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 One

 Dark grey sky. Repeated groans of thunder interspersed with brief flashes of lightning rumbled from within its underbelly. A spatter of rain fell upon the world. Constance Loftus stood five feet away in solemn silence staring at the open grave that was her husband’s final resting place. She was dressed in black with a shawl over her face; her earnest driver stood behind her holding an umbrella to her head. Rain drops splattered all around them. The wind kicked up and ruffled their clothes.

 The ceremony had come to a quick end. Most of the invitees had their umbrellas open and sauntering steadily towards their parked vehicles. Not Constance though. She remained where she stood staring at the grave site. Her eyes gave off no tears but in her heart, she cried. In her heart, she mourned and cried. There lay her husband Emmett G. Loftus in his coffin. Sixty-one years old, dead of a cardiac arrest. City magnate and industrialist; vain workaholic; imperious to his staff; proud and aloof husband and father. There was a smaller hole dug out for where his gravestone would stand. Constance took a couple steps backwards and watched as they lowered his coffin into the grave. The rain splattered on its pristine smooth surface. Never would it see the dawn of light anymore. And wasn’t that just sad?

 A gravely hand touched her shoulder just as an old man’s voice spoke to her - the Reverend.

 “Mrs. Loftus, please, the rain’s getting heavier by the minute.”

 She switched her gaze from her husband’s grave to the sombre grey sky. “Yes, yes, it is so. Thank you, reverend. It was a most brilliant sermon.”

 “Your husband will be missed, Mrs. Loftus. I will continue to pray for you both.”

 “Yes, thank you.” She said despondently and seemed lost for what next to say, with whatever measured words that best qualified her thought. Everything about herself seemed dour resigned to the weather and the moment she was in. She knew he meant well, and she too had meant well about his sermon. Beyond that, she couldn’t care less. Ashes to ashes, as they say, yes, there is where her husband lay rested. Never ever more to return from the grave.

 She shook the Reverend’s hand one last time before turning around to take her leave.

 Her limousine was one of few remaining vehicles around; everyone else had toddled off, as the saying goes. The driver came forward and opened the car door for her and she held onto her hat as she slipped into the comfort of the vehicle while he closed the umbrella and went around and got into his seat. He started the car and drove out of the cemetery driveway. Constance’s eyes followed the train of headstones on the rolling fields of the cemetery with the various trees that dotted the scenery acting like watchful sentries over the dead. The headstones looked to her like sentinel soldiers anxiously awaiting a regimental call of activeness. She raised the shawl off her face, opened her handbag and rummaged for a handkerchief which he used to wipe her eyes clean.

 Goodbye, Emmett. See you in the next life. Johnny would have loved to see you.

 She must have dozed off because when next she opened her eyes the limousine had come to a stop in front of her home. Someone tapped on the window glass from the other side. The driver’s voice came through on the intercom. “We’re here at Loftus Garden, ma’am.”

 “Oh, of course, Bill. Thank you.” She replaced the shawl over her face then opened the door.

 Her top servant Nigel was there to welcome her as well expressed his condolences for the hundredth time. He had an umbrella ready and walked alongside her up the lengthy wide steps that led into the huge Victorian-style mansion that was formerly her husband’s abode. Loftus Garden. The mansion no longer felt loathsome and depressing to her when he’d first brought her here thirteen years ago. Her feelings for it had changed and yet not everything about the place had changed at all. The house looked more like a relic, a throwback to an age that’s long faded from human existence. It was a symbol of man’s zenith over others; a phallic extension, if one could see it that way. No one had been expressive at such forms of extension than her just departed husband.

 The house servants lined opposite sides of the steps leading into the house, all donned in black attire from the chief housemaid to the lowly caretaker of the stables. Their feature was expectedly solemn and some even teary-eyed as Constance shook hands and exchanged hugs and kisses with each of them, accepting their condolences and consoling wishes at the departure of their employer. Her senses noted a slight bit of hesitancy in several of them, the way their body gave off some imperceptible discomfiture. Perhaps they wondered what would become of them now she was lord and mistress of the manor, or maybe she was just reading into things out of spite.

 She entered the foyer and someone came to help her out of her jacket and her hat. She went up the stairs while Nigel dismissed everyone back to their duties. She went in the direction of Johnny’s bedroom, wondering how well he was resting with his fever. She thought later she would call for a doctor to come by and check on him again.

 Constance opened the double doors that led into his room and brought a smile on her face as she went past his toy room toward his bedroom. The smile went away when she went inside and saw his bed empty. She called out his name and went looking in his bathroom but he wasn’t there either. Constance returned to the room and saw a white envelope lying on his reading table. It bore the word ‘Mum’ on it. She picked it up and took out the single sheet of paper inside. She sat on the bed, crestfallen. The sheet of paper fell from her hand to the carpeted floor. The tears that earlier filled her eyes, the same ones that never seemed to pour forth the whole time she was at her husband’s funeral, suddenly poured forth like a river down her cheeks.

 “Johnny… Oh Johnny,” she muttered as she cried.

 Outside the bedroom window, the rain continued its relentless downpour.










 Two

 Thaddeus Black lounged backwards in his chair with his hands wedged behind his head and thought, “Fucking arrogant ass!” at the impetuous-looking man who sat across his desk wearing a pin-striped grey suit that looked like it had been cut from glass. From the moment the man entered his office having shaken hands and offering him a seat to him then opening his mouth and making a remark about the filthiness of his office, Thad had summarised just about everything he could about him, neither of which sounded pleasant. The man rambled on and on while his eyes darted about making surreptitious glances about his small office if he noticed a monster lurking about. At one time he unfurled a handkerchief out of his pocket to shield his nose. Thad knew the bastard couldn’t wait to get done with dispatching whatever message had brought him here to deliver so he could flee from this dump. He could almost read the man’s thoughts well enough to assume that he thought this was probably the sort of square-boxed dump only a black man would inhabit. Thad often wished he’d met such people during his erstwhile boxing days. Back when he was all piss and vinegar and his fists did more talking for him then than his lips. Nothing would have given him much pleasure than taking this pompous ingrate downstairs into the alley and crush his uppity nose till his breathing sounds like a leaking gas pipe. How he missed those glory days.

 But those days were gone and never to return. Thaddeus Black had long rested his gloves for good and after finishing his stint in the Marines, worked his ass through a variety of odd jobs to now running his own detective agency, he was now a boss, foot soldier and servant, all rolled into one ham. Business has been all good and bad and occasionally fuck all. He had heard things and seen things that most mortal men would deem crazy to downright lunacy. With what this pompous ass had just presented before him, he was a little indecisive of what to make of it: good or bad. He opted for bad.

 “Look mister, I’m sorry but I don’t think I’m your man.” He took his hands off the back of his head and sat forward in his chair and adjusted his suspenders. “I’m no longer in the finding missing people stuff. It’s bad for my business and if I can be impolite, downright shitty. Your best bet is using the local cops to help you out.”

 The man seated across from him seemed to stutter for loss of words. He raised his nose at him for the umpteenth time as if struggling to comprehend the audacity at being turned down. “But sir… I swear to you, this is of humble importance. The person whom I represent is very much inclined towards wanting you to handle this matter. It’s very urgent that you do.”

 “I’m not here to argue with you on that, Mr-”

 “Nigel,” the man replied with smug stiffness as if stifled that already Thad had forgotten his name. “Nigel Mavers, it is.”

 Thad couldn’t have cared less if he’d said he was the Pope. “Like I said, that’s not my line of work anymore, finding missing persons.”

 “But the enquiries I made told me differently about you.”

 “Whoever it was that sold you on that is mistaken and needs to get their story updated. Like I said, try the police, they’ll find whoever it is for you.”

 “Sir, like I’ve already mentioned to you, the police mustn’t be brought into this matter.” The man started at him with pained annoyance. Thad was enjoying himself seeing the way he now looked.

 “So you’ve told me, and I’m telling you there’s nothing I can do to help.” He rose from his chair, his way of signalling that their conversation was done; for Thad, it should have been over ten minutes ago. “You can try other detective agencies,” he added. “There’s plenty of them around and I’m sure you’ll find one that’ll be willing to take up your offer. Good day to you, sir.”

 Nigel came to his feet, his eyes flashed with anger. Thaddeus offered a handshake as if to say ‘no hard feelings, asshole’, but Nigel didn’t bother and turned around and stomped out of his office. He slammed the outer door with a loud bang. Thad heard his footsteps march down the hall like thunder and almost felt like laughing except no sense of mirth came to his lips. Nothing bothered him more than the thought that he’d lost a prospective client - more like money gone from his pocket to another hustler out there. He went to the window that looked out the front of the building which was situated at the junction of B Street and Clifford Avenue. From the second floor where his office was situated, with the hot Tuesday sun beating down on his face, he waited for the man to exit the red-brick building. The man soon came out into the sun, putting on his hat and waited for a car to pass him before scuttling across to the Sedan parked across the street. Thad turned away from the window after watching the man drive off.

 “Pompous son-of-a-bitch,” he muttered as he returned to his desk.

 ***

 The advert in the Cape City Guardian read:

 WANTED :

Efficient Secretary

 Age: 22 - 30yrs. Good-looking female

 Fluent in taking notes and dictation

 Apply in person at underlined address below.

 Thaddeus always felt the urge to burst into laughter every time he flipped through the newspaper and saw his advert emblazoned in the miscellaneous section. He’d had the advert running for the past week and though the applicants had been few, he reasoned they were bound to pick up soon. One vital detail he’d intentionally left out was that he desired his future secretary to be a white girl. White, because he was tired of prospective clients looking scared whenever they knock at his door and found him standing there to welcome them as if they expected a white Sam Spade-type character instead. Only in classic old movies had he seen private detectives; most white boys would rather be a cop or go work for the FBI than dare become a street gumbo. But that aside, Thaddeus just had a crazy desire for white women. He loved dining them out as much as he loved fucking them. Married ones are often the more preferred - in the end they had a husband to run home to than expect much from him. Such was the mode some of his past female clients saw fit to settle their bill for services he had rendered to them.

 Thaddeus stretched back on his chair and crossed his feet over the other while flipping through the pages. He was deeply engrossed in the sports section when there came a tap on his outer door. He lowered the papers and swept his feet off his table. There came a series of tap, followed by someone - a woman - call out, “Hello, is anyone here?”

 Thaddeus cast the newspaper aside and shot to his feet.

 “Just a minute,” he hollered as he adjusted his tie and shirt. “Be right there with you.” He opened the top drawer of his desk and grabbed a handheld mirror and did a perfunctory check on his features before throwing it back in and slamming shut the drawer. He cleared his throat as he went towards his door.

 The woman tapped a third time just as he came and opened it for her.

 “Hello there,” he said to her. “Sorry I was busy getting something done. Please, come in.”

 “I didn’t know if anyone was inside,” she said as she entered the outer room and followed him into his office. “I’m here in response to the advert I saw in the paper for a secretary’s job. I hope I came to the right place.”

 “You most certainly did,” he gave her his most charming smile to wash off whatever trepidation she might have in her mind. Some women would be a little nervous entering an office that’s got a black man for a boss. Thaddeus offered her a chair while he sat on the edge of his desk and appraised her cursorily.

 She was a pretty-looking woman, looked to be in her early twenties if he were to take a guess. His eyes went from her jutting bosom to admiring her legs sticking out of her conservative-type flower dress. Thad sensed supple beauty hidden underneath her dress; it was like she was doing whatever she could not to show it off. Her hair was chestnut-blonde; her makeup subtle. Thaddeus didn’t sport any ring on her finger, but sometimes you just never know. She sat with a fidgety wariness while waiting for him to say something.

 “Thanks for answering the ad, by the way. My name’s Thaddeus Black I don’t know if you noticed it on the outer door glass window when you knocked.”

 “I did. I’m Sarah Longhand. Nice meeting you.” She flashed a smile at him as she shook his hand.

 “Longhand. That’s a peculiar last name you’ve got. How old are you, Sarah?”

 “I’m twenty-four,” she answered. He had been close to nailing her age after all.

 “And you’re not married?”

 “I was. Being divorced almost a year now.”

 She needn’t have answered that but it was a relief that she did.

 “Sorry to hear about that. Have you ever had any secretarial experiences before?”

 “Well, I’ve done some work at an elderly nursing home and I’ve taken a six-month secretarial study program, so I think I’m fully efficient and ready. I mean, how hard can it extremely be?” She chuckled, and so too did Thaddeus.

 “You proficient in taking notes and especially dictation?”

 She nodded. “Yes, I am. My shorthand speed is quite fast-”

 “Oh no, I’m sorry, you got me wrong there. What I meant was dick -tation, emphasis on dick. I see you’ve got a lovely pair of lips. I’d like to know how good you are with using them.”

 She turned baffled. “I don’t follow, sir.”

 “I don’t want you to take my manners rude but here’s what I mean.” He came off the table and Sarah gripped the chair’s arms as if about to bolt out of the office and she watched with huge staring eyes as he pulled down his zipper and reached inside his pants, fumbled for a second or two then whipped out his semi-flaccid penis. “I hope you’re not going to file a sexual assault charge for this, but I’d like you to see it first-hand so you get an idea of what I’m talking about.”

 Her hands remained gripping the chair’s handle and her mouth fell open as she sat there ogling his cock which was becoming hard as he stroked pre-cum out of its bulbous-shaped head. Seconds passed and she was still transfixed by the sight of his cock like she was finding it hard tearing her eyes from it. Thad saw the baffled awe of confusion in her eyes and knew right away what that signified. Always he loved whenever he got to whip out his prick and watch the drastic hunger in the women’s eyes as they suddenly lost their voice once they got to absorb what he was packing. There have been numerous disappointments - a few have actually bolted before he even got a chance to say anything; one had even smacked him and promised going to the police. But that was few; many just seemed to love what they got to behold of him.

 “Do you see what I mean now?”

 Her voice came out as a croak when she attempted to speak. She spoke in a near whisper, “Yes. Yes… I certainly do. But is this part of the interview?” she looked up at him as she asked this.

 “It’s definitely part of the interview, depending on how well you perform. I want to first check out your oral skills to see just how good you are.”

 He took her hand off from the chair’s arms and brought it to grip his cock. She brought her other hand willingly and began stroking his girth while her eyes remained glued to his prick. Her fingers could barely lock around his foreskin; the contrast of her hand around his foreskin was a gorgeous sight.

 “My God, you’re so big,” she moaned.

 “There’s only one way you can find that out for sure,” he smiled. “Why don’t you go ahead and put those thin lips of yours to work and let’s see.”

 She came forward. Her breath fell on his cock seconds before her lips did.

 ***

 The phone on his desk suddenly started ringing. Thaddeus glanced at it and wished he had Superman’s heat vision powers so he could zap it out of existence. Just when he thought he had nothing else but exquisite fun planned for today there goes the phone to put a damp on that.

 At the moment he had Sarah Longhand bent over his desk. Her arms lay stretched across his desk clutching the edges while fighting not to squeal aloud from the brute force of his cock stretching her pussy and wasn’t succeeding. Her initial cries had been loud enough to possibly alert anyone outside the building were it not that his windows were shut; he had also closed the curtains in case anyone happened to spy what was happening from outside. With all that precaution though he loved the music she made as he penetrated her. The luxury of enjoying her tight pussy was all that filled his mind, were it not for his ringing desk phone deciding then to ruin the moment.

 “Auuhhh… Aggghhh… should I… do you want me to answer it?” Sarah half turned her head to ask him.

 The phone kept on with annoying persistence: BRNNNIIIINNGGG… BRRRRNNNIIIIGGGG!

 “Nah,” he grunted, taking a moment to pinch her soft round buttock. “Let the motherfucker ring till it quits.”

 The phone did eventually quit ringing and Thaddeus was grateful for it.

 Thad had her dress pushed up over her arse with her panties down her legs between her ankles. His hands held her by her waist and hips while he thrust forward into her. He hadn’t bothered with extracting his feet out of his pants and briefs both of which lay bundled between his ankles, restricting him from inflicting rough punishment as he ploughed her pussy with his condom-wrapped cock. He could only but fuck her with a steady rhythm; his ears paid yearning attention to her moans so he knew he was doing a good job. Sarah squirmed hard on his desk. She wanted to reach a hand between her legs and finger her pussy, but that seemed hard from her position. It felt like a long time since she’d sucked his cock to him bending her on his desk.

 He pulled out of her and spun her around. He thrust his tongue into her mouth and she responded in kind, sliding her arms around his shoulders. Thaddeus lifted her to sit on his desk. He helped her out of her panties and held her legs apart to get a better view of her sparsely-shaved vagina. He rubbed the head of his prick against her vulva and they both groaned simultaneously as he rammed the head of his cock back into her warm crevice. Sarah gasped and tightened her grip on his arm. The table shook as did everything on its surface from her convulsive squirms as he fucked her aggressively. Her face curled into a rictus of hurt and lust. Thaddeus was gasping harder as his hands went from her legs to cupped her butt.

 “Ohh God! So good!” Sarah whimpered. “Please… please tell me I’m going to get the job.”

 He looked at her through a haze of sweat dripping down his eyes while he breathed through his mouth. “Bitch, you already got the job!”

 He was inches away from shooting his load when his office phone let off a bray of ringing again.

 BRRRRNNNIIINNNGGG! BBBRRRNNNNIINNGGG!

 “Ahhhh shit! Ahh shit! That motherfucking phone! ”

Thaddeus felt his concentration breaking from him as he reached his climax. He so much wanted to grab the phone and hurl it out his window.

 “Let me suck you,” suggested Sarah between moans. “Please, let me suck you.”

 Thad pulled out of her and stuttered backwards with his cream-soaked penis looking like a worthless appendage. Sarah came off the desk and knelt before him. Thaddeus wiped the sweat off his brow with the back of his hand. Sarah stripped the condom off his penis and sucked him fervently, working hard to bring him back to brief hardness. Thaddeus groaned consecutively as he leant toward his desk and grabbed at the phone handle to quit its noise from driving him batshit crazy.

 “Yeah, hello,” he grumbled into the mouthpiece. “Who the fuck is this?”

 A woman spoke at the other end of the line. Her voice clipped and well educated, he sensed. “Excuse me, am I speaking with Mr. Thaddeus Black?”

 “Yeah, speaking,” he said. He slapped his palm over the mouthpiece for a moment as if only then remembering the sound his secretary made as she vigorously polished his cock. He gritted his teeth from the exquisite sensation before then returning to his caller. “How may I help you today, miss?”

 “You are a private detective, are you not?”

 He flung his head backwards, tensing as he felt himself nearing the precipice of exploding. His words squeezed out of his lips with stuttered force. “Look… lady… Uhh… whoever you are… yes, I am a private eye. What can I do for you?”

 “I would like to make do with your services. If you wouldn’t mind, I’ve sent a car to fetch you. I look forward to meeting you in person.”

 “Err… ma’am, wouldn’t it be better if you dropped by my office instead?”

 “I’m sorry, sir, but that’s really out of the question. It’s very urgent I speak with you, and I’d much prefer it this way.”

 “Very well, ma’am. Can’t wait.”

 He didn’t know when he dropped the phone down or how he even managed to do that as the next second he shut his eyes and squeezed out a fitful groan as he filled Sarah’s mouth with his cum. His load of cum was too much for her to capture everything and some splattered over her face and hair. Though she rubbed some of his cum over her lips and resumed sucking him. Thaddeus felt like an astronaut who’d just be let go into space and he had to rest against his desk for fear of crumbling on his feet.

 “Damn, girl!” he wiped sweat from his brow with his handkerchief. “You’re going to make a fucking hot secretary.”

 “I’m happy to hear that,” she licked his sperm off her face, smiling. “That’s more gratitude I ever got from the asshole that was my ex-husband.”










 Three

 Thaddeus had enough time to tidy up his desk and open back his windows then went into a small room situated down the corridor leading to his office which served as a urinary and a bathroom to clean himself off. Sarah went with him to wash her face and fix her hair as well reapply make-up on her lips. She inquired if this was his typical mode of searching out someone to do secretarial work for him and Thaddeus replied yes, it was. She said she couldn’t wait to begin actual work for him.

 Thaddeus told her he would make requirements to fix her with a separate desk and chair. For the time being, he took a while to explain the nature of his business before then handing her several of his recent files and told her to index and square them away and to report for real work the following morning at seven. He gave her spare keys to the office as well as his cell phone number should she want to reach him anytime. He took down hers as well and wrote down his home address which wasn’t that far away and told her she could drop by anytime. His voice was mellow and his hand was caressing her behind while he said this. She didn’t need a shaman to get the hint.

 He was locking several folders away in his desk drawer when there came a knock on the outer door. Sarah left her chair and went to see who it was. It happened to be a chauffeur in a black suit.

 “Mr. Black?” the chauffeur asked courteously.

 “Yes, that’s me,” Thaddeus answered.

 “I was sent here by Ms. Constance Loftus to get you. I have a car waiting outside.”

 ***

 The drive from uptown part of the city where he resided and worked to where the limo driver took him felt like a drive to another state. They left the city’s locale completely, headed out into an upper-class suburban neighbourhood the likes he’d only heard of but seldom visited until now. Thaddeus unbuttoned his jacket and relaxed in the thick leather upholstery and observed the tall elm trees that lined the sidewalks, behind which stood opulent mansions behind gated compounds. Thaddeus felt as if he was being transported into another world, into another time when things were different and black folk seldom procured property of their own. He wound down the window the take in more of the resplendent view. Even the air felt different - crisp and dirt-free; the sunlight streaming through the tree covers was all sunny and radiant. The roads were wide and few cars passed them along the way. He wound back the window and went to investigating the limo’s liquor cabinet. The bottles of exotic alcohol seemed to beckon him to indulge in a taste. Were it not that he’d left his once habitual drinking days years before he definitely would have done that.

 The driver spoke to him via an intercom, “Sir, we’re almost there, at Loftus Garden.”

 Thaddeus looked out the window as they drove past a tall open gate into a spacious cobbled driveway that would slightly up a grassy hill and drew to a stop in front of a mansion he thought more fitting for an Arab sheikh or a royal prince. A man in a black suit stood by the concrete steps leading into the mansion and he came toward the limo and opened the door for him.

