it and his eyes widened at the metal leg structure with ounce of two-inch cables protruding from it. He trailed his torch upward at the giant machine of pipes and tubes with thick cables connected to it, looking like something maniacal out of a horror movie. Thaddeus took several steps back to get a better picture of what he was looking at.

 His torch caught what appeared to be a glass crown at the top of the giant machine, though he couldn’t make out whatever it was. Thaddeus soon realized he was facing the back of the machine and walked around toward the front. His light happened on the slab where he’d laid before whatever happened to him occurred. He brought his light on the four pegs where he’d been tied; that part at least was fresh in his mind. Another thing he suddenly remembered was the wailing cries he’d heard, like voices from the great beyond. He aimed his torch above his head at the other half of the glass crown looking like an inverted saucepan aimed down at the slab twenty feet below it. Thaddeus ran his arm across his brow and it came off with sweat. Lights were clicking on like disco inside his head as he kept sizing the horrendous machine, figuring whatever it was couldn’t be anything good. It resembled something out of those sci-fi Terminator movies. How such a thing was brought and then assembled here in this cavernous underbelly was beyond him.

 Thaddeus approached the other side of the machine and saw cluster of wires and cables connecting the underside of the machine to a digital readout mini-shack. There were hundreds of buttons and readout monitors. Thaddeus ran his hand over them, careful not to touch anything. He walked to the other side of the mini-shack and noticed a glass canister six inches wide attached to an aperture that was in turn connected to the machine. The light from his torch picked out grainy powder inside the canister. His instinct told him this was something important. He held his torch in his mouth while he pried the canister out its lock. It took a couple of turns then it fell out with ease. He appraised the thick glass in his hand. The powdery substance had a crystallized mixture of blue and white powder; Thaddeus knew not what to make of it except he reckoned this was part of the lynchpin of the so-called ‘Idris Project’. He put it inside his pocket; he would take a better look once in his quarters.

 He practically ran out of the room and was grateful when he stepped out the door and saw Virgo standing at a corner waiting on him. She too was looking frightened. Thaddeus took her hand without a word and they made their way out of the labyrinth.

 ***

 Two days later he got an invitation to attend a party at a plantation estate owned by one Mistress Tiffany. Khadiri dropped by his apartment to deliver the message to him; a tuxedo would be brought to him the day before the engagement, and a car would pick him up in the evening. Thaddeus told him he would be ready for it. He was in his Obatala character and was glad Khadiri noticed nothing amiss. Though it was hard for Thaddeus not to keep himself from lunging at him and snapping his neck.

 Two days had passed when he went down into the cavernous room; he hopped that would be his last. He’d expected some sort of alarm to go off but nothing had happened so far regarding the missing glass cylinder. Thaddeus didn’t know if to relax just yet over it or not. He’d made a suitable hiding place for it in the wall of his kitchen behind the fridge and checked on it every now and then to make sure it was safe. He’d attempted opening the case but it gave a fizzing-type sound and he changed his mind, afraid it might be poisonous or worse acidic. Now wasn’t the right sort of time to play cheaply with death, he thought.

 “What are you going to do with it?” asked Constance after he’d shown it to her. Virgo was there too, equally curious about what Thaddeus found in the dark room.

 “Right now I don’t know,” Thaddeus admitted. “This is stuff Simon and his people might be interested in. It looks way too dangerous to tamper with.”

 “When you went into that room,” Virgo reflected, “I was afraid you weren’t coming out again. I almost felt like running off.”

 “I’m glad you didn’t,” said Thaddeus. “Or else it’d been hard work finding my way out. For now we keep mum about it till I figure out what to do about it. I still have someone I need to find.”

 ***

 The time was a quarter past five. The black SUV was waiting downstairs for him, purring its engine. Thaddeus Black came down from his quarters looking sharp in his tuxedo. White boi-slave Jan stood by the car and opened the door for him to enter; Thaddeus couldn’t tell if it were the same SUV that had driven him to and from the tent the other day. He paused as he was about to enter when he saw Mistress Ogun seated inside.

 “Well don’t stand there mopping,” she said to him impatiently. “Get in, we’re already late.”

 Thaddeus obeyed her order and got into the vehicle and his white-boi slave wished him a pleasant evening before closing the door for him. The driver put the vehicle in gear and drove out of the camp.

 Mistress Ogun was dressed in a black strapless dress with a shawl across her neck. Her braided hair was enclosed in an intricate twist with a scarf. Thaddeus thought she looked more radiant than last time he was with her. He’d had his way with black women back home, but so far he’d never fucked a Nigerian broad. The thought of having his way with her played vividly in his mind that he was practically blushing when she enquired how well he’d been lately with his servants.

 “They’re obedient so far,” said Thaddeus, trying to adopt the same tone of voice his former Obatala-self had sounded familiar with. “And they clean my house perfectly well.”