 “Welcome to Loftus Garden, sir,” the man said to Thaddeus Black as he stepped out of the limo and adjusted his jacket and then his hat. The man slammed the door behind him. “If you will please follow me.”

 Thaddeus walked a step behind the man with one hand stuck in his pocket trying to seem casual while his eyes went everywhere, taking in the verdant valley and surrounding forest that grew in the distance; the skyscrapers of the city looked to be at the end of the horizon from here. He thought about the history books he’d perused once as a reformatory kid about the harsh life of slavery that was prevalent in southern plantations and wondered if such had taken place in these fields to keep it this magnificently green.

 They got to the top of the steps and the man continued through a wide doorway into the house. Thad entered a large foyer and continued following the man past a stairway into an adjoining parlour with windows that gazed into the westward part of the estate.

 “You will please wait here,” the man said to him. “The madam will be with you shortly. May I get you something to drink?”

 “No, I’m cool. Thanks.”

 The man nodded his head then left him alone in the room.

 Thaddeus took off his hat and rolled it in his hand while he appraised the room and its exquisite decor. He felt his hand on the furniture and stopped to admire several wall paintings that added flavour to the room. A large crystal chandelier hung above his head. He was still admiring one of the paintings when someone spoke behind him.

 “That’s a Matisse,” said a tall, blonde standing by the parlour entrance wearing tight pants and a silk blouse. Her hair was tied in a bun above her head. She possessed turquoise blue eyes, a pointy nose with wide lips. Her body was curvaceous and seductive. Thaddeus was just as appreciative of her figure and knew she took excellent care of herself very much.

 “It’s one of my late husband’s most treasured paintings,” she continued as she came further into the room. “It’ll be on display in the Smithsonian a month from now.”

 Thaddeus turned his gaze to the painting. “Got to be worth a dime or two,” he said, returning his gaze to the painting.

 “I doubt that. It’s worth more than seven million.”

 Thaddeus scoffed at that. He always hated when rich people called out figures for him as if declaring everything else in life cheap and frivolous. In Thad’s opinion, no artwork was ever as gorgeous as pussy. And this was one rich snotty pussy he presumed he was standing with.

 “You’re wasting your time with that price. Give me forty-eight hours and I’ll flog it down at a yard sale for twenty-five bucks and change.”

 She looked at him sharply with bewilderment, trying to figure if he was being serious or plain cynical. She offered him her hand. “I’m Constance Loftus. We spoke on the phone hours ago.”

 “Ms. Loftus, a pleasure to meet you,” he shook her hand. “You mentioned something about a late husband.”

 “Yes. Emmet Graham Loftus. Presumably you’ve heard of him?”

 Thaddeus shook his head. “Pardon me but I’m not a fan of the rich and fabulous well-to-do, Ms. Loftus. What was he into?”

 “A lot of things. Shipping, oil and gas, and politicians, I suppose. The Mayor gave him the key to the city last year for his philanthropy efforts.”

 “Really? I’d no idea the Mayor was handing out keys to whomever,” he chuckled at his poor attempt at humour which only produced a reproachful glimmer from his host.

 “Mr. Black, I’m in no way interested in your asinine assumptions nor do I care for it. It was a matter of serious urgency that got me to look you up. Nigel, my butler, told me how rude you were when he came to your office earlier today, and frankly, I can see just what he meant.”

 “Oh, so it was you that sent that grouch to my office hours ago. Well, I wasn’t impressed by his attitude either. And just for the record, I always conduct my business at my office and never at would-be client’s.”

 “Yes, you mentioned that over the phone. It wasn’t my wish to drag you from your working environment, except I much prefer discretion for now.”

 “However way you want to put it, Ms. Loftus. I’m just letting you know how I work. Now that you’ve been kind enough to bring me all the way here, perhaps we can cut through the chit-chat with you letting me know whatever it is I can help you with?”

 “Didn’t Nigel explain it to you?”

 “I never liked him or the sound of his voice, and we never got to first base on that. Since I’m here, I’d much rather hear it all from you, if you would be so kind.”

 She turned away from him, adjusting herself to a calm demeanour and sat down; Thaddeus sat down across from her and waited for her to speak.

 “It’s been three days since it happened. I returned home from my husband’s funeral and discovered my son Jonathan had gone missing - ran away. He left a letter behind saying what he’d done. It’s not the first time he’s attempted such, and my initial thought was that he would return home soon enough. But there’s been no sign or word from him since then and nobody around saw him leave the estate.”

 “You said this was three days ago. That’s Monday, right?”

 “Yes,” she answered.

 “You didn’t call the police?”

 “I did. The Sheriff of the county is a good friend of my late husband and I entrusted him to be discreet. But so far nothing. It was he who told me to hire a private detective to look into it, and that’s why you’re here.”

 Thaddeus thought for a moment, then, “I appreciate your wanting me to take this case, Ms. Loftus, but like I told your man earlier, that’s the sort of work I used to do but don’t anymore. Finding missing persons can be a bitch of a burden, and I’m not getting any younger. You’re better off getting the cops to find your boy for you.”

 “And I too appreciate your advice in the matter, Mr. Black,” she said with agitation in her voice. “But I can’t go any further with bringing the police into this. Aside from their efficiency, the last thing I’d want is this getting out to the media and having them parade around my estate with their cameras. Wherever the police go, the press is bound to follow.”

 “But that would help to find your boy quicker, won’t it? He’s son to a rich mum who just turned a widow - my condolences, by the way - wherever he is, he’d definitely bound to hurry back home. They always do.”

 Constance thought to say something but held back. He rose from her chair and went and gazed out a window. “No, I just can’t stand to have the press picking wind of such,” she turned to look at him. “Please, it would mean a lot to me if you’d take up this assignment. Pretend for a minute that this was your son. Would you like for the media to plaster his face on every TV screen for the world to pick on?”

 “Better his face being on every TV screen than finding him doing drugs in city parks, wouldn’t you agree?” he said it casually.

 “I think you’re mistaking my son for someone else’s’ from your dark and lecherous world, Mr. Black,” she responded coldly. “And that’s unacceptable by me.”

 Thaddeus sighed and came to his feet. He hadn’t stayed up to ten minutes and already he felt weary arguing with this woman and being in her splendid home. “Look at it from my perspective, Ms. Loftus. I don’t have any kids, and I’m black. Where I’m from, no big time media house is gonna think twice about helping find a black kid that’s gone missing. If it’s sympathy you’re looking for, you’re not going to get it that way.” He fixed his hat back on his head. “I’m sorry if I wasted your time.”

 Constance ran to him and grabbed his arm before he could leave the room. Thaddeus looked at her and was taken aback by the sight of tears apparent in her eyes. She didn’t resemble the haughty woman he’d spoken to seconds before.

 “Mr. Black, I’m begging you, please. Look, I’ll double your pay or whatever’s your going rate. Please just help me find my boy before anything bad happens to him out there.” She pulled out a photo from her pocket and presented it to him. It was the smiling face of a kid staring back at him. “This was taken when he was eight. He’s a really sweet kid that’s just lost. I’m begging you.”

 Thaddeus looked hard at the kid’s photo in his hand and then at the kid’s mother who was fighting hard not to break down before him and felt something inside him indelibly melt. He pulled out his handkerchief from his pocket and gave it to her. Constance accepted it and said thanks while she dabbed at her eyes.

 “How old is he?”

 “He’ll be ten in two months’ time.”

 He was silent for a moment as he continued staring at the photo. “Well, then we better make sure he’s around for it. He gave her back the photo. Would you mind showing me his room?”

 ***

 Constance led the way up the stairs. Thaddeus held his hat in his hand and walked three steps behind her. He wanted to get as much view of her rolling ass including the way her hips moved as she glided up the stairs. Every movement of her body seemed purposeful. This was one hot-looking lady, he thought to himself. Too bad of her being a high society snob. But then again, that’s a common trait the rich were basically guilty about. He reminded himself to do some research on her husband once he returned to his side of the world.

 At the top of the stairs, they walked down a wide hallway and Constance unlocked her son’s door and for them to enter.

 “I haven’t been in his room since the day he ran away,” she said as she turned on the lights. “I’ve been crying my eyes out ever since then.”

 “Besides you, who else has the key to his room?”

 “No one. If anyone had been in his room since then, I would have known.”

 Thaddeus thought that was rather astute of her. They left the toy room and went into the main bedroom. Thaddeus went looking in the closet and riffled the clothes that were there.

 “Did you by chance do any inventory of his stuff to see if he took off with anything? Or to find out if anything’s missing?”

 “Only thing I can’t find is a little bag of his, but aside from that much of his clothes are still there. But then I really wouldn’t know. He could have hidden something. I’m really not sure. I’ll have to call one of the cleaners to come make an inventory of them.”

 “It’s all right, you’ve had other stuff weighing on your mind at the time. Again, I’m sorry about your husband.”

 “Thank you,” she said.

 He left the closet and went to investigate her son’s desk. He looked at the small stack of books, crayons and pencils that littered the table. On the table was the written note he’d left his mum. He picked it up and read it.

 “’Mother, I can’t remain here anymore. I am leaving this time for real. Goodbye, Jonathan.’ He turned to her and asked, “Does that sound like the sort of thing he would do?”

 “I wouldn’t really know. I mentioned before that this isn’t his first time running away.”

 “Other times did he ever leave a note?”

 She shook her head. “No. What are you getting at?”

 He said nothing except scratch an itch on his chin. Still holding the letter, he walked to the window beside the bed. It afforded him a view of the front driveway and the distant green valley.

 “How many house servants do you have here, Ms. Loftus?”

 “Twelve in number.”

 “If you could make a guess, how do you think he got out of the house without anyone noticing?”

 “He knew the movement of the servants around the house, so he must have bid his time around that. What are you getting at?”

 “Nothing really, just thinking out loud. Has it ever crossed your mind that perhaps he had outside help?”

 “It’s possible; even the Sherriff thought that too. But I did a count of everyone and no one was really missing.”

 “Maybe no one had to be, and he probably wouldn’t have been away from the house at the time. Whatever the case might be for now, between you and I, let’s assume your boy had some help. There’s no way he could have waltz out of the house and out of the estate without someone seeing him. The estate is pretty big, I can see. Plus you’ve got security cameras, right?”

 “That’s correct.”

 “So let’s assume whoever this mystery person was, he or she was capable of hiding your son somewhere out of plain sight, kind of like they were playing an adult version of hide-and-seek. The person probably hid him somewhere close by knowing that once you came and found Jonathan missing that you’d leave no stone unturned to find him. What better time to sneak the kid out than while you and the rest of your servants are busy looking elsewhere. It’s a long walk from here to the city. If that’s where your son is right now, I doubt he managed to walk that length on his own. You get where I’m going with this?”

 “I do, I do indeed. Are you saying my son was kidnapped?”

 “It’s possible, but let’s not jump to conclusions just yet. Three days have passed and if were kidnapping, whoever’s got him ought to have made their demands known to you already. Whoever it is, he’s probably wanting you, waiting to see whom you’ve been talking to. Anything’s possible, Ms. Loftus. But it’s best we don’t panic about it. What I’d want you to do is go about your everyday business, do whatever you usually do like it’s another typical day for you. If by any chance the kidnapper does get in touch, you’ll let me know right away. You said you’ve got twelve people here working for you?”

 “Yes, twelve.” She swept her hair off her face; her eyes attentive and weren’t showing tears anymore.

 “And your boy got along well with all of them?”

 “Everybody dotted on Jonathan. It’s why I can’t right now get it through my head that someone would want to harm him.”

 “Like I said, its mere speculation; no point jumping to conclusion till we know more. I’ll do some checking of my own and see what I can dig up. If your son hasn’t been kidnapped, then chances are he’s out there lost for reasons only he knows. That’s another avenue we’re going to have to explore sooner or later. For now, let’s make do with what we’ve got on our hands.”

 Thaddeus pulled out a business card from his wallet and with a pen from his pocket and scribbled a number on the card’s back then gave it to her. “My office address and phone numbers are on there. The number on the back is my cell phone. You can reach me anytime. I’d like if you can give me a current photo of your son, if possibly two. “

“Sure. Thank you very much, Mr. Black. Won’t I need to give you some money, at least something that’ll make your work seem less stressful?”

 “My rate is three grand, plus five hundred expenses.”

 “I’ll keep my promise about doubling your charge and retainer fee. If there are any further expenses you might incur, I’d like you to leave with their receipt so I can reimburse you for them.”

 “You’re too kind, Ms. Loftus.”

 “Please, it’s Constance. And really, it’s I who should be thanking you, Mr. Black. You’re really saving me a burden worse than hell.”

 “We’ll find your son, Constance. And please, just call me Thad. Everyone does, except people I owe money to.”

 Constance tried her best not to laugh and barely succeeded.










 Four

 The limousine was idly waiting to drive Thaddeus back to the city though he instructed the driver to take him someplace else instead. His actual destination was Main City precinct situated on Maynard Avenue, the city’s head department which oversaw all felonies, crimes and misdemeanours that poured in from surrounding counties. He would have preferred visiting the Sheriff whom Constance had talked about regarding her son’s disappearance but he surmised that his presence there might set off an alarm by cops wondering what his business there might be. Hundreds of questions would fly once cops got wind of how much he knew about the lonely rich widow in their county and her missing son. Since beginning his foray as a private eye, Thaddeus Black had come to realise that the second thing despised by cops beside criminals was snooping private detectives; sometimes it usually overlapped whom they tend to hate the most. She wanted discretion and that was what he always promised his clients.

 He knew an old friend who worked at the Head Desk in the precinct. If there was any chance of him getting a reliable picture of whatever’s being done to find the missing kid it would be from him.

 The limo dropped Thaddeus half a block from the precinct building and he walked the rest of the way, attempting to blend inconspicuously in case anyone observed the brother who just stepped out of the black limo now heading in a different direction. He got to the precinct compound and waved at a number of boys in uniform before strolling into the quaint lobby. He went through the building’s perfunctory security checklist and clipped a numbered tag on his jacket before making it past the main counter in the lobby. He knew his way around the building, having been here on more than one occasion, often to perform odd jobs for off-duty cops.

 He stopped a patrol cop to inquire on the whereabouts of Staff Sergeant Warren Oliver. He got the information he wanted and made his way up the stairs to the first floor.

 Sergeant Oliver sat behind his desk reviewing a misdemeanour file and in the back of his mind wished he was someplace else like on his favourite boat fishing. He was a seasoned officer in his fifties who’d spent the past eight months living the remainder of his career behind a desk. He was due for retirement in a couple of months and intended spending the next glory years of his life working more on his fly-fishing game, at the same time getting looked after by his second wife. At least then he won’t ever need to set his eyes on boring misdemeanour sheets and whatnot. He and Thad had become friends through his second wife Debbie. Theirs was a secret only the three of them knew intimately about and preferred it being that way.

 Thaddeus came to his door and tapped on his glass. Oliver turned his head and his eyes lit up with happiness and then he gestured at Thaddeus to come inside, which he did. They shook hands and exchanged pleasantries before sitting across from each other.

 “How’s that young bunny taking care of you, my friend?” asked Thaddeus after dropping his hat on the desk.

 “Debbie’s always doing great. Shines like a million bucks unlike me,” he grinned. “I just remembered, she’s asked me many times to find from you how soon you can drop by whenever you can for some fun. She’s been horny and bored so long.”

 “You know me,” he laughed, “I’m always down for some fun.” He then got down to why he’d dropped by. Thad didn’t have to explain to his friend the need for discretion as Oliver knew that well enough without asking. Thad presented him one of the photos Constance had given him of her son and told him all that he knew regarding the kid’s disappearance, including the part about Constance having communicated details with the county Sheriff. Greg knew where Thaddeus was heading before he even mentioned it.

 “You want to know if there’s been any such traffic coming out of that county, is that it?” his friend asked.

 “You’re always an astute fellow, Greg. I just want to know if things are still kept under wraps. You probably know she’s wife to a deceased rich guy, Emmett Loftus.”

 Greg sucked air through his teeth. “Emmett Loftus, the industrialist fellow? Thaddeus, my boy, you’ve certainly been moving in big circles.”

 “Hey, don’t go kidding yourself. I barely knew who the guy was until today.”

 His friend looked at him with mock sadness. “That’s what you get for never reading the papers too often. This is front page headlines if word on this got out; I’m surprised that hasn’t happened yet. Gimme a minute to check through what I’ve got, but do me a favour and go wait downstairs in the lobby for me. I’ll holler out to the Duty Officer to fetch you once I’m done.”

 Thaddeus didn’t complain. He picked up his hat and left his friend’s office and went downstairs and settled on a waiting bench beside several measly-looking derelicts and washouts. For some reasons he couldn’t fathom he felt a little drowsy with sleep; he knew it was probably the fucking he’d done back at his office. He lowered his hat over his face and tried to remain impervious to the hovering voices around him. He jumped with a start when he heard his name announced over the PA system telling him to return upstairs to find Sergeant Greg Oliver. Thaddeus adjusted his hat on his head and did as the voice in the PA system instructed. Greg stood outside his office waiting for him and led him back inside.

 “I peeped through my index system and so far not a word on the subject’s coming from there,” he said. “I don’t know how the boys at that county are like, but if you want my advice, whatever you can to do to find this kid, you’ve better hurry and get to it. This news is too big to sit quietly, and sooner or later, word is going to get out; it’s either going to happen from there or over here. I’m not the only guy in here who reads the county files, and the press have got friends everywhere.”

 “Your words sound pretty dire. How long do you think I’ve got?”

 His friend shrugged. “Best guess is forty-eight hours. Least seventy-two; and that’s only if you’re lucky. This is sensational stuff, and no doubt someone’s going to blab. Whatever chances you’ve got of finding this lost lad, better hop to it starting now.”

 “Yeah. God knows I’m starting to hate the case already.”

 “I’m surprised you took it on. Thought you gave up missing persons. What got you to change your mind?”

 “A brother’s got to eat. And also the kid’s mum gave me a sob story that sort of won me over.”

 Greg laughed. “You’re still a sucker for sob stories.”

 “I’m not; the mum sure made it look easy.”

 “I’ll bet. She hot-looking?”

 “Fuck yeah. Got legs like a thoroughbred,” Thaddeus replied. “Anyway, it’s the least work I can find until something strong comes along. I’d better be on my way.” He shook his friend’s hand. “Extend my love to Linda.”

 His friend smiled back. “As long as you don’t forget to drop by when you can; give us a call beforehand. Take care of yourself.”

 “Always will.” Thaddeus left his office.

 ***

 He walked out of the pneumatic doors of the precinct and out of its shadow back into the heat and glare of the afternoon sun with the expectation that he knew where next to visit. It wasn’t until he’d made some distance away from the precinct building and was pounding the sidewalk that he realised that he hadn’t a worthy clue at all as to where or what to do next. Such was usually the fatal predicament that came with locating missing persons. In a city with a population of five million plus, it was daunting trying to pick out a runaway individual from a crowd. Much like trying to find a needle in a haystack. It gets exceptionally harder when one can’t think of a reason to warrant a person’s disappearance. One important aspect he had been mote to present to the rich widow was what if her son actually intended to stay gone? It won’t be the first time he had been saddled with such type of case; the last one of such he had resolved had left him with such an impressionable scare that made him decide not to take such cases up anymore.

 Until now, he thought to himself. Yeah, until now.

 Where next to turn to, Thad? You’ve got forty-eight hours, and the clock’s already ticking on you. What do you do next, homeboy?

 He got out his little notebook from his jacket pocket and flipped through it. It was laden with addresses, names, lists, doodles, encircled messages and plenty of phone numbers. Some he remembered and some he barely recalled ever penning them down. He approached a bus stop platform still flipping through the notebook’s contents till finally, he found the address he wanted. A bus soon slowed to a stop at the platform and he got into it along with other commuters and rode along.

 ***

 Just as he’d begun his search at the Main City precinct, his next stop was the Hermit House, also known as the Missing Person headquarters on Bodeyo Drive by Wiltshire. Why anyone chose to refer to it as the Hermit House, he would never know. But it served a viable purpose.

 There are other missing persons’ shelter homes scattered across the city, their respective information was all channelled to the Hermit House. Thaddeus felt better compelled starting his quest from here than going from one shelter home to another, especially when there was zero chance the kid might be in any of them. Right now the kid might be over in Timbuktu for all he knew; he could only pray to catch a scent of where next to go looking after. His next possibly bid would be to find out from Constance if she had any relatives in the city her son might want to run off to. Thad knew for a fact that kids seldom took off from home without a known destination in mind. Not unless they want to go live across the border in Mexico; Canada was just out of the question.

 The Hermit House was an austere block of brick that was once a disused YMCA building. It stuck out in the neighbourhood like an eyesore and was in terrible need of repaint and refurbishment. Though its dour outlook took away the enormous good it did when it comes to providing boarding shelter for much of the city’s lost and hopeless, many of whom poured through its doors Mondays through to Sundays.

 Thaddeus walked through its doors, past a line of ragged rejects standing in line to be catered to and went further into the building in search of Sister Agnes.

 Sister Agnes was a spry woman in her late seventies who had been caring for the lost and downtrodden since Christ gave up carpentry. She had lived the life of a celibate, having devoted her years towards uplifting the Hermit House and all it entailed. Thaddeus had known her since he was a pup and always she looked forward to his visits, especially when it concerned missing persons.

 They walked around the garden behind the compound while he explained his reason for stopping by and then showed her a photo of Jonathan. Agnes had an excellent memory when it came to remembering faces. One careful look at the photo and she shook her head and adjusted the spectacles that rested on her nose.

 “No, can’t say I’ve seen such handsome face as his around here,” she said in a craggy voice that sounded like Desmond Tutu having a bad cold. “You know we get few kids comin’ here. Most o’ ‘em just tend to drift away once they’ve gotten some food in their stomach.”

 “I was thinking the same too, Aunt Agnes.” To Thaddeus, she would always remain an Aunt to him. “Perhaps you could check the records of the other shelters around and see if maybe someone like him stopped by any of those places. It’s just a hunch I have to go by.”

 She looked at her watch. “We aren’t going to get the full figures until six. Another thing is depending if the kid is the type that would stay. But I’ll have a look and let you know if anything turns up. You haven’t by chance changed your phone number for you?”

 “No, Aunt. And thanks.” He kissed her cheek. “You really know how to make a kid happy.”

 “Boy, where haven’t I heard that before,” she blushed, and slapped his arm playfully. “If by any chance you run into Tibbs, let that boy know I’m still thinking about him, you hear?”

 “I hear you, Aunt. Got to go now. You take care of yourself and don’t go working yourself to death like you always do.”

 “Yeah, like I haven’t heard that one before either.” She waved at him as he left her standing in the middle of her garden.

 Thaddeus opted to walk the remainder of the block to the subway station nearby. He had no idea at first that he was being followed. It wasn’t until a group of college kids bumped into him and he half turned to push back his jacket that he noticed the lone man break to a stop across the street from him. Thaddeus continued his walk like he hadn’t noticed anything, but stopped once to admire a clothing shop while checking out the corner of his eye to see how far off the man was from him. He continued his walk to the subway stairs and went down away from sight.

 He paid his token and got to the platform and looked around but couldn’t pick out the lone man from the crowd. His train arrived and he got into it. It wasn’t as the train was pulling away that he once again saw him, but the train by then was moving too fast and all he got off the man’s face was a blur.










 Five

 There wasn’t anyone following him when he arrived at his work building. He had made few stops along the way to carefully look and hadn’t picked out anyone suspicious. For all he knew it was another jolly hot afternoon with people going about their business, cars honking their horns, music blasting out of open doorways… almost all the music he heard sounded Caribbean. Brothers owning the street corners glanced his way with bleary eyes, some clutching and sipping malt liquor in brown paper bags while others flung dice on the kerb, nothing to do besides hustle their way through life.

 Thaddeus listened to the noise coming from his shoes as he walked down the kerb. His clothes felt damp with sweat; he sighed with relief as he took a turn into B Street and saw his building across from him.

 He went inside and almost immediately the air felt different. He took the elevator instead of the stairs and knocked on his outer door before entering. Sarah was arranging folders inside a filing cabinet.

 “Good afternoon,” he took his hat off his head and wiped the sweat from his brow. “You familiarised yourself with those files yet?”

 “It’s going to take me a while to get everything serialised. But give me a week, and I’ll have it all connoted for you.”

 “No problem, take your sweet time. Don’t have much work pouring in now, but with the latest I’ve got on hand, we just might make something out of it.”

 He went into his inner office. She followed him and watched him take off his jacket and hang it on a coat tree beside his desk before saying anything.

 “A woman called your office past an hour ago. She said her name was Hilda Carmichael. She left her number and said she’d like you to give her a call as soon as you get in.”

 Thaddeus reflected on the name. “Doesn’t sound familiar. Did she give any reason why I should?”

 “No, just said you should give her a call. Said that it’s very urgent. I left it there on your desk.”

 Thad found the paper bearing the woman’s phone number and snorted. “If she’s not a client, and I don’t have anything important to go with her name, she’ll just have to wait.”

 Sarah returned to her desk while Thad loosened his tie and unbuttoned his shirt then slumped down in his chair. He turned up his air-conditioner to the highest and luxuriated in the cold air blowing down at him while he thought what next step to take regarding his case. He didn’t realise how tired he was as he gradually slipped into a doze, only to be awakened by his cell phone going off in his pocket. He groaned as he reached for it then sat forward when he saw who was calling and brought it to his ear.

 “Hi, Aunt Agnes,” he said.

 “Hello Thad,” she said. “I went through my records as you asked me to. I didn’t expect to find anything, but something came up and I think it’s got to do with your missing child. Are you ready?”

 Thad snatched a pen on his desk as well a notepad. “Go ahead, Aunt.”

 “There was a bulletin from one of our branches called District L; it came in a short while ago. It said a kid came by early this morning and wasn’t looking too good. I called them to send me the kid’s info that they had and I’m looking at it right now. His sheet says his name was Johnny Elwood. He looks exactly like the one you showed me.”

 Thad was writing on his pad. “You say Johnny, Aunt? You sure it didn’t say Jonathan?”

 “If it were Jonathan, I’d told you that, wouldn’t I?” she said querulously. “No, what I’m seeing here is Johnny instead.”

 “That sounds great, Aunt. The kid wouldn’t still be there, would he?”

 “Sorry, they said he left right after they gave him breakfast. Such a shame about a kid like that being homeless.”

 “Not your fault, Aunt. That was a really lucky break we had. Is there any additional info you can find on his sheet?”

 “Yes, there’s a name and address. Hilda Marcus Carmichael. Apt. 305, 2001 Century Lane.”

 Thad stopped his writing and reached for the note his secretary had left him.

 “Aunt Agnes, you said that name was Hilda Carmichael?”

 “I didn’t stutter the first time. Yes, that’s the one.”

 “Right, I got it. Thanks, Aunt. Talk to you later.”

 He hung up after that and tapped his pen on his notepad for some seconds before then dialling the woman’s number with his office phone. His door opened and Sarah entered his office and came and sat on the edge of his desk while he waited for someone to answer his call.

 “Anything the matter?” she asked.

 “Not really. But thanks for answering that call that came earlier. You been out for lunch since?”

 “I’m not that hungry. But I was wondering if I can be of service in any other way.” She leant forward on his desk. “Like what we were doing before you went out,” she emphasised.

 He listened to the phone ring in his ear but no one yet was responding. “There’s always something a good secretary can do. How about you get your ass down here and calm my spirit for a bit.”

 Sarah came over and Thaddeus shoved his chair backwards to face her as she then fell to her knees and got right to business unzipping his pants. The line went dead and Thaddeus pressed the redial button and listened to it ring again while his secretary jerked his semi-flaccid penis out of its hiding place. She drew closer and popped his prick between her lips. She made a low growl in her throat as she worked her tongue around his shaft while his cock grew turgid in her mouth.

 “I missed your cock the whole time you were away,” she murmured.

 Thaddeus wanted to say something but stopped when suddenly a woman’s voice came on the line.

 “Yes, hello?”

 “Uhh… hi there. I’d like to speak with a Ms. Hilda Carmichael.”

 “Yes, speaking.”

 “Good day, madam. We’ve never met before, but you called my office a while ago. My name’s Thaddeus Black, and I’m-”

 “Oh yes, Mr. Black. Yes, I did call before; how nice of you to return my call.”

 “Right, well, I’m sorry I wasn’t around at the time to take your call-” Thaddeus uttered a wince as Sarah’s teeth raked his foreskin. She looked up and mouthed an apology then returned to sucking him. He was realised how hard it grew to pay attention to two women separately vying for his attention.

 “The reason I’m calling is regarding this case of my missing nephew that you’re handling,” Hilda said to him. “It’s too bad we hadn’t gotten in touch sooner. I know that would have prevented a lot that’s happened already.”

 Thad’ squeezed his face, whether at concentrating on the woman’s words on from the sublime sensation he was receiving from his secretary’s mouth lips and her working tongue; he leant towards the latter.

 “Excuse me, you mentioned nephew? Did I hear you correctly?”

 “Of course, Mr. Black. Constance Loftus is my sister.”

 “Okay. I’m sorry, Ms. Carmichael. That was something I knew until now.”

 “I wouldn’t be surprised she never thought of mentioning it to you. Constance and I haven’t been in touch with each other for a while.”

 Thad looked down at Sarah and she too met his gaze, her mouth puffed out with a mouthful of his cock jammed down her throat; the succulent sounds she made as she pressed her face against his crotch swelled his mind beyond proportions. Thad was barely aware of his gasping breath and it wasn’t until Hilda called out to him that he realised how dumb he was holding the phone close to his ear.

 “Excuse me… Mr. Black, is everything all right with you?”

 “Yes, yes… everything’s just fine. Ms. Carmichael, would it be all right if I can pay you a visit later today?”

 “I very much hope you will. I left my home address with your secretary earlier, it’s rather easy to find.”

 “Yes, I’ve seen it. I will be there within the hour, and I hope you’ll be available by then. Bye for now.”

 Thaddeus ended the conversation and slammed the phone down on its cradle without care of how impolite his action was. He had a pressing issue before him that involved fucking the shit out of his secretary’s wanton mouth. He reclined backwards and jerked his hips while pressing her head down on his crotch, forcing her to swallow more of his girth. He tapped her shoulder when he figured he’d had enough foreplay fun and gestured at her to get back on his desk. Sarah did as instructed, holding up her dress and reveal she had on no panties unlike before. Thaddeus dropped to his knees and probed her pink snatch with his tongue then included his lips and sucked her velvet pussy. His tongue lapped on her wet orifice then went to sucking her cum juice. Sarah leant backwards on his desk turning up a moaning frenzy. Her hand caressed his shoulders, her panting groans pitched an octave higher and through it all Thad remained focused on investigating her pussy’s sanctum. His tongue flicked upon her clitoris and that sent ecstatic daggers travelling up her spine to her brain and back to her womb.

 Sarah heard herself choking from her cries. She tried to speak, but her words caught in her throat and came off as hiccupping groans. Her body felt divided from her mind, wanting to race from the room in search of the nearest exit except Thaddeus held her down taking charge of her while slurping on her pussy. Sarah squirmed on his desk and her feet kicked at the air whilst her body shook and convulsed from what was being done to her. She let loose a shrill scream in the end. Her body though shook all over while her pussy squirted copiously on Thad’s face.

 Thaddeus came to his feet and took a moment to check the time on his watch. He ought to be out the door by now, except he knew leaving his new secretary unsatisfied was a bad idea. Still, he could only but hurry.

 He didn’t bother with undoing his belt; his cock stood ramrod erect and found her pussy’s entrance with ease; Sarah lent a hand and guided him inside her. He leant over her and her hands slid under his armpits while he dug his underneath her buttocks and began rocking against her steadily. He groaned exquisitely as he thrust deeper and deeper into her. She gripped him tight and mumbled, “Oh God! Oh God!” over and over while pumping her hips against him. Thaddeus wanted a quick finish so he brought her off his desk and turned her around. Sarah rested her elbows on his desk while he pushed her dress over her backside and she groaned as he shoved his meat into her and fucked her harder. He ran his hand over her smooth rump, loving the way her ass bounced back at him to take more of what he had to give.

 “Are you… are you always going to fuck me like this?” she asked him over her shoulder.

 “Hell yeah,” he muttered as he leant over her shoulder, breathing into her ear. I’m gonna fucking you day and possibly at night. This is your second job.”

 She groaned with approval. Her knuckles almost turned white as she grasped the edge of his desk, whimpering aloud as he slammed into her with force. She too thrust back at him and thrust a hand underneath to grasp at his scrotum slapping against her thigh. Thaddeus saw himself climbing the wall as he approached his inevitable moment of climax. He pulled out of her in an instant and Sarah instinctively turned around and knelt before him. Her mouth fell open for Thad to insert his cock between his lips and she sucked him hard till he unleashed his load of cum like a jet fuel down her throat. Spittle of cum poured through the side of her lips, still, she managed to gulp every spurt of semen he ejaculated inside her mouth.

 “Go ahead and clean me up,” he demanded. “Snap to it, too. I’ve got to be places already.”

 She was already at work licking the copious cum still oozing from his prick while he reclined against his chair so as not to fall from being weak-kneed. She certainly was a keeper, this secretary of his was.

 ***

 2001 Century Lane was a swank penthouse building located at the trendy Lower-West district of the city. That’s where you have all the wide-space parking garages, rows of expensive shopping malls and whatever else you can desire if you’re wealthy or more succinctly if you’re an upper-class elite. The sidewalks were always spotlessly clean and free from trash or homeless dregs of society. Even the air was crisp to taste, you’d think it got cranked out of a filter machine. Here the cops responded on time and dare you to come this way to commit a crime. Years ago, a black man would have been lynched found loitering in this sort of place.

 Thaddeus wasn’t in the mood for utilising public transportation. He went and got his custom-made Cadillac Coupe DeVille out of the back garage where he’d left it and drove toward the part of the city where the woman lived. It being a high-class apartment building meant one thing: here was another woman married to money, just like her sister, and no doubt uppity too. Won’t surprise any if like her sister, her man too was late in the ground. Thaddeus located the building and had to drive half a block to find a parking garage to leave his vehicle and then walk the length back to the revolving glass doorway. He’d already called to let her know he was on his way. The man he met in the lobby knew who he was there to meet before even he uttered her name. He gave Thaddeus her apartment number and directed him to the bank of elevators and told him which button to press before riding it.

 The elevator deposited him on the thirtieth floor. A short stroll down the wide corridor and then he stopped before her apartment door. Thad pressed the door bell and waited. The door soon opened to reveal a young man with pompadour blond hair; he wore nothing but a pair of Speedos. He held a wine glass in his hand with some liquor in it. He ran his eyes over Thaddeus; his lower lip curled into a sneer as if to say he was in no way impressed by Thaddeus’s old-school type appearance. Thad equally fixed him with a similar glare to say he too wasn’t impressed by his abs either.

 “I’m here to see Ms. Carmichael. You going to let me in, sunny, or you going to stand there and take a picture all day?”

 The sneer turned malicious on the man’s face and made like he wanted to a lunge at Thaddeus didn’t budge from his stance.

 “The fuck do you think-”

 “Blondie, who’s that?” a woman’s voice called from behind the door. Her voice drew the man to stop like a dog about to play fetch. Thad felt like chuckling.

 The door opened further open and a woman appeared there. She was blonde, perfect blue eyes and had so much resemblance to Constance Loftus as if they were twins. She wore a pink bathrobe and her hair was all wet. She looked at Thaddeus who tipped his hat and smiled at her.

 “Afternoon, Ms. Carmichael. I’m Thaddeus Black. You and I spoke on the phone with earlier on.”

 “Oh yes, Mr. Black, how lovely it is to finally meet you,” she shook his hand and told him to come inside.

 The young man stepped aside and gave Thaddeus the evil eye as he entered the apartment. Thaddeus paid him no mind as he followed the woman into the apartment’s living room. She gestured at Thaddeus to have a seat and told her chiselled boy-toy to fetch Thad a drink while she disappeared from the room to go and change. Thaddeus asked for mineral water and sat there admiring the living room furniture and decor while she was away. Blondie returned and dumped the mineral bottle on the table in front of him then left the room. Hilda returned minutes later wearing a t-shirt that appeared way too big for her and tight pants; her lush hair was tied in a bun. She wasn’t wearing a bra. Thad made out the outline of her tits as they pressed against her shirt fabric. Was it to entice him or was this a typical afternoon wear, he asked himself. She sat on a settee across from him with her legs folded under her and extracted a gold case from her pocket that sticks of cigarettes. She offered it to Thad but he declined. She stuck one to a cigarette holder and brought it to her lips and lit the end of it with a gold cigarette lighter and blew a cloud smoke into the air and flashed her eyes at him.

 Uppity-class bitch!
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 Thad laid his hat on the seat next to him, got his notebook and pen out of his jacket and opened to a fresh page. He had his ‘strictly business’ face on to let the woman know he had more important things on his mind than wanting to gloss over her figure. He cleared his throat before he spoke.

 “When we talked on the phone, you mentioned something about being related to the missing kid’s mother?”

 Hilda nodded. She sucked on her cigarette and puffed out another cloud of smoke. “I’m surprised Constance never thought to mention it to you. Then again, I guess it’s ‘cos she never figured her boy would scuttle halfway across the city to see his Aunt.” She lifted an ashtray from the coffee table beside her. “You do know of her husband being deceased, right?”

 “Yes, I do. You’re saying Jonathan, was here with you in this apartment yesterday?”

 Another nod of her head. “Josh, the doorman downstairs, rang me up saying there was this kid wanting to see me. Naturally, I couldn’t think of anyone besides him who’d be that pressing, so when he mentioned Jonathan’s name to me, I told him to send him up.”

 “Do you recall around what time this happened?” Thad was scribbling away.

 “It was late because I’d just returned from seeing an opera - Madame Butterfly, it was - I got home a little past nine-thirty. About a quarter to ten, I think.”

 “You’re certain of that?”

 “Yes, I am. I remember I wasn’t yet out of my clothes when the doorman called. You can check with him when you’re leaving if you like.”

 Thad made a note in his book to do just that.

 “Was there anything troubling about him when you saw him last night? How did he look to you?”

 She screwed her face for a moment lost in thought while holding her cigarette niftily away from her face. “He looked distraught. Worried and scared, I would say, like he was frigid about something. I figured he was traumatic about having lost his Dad. I tried asking him what was wrong, but he wouldn’t say.”

 “It never occurred to you why he was at your door at that hour? That he’d run away from home?”

 “If I’m going to be honest,” a pause as she blew off another cloud of smoke. “The thought never crossed my mind at the time. Not at the moment, but later when I thought it over, yes, I did chide myself for not thinking of that earlier. Really stupid of me.”

 “And you never bothered calling your sister to let her where her son was too?”

 “This might sound absurd to you, but I actually thought she knew. I mean, why else would he be knocking at my door at that late hour if maybe she hadn’t dropped him off to spend the night with me. It’s not the first time she has done such. I did intend calling her first thing this morning. Jonathan just seemed to want my attention more. I let him sleep in the spare bedroom across from mine, but in the morning when I went to check on him, he was gone.”

 “Around what time was this?”

 “A little before six-thirty. I’m always up at six; I was making him breakfast and wanted to know if he was up. I naturally got scared and when I called downstairs, they told me they’d seen him leave but figured everything was all right with him.”

 “You never called the police?”

 She shook her head, tipped the head of her cigarette into the ashtray. “That would have seemed too hasty a thing to do. I needed first to speak with Constance to know what was really going on, so I called her up this morning. Her answer though wasn’t what I was expecting.”

 Thad caught the drop in tone in her voice and focused his attention on her. “Mind explaining that for me?”

 “She’ll probably tell you more next time you bring the subject up with her, but it won’t hurt to clue you in first. Constance and I haven’t always had the best relationship most sisters would have. We’ve had plenty of fights and disagreements. She’s always looked down on my - how do I say it? - lavishly flamboyant lifestyle, if I may use that. I, too, have always regarded her as too uptight and close-minded for her own good. You’ll get a quick dose of that if you spend more time with her. She can be so melodramatic sometimes.”

 “Besides the fights, you and she don’t ever get along?”

 “It got worse when I divorced my last husband,” she said. Thad looked at her hand and didn’t spot any wedding bands there. She saw where his gaze was going and smiled. “He was my second. So incompatible were we, he could barely keep up with me.”

 “In bed or in social circles?” Thad meant it humorously.

 “Both, I’d say. He was too vain to admit it though; but what he lacked otherwise, his money made up for it. It was such relief when we both went our separate ways. I’m sorry if my words are distracting.”

 “Not at all; it’s not my money. When you called your sister this morning, what was her reaction?”

 “Wouldn’t you know, she was livid with rage when I told Jonathan had spent the night here. She was basically upset that I never called to tell her. She didn’t allow me room to explain why I didn’t. But she sounded cool when I told her I hadn’t called the police and that was when she told me she’d hired a private eye to go look for him.”

 “Was it her that gave you my number?”

 “Of course. How else would I have gotten your number?”

 Thad made a note of bringing up that subject the next time he met with Constance. The last thing he wanted was receiving phone calls from people he was yet to find out about.

 “When Jonathan was, did he carry anything personal with him? Like a change of clothes or a bag?”

 Hilda took one last drag from her cigarette before crushing it in the ash tray. “He did have a knapsack bag with him, and yes, he did arrive with a fresh pair of clothes. But as I didn’t see him leave this morning I can’t tell you what he was wearing.”

 “What was he wearing when he arrived here last night? Think you can remember that?” he asked the question as solicitously as he could, not wanting to pressure her with his string of questions.

 “He had on a t-shirt with some old rock and roll group’s name on it, I forget which, and a pair of blue jeans. I hope that will help.”

 Thad wrote down everything. “Won’t know for now. I hope it won’t be asking too much from you, but would you mind showing me the room where he slept?”

 “Sure. Come with me.” She dropped the ashtray where she had picked it from then rose to her feet. Her t-shirt almost slid off her shoulders to reveal her breasts but she deftly adjusted it back as she led the way out the living room into a wide passageway. Thad’s eyes went everywhere. He was hoping to catch sight of Blondie hovering around; probably chilling somewhere or sneering at himself in a mirror to see how cool it looked. Hilda went to the last room at the end of the passageway and opened the door for Thaddeus to step inside.

 The room bore a large bed with cream-coloured sheets and matching pillows. There was a table beside it and beyond that a closet. Thad opened the closet’s doors and found it empty. He went and looked in the table drawers as well and found a similar result. The bedsheets had a slight disturbance about it and so, too, the pillows, as if declaring that someone had obviously slept on them. He couldn’t help but speculate whatever it was that might have scared him into running away again.

 “Did you come by to check on him last night?” Thaddeus asked. “Maybe he was hungry late in the night and wanted to get something out your fridge?”

 “He seemed just fine to me when I tucked him in bed,” Hilda said. She went and stood by the window that gave a splendid view of the surrounding vista. “Like my sister, I, too, am trying to figure out whatever would make Jonathan run from home and can’t think of nothing. Poor kid.”

 “Were you at her husband’s funeral? I know it’s none of my business, but I’d like to get a strong view of your relationship with your sis.”

 “I already told you we’ve never had ourselves a great relationship; you’ll get a better grasp of things when you hear it from her. No, I wasn’t there at the funeral, because I wasn’t expected to be there. Constance and Emmet stuck to themselves like glue. The last time I was at that mansion of theirs was three months ago. Even that day ended rather badly.” Hilda turned away from the window. “Tell me, do you do this for a real living?”

 “What do you mean?” he asked.

 “Nothing personal, but I always thought private detectives are the stuff of dime novels; I never thought I’d get to meet one before. How long have you been doing it?”

 “Not long enough to retire on my savings, and too short for me to think about quitting,” Thad explained. “I could have been some rich woman’s gigolo, but no one was hiring a brother with a face like mine.”

 “Why would you say that? I have plenty of rich friends who’d love a black man for a lover.”

 “They’d probably want one who’s more light-skinned; I’m too dark a brother like Wesley Snipes.”