 “I can imagine,” purred Mistress Ogun who smiled at him in the dark interior of the vehicle. “Is that all?”

 Thaddeus was stumped with what to say next. “Well, they are good at whatever duty I ask them to perform, and I’m well satisfied with that.”

 “I know you are,” her words flowed like silk. “What I want to hear is how good you use them sexually. Do you enjoy fucking them?”

 “I certainly do.”

 “Now that’s what I want to hear.”

 Thaddeus nearly jumped in his seat when he felt her hand rub over his thigh.

 “I’ve been hearing quite a lot of stories about you,” she continued. “Most especially from the other bitch-slaves. They hardly ever stop chattering about you.”

 “Really?” Thaddeus edged himself slightly closer to her, hopping her hand would trail over the bulge starting to come alive in his pants. “I never knew.”

 “That’s probably because you haven’t been paying much attention to them especially when you’re tutoring them on Yoruba history classes.”

 Her hand continued to caress his thigh. Outside the SUV was zooming past highway traffic. The sun was still out, though it won’t be for long before the evening got dark. Thaddeus looked out the window and saw distant lights of a city coming around a bend.

 “The bitch-slave that’s under you,” Mistress Ogun cut through his reverie, “How well do you enjoy fucking her?”

 “Actually I would say it’s her who enjoys fucking me,” he answered.

 “Have you been approached by any of the black Mistresses in the camp?”

 Thaddeus shook his head. “Not once.”

 “I’ll bet they want to, but perhaps they find you too beguiling to approach.” Her hand continued to slip across his thigh until it came to a stop when it touched his erection. Mistress Ogun uttered a low gasp. “How would you love to fuck a black Mistress, Obatala?”

 “I very much would love to try,” Thaddeus replied. “But only if I’m ever lucky.”

 Mistress Ogun chuckled. “We’ll just have to see how well the night goes. You never know. Even black Mistresses too get the blues.”

 She gave his erection a gentle squeeze before withdrawing her hand and making like nothing happened. Thaddeus felt disappointed, but glad he’d scaled through with her. A minute later they were cruising into the city.

 ***

 They arrived at the plantation estate an hour later, having breezed through the city’s evening traffic. A large Victorian-like gate opened for them as they drew closer and Mistress Ogun lowered her window and explained to the gentlemen manning the gate who she was. A wide driveway led to the compound and Thaddeus was reminded of similar structure he’d been in before this second phase of his life happened. The mansions looked similar in terms of size. Whoever these people were, they never walked in the same circle as an average citizen would.

 The SUV pulled into a circular courtyard and came to a stop. Mistress Ogun and Thaddeus Black, masquerading under his persona as Obatala, stepped out of the vehicle. He adjusted his jacket’s sleeves before taking Mistress Ogun’s arm and leading her up the steps. The evening wind felt crisp blowing against his face.

 A black woman stood at the top waiting for them. The woman held two leashes with the ends hooked to the collars of a kneeling white-boi slave and a bitch-slave. Mistress Ogun embraced the woman and they kissed each other on the cheek before Thaddeus came closer and shook the woman’s hand. She appeared statuesque in a jacquard dress. Her name was Mistress Tiffany, and this was her mansion as well her plantation farm.

 She thanked them for coming and told them to go into the building while she waited to greet more arriving visitors. Her slaves bowed their heads as Thaddeus and Mistress Ogun sauntered past them toward the comfort of the house.

 Mistress Ogun took off her shawl once they walked past the foyer before entering the large living room filled with other tuxedoed Black Masters and sumptuously dressed Mistresses. Standing at the right section of the room like Greek columns was a row of white-boi slaves, and standing at the far left across from them was a row of bitch-slaves; the guests mingled and back and forth admiring them. Mistress Ogun chauffeured Thaddeus amongst the crowd, introducing him to others around. A white-boi slave strolled their way carrying a tray laden with champagne glasses. Thaddeus took one for himself and gave one to her and they drank to their health.

 Chamber music filled the room, nearly drowning the chatter that went around the room. Thaddeus managed to free himself from Mistress Ogun’s grasp minutes later to survey the crowd on his own.

 Thaddeus sipped fine champagne from his glass, felt the light buzz it gave him as he mingled between the crowd, stopping to introduce himself to several who caught his eye. The men were all wealthy patrons just like Mistress Tiffany. Thaddeus listened to them brag about breeding white-boi slaves and shared a chuckle as they reminisced about the sexual prowess of their individual bitch-slaves. One would have thought they talk about such the same way Wall Street bankers would discuss stock options, waving cigars in front of their faces and guffawing whenever any let off a joke.