 “You’re hilarious,” she laughed as she approached him. “No, I think you’d make for a terrific gigolo. Matter of fact, I’ve never before being with a black man, but I’ve heard crazy stories,” she purred. “I hear black men are rather strong and sturdy in bed.” She drew closer and ran her hand down his jacket lapel. “That’s just what I need. A sturdy man who can handle me in bed.”

 “You don’t need a man like me - you’ve got your boy toy out there to look after you.”

 She snorted. “Blondie? He’s a Calvin Klein model I picked out of a line-up two weeks ago. He’s all right, but he’s way too vanilla. I’m willing to bet all I’ve got that he’d be nothing compared to what you’ve got underneath those clothes of yours.”

 “Well, maybe when we’re more comfortable and I’m less occupied with work, then I’d see about laying your body down.”

 She licked her lips. “Why wait for that day to come, when we’ve got now?” She went and shut the door then returned to him. “I’ve been so fucking randy, you can’t believe. Whenever I wake up in the morning, the first thing I need is a stiff prick that’s ready to fuck. Blondie’s so dumb he hasn’t gotten that part in his head yet. But I’ll bet you are always stiff.”

 Hilda raised her hand to his collar but Thaddeus grabbed her by her wrist and brought her hand downward to grasp his crotch. She gasped when she felt his erection building inside his pants; it even felt somewhat hot to the touch.

 He saw the affirmative look in her eyes and smiled. “Stiff and solid as a rock, especially for white pussy.”

 “Ohh, that’s just my favourite type of toy.” She got a better grasp of his crotch and tugged at it.

 “You’re a rich slut who loves being treated dirty,” Thad said to her without wincing any words. “Let’s see how dirty a whore you can be. Drop to your knees right now, taking my cock out of my pants and stick it in your mouth.” His words came out guttural and hard.

 Hilda fell slowly to her knees, never taking her eyes from his while her hands caressed his thighs. “I love it when a man knows how to take control.” Her hands worked his pants zipper and she was breathing lasciviously through her mouth as her hand fumbled inside and curled around his prick then whipped it out into the open. Her eyes went agog as she gazed at the size of his purple-coated cock’s head.

 “Go ahead and slap your cheeks with it,” Thad said to her.

 Hilda locked her hands around his shaft, did as he told her to. She kept gazing up at him as she lathered her cheek with pre-cum from his cock, laughing while she did. She locked her mouth on his cock and just getting to sucking him when Thaddeus slapped the side of her head, forcing her to stop.

 “Bitch, did I tell you to suck my cock yet?” he snapped. “Listen and obey my words before you do anything else.”

 Hilda at once became apologetic, flustered by his unexpected reaction. “I’m sorry… I’m sorry, I thought-”

 “Don’t you dare say nothing to me. Just shut the fuck up and open that rich white girl’s mouth of yours,” he demanded while his cock remained erect inches from her face. “Didn’t you hear me, bitch? I said open your fucking mouth now!”

 Hilda did as instructed and opened her mouth for him. Thad inched forward and the tip of his prick slipped between her stretched lips and made contact with her tongue.

 “Don’t close your mouth yet,” he said to her.

 Her mouth remained open for him as he slipped his cock back and forth in her mouth, barely making contact with her teeth. Her eyes continued gazing up at him as she awaited whatever instruction he had next. Hilda was so reminded of high-school fantasies she used to have years back that involved her servicing her teacher’s cock while the entire class watched in awe. It felt to her that she’d now finally found herself a worthy partner.

 “That’s a good white girl,” Thaddeus murmured. “Now I want you to close your lips slowly on my cock, and I want you to suck it as hard and as good as you can.”

 It was the command prompt she had been waiting to hear and right away, Hilda clamped her lips on his cock and got busy tugging on his cock’s foreskin. She whipped and rolled her head side to side while deep-throating his girth. Strings of saliva seeped off her mouth while she expertly lubricated his shaft with her tongue and lips. She held him by his hips and made murmuring voices in her throat while bopping her head against his crotch. Thad couldn’t stop himself from groaning. She was sucking him so hard and her lips were wrapped tight around his shaft like she wanted to tear his cock off his body.

 “Damn! Bitch, you sure know how to suck a cock!” he groaned.

 She looked up at him and laughed. “It’s one of the few things I was ever good at,” she said while she stroked his cock.

 “Good to know. What other stuff are you good at?”

 “I know how to fuck,” she answered gleefully.

 She stroked his cock and spat a gob of saliva on his foreskin then went back to swallowing him, pressing her nose against his belt buckle. Thaddeus let his jacket slip off his arms and pushed Hilda off him so he could unbutton his shirt and get himself out of his clothes. Hilda came to her feet and with little effort, she was soon out of her clothes; she loosened her hair and shook it as it fell over her shoulders. She was breathing harder the whole time she did it, maintaining her gaze on Thad’s erection. Neither of them noticed the door inch open to reveal Blondie’s face between the crack. He watched them discard their clothes then got on the bed.

 Thad lay on his back and grabbed Hilda by the back of her head to resume sucking his cock. She was quick to oblige, slobbering over his cock and balls while Thaddeus smacked her buttock and slipped a finger into her wet crevice.

 “All right, bitch! Time you got to ride that dick! Go on, get up on it!” he slapped her ass.

 Hilda stretched her leg over and settled on his pelvis while reaching her hand underneath to first stroke his cock then sticking it inside her vagina. Thad growled with impatience and was already thrusting his hips the instant his prick slid inside her. Hilda exhaled an animal-like groan as his cock went to work stretching her cunt. She scratched at his torso and whipped her hair side to side while rocking against him. She leant forward and grabbed at the headboard and rocked her hips and pelvis up and down his crotch.

 “Awwhhh God, that feels good,” she moaned breathlessly.

 She lowered her head and kissed him savagely. Her tongue swam in the river of his mouth while her ass muscles kept their steady rhythm on bouncing on his shaft. Her pussy made a wet sluicing type of sound as she slammed her butt hard on him. Cum juice dribbled down her inner crevice, further lubricating his cock as his thickness filled her hole. Hilda screamed with unabashed joy as she rode him; her face contorted in pain and ecstasy. Her tits bounced and slapped at Thaddeus’ face who in turn grabbed at them and pulled them to his lips. He, too, fought to keep up with her rhythm, pistoning his hips to match hers. Hilda sat upright while still rocking back and forth. Her lips espoused curse words and expletives at him.

 “Awwhhh… Ohh fuck! That’s some good fucking black cock!”

 Thad pulled her downward, snarling at her. “You love that black cock, don’t you, you rich slut bitch!”

 “Awwhh yes!” she whimpered. “Aaawwhhh… I’m loving it so fucking much!”

 “You’re gonna be loving black cocks by the time I’m done with your pussy and ass!”

 “Ohh fuck my pussy! Fuck my ass, too! Fuck every goddamn hole in me!”

 Thaddeus pushed her off him and propped her on her elbows and knees. He crouched over her backside and rammed his cock back into her pussy hard. Her pussy gave off a sluicing fart as he pulled his cock back and then slammed back into her. Hilda bit down on the sheets as he fucked her deep.

 Thad’s back was to the door so he didn’t notice it inch further open as Blondie took snapshots of them with his cell phone and quietly shut back the door, this time content to peep at them through the keyhole. He watched while jerking his cock in his hand, wishing he could become part of the action. No way was that going to happen, though. One of Hilda’s unbreakable rules for him was never to entertain such ideas if ever he stumbled upon her getting busy with someone else. Though she never said anything about him taking pictures for his own keepsake.

 Hilda turned over and now rested on her back taking the brute force of Thaddeus’s cock. He lifted her from the bed, still pounding her with every ounce of strength he could muster while her feet dangled in the air. Hilda was loving every minute of it, too. Always she loved her sex rough; the rougher the better for her. Thad seemed to go the distance with her. With most men she encountered, when it came to sex she usually ate them for lunch, breakfast, and dinner. With Thad, already she saw herself scaling the walls of her lust with abandon. Her hands went from squeezing her tits to massaging her pussy while her body squealed from the impact his cock was hammering her with. This was one bout of fucking she wasn’t going to forget too soon.

 “Ohh, please… come to me, darling,” she tugged at his shoulders. “I want you on top of me!”

 Thad lowered her back on the bed and came onto her. Hilda locked her feet over his calves and did the same with her arms around his shoulders like a praying mantis feeding on its prey. Thad as well slipped both hands under her shoulders and grooved on top of her. Their bodies clashed like crazed elephants fighting over grass.

 “I love your cock inside me,” she kissed him frantically and licked running sweat off his chin. “Cum for me, darling! Ohhh, cum for me!”

 Thad’s feature was all sweat and grim as he tightened his grip on her shoulders and increased his pace. He grunted hard against her while pushing her upward on the bed till her head was nearly banging against the headboard. He was half on his knees and she still had her hips and thighs pulling him downward, wanting more of him inside her pussy.

 “Where you want me to cum, bitch?” he asked amidst grunts. “Say where!”

 “In me!” Hilda cried. She slammed her head on the bed immersed herself in her own vortex of ecstasy. “I WANT YOU TO CUM IN MEEEEE! ”

She screamed her last words at him at the exact moment Thad’s cock was starting to swell inside her pussy. He slammed down on her and remained like that for a moment, his body tensed and shook as he’d suddenly being electrocuted and seconds later ejaculated everything he’d saved up for her. Hilda grunted and tensed under him as she felt each spurt of cum seep like a jet inside her. Her climax happened seconds later. Her body grew taut and she groaned with feverish delight while waiting for the fire to slowly burn itself away. The fire hadn’t burned this bright inside her for so long a time.

 Thaddeus felt his penis grow limp inside her amid a sea of cum. He grunted one final time before then rolling off her. Blondie had taken his last snapshot before then and shut the door back as he’d found it. He raced from the passageway in search of the nearest bathroom to enjoy his own climax.

 Thaddeus remained on the bed waiting for his body to get back to its normal self; Hilda cuddled beside him, thankful that she’d found a man who seriously could satisfy a horny demon like herself.

 Thaddeus later got off the bed and went searching for the nearest bathroom. He turned on the shower and was soaping himself when Hilda came and joined him. Water cascaded on them as they took turns soaping each other off.

 “My God, you were so incredible,” she said. “I can’t remember the last time I had sex that good.”

 “You’d be getting more of that if I had the entire day here with you.”

 “No doubt,” she laughed and then kissed him. “You’re worthy of keeping.”

 ***

 They finished having their bath and dried themselves as they returned to the room for their clothes.

 “I’m so reluctant to see you go,” Hilda remarked as she wore back her t-shirt. “What other plans do you have for the day?”

 Thad wore his pants and was soon buttoning his shirt. “Besides searching for your little cousin that’s missing, my schedule’s all but booked up.”

 “Ohhh, but why?” she grumbled. “I’m going to be horny soon and I need you to fuck me again like you just did. You didn’t fuck my ass, remember?”

 “That’s because I’m saving that up for next time,” he said while roping his tie around his collar, then added, “next time I’m around, I’m gonna fuck every hole in your body, and possibly any other hole you’ve got to give. Till then you’ve got your boy-toy out there to take care of you.”

 “He’s not up to your level. Please, won’t you at least stay for an hour or maybe two? I’ll do whatever you ask.”

 “I’ll give you a call later, I promise. Right now, work is all that’s on my mind.”

 He finished with his clothes and she led him back to the living room for him to fetch his hat. They got to the door and he stopped when she opened it for him.

 “One thing I’m curious about. That last time you said you were over at your sister’s place, whatever was it about?”

 Her feature underwent a subtle turn of bewilderment before correcting itself. “Just family stuff. Nothing that will help you find Jonathan though. Or are you just curious to want to know?”

 “Yes, I am curious to want to know.”

 She broke into a smile and drew closer and kissed his cheek then whispered into his ear, “I’ll tell you about it next time you’re ready to fuck me.”

 He smiled back and tipped his hat at her and left her apartment. Hilda remained by her doorway and watched him walk all the way to the elevator and got inside. Her smile left her face as she withdrew back into her apartment and shut the door.
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 How time flies especially when you’re having (fucking) fun.

 The afternoon was giving way for early evening when Thaddeus left the high-rise building, having stopped to question Josh the doorman but their conversation went nowhere as Thad found out it had been his reliever who had seen the kid leave and not himself. Thaddeus couldn’t spare wanting to return upstairs to wrestle the facts from Hilda again. He pocketed his pen and notebook as he walked out and headed towards the parking garage for his car. His mind wandered back to the sex bout he’d enjoyed and he cursed himself for putting work ahead of pussy for once when he could have been enjoying more right now. Damn this fucking missing kid’s case! Some people ought to just stay missing or don’t even bother. He promised himself that once he got done with this case, providing he found the kid alive and not dead in some neglected city alley or roadside gutter, he never would get involved anymore in anything that has to do with runaway kids. He was content with finding missing spouses - there always was a hidden reason for those. But with kids, the usually is always for fucking attention. Mum and Dad aren’t talking to them so they decide to make like Huckleberry Finn and get lost in the city like it’s a fun park. Yeah right. Another thought that occurred to him was what if the mum had planned this whole shenanigan herself. It wouldn’t be the first time he had encountered such - the reasons were often endless but in the end, it came down to money. Thad knew he would have to keep his mind further open towards exploring this angle.

 So engrossed was Thaddeus in his ruminations he failed to notice the nondescript vehicle parked across the street. The windows were tinted so he could never have made out the occupant behind the wheel watching him. Thad disappeared into the parking garage and pulled out minutes later in his Coupe DeVille. The man in the vehicle pressed the dial button on a cell phone and uttered few words into it while he watched Thaddeus drive away from the scene. The man waited till he’d driven a block from him before putting his car into gear and following.

 Thad’s mental facility was up and running while he drove. He ran through much of what Hilda had related to him about her taking in her cousin and then later finding him missing. That all sounded simple, but what knocked on his mind especially was whatever discord she had with her sister. Thaddeus wasn’t blind to the similarities they shared: both of them gorgeous blondes and privileged. Both were married to men of money - except one had buried hers and the other in the way of divorce. Another thing, they were both fuckable; at least one of them was, and even better craved it. He couldn’t help the notion they both were hiding something from him. He had no idea what except he had observed the way Hilda’s face changed when he asked that last question before he left her pad. Too bad he hadn’t thought of it earlier before they fucked; she probably would have given off more then if he had asked.

 Thad drove towards the direction of his office, away from the glitzy side of the city, contemplating when to give his client a call to let her know what he had turned up. Thad needn’t have bothered as seconds later his cell phone started ringing. He reached for it and saw it was her calling.

 “Hello,” he said into the mouthpiece. “I was getting ready to call you.”

 “I just received a letter,” Constance cut him off abruptly. Her words sounded stuttered as if she were choking on words to say. Thaddeus caught the abject fear in her voice. “It’s about my son… Oh my God, Jonathan.”

 “Calm down, Constance. Just hold on a minute.” Thaddeus pulled off the main road and drove into the parking lot of a fast-food restaurant. The vehicle on his tail slowed down as the driver watched him enter the parking lot, but then it continued onward as if nothing was wrong.

 Thaddeus brought his car to a stop and returned to the crying mother on the phone. “Hello Constance, I want you to calm down, take a deep breath and tell me again what it was you were saying.”

 “I just got a letter,” she said in a slightly calmer voice. “It’s about Jonathan.”

 “Okay. Who’s the letter from? Has it got an address behind the envelope?”

 “No, the envelope is blank. I have no idea who it’s from. But whoever it is, they have my son. And they want… they want a ransom! ” her voice rose into a hysterical cry.

 Thad told her he was on his way and ended the call. He put his car back into gear and burned rubber as he turned his car around.

 ***

 Thaddeus was careful not go beyond the speed limit even though he was driving as fast as he could to get to the Loftus Estate. That she had received a ransom letter wasn’t a surprise to him - he would have been more sceptical if another day had passed and nothing of such had happened. But why wait three days later before making a ransom known? Unexpected turns when solving a case was usually something to be wary about, and no one was warier than Thaddeus Black.

 The journey towards the mansion with the limo had felt like a lengthy cruise of a boat which he was able to cut in half with his machine. He saw people walking the street, some of them stopped what they were doing to stare wide-eyed at his vehicle that looked so outrageously out of place in this quaint neighbourhood. Thad drove to a stop in front of the large gates of Loftus Garden and spoke through a security intercom whom he was there to see; a security camera gazed down at him. The gates eased open and he drove inside.

 A dapper old bird stood before the wide steps leading to the house waiting for him. Thaddeus parked his car and it wasn’t until he took a good appraisal at who he was after slamming his door shut that he recognised him as the same arrogant prick Constance had previously sent to his office before making her call. Thad wasn’t planning on making friends and neither was he from the way he glared back at him.

 “I’m here to see Ms. Loftus,” Thad said to him.

 “The madam will see you right away,” Nigel led the private detective into the house. Thad took off his hat as he entered the house.

 Instead of heading in the direction of the parlour where he’d been led to before, Nigel led him past several wide corridors till they arrived at a back door which opened into the compound’s backyard. The verdant countryside seemed to undulate further in length than when Thad saw it last time. Constance stood under the shade of a tree next to a swinging tire tube that hung off a tree branch. Nigel disappeared back into the house after shutting the door behind Thaddeus who walked towards her. Constance wore a white long-sleeved shirt and black riding pants and turned when she heard him approach. A look of relief lit her eyes and Thaddeus caught the teary wetness in her eyes and figured she had probably been crying since she called him.

 “Thaddeus,” she stopped to wipe tears from her eyes. Thad gave her his handkerchief and she thanked him and dabbed her eyes with it; she looked radiant and more beautiful than when she had acted haughty to him previously. “Thank God you got here as quick as you can. I hope it wasn’t much trouble getting here so quickly.”

 He shrugged. “Traffic was lousy but I’m still on the job, so it wasn’t any bother. How’re you feeling?”

 “Pretty shook up is all I can say. This feels so strange to me without Jonathan. I can’t stop worrying where he might be, if he’s eaten anything or if he’s safe. This morning I thought I’d try to cheer myself up and go horse riding. I was out riding for about an hour when I got back and one of my maids brought the letter to me. She said she found it in our letter box.”

 She pulled the envelope with the letter inside out of her pocket. “I’m sorry I opened it before you got here. It probably shouldn’t have, but I at first didn’t know what it was about.”

 “It’s no problem,” he said, taking the envelope from her. “Have you shown it to anyone else or called anyone to tell about aside from me?”

 “No. I read it twice then you right away.”

 The envelope bore no address on the back, no stamps nor noticeable markings except her name: C. Loftus. Thad had seen the mailbox close to the gate and figured the security cameras ought to have captured the sight of whoever had deposited the letter… unless the perpetrator was well acquainted with the camera movement and had slipped the letter into the box without ever been seen. Thaddeus knew he was going to look into that later.

 “How about we talk inside,” he said. “It’s too open out here.”

 Constance agreed and she dabbed at her eyes as they walked towards the back door.
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 The envelope contained a single sheet of paper inside and the words it carried were high-cased letters and type scripted. Thad held the note by its edge and placed it on a table in front of him to examine it better. Whoever had done it had probably watched plenty of CSI episodes movies to know that the best ransom notes are ones simply stated with no formalities - why put in too many words and risk giving yourself away on a dime when analysed. It could be the work of a pro or even an amateur pretending to be one, Thad surmised as he read the note once again.

 YOUR BOY IS SAFE AND TAKEN CARE OF.

 IF YOU WANT TO SEE HIM AGAIN, WAIT BY THE PHONE.

 -ANONYMOUS

 Simple and straight to the point. The guy wasn’t into wasting any words, and yet he’d left Constance in pain waiting for his call to come through. Thad turned the note over and saw nothing there indicative of an error on the sender’s part. Constance looked at him anxiously, expecting some type of answer.

 “You haven’t received any call from the kidnapper since? None at all?”

 She shook her head. “It said there to wait by the phone and that’s what I’ve been doing since.”

 “He never mentioned what phone he was going to call you with,” Thad said this more as a realisation than a question. Constance caught his words and her feature grew more worrisome.

 “No, he didn’t. But I’m guessing whoever it is would call through the house line.”

 “Either way, whoever it is has been in your home and knows the layout of your house well enough, wouldn’t you think so? Easy to state that it’s someone working for you.”

 “It’s possible. Or maybe someone my husband knew; I wouldn’t really know.”

 “Interesting,” Thaddeus thought for a moment before turning to her. “That letter your son left you before he took off, do you still have it?”

 “Yes, it’s upstairs in my bedroom,” she said.

 “I’d like to take another look at it if you don’t mind. Something about this one here that’s got me thinking.”

 They left the parlour and Constance told Thaddeus to wait while she hurried up the stairs. Voices were coming from another room and soon Nigel came out of there issuing instructions to one of the maids who then acknowledged his words before going away. Nigel looked over at Thaddeus and peered at him with an evil glare before darting away.

 Thaddeus looked up the stairs and saw Constance coming down to join him holding her son’s letter in her hand. His eyes went from her to an oil painting hanging on the wall. It was a dark unsettling painting and the brooding figure in it reminded him of Nigel.

 “That’s a Goya,” she remarked as she came and joined him. “I forget the name of the painting. Not a favourite of mine.”

 “Your husband must have had a thing for classic art.”

 “Emmet was an enthusiast for classic paintings; it was his passion collecting them. He was always generous when it came to lending to art galleries and workshops. I wish I was that deep into them as he was. Here’s the letter.”

 “Thanks,” he accepted it from her. “If you don’t like this one then why keep it around? Looks like the sort of painting that would give nightmares.”

 She managed a smile as they returned to the parlour. “I don’t really know, or maybe I’ve never given it any thought. I barely notice most of the paintings whenever I walk past them. Sometimes I still feel my husband’s ghost lurking around the house. I fear it might turn ugly if ever I got to get rid of any of his precious stuff. But a lot will be going off to charity, I just haven’t gotten to inventorying them yet. Right now all I wish is for this nightmare of mine to be over with.”

 Thaddeus sat on a chair and placed his hat on his knee while he examined both letters in his hand. Constance sat across from him and waited for his conclusion.

 “I can’t stake any money on it, but I’m willing to bet whoever did this ransom note is the same who wrote your son’s.”

 Constance sat forward. “How can you be so sure?”

 “Quite simple really. I took Creative Writing lessons from an old buddy - it was something to do when I had nothing else to worry about. One thing I remembered him saying was that you can change your handwriting, you can change your words any which way you want, but one thing that’s often hard to change is style. That’s what I see that’s wrong with your son’s letter. I should have thought of it before but there’s no way your son could have left this behind for you.”

 “You say that but you don’t have definitive assurance regarding that.”

 “True, I don’t. And I’m probably just over-reaching here, but I’ve seen my fair share of runaway letters and usually there’s plenty of emotion in them. There’s nothing like that in here. And you mentioned before that this wasn’t his first time doing this, but other times he never left a note telling why. Don’t you find that a little odd?”

 Constance’s face broke into a frown. Yes, she did find it odd, come to think of it. She was about saying something when someone knocked on the door and they looked towards that direction and saw it was Nigel carrying a cell phone in his hand.

 “Your phone was ringing upstairs, madam,” he gave it to her and then left the room as quiet as he had appeared.

 She brought the phone to Thaddeus and he saw what she wanted him to see - the caller’s ID was undisclosed. Thaddeus gestured at her to answer the call and she nodded in response before bringing it to her ear and muttering hello into the mouthpiece. Constance went and stood by one of the French windows in the parlour while Thaddeus catch snatches of her conversation. The conversation didn’t last long before she lowered the phone from her ear and turned to him. Her face was ashen and Thaddeus went to her fearing she might collapse any moment.

 “He said I should have two million Dollars if I want to see Jonathan alive,” she spoke in a monotone voice; her feature remained pale as chalk. “He said he’ll let me know later where to bring the money to and I dare not call the cops or try letting anyone know. He said if I do then I’ll never see Jonathan again.” The phone fell from her hand and clattered on the floor as she covered her face with her hands and burst into tears.

 Thad picked the phone up from the floor and led her to a chair and sat beside her. He took her hand in his and put on his warmest face to comfort her. “We’re not going to let that happen, you hear me? Nothing bad is going to happen to your boy. We’re going to get Jonathan back, no matter what.”

 She nodded and drew some strength from his words while she tried to rein in her crying eyes.

 “The guy on the phone, did you by chance recognise his voice?”

 She shook her head. “His voice sounded kind of guttural and raspy. It sounded like he had a bad cold or something.”

 “Probably had something over the mouthpiece to mask the sound of his voice. Clever. Did he let you speak to your son?”

 “He made him speak for a few seconds. He said, ‘hi mum’, and that was it. Oh God, please give me strength. I’m so confused right now,” she cried with despair.

 “No, no, don’t be,” Thad said consolingly. “That’s what he wants you to feel. He wants you feeling hurt and weak so you can’t think things through. We’re making some progress here. We now know someone’s holding your boy, which means he’s probably taking good care of him. He’s not lost in the city as we earlier thought. But still, I wonder…”

 Constance looked at him through hazy eyes. “Wonder what?”

 Thad shook his head. “Nothing, I was just thinking crazily. Do you think you can raise the money he wants?”

 “Not right away I can’t, no. Much of my husband’s assets haven’t yet been cleared by the bank, and they’re going to want to know why if I gave them a call.”

 “Yeah, it’ll definitely raise plenty of suspicions. But can you raise something close?”

 She thought for a moment, “I think so… maybe a million. It’ll take some time-”

 “See what you can do about that. Nothing we can do till whenever he calls to say when, but when he does, I’ll be the one who’ll go in your place. He probably won’t be expecting me or else he’d have mentioned that to you.”

 “Don’t you think that might be putting my child in any danger? I mean, if he’s expecting me and instead sees you - won’t things go wrong.”

 “Things can definitely go wrong, but in this case, I doubt it, Ms. Loftus. This person, whoever he is, wouldn’t want to risk the chance of meeting with you since obviously he’s come in contact with you before. Maybe not directly, but there’s every chance you might know him. Either way, I’d like you to be strong and trust me on this. Nothing’s going to go wrong and I’ll be there to make sure nothing terrible befalls your boy. Can you do that for me?”

 She wiped tears from her cheeks. “Yes, yes, I think I can.”

 “Good. That’s all I wanted to hear. Nothing to do now except wait till whenever he calls next and for you to see about raising that amount,” he rose to his feet and picked up his hat then stopped as he recalled something. “By the way, your sister called me. Hilda Carmichael.”

 “Oh really?” she asked. Thad thought he heard the tone of her voice drop an inch or two. “What did you two talk about?”

 “She mentioned that Jonathan stayed the night at her place and that you weren’t happy when she called you earlier on.”

 “How thoughtful of her to tell you that,” she said with obvious bitterness in her voice. “She knows how protective I am of my son, and how worried I was that he ran off. The least I expected was that she call me immediately, but no, she had to wait till the morning after he’d left her apartment. And now I’ve got some demented kidnapper out there holding him for ransom, so yes, I wasn’t the least happy when she called. It’s a good thing she didn’t decide now to call, or else I’d probably drive all the way to her apartment and gouge her eyes out.”

 Thaddeus chuckled at the thought of that. “That I would really love to see.”

 “Do you have any siblings?”

 “Two sisters and brothers here and there. The only time I hear from them is when they’re in a bind and want money. I do keep in touch with them though, and I haven’t gouged any of their eyes out. But I do consider it sometimes.”

 Constance threw back her head and laughed. “If you keep forcing me to laugh like this it’s not going to seem like I’m having a bad day anymore.”

 “You’re not really having a bad day, Constance. A bad moment, yes, but one that will soon pass. The good thing is right now no one else aside from us probably knows about this. I went to the police headquarters in the city and we’ve got little time left before this news leaks out to the media. And when that happens, they’re going to swarm over your home like flies over meat.”

 Constance became concerned again. “Are you sure of that? But when I spoke with the police chief he assured me no one’s ever going to find out? I called him last night and he told me everything’s calm.”

 “He might be true on that, but one thing I know about police precincts is how much of a beehive they can be when it comes to chatter. Plenty of press guys usually liaise with cops for whatever juice they can find. Believe me, someone’s bound to tattle.”

 Constance’s phone emitted a brief beeping sound - a text message had arrived. She opened it and showed it to Thad.

 “’Warehouse District 15 off Piedmont Drive. Southbound Pier’,” she read out the text. “’10:00 p.m. Come alone.’”

 “How convenient,” Thaddeus remarked. “Setting the venue close to the harbour.”

 “What are we going to do?” she asked him.

 “We stick to the game plan is what we do. You see about getting whatever amount of money you can raise then give me a call once you have. I need to head on home right now to get my head sorted out.”

 “I’ll call you if by any chance they call again,” she said as she walked with him out of the house towards his car.

 “Yes, do that. Just don’t go on crying; everything’s going to end up find, I promise.”

 “Just as long as no harm comes to him,” she said to him as he unlocked his car door. “This is some wheels you have.”

 “Yeah, she’s a beauty and knows it, too.”

 Constance drew forward and hugged him. Thad was stunned for a second and took a moment before wrapping his arm around her and hugged her back. He inhaled the sweet fragrance of her perfume and hair.

 “Thank you,” she said. “Thank you so much for what you’re doing for me.”

 “Not a problem,” he smiled and tipped his hat at her before sliding into his car. “Stay in touch. If he should call again, say yes to whatever he wants, just don’t act scared, okay?”

 “I won’t,” she said and then added, “At least I’ll try.”

 She stood back and waved at him as he started his car and drove off.

 Another pair of eyes wanted him to exit the Loftus mansion. The man dialled a number on a cell phone and spoke into it while Thaddeus gunned his Coupe DeVille out of the compound, heading back to the city.
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 Thad’s mind was in a cross-cutting jumble as he drove towards his office. His thoughts were divided three ways. First, there was the kidnapper: whoever he was, where could he possibly be keeping Jonathan - if really he had him -where in the city could they be right now? Then there was Jonathan: who could possibly be aiding him and for whatever reason. To spite his mother perhaps… and for money. That can’t be left out of the equation; it all comes down to money in the end. Last was Constance; what a fucking hot number she is. He could still feel the pressure of her body when she had hugged him. The sweet smell of her hair… he could just picture her naked right now. Gone was the uppity bitch he’d earlier presumed she was; nothing comparable to her sister too. He couldn’t disavow himself from starting to want her in the worse way.

 There was a black SUV with tinted windows parked near the front of his office building when he arrived there. He recognised the vehicle and knew whom it belonged to right away and went and parked in front of it. The man behind the wheel honked his horn at him just as Thad came out of his vehicle and waved in acknowledgement and came over to open the passenger door. He was assaulted with cigar smoke and hip-hop music blasting out of speakers as he entered the SUV and shut the door before shaking hands with his old friend behind the wheel. His friend’s name was Zeke Darren, though most people knew him by his alias Pimp Zee. He and Thad went way back since eighth grade, although Zee had found himself a lucrative type of lifestyle that was just as suitable to his way of life that Thaddeus could never understand. His hand reduced the volume of his stereo speakers.

 “My brother,” Pimp Zee shook his hand again. “Been a while since I caught sight of your ass around. How come you ain’t stopped by my crib since?”

 “Too busy working under the sun and rain and not enough time for anything else. How’s your pimping game going on for you?”

 Zeke killed his cigar in an ashtray and they wound their windows down. “Ain’t got no complaints. You know me, I’m always out looking for young bloods. I’ve got some new sluts in the backseat that need to put in work.”

 He gestured over his shoulder with his thumb and Thad half turned in his seat to see two women in swimsuits settled comfily in the backseat. One of them was Caucasian and the other evidently Latino; both women spotted heavy cleavage that seemed to strain their swimsuits. Pimp Zee introduced the women to him as Myra and Cochita; they smiled and said hello to Thaddeus.

 “Damn it, Zeke. You sure know how to outdo yourself,” Thad remarked.

 “All part of the pimping game, brother. They’re both married, but I’ve got their men on a short leash while I put their women to work. Some clients of mine are throwing a party over at West Greenland Park and they want some fresh honies. I could send one over to keep you company if you want. All you need to do is just holler.”

 “You still keep in touch with your old girls?”

 “Fuck yeah, I do. I’ve got sluts all over who live to fuck anytime, anywhere. I’ve got men checking out my social media pages, the majority of them are wimp husbands begging me to come pimp out their wives for them, and that’s all I’ve been doing since. You can have Myra here if you want,” he gestured at the white woman. “She hasn’t had a taste of black meat yet. Her man loaned her over for the week. She can cook, clean, and fuck like a stallion.”

 Thaddeus considered the offer and would have taken it were it not for the work ahead of him. It was a shame, too. With all the thought he’d have about Constance, he sure could use some pussy to calm his nerves.

 “I’m gonna have to take a rain check on that, Zeke,” he said.

 “You sure about that? Better think again before it’s too late. I can always drop her over at your crib and come get her whenever you’re done.”

 “Nah, I’m good for now. I’ve got too much on my plate you’ve no idea. But thanks, man. Really.”

 “You’re sure, man?”

 “Yeah, I’m sure.”

 “All right man. I keep telling you, you work your ass way too hard. You need to get yourself much rest.”

 “I hear you. But got to go look for the bread or die trying. You take it easy, Pimp.”

 They shook hands again then Thaddeus climbed down from the SUV and waved at his friend who hiked back his stereo’s volume then drove away while Thaddeus went into his office building away from the hot afternoon sun.

 ***

 There was little waiting for his attention back at the office. He loved what Sarah had done with indexing his past files and when evening came he dismissed her for the day and told her that tomorrow they would work out a pay package for her. She gave him a kiss and told him if he desired her evening service to not hesitate to give her a call; she had her hand on his crotch when she said this. Thaddeus told her he would keep that in mind. He watched her leave and remained in his chair listening to the fading echoes of her shoes as she then rode the elevator that took her out of the building.

 He unlocked one of his drawers and took out a black metal case that rested inside. He opened the case and inside it was a .45 semi-automatic with three magazine clips beside it. He shut back the case and got busy for the next half hour clearing his cluttered his desk and office and when he was done, took the case with him and switched off the office lights then locked the door behind him.

 It was dusk when Thad left the building and got into his car and drove towards his home which wasn’t far away. There were two houses in the compound; Thaddeus resided in the smaller one to the left. He parked his car behind then came out to the front. He went peeping in his mailbox when the door to the other house opened and there stood his neighbour, Artie Whitford. He was 45yrs old, shaggy-haired with disgruntled features. Thaddeus looked his way when he heard the door slam shut almost sighed to himself the moment he saw him. He was the last person he wanted to see to possibly ruin his day.

 “Hey there, Thad. You’re just the man I wanted to see.” Artie came over jauntily to meet him.

 Thaddeus took out the leftover mails in his box and shut the lid while trying not to meet his neighbour’s smiling face. “The answer is no, Artie. I don’t care what you say, the answer I’m giving you is n-o, and that spells no.”

 “Come on, Thad. You ain’t even heard what it is I want from you. Quit blowing me off so easily.”

 “The hell I shouldn’t,” Thad turned towards him. “You still owe me money from the last fucking gig you twisted my arm to get done for you. How many times have I come knocking on your door while you keep hiding from me, thinking I’ve got all the time in the world to chase after you. I’ve got other better things to do, you hear?”

 “Hold on for a second, will you please, Thad. I know I fucked up and I’m sorry about everything. But look, I’ve got the money here with me, I swear, I’ve really got it. I’ll add a little something to it even.” He was talking while delving into his pocket and taking out a wad of bills. He peeled off a couple of hundreds and gave them to Thad who counted them first before sticking them in his coat pocket.

 “All right, that part’s settled, even though it’s a couple of weeks late. But my answer’s still no, whatever it is you want me to do for you next.” He turned around to unlock his front door.

 “It’s the wife, Thad,” Artie whined. “It’s Erica, man. That bitch is killing me day by day.”

 Thad sighed once again, more obvious this time. It wasn’t the first time hearing one of Artie’s sob stories regarding his trifling-ass wife and it definitely won’t be the last as long as they remained neighbours.

 “What’s the beef this time?”

 “That’s the problem, Thad,” Artie griped, “I don’t fucking know. I mean, I barely get her anymore. I suspect she’s two-timing me right now as we speak. Yeah, my nose tells me that, but I can’t say for real. She’s been all moody and distant for no reason, and lately, she’s been coming back home late from work, which is so unlike her. I hear her making phone calls, but always she’s talking in whispers and whenever I ask what’s up, she makes like it’s nothing. I try to get aggressive but then she gets all made and just blows me off like I don’t exist.”

 “I hate saying this, Artie, but she’s your wife and you married her. That’s your problem to deal with.”

 “I need your help on this, Thad. I’m all out of my wits’ end trying to think of what to do. I come home late and all I find is a cold meal waiting for me in the fridge. I feel like a fucking stranger in my own fucking pad.”

 “All that and you think she’s out fucking around? Sounds to me like you’re paranoid for no reason.”

 “Maybe I am, and maybe I’m not. It’s like an itch crawling up my spine and I need to fix it. I really need to know, Thad. That’s what I want you to do, to help me find out if she’s fucking around or not.”

 “There’s nothing I can do right now for you, Artie. I’ve got more pressing work on my hands bigger than your problem. I don’t know if I can spare you the time.”

 “Please, I’m begging you here. I’ll double your figure like I did this time. Whatever it is you want, just find it in your heart to help me with this problem.”

 Thad stood in front of his door while his neighbour stood expectantly beside him as he thought for a moment. “I’ll have to think about it, Artie. I’ll get back to you later. For now go on back to your apartment and leave me in peace.”

 “You’ll think about it? Oh, thank you, Thad. Please, get at me whenever you’re ready and feeling up to it. I feel happy already.”

 “Yeah, yeah, I heard you, Artie. Now would you please go bother someone else and leave me alone? I’ll talk to you later.” He unlocked his door and stepped into his den, leaving his neighbour to his own devices.

 ***

 Thaddeus wanted a couple of things, one of which involved a hot shower. In ascending order after the hot shower: a hot meal, an hour’s rest, and then time to think of something else to do.

 Thaddeus turned on the living lights before venturing further into his cosy apartment and went into the bedroom. He dropped the box containing the gun on the bed then got out of his clothes and went to the bathroom. Minutes later, having showered and dried up, he went to the kitchen and got out a packaged meal out of the fridge and threw it in the microwave and when it got warm enough took it out and sat down at the table to eat and washed it down with a glass of milk. Done with that, he went and got the gun case and took it with him to the living room. A football game was well underway when he switched on the TV before sitting down to open the case and take out his gun. He emptied the bullets in one of the magazine clips and cleaned each bullet before reloading them back. He went and got a rag and a small can of oil and took apart the gun and spent the next half hour cleaning every bit of hardware. He reassembled back the gun then returned it inside the case and went to discard the rag and oil can, washed his hands in the kitchen sink then returned to come lie on the sofa, propping a couch pillow under his head. He put the TV volume on mute and worked at emptying his thoughts of everything that had occurred to him since the day began and tried to get some sleep.

 It was a weird dream he had.

 He was navigating onto the wheel of his Coupe DeVille racing down a dark highway. He wasn’t alone in the car. Constance occupied the passenger and was making lascivious eyes at him. She wore a red dress that matched her heels, the same with her lipstick; her hair was swept back by the wind roaring past them. Every now and then she left off a screeching crackle that was both demented yet arousing. She leant over towards him and slobbered her tongue into his ear while he fought to maintain control of the wheel. Her hand caressed his torso and slid downward to grasp the prominent bulge in his jeans.

 “I’d like to hear how this thing blows,” she whispered into his ear.

 Her hand came up to the steering wheel and like a crazy she-devil proceeded to slap her palm repeatedly on the car horn.

 HONK! HONK! HONK!…

 The sound reverberated like a loud drumbeat over and over in his head and seconds later when Thad’s eyes twitched open and he was momentarily baffled to realise he was still hearing the sound loud and clear. His living room came into focus and he realised the car horn was actually the sound of his doorbell ringing. He muttered a groan and swung his legs to the ground and scratched his eyes with the back of his thumbs. He got up from the sofa and cracked a wide yawn as he ambled towards the door.
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 The doorbell went off again with its irritating ringtone before he got to the door. Thad unlocked and opened it to see a woman standing there smiling at him. Thad at first couldn’t place her, then it took him two seconds to recall her face and where he’d met her - the white woman he’d met in Pimp Zee’s SUV. Myra, he remembered her name was.

 “Good evening,” she said. “Pimp Zee dropped me off. He told me you might want company.”

 “I thought I told him I didn’t want any,” he looked past her shoulder as if expecting to find his friend lurking somewhere behind; she was alone with herself.

 “He told me you would,” she said, then added, “I too could use some company.” She gave him a coquettish eye that seemed to say more than her words.

 Thad scratched an itch in the back of his head and sheepishly thought, Damn you, Zeke. You just won’t ever leave well enough alone, would you?

 “Well,” Myra brought him back to reality. “Are you going to let me in, or should I call myself a cab?”

 “No need calling a cab. Come on inside.” Thad opened the door further for her to enter then shut it behind her.

 She looked about his living room. Her face was round; brunette-haired cut inches from her shoulders. Thaddeus was feeding his eyes on her voluptuous booty and hips that pushed against the fabric of her cashmere dress; he could even make out her thong panties and bra. She carried a handbag slung over her arm.

 “You’re fucking hot and beautiful, Myra,” Thad complimented her. “You’re so hot in that outfit you’re wearing.”

 She smiled. “Thanks. I love it when black men get to stare at my assets. Do you like what you see?”

 “Fuck yeah, I do. But look, I’ve had me a busy day and I’ve got more work to do. So I don’t know if I’ve got time on hand to play with you right now.”

 “That’s no problem,” she said. “I can always wait till whenever you’re done; we can sit and talk if you want. Zee told me I’m yours however you want.”

 “How nice of him. Well, do make yourself home.” He led her to the sofa, and then went to the kitchen and returned with two beers and gave her one. She thanked him for it and bent forward to unclasp her feet from her high-heeled sandals.

 “What do you think of my footwear?” she asked. “Zee got it for me at a clothing shop over at Canal Street.”

 “It’s cute. Looks good on you.” Thad drank his beer. He laid his hand on her thigh and caressed it down to her calves. Myra relaxed backwards on the sofa and let him feel her body. “You wax your legs often?”

 “Every chance I get; my husband likes them that way. He’s got a foot fetish thing. He gets off making love to my feet than he would have sex. It’s a good thing Zee made it official that he’s never to fuck me anymore.”

 “Seems your man done pampered you way too much. How long have you been married? Any kids?”

 “Twelve years, and no, no kids. I’ve really missed out on black men,” she declared. “I want to be treated dirty.”

 “Zee treat you dirty enough?”

 “Oh yes, very.” She pulled her feet on the sofa, edging closer to him. “My darling husband loves it, too. One night, Zee fucked me in his SUV right in front of our house. He called my husband when he was done and when I went inside, Arnold, my husband, ate my pussy. It was just amazing when I came a second time over his face. I was surprised none of our neighbours found us out.”

 Thaddeus was growing hard just listening to her talk. He wanted to say something but immediately stopped when he caught the sound of his phone coming from the bedroom where he had left it. He excused himself and dashed towards the bedroom and found it where he had left his clothes. He wasn’t surprised to see it was Constance.

 “Hello,” he turned when he heard footsteps behind and saw Myra coming through the doorway.

 “Hi, Thad. I wanted to let you know I’ve gathered up the money; the much that I could get.”

 “That’s good. What’s the figure you got?”

 Myra was making a slow dance for him while he held his phone to his ear. She drew closer gyrating her hips to him as if giving him a striptease. Down went the shoulder straps of her dress and her hand unclasped her bra from behind and slipped it off her arm. Thad had his eyes fixated on her as she held her tits towards his face as if offering them like a sacrifice. Thad grabbed at his crotch which was getting hard and erect like a rocket waiting for the countdown to launch itself into space. Myra was all grin as she then lowered herself to her knees till her face made eye contact with his bulge.