 He couldn’t tell how long he’d been at the party, but Thaddeus starting to get bored with everything he saw, watching the black men play with some of the slaves. Nothing here seemed even mildly interesting to caught his attention. That changed minutes later when the music in the room stopped playing, and a loud voice rose above everyone else that was talking. Thaddeus watched the crowd part aside to reveal Mistress Tiffany seated beside an older-looking black woman, both their eyes focused at a white-boi slave on his knees before them. Mistress Tiffany was speaking to the white-boi, but Thaddeus heard little of what she was saying until he left where he sat and drew closer along with the crowd.

 Almost everyone else in the room now focused their attention on what was happening. Thaddeus noticed Mistress Tiffany pointed at a particular blonde bitch-slave standing amongst the row of fellow bitch-slaves, including her in her conversation. Something about the blonde sparked something in Thaddeus as he screwed his brow trying to recall where last he’d seen her face. He watched Mistress Tiffany indicate at the blonde to come closer, which she did, then turned to the kneeling white-boi slave before her.

 “Slave Michael, tell me honestly, do you know this bitch-slave?” Mistress Tiffany pointed at the blonde .

 The white-boi slave looked at the blonde then back at the Mistress and nodded. “Yes, Black Mistress. I do know her.”

 “Since you say you know her, tell me what’s her name?”

 “Her name, Black Mistress, is Catherine.”

 A murmur arose in the room. Thaddeus’s eyes switched to the blonde, then back at the Mistress. Even that name sounded familiar and he was still raking his brain to recall her face.

 Mistress Tiffany spoke to the blonde loud enough for everyone to hear. “Is that your name, bitch-slave?”

 “No, Mistress Tiffany,” the blonde responded. “My name is Caya.”

 Thaddeus almost felt his drink slip off his hand when the blonde spoke. As if struck by lightning, he suddenly recalled the snapshot with the blonde’s face and who she was: Catherine Morgan.

 Like cascading waterfall it all seemed to come back to him, images of months back of her then boyfriend, Michael, explaining to him of his missing girlfriend and her folks, and then of Michael’s old man showing him similar photograph of her and Michael together.

 Catherine was now Caya. The same name Constance mentioned to him nights ago. Thaddeus couldn’t believe his luck as he drew closer to the front of the crowd to get a good look at the white-boi slave kneeling before Mistress Tiffany and recognized him as none other than Michael himself. The same Michael Paymer whose father had sought him to undertake this journey to find.

 Mistress Tiffany held the leash around Michael’s neck and led him along with everyone else in the room to follow her. Thaddeus got himself another glass of champagne before joining the surging crowd.

 They walked down a wide hallway then through a door which led down a long flight of stairs. The stairs ended in a white-walled spacious room. The room had no windows and in the centre was a square-shaped stage covered with thick foam. Thaddeus and everyone else in the room arranged themselves and murmured to each other but at the same time watched Mistress Tiffany lead Catherine/Caya to the foam stage. She made Michael rise to his feet and gave him a key to unlock his chastity device on his genitals then left the stage for both of them to fight.

 The fight got on and everyone in the room besides Thaddeus cheered as white-boi slave Michael grappled with his former girlfriend, now bitch-slave Caya. Thaddeus didn’t know whether to feel excited like everyone around him that was watching. He was actually revolted by what he saw, and in a way that was a surprise to him, what with everything he’d seen happening at the camp, he almost couldn’t believe he was having such adverse feeling this moment. He calmly told himself that it was probably because he barely knew any of the camp’s slaves besides Virgo. Here before his eyes were the two persons that purposefully brought him here in the first place ducking it out like Roman gladiators while everyone else watched, cheered, clapped their hands and laughed. Thaddeus maintained his quiet poise listening to the melee happening around him but watching the spectacle.

 Michael emerged victorious in the fight. Mistress Tiffany came to congratulate him and allowed him the unexpected freedom of fucking Catherine. The cheering crowd grew louder as he went down on her. All eyes in the room watched him fuck the bitch-slave and within minutes he climaxed.

 The event came to a concluding end and Mistress Tiffany and everyone else filled out of the room. Thaddeus stood back and waited. He watched Catherine/Caya got up and left Michael lying where he was on the stage, looking spent like he’d just wrestled a gorilla. It wasn’t until the room had emptied out that Thaddeus approached him. There was a look of recognition in Michael’s eyes as well.

 “Hi there, white boi,” Thaddeus winked at him. “You’re a long way from Buffalo, aren’t you?”

 Thaddeus didn’t wait for him to say anything. He turned and left Michael where he was and went up the stairs to join the others. He felt happy now he knew his search target Michael was alive. What was next to worry about now was coming up with a plan of getting him and possibly his girlfriend out of this slavery hellhole. That included himself, Constance, and Virgo.

 Returning to the living room to once again mingle with the crowd of Black Masters and Mistresses, appreciating the row of slaves on either side of the room, an idea gradually came to life in Thaddeus’s mind. It sounded crazy, yet it brought a smile to his lips the more he ran it over and over in his head.

 The End
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