 Constance was busy talking into his ear, “I was able to get a million and three. It wasn’t easy and there was little I could do from almost breaking down when talking it through with my friend at the bank.”

 Thad listened to her but his mind and eyes were looking down at Myra as she’d pushed down his shorts down his ankles and was now working his cock in her mouth. The feel of her tongue around his cock sent shivers racing up his spine and one time Thad almost let go of the phone before catching himself as he remembered who was on the other end of the line.

 “You didn’t… didn’t tell your bank friend what the money was meant for, did you?”

 “He did inquire on that, but I managed to deflect the question. But I know he thinks it’s something serious.”

 “Let’s hope he’s not the talking type. The fewer people that know about this the better.”

 “He’s not the talking type, I sure of that,” she said. “The kidnapper did call again, wanting to make sure again if I was going to make it to the address. I told him I would and that was all I said.”

 Thad abruptly shielded his phone with his hand in time to utter a gasp from Myra playing with his pair of testicles with her mouth. He caressed her head and gently forced her to resume sucking his cock then returned his phone to his ear.

 “Are you still at your mansion?” he asked breathlessly.

 “Yes, I’m here; I returned from the bank an hour ago. When will you be coming down here?”

 “Let’s say in the next hour or thereabouts. I’ve got some stuff to handle at my crib and then I’ll be burning gas to come over.”

 “Okay. Please hurry. I kind of feel a lot safer with you around.”

 “Don’t worry, I’ll be there. Everything’s going to work out fine.”

 “You’ve said that many times already, and I still don’t know how well to believe it. I’ll see you when you get here.”

 “I’ll call you to let you know when I’m coming.”

 “Please do that. Bye for now.”

 “Bye.”

 The call ended.

 Myra looked up at while still having a mouthful of his cock locked in her mouth while he ended the call and threw his phone back on the bed.

 Thad helped her to her feet and shared a passionate kiss with her. His hands grasped her buttock and raised the hem of her dress to get a grope a handful of her soft flesh and panties.

 He pulled her towards his bed and roughly bent her to lean over and wet then two of his fingers and stuck them into her cunt. Myra yelped and squirmed under his grasp as he proceeded finger-fucking her hard. Her pussy squirted cum due to his workout and she was groaning feverishly while her body spasmed out of control. Thad made like he wasn’t concerned about her cries and continued probing her cunt with his fingers, smacking her ass cheeks as well and making her wail from the exquisite pleasure racing through her body. Thad spread her ass cheeks apart and dropped to his knees and ate her pussy. Myra fell forward on her face and she beat her fists on his bed and pleaded with him to stop. Thaddeus edged over her ass cheeks and muttered a low growl as he breathed down on her flesh while pressing his lips down her cunt and ass.

 Myra felt an orgasm sear through her womb by the time he smacked her butt one last time as he pulled back his face from her ass. She swiped her hair off her face, still breathlessly and took weak to pull up from the bed. Thaddeus’s shadow fell over her and he slipped a hand underneath to grasp her breasts. She tensed for a second and then muttered a groan as she felt his cock slip into her wet twat. Thaddeus was now breathing against the side of her face, holding her in a firm grasp as he drove more of his prick inside her like a battering ram.

 “Eeeewwwoooo… Aaahhhhh… Ohhhh fuck me!”

 She tried raising herself off the bed but couldn’t because of Thad’s weight crushing down on her. She grasped at the sheets while writhing under him. His cock felt immense and she wanted nothing but to scream her head off.

 Thaddeus listened to her lingering cries, groaning alongside her as he felt her pussy muscles grip his cock like a vice. And yet the feel of her cunt was exquisite, along with the feel of her thick butt pressing against his crotch. He wanted nothing but to punish her for having tempted him minutes ago with her seductive dance. He withdrew halfway then slammed down on her hard. The force was enough to knock the air out of Myra and she didn’t quit from hollering as he went on fucking her and loving the melody of her cries as it went with his gasps.

 “Aawwwwhhhhh… My God, your cock’s so fucking big!” she screamed over her shoulder.

 “Hope you’re loving that black dick,” Thad groaned. He kissed the side of her lips while his hands underneath continued squeezing her nipples inside her dress. She was starting to fight back at him, taking his thrust with ease amid her whimpering cries.

 “Ohhh… Awwhheeeee… fuck me, master! Give it to me… TEAR MY WHITE PUSSY UP! ”

Thad pulled himself to his knees and pulled her upright and made her take off her dress and fling it off her head. He got her in doggy-style position and went on slamming into her from behind. His cock felt like it was dipped in warm milk each time he slipped out of her pussy and saw his foreskin coated with her cum juice. Myra swung her head side to side, her mouth remained open, groaning hard from the screams that fell out of her. Thaddeus grabbed her shoulders and pulled her backwards at him. Myra thrust her ass back at him, loving his girth as it kept stretching her pussy the way she loved. The fulfilment of his cock triggered another orgasm for her and fell forward on the bed, pleading with him once again.

 “Aaaaggghhh! Stop! No more, no more. I can’t take it…”

 Thaddeus was nearly disappointed as he had been at the threshold of cumming when Myra suddenly pulled away from him. He indicated at her to turn over on her backside and he came to her side and she took his cock in her mouth and she proceeded to slurp on his cock as she’d earlier done till she felt his shaft expand in her mouth.

 “Keep sucking it!” Thaddeus demanded. He shut his eyes and gritted his teeth as the moment came upon him. “ARRGHHHH… SHIIIIITTTTT! ”

Myra choked on the spurt of cum that filled her mouth. Wad after wad of cum splashed her way and yet she managed to drain every droplet down her gullet. How good it felt whenever she got to experienced such moments. She ran the head of his cock over her face, his semen mixing with sweat on her face.

 “Your ass ain’t going anywhere tonight,” he said to her casually.

 “I figured you’d say that, sir,” she continued sucking his cock till it grew flaccid. She felt her hand over the just expanded hole that was her cunt still pulsing with heat.

 ***

 Thaddeus had himself another bath, this time a quick one, then raced back to the bedroom. Myra dressed the bed then went to the living room for her handbag and took it with her to the bathroom. Thad wore his clothes but adding to his outfit, he took down a leather holster from his closet and wiped it clean with a rag then struggled to put it on. He was seldom comfortable with wearing it and so much despised the uncomfortable tightness the straps gave as they clung to his armpits. It was a good thing he rarely needed it whenever he stepped out of on a mission.

 He wore his jacket and hat when he was done. Myra returned from the bathroom and he told her to make herself home. He kissed her before heading to the living room to pick his gun from the case and stuck it into the holster then walked out of the house.

 It was past dusk when he started his car and drove out of his neighbourhood. He dialled Constance to let her know he was on his way.










 Eleven

 Twilight was upon the city.

 Thaddeus gripped the Coupe DeVille’s wheel hard as he struggled to steel his mind from the eerie erotic sensation his body was giving him. His crotch simply wouldn’t lie down and be quiet inside his pants, not since he left his pad. Every time he changed gear and floored his engine, he felt his cock nudge perceptibly against his pants as if he had a fussy lizard stuck in his crotch. He tried putting his mind on the job at hand, working up a storm to think up anything to help kill the weird urges building in the cavern of his mind and especially down in his pants. Much of it was because of the pussy he’d enjoyed that was waiting for him at his place. But one pressing image was responsible for the sensation and he knew who it was.

 Constance Loftus.

 He pictured her right now standing at her window, whether in her bedroom or down in the living room, gazing at her driveway that snaked across the compound waiting to see his headlights pull into her compound. In his mind’s eye, he pictured her standing in a silk evening dress with nothing underneath, the dress partly exposing her nude self. Thinking about how anxious she was longing for him just as she had spoken on the phone made him step on his gas pedal harder like he wanted so much to break the speed of sound just to arrive at her mansion.

 He got there at eight forty-six p.m. He didn’t need to say anything into the security intercom this time as the gate came open even before he slowed down for it. Bright lamps lit the driveway as he cruised to a stop in front of the majestic abode. It was the sight of Nigel standing at the foot of the steps like an evil spell that pretty much killed the excitement in his crotch and fitfully made his penis fall asleep. Thad left his car in the driveway and he and the butler eyed each other as he approached, neither liking what the other saw.

 “You always out here to whichever visitor that’s coming, or you just can’t think of anything better to do?”

 Nigel took the snide comment with a smile that never made it to his eyes. Thaddeus was tense and ready for whatever attack he might have for him.

 “It is my perfunctory duty not just for Madame Constance but also her late husband,” Nigel answered icily, then half turned and extended a hand toward the steps. “Please, she has been expecting you.”

 They went up the steps with neither saying another word. In the foyer, another servant was there to relieve Thaddeus of his jacket and hat while Nigel led him to the large dining room.

 “The Madame will be with you shortly,” he turned to leave then stopped. “For my sake and everyone else, I hope you do nothing stupid that might jeopardise the life of young master Jonathan. You will have more to answer to if you do.”

 “Really? And whatever makes you think I would want to jeopardise the life of a little kid?”

 “Because I know your type,” Nigel’s voice grated at him. “I know what your kind are capable of even if the Madame doesn’t.”

 “My kind?”

 “Yes, your pathetic kind. You’re leading down a false track so you can swindle money off her. You’re nothing but a lousy excuse for a private detective. One of these days, you’re definitely going to get your comeuppance, I assure you.”

 “That’s a pretty harsh tone of voice you’ve got there, Nigel. I never suspected you had such in you. But since you’re here, how about you clue me in on something. The morning the kid took off, where was your butler ass at?”

 Nigel glared at him with all the hate in the world, startled by his question and he squeezed his lips together while he fought back his temper. “Really, detective, you do indeed have quite a nerve asking me such a stupid question. But if you must insist, I’ll tell you. I was attending pressing matters that involved taking care of and overlooking the working staff of Loftus Garden. That accounts for all intimate detail regarding its upkeep. Ask anyone around and they’ll tell you.”

 “You use a lot of fancy words there, Nigel. You must really come from a long lost pedigree of snobbery.”

 Nigel’s face went crimson and for a second Thad steeled himself as if expecting him to explode any second. “My life and my resume are as impeccable as you can possibly imagine, you and that scrummy garbage bin you call an office. I will not be insulted, not will I ever be denigrated by your sarcasm and deplorable wit, detective. Mark my words, you will someday get what’s coming to you.”

 “That’s quite a long-distance threat you’re proposing. Why the long wait for that day to come. Why not go ahead and give it to me right now.”

 A tense moment of eternity passed between them before a shadow appeared at the doorway that turned out to be Constance Loftus, looking casual for the evening. Nigel saw her enter the room and cleared his throat and immediately backed away from Thad who, too, turned towards his client and felt the sudden rush of blood to his head as he took in her appearance.

 “Good evening, Madame,” Nigel bowed his head. “Dinner will be served in a few minutes.”

 “Thank you, Nigel. We’ll be here,” she said to him.

 Nigel peered at Thad one final time before exiting the room. Constance drew herself a seat and gestured at Thad to take one beside her which he did.

 “I have the money in a bag upstairs,” she said. “Once you’re ready, I’ll give it to you. I was upstairs in my son’s room a while ago, trying to think of reasons for me not to cry anymore. I’m sorry, being a mother I just can’t stop worrying.”

 “There’s nothing wrong being a mother who worries,” Thad said. “How’re you holding up now?”

 She shrugged her shoulders. “Not too good after you left. I’m glad you called before you got here. Gave me enough time to try wearing my happy face,” she gave a strained smile.

 “That’s a truly happy face ever I’ve seen. Something I forgot to ask last time, this butler you have here, Nigel. How well do you know him?”

 “I’ve known Nigel for as long as I’ve been… I’m sorry, was married to my husband. He’s been around for as long as I can remember. He’s very efficient and really knows how to run things. I doubt if I would be able to keep this mansion going if it weren’t for him.”

 “Do you trust him?”

 “I probably should, shouldn’t I? Is there something you’re thinking?”

 “Not really, just wanting to get a feel about how well you know him?”

 “Well enough, I should say. He can be aloof sometimes, and it takes a while to get used to him. Most of the servants find him impenetrable; I can’t help feeling the same way about him sometimes.”

 “Did he get along with Jonathan?”

 “Everyone loved and got along well with Jonathan. You still think it’s someone close to me that might be the person holding him?”

 The door came open and several servants walked into the room carrying trays and plates which they laid on the table before both of them.

 ***

 Thad sat in the living room an hour later waiting for Constance to return. He looked at his watch and noted the time as nine fifteen p.m. He reckoned he could make it to the kidnapper’s meeting site within forty minutes or thereabouts; as long as nothing unforeseen encumbered his way. He was thinking through his options of how he figured the exchange might go down when Constance entered the room carrying a bag with her that she then dropped on the couch beside him.

 “It’s all in there,” she swept a lock of hair from her face. “A million and three. I don’t even want to think about where it’s going and to whom.”

 Thad unzipped the bag and looked inside. He took out a money bundle and flipped through its bills then threw it back inside and zipped up the bag. “I’d best be off now, Constance.” He came to his feet and he was startled to see her walking with him towards the door.

 “I’m coming with you,” she said.

 “I don’t think you should. It’s dangerous if something wrong goes down-”

 “Which you assured me already that nothing would. I don’t care, Thad - this is my son we’re talking about here.”

 Thaddeus looked at her and saw the determined look in her eyes and knew nothing he would say was going to dissuade her from it. “You sure you can handle yourself?”

 “I don’t know, but I think I can.”

 “All right. It’s going to be cold out there; you’re going to need to wear a jacket. Preferably something black or inconspicuous.”

 She smiled; her eyes seemed to say ‘thank you’ to him. “I won’t be more than a minute.”

 “I’ll be outside waiting.”

 Thaddeus got his hat and jacket before stepping out of the house and went to his car. He opened the passenger door and threw the bag into the backseat and stood there waiting. Constance came down minutes later wearing a jacket with her hair carefully tucked under a wool cap. Thad opened the door for her and when she’d settled inside went around and got into the vehicle, started the car and pulled out of the driveway. Nigel stood on the steps watching them go. His feature, like his apparent thoughts, was as cold as the night’s wind.










 Twelve

 The drive to Southbound Pier was a long one, far longer than the forty minutes he had bargained for. Neither of them spoke much along the way - they were too wired for that. Every now and then Thad glanced at her as if to reassure her everything would be just fine. She merely acknowledged his glance with a weak smile. They drove further into the night like a dream.

 The city outlook grew dark and foreboding as they drove closer to Southbound Pier. It was a seedy part of the city known to house society’s dregs. Decades ago it had been a thriving port, but hurtful budgetary cutbacks and union strikes had forced the majority of the businesses in the area to close up and move elsewhere. The area housed row after row of empty warehouses and decrepit cinderblock structures, much of which have become abodes to homeless derelicts and whatever else that inhabited the nightmarish streets. Brooding eyes followed them from every street corner they passed. Constance sat mortified by what she saw while Thad scanned the corners in case of lurking predators.

 They got lost twice because the majority of the road signs had long eroded off their signposts. Eventually they found themselves on Piedmont Drive - the street was littered with filth and broken bits of rubble as if an earthquake had recently occurred. Thaddeus observed the row of empty warehouses they drove past. He caught Constance’s heading breathing and thought she was near panic mode as he scanned the buildings.

 Minutes later he located the building that was Warehouse 15; its doors were open as if expecting them, inside of which was dark as midnight. The top floor windows were all broken and seemed to stare down at them like empty eye sockets. Thaddeus was just as unsettled by everything as Constance and fairly assumed the kidnapper was somewhere watching. There was no turning back now. He drove into the warehouse and all his lights saw was a vast empty cavern; furry midnight creatures scurried into the darkness upon their arrival. Thad killed his engine and off went his lights. He turned on the vehicle’s inner light and took out his semi-automatic from its holster, checked it one last time then returned it back. He got out a torch from his glove compartment as well a small black case that contained a nickel-plated Beretta Bobcat 21A pocket pistol. He slid the cartridges on it, checked on the slide, then undid the button on his shirt sleeve and slid the gun in till it hid from view. Constance watched him in silence, too numb to say anything. He grabbed the money bag from the backseat and unzipped it and scooped out bundles of the money and threw them on Constance’s lap.

 “What’re you doing?” she asked quietly.

 He shushed her with a finger to his lips. “I’ll explain later,” he said.

 He regarded the remaining pile left in the bag. Satisfied, he zipped the bag up and opened his door.

 “Stay here. Keep the doors locked and don’t ever come out no matter what you hear. I’ll be back soon.”

 She reached for his arm as he was about getting out of the vehicle. “Be careful,” she said.

 He smiled back then got out and shut his door; the air conditioner was left on. Constance watched him disappear into the darkness, making his way while holding the touch in his hand. She gathered the leftover bundles of money and threw them in the backseat and turned off the interior light. The tremor in her heart was searing through her nerves. She thought she could even hear her heart skipping beats.

 ***

 Thaddeus got to a stairwell that was strewn with dirt and gave off an atrocious odour that made him gasp for air. The walls were grim and Thaddeus was careful not to make contact with it. He held the bag up to prevent the little pistol hidden in his shirt from slipping out. The stairs creaked under his feet as he made his way up to the top floor. He found a door at the end of the stairwell and it yawned with an eerie creak as he pushed it open.

 Thaddeus tentatively entered a dark and empty room. The left and the right end of the room provided an open view through broken windows that gazed out into the front and back of the complex. His torch revealed another door at the end of the room.

 “That’s close enough,” a voice said to him.

 Thaddeus drew to a halt. A torch lit on him and it came from a man who appeared from behind the door he just came through. The man was all clad in leather with a ski mask shielding much of his face. He wore leather gloves and one hand carried a torch while the other aimed a pistol at Thaddeus. He let the bag fall from his hand and held his hands beside his head. His pocket pistol rested at an awkward angle at his elbow. Thad hoped the man didn’t notice the outline in his jacket.

 “Where’s the woman?” the man looked out the doorway for a moment then back at him. “You her delivery man?”

 Thad nodded. “You can say that.”

 “My, my, we’ve got ourselves a black errand boy here.”

 “I brought the money,” he indicated at the bag beside his feet. “It’s all yours. I just want the kid.”

 “How much is in the bag, errand boy?”

 “A million.”

 “I told her two, not one.”

 “She said it was hard getting that out of the bank without raising suspicion. This was all she could get for now.”

 “You speaking for her, errand boy?”

 “I’m just telling you the way it is, brother. She’s in a lot of distress right now and wants her son back. She’s too scared to come to a place like this so she sent me instead.”

 The kidnapper looked at him, not saying anything at first. “You’d better not be lying to me.”

 “I’m not, I swear.”

 “You packing any heat, errand boy?”

 Thaddeus nodded.

 “Let’s see it then. Take it out slowly,” he aimed his gun at his forehead. “You wouldn’t want this to go off now, would you? Drop the torch first.”

 Thaddeus did just that then opened his jacket for the man to shine his light on his gun in its holster. He reached inside and slowly took out his 45 and presented it by the handle.

 “Throw it towards me,” the man said.

 Thaddeus did as he said and threw the gun towards the man’s feet. The man kept his eyes on him as he bent down and picked up his gun and tucked it into the back of his pants.

 “Now for the bag, kick it over here as well.”

 “I’ll do that but first let me see the kid.”

 “Don’t play fucking games with me, errand boy. I’ll say this one last time, kick the bag over to me. I won’t ask again.”

 “Okay man, you win. Ain’t no need for either of us to get any hostile in here.” Thaddeus figured beforehand that his bluff would only go as far as this. He kicked the money bag towards the man who then dropped to his knee and placed the torch on the floor beside his feet. Still aiming his gun at Thad, he unzipped the bag and reached inside.

 “Son-of-a-bitch!” the kidnapper exclaimed as he rose to his feet and pointed his gun at Thad. “That don’t look like no million bucks in there!”

 Thaddeus had his hands back in the air and sounding apologetic. “No shit. Well look, I’m sorry. I took out half the money before I got here. It’s in my car downstairs and I can run and get it for you, no sweat. Just show me the kid. Let me see you’ve got him and then I’ll go get you everything. What do you say?”

 Thad saw the kidnapper’s eyes seething with rage as he advanced towards him still aiming the gun at his head. “You stupid shit! The fuck you think this is some game you’re playing with me?”

 The man yanked Thad by his jacket collar and pressed his gun to Thad’s cheek. Thaddeus caught the foul breath coming from the man’s lips; it smelled of onions.

 “You fucking black bastard, fucking errand boy,” the man spat at his face. “You’re a second away from me blowing off your dumb motherfucking nigger skull. I ain’t playing with your monkey ass here. WHERE’S THE REST OF THE MONEY? ”

Thad fought to keep calm even though his heart was galloping in his chest. He still felt his pocket pistol hidden inside his shirt and prayed that now won’t be the day things went bad for him. “Keep it cool, man. I already done told you, I can go right now and get the rest of your fucking money. Just produce the kid, let me know he’s still alive, and then I’ll go get you your dough. I won’t even split it with you.”

 The kidnapper roared then slammed the butt of his gun on Thad’s shoulder. He hollered from the pain and fell to his knees and hit his torch. Still, he was lucky when he felt his gun at the base of his wrist. The kidnapper stood beside him and pressed his gun against his forehead.

 “You want to see the kid? No problem, I’ll let you see the kid,” there came the sound of the gun click. “Just hold still, errand boy.”

 Sweat rolled down Thaddeus’s face as he counted off the seconds and held his breath.










 Thirteen

 The gunshot report was deafening and Constance heard it loud and clear from inside the vehicle. The sound of the gunshot made her jump in her seat and she gasped at the door handle as fright gripped her like a thick shroud. In her mind’s eye, she pictured Thaddeus collapsing in pain and that doubled her fear automatically. Constance was in a near-panicky state as she fumbled for the door’s handle with a shaky pair of hands, unable to hold back the tears that sprouted in her eyes. The darkness seemed to fight against her as she managed to pop the lock tab then shoved the door open but then cried out as she was suddenly pulled back by what felt to her like a pair of hands forcing her back to her seat. Her hand searched for find the button of the interior light and when it came on, she gasped when she realised she was held back by her safety belt. She unclasped her belt and nearly stumbled out the vehicle just to be free. She stood there and turned her head every corner trying to get her bearing, listening to the squeaking cries of rats and whatever that resided in the dark warehouse. Multiple reports of gunshots suddenly went off and she screamed for real this time. Using the car’s interior light as a sufficient guide, she went in the direction of the staircase where Thaddeus had disappeared from her earlier.

 Oh my God, please don’t let him be dead!

 ***

 The kidnapper snarled as he pressed the gun to Thad’s head, “You want to see the kid? No problem, I’ll let you see the kid. In hell.”

 “That’s too fucking bad then,” Thaddeus sighed. He already had a grip on his torch and with sudden force swung it from the ground at the kidnapper. The metal swatted the gun off the kidnapper’s hand and it flew across the room and the gun fired into the dark the moment it hit the ground.

 The man screamed from the pain, slightly disoriented from the torch having connected with his wrist; Thad didn’t give him time to recover. He threw away the torch aside and lunged himself at the kidnapper, both of them falling to the ground. Both men groaned and struggled to overpower each other like combatants at a tug-of-war bout. Thad succeeded in whipping out his Beretta from its hiding place in his shirt all the while absorbing the kidnapper’s punches. The man caught sight of the gun and wrestled with Thad’s arm before he could point it at him. Thad swung a punch at his face and the man howled in pain as his grip his arm then lessened. Somehow the man had enough strength in him and rammed his knee into Thad’s midsection, catching him off-balance. Thad groaned and his pocket pistol then fell from his hand. The kidnapper made a break for it towards the opposite door. Thad saw him race out of the room and his initial fear was that the man was searching for a hidden weapon he had stashed somewhere. Thad scrambled for his Beretta and fired once, then twice into the darkness. The double report echoed like a thunderclap in the room followed by the sound of the kidnapper racing away. Thad found his torch and with it in hand gave chase.

 The doorway opened into a corridor and Thad caught the sound of the man’s footsteps running away towards his right and he held his Beretta and torch in front of him and ran in that direction. He came to a staircase and heard a pair of running feet trundling downward. Exercising caution as well as haste, Thaddeus bounded down the stairs after him. He got to the ground floor and listened to the sound of his gasping breath, his drumming heart, and the kidnapper’s footsteps further in the distance.

 Thad raced down a narrow corridor, sensing he was losing the chase by far.

 Too late he heard what sounded like a motorcycle bike roar to life. Thaddeus was grunting as he ran faster. He almost took a wrong turn when he stumbled and almost fell into a decrepit hole had he stopped himself in time. He kicked open a side doorway and ran through it and came out into an abandoned courtyard and saw the kidnapper racing away on a motorbike. Thaddeus took aim and got off a shot that missed the man by three feet. The man sped through a broken gate and seconds later all that was left of him was the small sandstorm his tires made and the fading sound of his motorbike dying in the wind. Thad lowered his gun and felt the side of his shoulder where the man had hit him. He felt bad that he hadn’t landed any decent punch to knock him out when he should. He took solace with the fact that he knew they would definitely meet again, and next time he was sure to get some payback. One way or another, he would.

 He listened to the myriad night creatures that inhabited the abandoned wasteland for a moment then turned around and went into the building the same way he had come.










 Fourteen

 Constance cried out and jumped to the side when she felt a creature scamper past her feet and she hugged the wall moaning with fright against whatever else was in the passageway with her. She could barely make out anything out of the impenetrable gloom. But still she kept on, keeping one hand against the wall as she made her way up the stairs to the room Thaddeus and the kidnapper had earlier occupied. She saw the torch lying on the floor and picked it up and was surprised to find the money bag not far from her but no sign of Thaddeus anywhere. She unzipped the bag and saw the pile of money inside and was confused by whatever might have happened in here.

 She heard footsteps coming from beyond the door and got up and went and stood behind the door and switched off her torch. The footsteps got closer and so too a touch light that lit up the room as the person’s feet stopped at the doorway not venturing further inside. Constance remained mortified where she stood while holding her torch like a weapon in front of her face. Her voice stuttered when she tried to speak.

 “Who goes… who goes there?”

 “Constance, is that you?” a familiar voice said her name. “It’s Thad.” He entered the room and pushed the door backwards so she could see him. She exhaled warm air and came into his arms, wrapping hers around him; she was unaware of when she pelted his cheek with her lips.

 “Oh God, I was so scared,” she breathed.

 “I know. I was scared, too. But it’s all right for now.”

 She withdrew from him and saw how dirty his clothes were and was helping to dust him off when suddenly he tapped his arm and he groaned with pain and hugged his shoulder.

 “My God, what happened to you?”

 “I had a roll in the hay with the guy. But not before he hit me with his pistol. Speaking of that…” he shined his torch around the room and smiled when he recognised his .45 which must have fallen from the kidnapper when he tackled him. Thad went and picked it up and returned it into his shoulder holster, and then reached for his hat but stopped when his eyes caught something lying close to the opposite door where the kidnapper had scuttled from. “Well, wouldn’t you know,” he said as he picked up what was a miniature tape recorder with a cassette tape still intact. Thad pocketed it then searched around for the kidnapper’s own gun but couldn’t find it. He wondered if by some chance the bastard had gotten his weapon before taking off.

 “What it is, Thad?”

 He turned to her. “Nothing. But it’s about time we got as far from here as possible.”

 “What about Jonathan? Where is he?”

 “He wasn’t here like I kinda figured he wouldn’t be. Take the bag and let’s leave.”

 Constance picked the money bag and she held Thad’s hand as together they left the room and made their way down the stairs. She too wanted to be as far away from the place as possible.

 His Coupe DeVille’s interior light was still on when they came to it. Constance slid into the passenger side and dropped the money bag between her feet, then watched him get in behind the wheel, throwing his hat into the backseat before shutting the door.

 “Do you think you’re good enough to drive? I can drive if you want.”

 “You can, but I don’t think you’d remember the way we took to get here,” Thad said as he locked himself behind his seatbelt. “Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. As soon as I get to rest my shoulder.”

 “What happened up there, Thad?”

 “I’ll explain along the way.”

 He reversed out of the warehouse and looked every which way as he drove out of Southbound Pier. He kept expecting the kidnapper to jump out of some hiding spot and surprise them. That didn’t happen as they made their way out of the derelict neighbourhood.

 Constance, too, was just as watchful of the streets they drove past. She noticed there were few people loitering about unlike when they had driven by. She wondered if by chance they had heard the gunshots and maybe someone had called the police. But even as they drove farther from the scene, there wasn’t any sound of cops coming their way. Thaddeus easily returned them onto the highway exit they had used when finding their way to the pier. He felt suddenly overwhelmed with tiredness and would have loved to pull over and allow Constance to handle the wheel, except he had further dire news to give to her.

 Constance took his handkerchief from him and wiped dust and sand off his face; she paid attention to a bruise he had sustained on his cheek.

 “Thanks,” he said after she’d finished.

 “Thad, he didn’t take the money. What happened?”

 “I had a sixth sense going off in the back of my head the whole time. It was why I had you keep half the money. My suspicion got real when I met him - the guy never really had your boy.”

 Constance stared at him, unable to comprehend how serious he was. But then Thad glanced at her and she saw the look in his eyes that seemed to tell her just how serious he was.

 “You say he never had my boy?” she repeated his words.

 “Not from the little conversation I had with him before our shoot-out. Your boy is still out there, lost. But not with that guy, whoever he was.”

 “I don’t understand. But he… when he spoke to me on the phone, he did put Jonathan on the phone. I heard Jonathan talk to me,” she said emphatically.

 “Exactly how long was your son on the line to speak with you? Your conversation didn’t last more than a couple of minutes; I was there, remember.” He reached into his pocket and revealed the tape recorder to her. “I’ll bet this here was what you heard.”

 He rewound the tape then pressed the PLAY button. First there was silence, then a kid’s voice came on, sounding aloof and emotionless. “Hi, mum. I’m doing all right.”

 Constance listened in a shocked daze at Jonathan’s voice. There were the same pre-recorded words the kidnapper had played for her while they spoke. There was a small gap of silence in the tape, then her son’s voice came back once again, “Mum, I miss you. I really want to come back home.”

 “Please, stop,” she said and turned her face away from him for a moment. She almost wanted to cry again except no tears seemed to surface this time. Thaddeus felt more terrible for her and would have loved to pull over to the side of the road and give her a hug. He was at a loss whether to do that or not. He thought of the kidnapper that was out there roaming free. Whoever it was that was making her suffer, he would make it his business to see them suffer in the end.

 Constance sniffled several times before returning to him; she wasn’t going to let her emotions get in the way this time. “How was it that you knew?”

 “Just a little something that felt amiss to me the whole time. I knew it would have been unwise to let you deliver that money yourself. I also wanted to get a good look at whoever the bastard was. If by chance he had ended up overpowering me, at least then he’d have realised too late he’d been conned.”

 “It’s a shame I never thought any of this,” she said.

 “You’ve had your son on your mind since,” Thaddeus consoled her. “It would have been hard suspecting anything with the state you were in. When I met the guy I asked him to show me Jonathan, but he refused. He would never have if he’d actually had your son. A good thing I went with back-up.”

 “Backup?” she asked, then it clicked for her. “You mean that little pistol of yours?”

 Thad smiled and he reached into his other pocket and pulled out the Beretta. “It’s my favourite piece. It’s saved my butt more times than the big one I carry in my shoulder holster.” He opened his glove compartment and threw the gun inside. “Good thing I remembered to bring it along.”

 “Why didn’t you use the other one in your jacket?”

 He dipped a hand into his jacket pocket and revealed a magazine clip. “Because it wasn’t loaded,” he said and returned the clip into his pocket.

 “But why? I don’t understand.”

 “I figured I’d give the kidnapper the benefit of the doubt in case he got nervous when he saw me in place of you. And I knew he’d suspect I was carrying a piece, which he did, though he didn’t find my pocket pistol I had hidden in my wrist. Also, I was worried he might get to use my gun on me once he found it. I couldn’t let that happen.”

 “That was a brave thing you did,” she said. “Brave and crazy.”

 He managed a chuckle. “One of several better than something to keep your adrenaline pumping.”

 “What’s the other best ways?” she asked.

 Thad was about to mention sex but caught his tongue just in the nick of time. “I’ll tell you about that later,” he suggested.

 Constance almost wanted to reach across to him and give him a long passionate kiss and to thank him for the brave thing he did back at the warehouse. She couldn’t explain the strange feeling she was having towards him. A long time has passed since she felt overwhelmed by such emotion. What held her back was Jonathan still out there and her wondering whatever might be happening to him right now.










 Fifteen

 They were back in comforting lights and surroundings that were the city. Constance had dozed off a little and when she awoke to view the lights all she thought was how happy with relief she felt at seeing them compared to the gloom they had left behind. She propped herself upright in her seat and shielded her mouth to stifle a yawn. Thad drove serenely; all he thought about was the sleep he was bound to enjoy once he got home after dropping off Constance.

 “Is it all right if I crash at your place tonight?” she asked.

 Thad turned to look at her and for a moment couldn’t think of what to say about her request. “You think you won’t mind crashing at a low-income, bachelor pad like mine?”

 “Is that your way of saying no?”

 “Well, not really… All right then sure, why not? You’re more than welcome. Oh shit! ” he exclaimed and smacked the side of his head.

 “What? Are you hurt somewhere?”

 Something was wrong and it had nothing to do with his hurt. He’d just remembered Myra who was back at his pad waiting on him. How was he going to manage the presence of both women? He thought about what to do and soon was laughing.

 “Nothing’s wrong,” he said to her. “Everything’s just fine. If you’re hungry we can find ourselves a snack somewhere if you’d like.”

 “Nah. What I need is a bed and pillow right now,” she yawned once again. “Unless you want to get something to eat yourself.”

 “No, I’m good till morning. My place then.”

 With that said and done, he changed gear and drove in the right direction that was his home.

 ***

 Thaddeus couldn’t believe it was past midnight already by the time he pulled into his driveway and turned off the engine. He went over to the passenger side to help Constance to her feet and they took their time gathering the pile of money strewn across the backseat and threw them into the money bag, along with the tape recorder, and when they were out of the car he led the way to his front door. The neighbourhood was dead quiet; Thad felt better about it knowing that Artie would be inside asleep instead of waiting to catch his return.

 Thad unlocked his door ushered his beautiful client into his home. Constance entered and suddenly stopped as Thad came in from behind after shutting his door to see what had caught her attention.

 The TV was on and Myra was watching it from the sofa with her legs folded Indian-style and eating a bowl of cereal. She didn’t give any hint of surprise at seeing Thaddeus with another woman. She lowered the bowl and came over and embraced him while Constance watched with what looked to Thad like disbelief. He felt a little embarrassed but knew before they arrived that something like this was bound to happen. He managed to pay it cool even as Myra shamelessly kissed him.

 “You’ve been gone so long,” Myra said after letting go of him. “I hope you don’t mind my helping myself to your kitchen.”

 “Of course not. Besides, I told you to make yourself at home. Myra, this is Constance. Constance, meet Myra, a friend.” He couldn’t think of anything further to add.

 Both women shook hands and gave an amiable courtesy. Thaddeus went to inspect his bedroom first to make sure none of Myra’s stuff was all over the place. He made a couple arrangements then returned to lead Constance into it as well show her where the bathroom was out in the corridor. He went looking in his closet and found her a fresh towel.

 “Who is she?” she asked after Thad handed her the towel. “I mean your friend in the living room,” she added.

 “Exactly what I said she is - a friend.” He went and hung his jacket and hat on his closet door. “She’s a friend for the night,” he added.

 “Hmmm, some friend you have,” was all Constance said.

 She left the room and went into the bathroom. Thad stashed the money bag inside a hidden corner in his closet then went looking in an alcove beside his bedroom to take out a folding bed from it. He got out of his clothes and waited till she returned from the bathroom before he then went to shower. He had his bath and when he was done rubbed ointments on his hurting shoulder as well on the bruise he had on his cheek. He returned to the bedroom and found Constance sitting on his bed with the towel still wrapped around herself. He went to his closet and she turned her face away while he wore a pair of jockey shorts and t-shirt.

 “You can look now,” Thad said when he was finished.

 She did. “Usually you’re supposed to be the one to turn around.”

 “If we were at your place, then I would,” he spread his hands to include the room. “Unfortunately, this isn’t the Ritz.”

 “It looks warm, and cosy, too. Any chance I can get something to wear?”

 Thad searched through his cloth cabinet and found a white t-shirt and shorts for her. “They’re as clean as tomorrow’s news.”

 “Thanks. Now’s your turn to turn around.”

 “I’ll make it easier for you.” I got a pillow from the bed and told her goodnight then walked out of the bedroom.

 “Good night,” said Constance but too late Thad to hear as he’d already closed the door behind him. Her feature turned glum and she felt her heart drop inside her chest. She had wanted to say more to him but the words remained choked in her throat. She wore the clothes he had given her, turned off the light then pulled back the top covers and went to bed. There were two pillows on the bed and one was under her head whereas the other she hugged tight, the whole time pretending it was Thad she was hugging.










 Sixteen

 Constance couldn’t sleep a wink.

 She kept turning from one end of the pillow to the other and clutching the covers to her chin, sometimes moaning while she did. The dream she had was vivid and held her in a suffocating chokehold. They were back at the upper room in the abandoned warehouse, this time they saw the kidnapper pressing a gun to her frightened son’s head. Neither Thad nor she could do anything to stop what was coming as the kidnapper having somewhat prior knowledge that they had come up short regarding the money short and now suggested to her to choose who gets the bullet first - her son or Thad.

 Before she could make a choice, his gun went off. There was the sound of her screaming before everything went suddenly dark.

 Constance shot up instantaneously from the bed, screaming.

 She caught herself and ceased her crying when she realised she was awake. Her hand fumbled shakily for the bedside lamp and she knocked something to the floor before her fingers then found the lamp and switched it on. The room felt better to her with the light on, except she was somewhat depressed by its silence. Constance removed her legs from under the covers and sat on the side and coughed momentarily. Her throat felt parched. She picked up the fallen item and returned it to the bedside cabinet then got up and went to open the door and stepped out into the dark corridor. There was energetic breathing noise coming from the door that opened into the living room. Out of curiosity, she pressed her ear against it and realisation dawned on her when she caught what sounded like grunting noise in tandem with groaning sighs.

 She inched the door open and was glad it didn’t give off a creaking noise as she peeped into the living room. Her eyes lit up with fascination and awe at what she saw.

 Thad and Myra were kneeling on their makeshift bed. Myra had her face resting on her arm which lay on the sofa and was exclaiming loud moans while Thad slammed into her from behind. Constance ogled the sight of his hips and thighs jerking back and forth, ploughing her hard. He had one hand grabbing her by her hips and the other clutching a fistful of her hair and pulled her face up from the sofa. Constance saw the look of hurt combined with lust on her face, not to mention her whimpering cries and her screams urging him to fuck her hard. Thad was gasping hard, his feature was all sweaty and grim as he slammed back and forth into her. His crotch and hips smacking against her bouncing bottom each time he banged into her. Myra clutched at the sofa’s fabric and repeatedly thrust back against him, wanting him more and more.

 Constance didn’t realise her mouth was open and she was breathing through it while her eyes remained captivated at what she was viewing. She inched the door further open and pressed her face in-between, though hoping they won’t sight her watching.

 Constance had witnessed people fuck in her presence before. Always the imagery stuck in the back of her mind and always she got an arousing sensation whenever she thought back on them. The same type of feeling was coming onto her right now. She brought a hand to her breasts and exhaled as she touched her erect nipples behind the t–shirt she wore. That settled, she went down south into the shorts she was wearing and she bit her lower lip and sighed as her finger slipped into her tight pussy. Her finger played with her clit, perusing her wetness while she still watching them fuck with envy. It had months since she had a man’s cock inside her. So preoccupied she had been having lost her husband and trying to oversee all that came with managing Loftus Garden, and now with Jonathan missing she had ignored one thing that mattered most - taking care of herself. Not that it was the first time. How often had she grievously wished she could have shameless fun with herself the way her sister does. Always she had to be the one with the most self-restraint, the most tight-strung even when she shouldn’t. It’s no wonder Hilda always laughed at her prissiness.

 Her thoughts returned to what was in front of her as Myra banged her head repeatedly against the sofa’s seat and wouldn’t quit groaning into the sofa’s fabric while Thad kept pounding her hard; the sound and look of bodies clashing was like two warriors going at each other. Constance gripped the door hard while her fingers thrust and rummaged inside her short; she left off momentous gasps to stem down the lust coursing through her mind and body. How she wished she could go over and take Myra’s place.

 Thad was grunting like a wild beast when suddenly he stopped to wipe the sweat off his face and tottered to his feet; He pulled Myra up and made her bend forward on the sofa. He rubbed the tip of his prick up and down her vulva, getting a little friction before shoved his cock back inside her. Myra tightened her face and squealed repeatedly as he resumed pounding her like before. Thad was like a lion off his leash. All the stress and tension of the evening was gone from him as he wanted nothing but to fuck the shit out of her.

 “Aaaouwuuhhh… Awwhhh God! Fuck! Ooohhhhh fuck me, master! Fuck that pussy!” she wailed with such profound lust while her body surrendered to his pleasure. Her hair waved back and forth in a dervish fan and she kept gasping harder. “Gimme all your cum! Urrhhhhh… I want all of your black cum!”

 Constance’s finger-fucking was working a frenzy of ecstasy from her vagina into her womb and further up her brain she could barely contain herself, let alone stem down her moans. It was the sound of her moans that gave her away.

 Thad heard her and looked towards her direction and their eyes met. Constance, realising she had been discovered, muttered a gasp of surprise and scuttled away from the doorway. Myra looked up having realised Thad wasn’t fucking her aggressively anymore and she too looked in the direction where he was looking and caught sight of Constance just as she was fleeing from where she’d stood to watch them. She broke into a chuckle which then turned into a hearty laugh.

 “Looks like your lady friend wants a taste but is too shy to come over,” she cooed.

 Thad slapped her butt and Myra yelped from the contact. “Shut the fuck up!” he snarled then resumed fucking her, giving it to her harder just like she wanted it. Myra was having the time of her life, massaging her pussy from underneath and feeling herself about to unleash another torrent of orgasm.

 She shut her eyes and lowered her head, her body tensed as the inevitable rush of lust coursed through her body, making her shudder all over as if she was coming apart. “Awwhhhh shit! Awwhhhh… Uuuuhhhh my God, I’m coming! I’M COMING! ” She shrieked as her body spasmed from the onslaught.

 Thad was gripped her arms and seconds later unleashed a lasting groan as he exploded inside her. He held onto her as he continued spurting semen inside her womb, feeling some of it leak out of her. Myra turned around and he held the back of her head as he then struck his tongue into her mouth; she kissed him back, moaning with lust while she did. She stroked his penis seeing he was becoming flaccid and sat on the sofa and proceeded to clean his cock with her mouth. She slurped and slobbered over his cock like it was a prized possession.

 “Oh my God,” she moaned, “I’ve never been so well fucked like I just have.” She said while still stroking his meat. “Are you going to give her a taste too?”

 “Shut up,” he said.

 She crackled then resumed cleaning his cock.

 Thad slumped down on the sofa while Myra curled up on the bed and wrapped the covers around herself. Thad shuffled into the kitchen to drink some water and munched on a cookie snack while waiting for his sweat to dry off. He went to wash his face in the bathroom before marching his naked self in the direction of his bedroom’s door. He knocked first then waited. When he thought he had waited enough, he turned the handle and eased the door open.

 The bedroom was dark except for meagre light pouring in through the partly opened curtains of the window. He didn’t need to turn on the light to make out Constance with her back towards him under the thick covers. He didn’t need to worry about her pretending to be asleep as she knew already it was him.

 “Thad?” she called out his name.

 “Yeah, it’s me, Constance,” he said.

 “I was out there watching you. Sorry.”

 “Yeah, I saw you.”

 “I didn’t mean to hide.” She turned around to face him. “I couldn’t sleep.”

 “Maybe I can help you with that.”

 Constance made room for him as he pulled back He approached the bed. Constance raised the covers for him as well moved further into the bed to give him room. Thad settled under the covers but encountered a frigid Constance gripping the covers to herself like she did earlier.

 “I don’t know, Thad. I don’t… I don’t know if I can go with it. I want to, but I can’t. I’m sorry,” she whined.

 Thad politely understood and wasn’t going to act a Grinch about it. She was much too beautiful and delicate for him to want to force himself upon her even though he so much wanted to. This was one of those few moments where he knew the best choice was to play the cool gentleman.

 “I’m not going to touch you,” he assured her. “I’m just going to lie here while you go to sleep. I promise that’s all I’m going to do.”

 “You’re not going to have any temptations later on?”

 “I won’t if you don’t,” he said.

 That calmed her nerves somewhat and she let go of the covers and drew herself closer to rest her head on his shoulder while her arm rested across his abdomen.

 “How’s your shoulder?” she asked.

 “I rubbed some ointment on it earlier so now it’s nothing but a dull throb. It will be gone by morning.”

 The breath coming off her nose ruffled the hair growth on his chest. Thad soaked in the warmth coming from her body and couldn’t believe the range of emotion he had just finding himself in bed with her and naked. He felt so much like one falling in love without yet knowing it.

 She turned towards him and kissed his cheek. “Thank you, Thad,” she whispered. “Thanks for everything.”










 Seventeen

 Thaddeus was at the precipice of falling into deep sleep when he felt someone kissing his lips.

 He mistook it at first that he caught up in a dream like the previous memorable one he had last time and paid it no mind, except the kissing feat persisted. His eyes came groggily awake in the dark and there was Constance leaning over him, smothering him with kisses. Thad’s senses came alive and he quickly responded to her passion, least it ended so fast. He flung the covers off to better manoeuvre her to get on top of him. Their lips smacked against each other with fervour. Thaddeus rummaged his hands all over Constance, feeling over her torso, down to her thighs and hips and then went to grabbing her butt as if visually painting a portrait of her body in the dark. Constance rubbed her butt against his crotch, dry-humping him while caressing his face with both hands while keeping on with their passionate kissing. Thaddeus coursed his fingers gently through her hair, loving the sweet taste of her lips like wine.

 A tiny part of Constance’s mind - the part that wasn’t all too prissy as her sister assumed - looked in surprise at how frantic she was with Thad. A bonfire was swelling inside her and she knew not how long it might last until it fanned out, hence why she was all over Thad. Add to that his performance with the woman in the living room of which she had witnessed. The image of them fucking played in the back of her mind like an endless movie reel, compelling her to crave her mounting pleasure as the woman had with him.

 Thad’s prick was turgid and pressing against her ass. She could feel her pussy gush with wetness just with anticipating what was coming. Her pussy demanded that cock inside her and nothing was going to stop her from having it tonight. Constance came off the bed and was panting with excitement and shaking all over as she wiggled his shorts down her ankle and eventually flung it off her foot and then off came the t-shirt as well. Thad switched on the bedside lamp to get a good look at her nude body and he was just as floored by it. His eyes ogled her shapely round breasts with their pointy nipples, her glass-shaped torso with wide hips, narrow thighs and a bushy crotch. She had the body any hot Milf would envy, he thought.

 She returned to the bed but this time knelt over his pelvis and gripped his cock. It throbbed in her hand and spurted pre-cum as she stroked his shaft. She breathed on his crotch seconds before she latched her lips onto his prick. Thad’s girth seemed to stretch her mouth to the limit. Constance found it tough and demanded forcing her jaw to cram more of him into her mouth. No way had she enjoyed sex with a penis that was his size. She could only work her sucking the crown head of his prick while her hands continued stroking his shaft and played with his pair of nuts. Thad rested his palm on her head and guided her suck his nuts, which she did. She heard him groan in response and that gave her confidence that she had achieved something.

 “Come up here,” he motioned her towards him.

 Constance came forward to meet him; his prick left a wet trail against her abdomen as they clashed in another frantic kiss. Thad turned her over on her backside and sucked her fleshy tits. Constance groaned exquisitely and her body writhed and squirmed as he pulled at her nipples with his lips. He slid downward towards her pubic region, kissing her flesh all the way till he encountered the soft growth of pubic hair against his chin then inserted his tongue into the folded entrance that was her labia. Her legs parted for him to feast upon her. Thaddeus slid his hands underneath to cup her buttock and lapped madly on her vagina. Constance whimpered and kicked her feet into the air and back on the bed while writhing like she was possessed. Thaddeus ate her pussy till his face glistened with her cum juice. Constance raked her nails on his arm and shoulders, her hips bucked against him and her hands clawed at her breasts and still he wouldn’t let her go. Later, he turned her over to lie on her face and grasped her ass cheeks apart and licked his way downward between her ass crack as if he was slathering her with butter. Her cries seared through her lungs; her body remained engulfed in the bonfire of lust swelling inside her.

 Thaddeus slid over her back and Constance breathed with relief as he nibbled softly on her earlobe. He leant on one arm as he searched with his cock in hand for her pussy’s entrance. She spread her legs under him as his prick bored its way home. Her body tensed and she hitched her breath the instant she felt the tip of his prick brush against her cervix. Thad sucked on her ear lobe as he thrust into her. Her pussy was copiously wet but tight, almost virginal as she groaned while taking inches of his cock; her labia seemed to swell in order to get used to his girth. For Constance, it was like having sex the very first time all over again. The pain seemed just right with the mountain of lust she was carrying even as she groaned from getting stretched. Her body remained taut under him; she saw herself climaxing way too suddenly even as she heard herself gasping for breath.

 Thad soaked up the delightful sensation he got from invading her pussy. He gasped from her cunt’s tight grip that encircled his cock, as well her river of cum that coated his rod. He got busy fucking her at a steady pace, grunting with each thrust yet taking it gently for her to get used to his size. Deeper and deeper he slid into her succulent cave. Constance shut her eyes as she suffered through the onslaught; her body couldn’t quit from shuddering from the invasion she was enjoying. She bit down hard on the pillow and groaned into the sheets as a fireball unleashed heart-splitting orgasm within her womb.

 Thad pulled out of her and lay waiting for she to recover, thinking he might have gone too far and hurt her just from hearing her gasping cries. He lay beside her, caressing her sweaty body, surprised at the way her body shook against his touch. She quietened and reached towards him. Thad drew closer to cuddle against her till they were breathing at each other’s face.

 “My God,” she muttered. “I can’t believe I waited so long for that.”

 He shared a lengthy kiss with her.

 “Was this what you were planning for me this whole time?”

 “If I had, I’d have done it earlier,” he answered. “But I’m happy it did.”

 “I never thought it. Not like this. Watching you fuck that woman… I couldn’t hold back anymore my wanting you.”

 “What scared you then?”

 “I’m just so afraid. Right now I don’t know what this will look like in the morning. I don’t know what this might change between us.”

 “We don’t need to call it anything if that’s what you’re afraid of. Let’s simply enjoy it for tonight.”

 She caressed his face. “Is that what you tell all the other ladies you’ve slept with?”

 “You know you shouldn’t be asking that.”

 “I know, and I’m sorry. Let me try some other way. Are you married, Thad?”

 “Nope,” he said. “Never had before.”

 “That first came to my mind when I saw the woman in your living room. I thought she was going to throw a fit or something. I’ll bet you’ve done this so many times - having sex with all your women clients.”

 “Most of my clients have been men. And before you ask, no, I don’t swing that way.”

 She chuckled. “I’m happy to hear that. You’ve got such a way I can’t help but think you’d attract as many men as you do women.” She reached down to playing with his cock, thinking it was weak but got a rude awakening instead. “You’re still a little hard. You didn’t cum?”

 “No, but don’t worry about it. Go to sleep.”

 Thad spread the covers over their body while Constance wrapped her arm and feet over his. Everything was quiet and still.

 “Thad?” she whispered his name.

 “Yes?”

 “Thank you for understanding.”

 “You already said that before.”

 “I know. Just that you won’t know how much this night really means to me. Suddenly I feel like a different person and I owe much of it to you.”

 “It’s no problem.”

 “But I’m still worried about Jonathan. He’s still out there.”

 “We’ll find him; trust me on that. Go to sleep now.”

 And she did.










 Eighteen

 Sunlight streamed through his curtains. There was the music of birds chirping in the tree outside his window, interspersed with cars driving to and fro on the street. There was a slight stir behind his eyelids and slowly he swam from the depths of slumber and opened his eyes to the light of the new day. Everything was all bleary at first and he groaned lazily from having slept so late; he was almost reluctant to want to get up from bed. He turned to his left and there laid the sleeping form that was Constance Loftus curled on her side. Last night hadn’t been a dream after all, he thought.

 Thaddeus pulled aside the covers and slipped out of the bed as quiet as he could without disturbing her. Constance stirred in her sleep but that was it. He found himself a shirt and a pair of shorts to wear before slipping out of the room.

 There was no one in the living room. Nothing to show that Myra had been there except the folding bed they had shared last night. There was a note lying on the table she had left for him. He picked it up and took a moment to rub dregs of sleep from his eyes before reading it.

 I SO MUCH ENJOYED LAST NIGHT.

 HOPE WE CAN MAKE MORE OF IT.

 CALL ME ANYTIME.

 KISSES, MYRA.

 She had included her phone number underneath. Thad folded the note and pocketed it; he didn’t plan on losing it just yet.

 He did a couple of push-ups and sit-ups to get his blood pumping then went into the kitchen to drink some water. A shower was what he had next before returning to the bedroom to grab his towel. He peeped out the window while he dried himself and when he was done wore himself some new clothes. He returned to the living room to set the furniture back in its previous place and carted the fold-out bed back to its former place in the alcove room. Finished with all that, he went into the kitchen to make himself some tea. His doorbell suddenly came alive. His initial thought was that Myra had forgotten something but when he went and peeped through the eye-hole, he swore under his breath and wished he was back in bed asleep. The doorbell sounded off again and he sighed despondently as he unlocked his door.

 The woman who stood in front of his doorway smiling at him was beautiful. She was 33, auburn haired; hazel eyes and had wide pouty lips. She wore a tank top that appeared tight on her chest; her tits with their perforating nipples seemed about to burst out any moment. She had a gorgeous set of legs jutting out of her cut-out jeans shorts. Her name was Erica Whitford, Artie’s wife and a recurring nightmare to his dreams.

 “Hiya, Thad,” she jumped into his arms before Thaddeus could resist and barely kissed his cheek.

 “Goddamn it, Erica!” he pushed her back then glanced around. “The fuck’s wrong with you?”

 “I’ve been looking out for you for ages. Where have you been doing with yourself?”

 “Working, as any man would be doing.”

 “Yeah, I’ll bet. It’s hot out here. You gonna let me in or what?” she flashed her eyes coquettishly at him. Thad had to restrain himself from wanting to melt from her eyes.

 “Alright, get it,” he opened the door for her and closed it when she was inside. “You’re going to get me in trouble one of these days.”

 “Aww, don’t be nervous, Thad. Artie’s off to work and I’m home alone and horny.”

 “Good for you. You’re horny and I’m hungry. Why fuck do you keep acting like a slut, Erica?” he stopped when he remembered he had a high-class guest asleep in his bedroom and lowered his voice when he spoke to her. “Artie’s going to find out one of these days. And guess how pissed he’s going to be when that happens.”

 She gave a girlish chuckle as she came and hugged him. “Don’t you worry about Artie; he’s never going to find out. He’s too scared about me leaving his ass than you fucking me.”

 “Is that all you’ve got floating in your head right now? Wanting to fuck?”

 “Well, I’ve got a nail appointment but that’s for later. All I thought about was coming over to find you and to see about having that strong black cock of yours this morning.” She rubbed her hand on his crotch and gave his cock a squeeze. “Oh yeah, your cock is always ready for me,” she cooed. “You’ve no idea know how much I tell my friends about you, Thad. Some seriously want to meet with you.”

 “The fuck would you want to go about talking about me with your friends?”

 “Oh come off that, will you,” she grumbled querulously. “And here I thought you’d be happy knowing I’m putting a good word for you out there.”

 “Thanks for that help, Erica. I really appreciate it, but I’ve got better things to do with my life than waste time being a gigolo for horny soccer mums. I’d rather clean cars than go back to that life.” He went into the kitchen to check on the kettle of water he had left on the stove before coming to answer the door. Erica followed behind him. “Artie’s been complaining about you. He says you’ve been spending a lot of late hours and wanted me to see if I can talk some sense into you. You working to give your man a heart attack?”

 She snorted. “Artie can be a pisser sometimes. I’m not surprised he came talking to you; I figured he would. I got stuck in traffic and got home late and that was all he had to quarrel about, the fact that I was late. He never even gave me a chance to explain before yelling his head off, asking me who it is I’m fucking and why.”

 Thad got the kettle off the stove and looked in a drawer and took out a mug cup and poured hot water into it. He asked Erica if she’d care for tea but she shook her head. He got the tea bag out of a separate drawer and brewed his tea.

 “I’m not the one to judge, Erica. I’m not saying you can’t have your fun however you want, but you’ve got to keep things in check. This is your man we’re talking about. Besides, you know Artie’s got himself a weak heart. If you two break up, I doubt he’ll be able to find decent sleep for the next twenty years.”

 “Artie’s always been an irrational type of guy. But that’s not my fault.”

 “I’m not saying it is. I’m just saying you should learn to keep some things on a down-low.”

 “Don’t get me wrong, Thad. I love Artie, I really do. But I hate it when he keeps trying to remake my life to fit his ideal; sometimes he behaves like we’re in the ‘50s. Besides, Artie knows very well the type of work that I do.”

 “Really?” Thad raised an amusing eyebrow while he sipped his tea. “And please, do tell what sort of work that is?”

 “Why Thad, I organise parties,” she said primly. “Rich, decadent, swinging parties. The kind of parties made for rich people with big pockets who want all the dirty buffet their money can buy but can only ask behind closed doors. But I’m not the real organiser, though - my boss lady handles everything. I’m a cog in the wheel and I get to mingle with some of these folks and see whatever favours I can get.”

 Thad continued sipping his tea, nodding appropriately while simultaneously reminding himself not to take any of her words too seriously.

 “Sounds like a job even a secretary would turn down,” he said dismissively.

 “Come on, Thad. A girl’s got to make a living and have some fun too. No need for you to sweat my game.”

 “Ain’t nobody sweating you, Erica. Just don’t want you getting corrupted by whatever nonsense is out in the world. But you already know that. Have all the fun and games you want, just be careful about it, and know that Artie loves you.”

 “I know that, Thad. And I promise I’m not going to break his heart. He’s going to have to break mine first, and I’m not ever going to let him.” she laughed and then her voice turned silky. “But enough of Artie; let’s go back to talking about us. I recently bought myself a new spandex outfit I’ve been dying to put on just for you.” Her hand went back to caressing his crotch. “You’ve kept me wanting this cock of yours all week. I’ve almost gone mad because of that.”

 “Now’s not a good time, Erica. I’ll need to be heading out to work soon.” He dropped his cup and took her hand and walked her to the living room back to his front door. “I’ll see about giving you a call later once I’ve eased up on things.”

 Erica grumbled as he opened his door and she was all petulant when she turned to face him. “Not fair, Thad. Why do you like giving me the cold shoulder when you can? I need you right now, or didn’t you hear me, Thad? I’m fucking horny!”

 “I hear you just fine, Erica,” he tried his best not to sound too irritated. “And I told you already right now isn’t a good time for me. Seriously, it ain’t. Look, I’ll make it up to you later, okay?” He pulled her to him and slid his hands behind to squeeze her ass behind her short. “I’ve got a serious job on hand right now and I can’t afford to get lazy about it. But I promise once it’s done, you and I are gonna find ourselves very special time.”

 “So you say,” she pouted, “but later you’re going to keep hiding from me. Why do you always do that?”

 “I’m not hiding; work has been too much on my plate lately. But I promise we’ll see about hooking up later. Seriously we will. Forgive me this one time, okay?”

 “Okay, I’ll hold you on that. You promise to give me a call later?”

 “Hell yeah, I promise - Oh darn! I just remember I’ve got Artie’s number but not yours.”

 She whipped her wallet out of a side pocket of her jeans shorts and took out a business card that she then gave to him. The card was silver-coated and it contained her name and details and the words ‘ CLUB EROS De VENUS ’ stencilled above, bearing a logo that resembled a gargoyle.

 “That the outfit you work with?” he asked as he turned the card over.

 “Yeah. I’d like for you to come be a part of it.”

 “What’s Eros? Some crazy love portion?”

 “No, silly,” she laughed. “He’s an Ancient Greek god of lust or something. Go figure.” She kissed his cheek. “I’ll be expecting your call. Don’t keep me waiting.”

 Thad watched her shake her ass and hips as she returned to her pad. She got to her door and blew him a kiss before going inside. Thaddeus pocketed her card then shut his door and went to see about his sleeping guest.

 He entered the room and found Constance sitting up on the bed. She looked at him with a somewhat dazed pair of eyes as if she had forgotten already who he was and where she had spent the night.

 “Good morning,” he said. “I came to see if you were awake.”

 “Morning,” she smiled and got off the bed and stretched her limbs. “Boy, I needed that sleep. I was wondering if you were gonna to wake me up.”

 “You never asked for a wake-up call,” he wrapped his arm around her. “But now I’m here, consider yourself awake.” He kissed her.

 “What about your friend of last night? What was her name again?”

 “Err… I can’t remember. She’s left already even before I woke up. Look, I didn’t mean for you to see any of what you saw last night-”

 “Don’t worry about it; I’ll just take it out of what I owe you.” She raised a hand to her mouth to stifle a yawn. “But right now, I’m famished.”

 “Not a problem I can’t handle, soon as we get you something to wear. Wouldn’t want my neighbours spying through my window to see the gorgeous woman I’ve got in here with me.”

 He discarded the clothes he gave her last night and rummaged through his cabinet for another pair for her to wear; this time she didn’t ask him to turn around. He led her to the kitchen and he fixed her up some pancakes and scrambled eggs. He poured fresh water in the kettle to make some more tea.

 While Thaddeus was busy in the kitchen, Constance went into the living room and turned on the TV and got the remote and searched for the local news channel. She would never have turned it on had she known what she was going to find. A photo of a child was superimposed on the left corner of the screen beside the newscaster with the indelible word MISSING under his photo; Constance recognised Jonathan as the child. The remote fell from her hand as she stared at the screen, then she quickly picked up the remote and used it to increase the TV volume. Thad caught the sound of the news all the way from the kitchen and came to the doorway to find out what. Whatever he had to say left his mind before he got a chance to speak as he saw what was on the screen. He came further into the room to catch the rest of the newscaster’s tattle.

 “…son of deceased millionaire industrialist and foremost philanthropist, Emmet Gerald Loftus has been missing for the past three and a half days. These were actually culled from a yet unnamed source and already has been verified by the city police commission and the state county department. For now, no comment has been said from the Loftus estate, and the late industrialist’s widow, Constance Loftus, hasn’t yet declared the authenticity of what’s happening… ”

The screen cut to a shaky picture of a growing mob of reporters and cameramen chattering and looking excited as they set up camp in front of Loftus Garden. Almost all of them held long camera lens peering through the mansion’s gate into the compound; the security detail was barely enough to stem them back from wanting to invade. The picture returned to the newscaster who resumed his chatter but Constance, not wanting to listen anymore, aimed the remote and turned the TV off.

 She turned to Thad who noted the look of horror on her face as she seemed to comprehend what had befallen her. “My God, this can’t be happening. How did they know? Who told them? ” she asked the question as if expecting an answer from Thad, who, too, was just as flummoxed by what he had watched on the TV screen.

 “It’s my fault this is happening,” she muttered to herself finally. “If only I’d gone home last night… maybe if I’d done what that kidnapper asked and given him all the money, none of this would be happening.”

 “That’s nonsense, and you know it,” said Thaddeus. “You didn’t leak this story out to the press and neither did I. You shouldn’t blame yourself for it.”

 “Oh but I can, Thad,” she retorted. Her eyes blazed indignantly at him. “And you know it, too. If you’d only given that man the money, maybe none of this would have happened.”

 “It wouldn’t have made any difference, Constance,” he said. “The bastard never had your boy, didn’t I tell you that?”

 “Yes, you did,” she stabbed a finger at his chest. “You’re also supposed to be out there finding him, instead of standing here talking… Ughh! What am I even doing here? I have to get home.”

 She gave him the remote then went in the direction of the bedroom. Thad turned on the TV but left it on a different channel; he couldn’t bear watching the remains of his morning go bad as it seemed to already.

 Constance reappeared minutes later having hastily worn back her clothes and shoes. Her hair was all frazzled and her face pale but she was unconcerned about any of that.

 “You want I call you a cab?” he asked.

 “No, I think I can handle getting one myself.”

 Thad reached out for her but Constance swatted him away as she continued adjusting herself into her clothes. He felt a little wounded by her action but made no show of it as she then made for his door. “Constance, wait.”

 “Please, Thad, give it a rest. I’ll mail you a cheque later to cover up everything you’ve done so far.”

 She opened his front door and stepped out into the sunlight and slammed it shut. Thad went to the window that looked towards the front of the driveway and watched her get to the road and minutes later waved at a taxi driving by. Thad continued staring out the window watching her get into the taxi and then it drove out of sight. Only then did he let the curtains fall, feeling the empty hole growing in his heart.










 Nineteen

 He was back to being with his lonely self again.

 Thaddeus slumped down on the couch with all the buoyant air he’d carried earlier now dissipated from him. His head lolled between his shoulders and his arms felt lifeless resting across his thighs. He felt like a boxer who’s suffered his worst night getting KO’ed in the first round. He recalled the way she had looked at him before she left; the coldness in her voice when she talked about mailing him his check later. That one hurt more than anything, which was an absolute surprise to Thad. He had been through a number of breakups, some barely lasting a week let alone a day. He usually preferred one-night stands to anything daring to enclose him in what might transpire into a relationship. Except this one felt deep and personal. If only he could find the bastard that leaked the news of her son’s kidnapping to the press, he’d sure love to separate the fool from his nuts right now.

 Thad raised his head when he heard a ringing tone that sounded like his phone going off in the bedroom. He bolted to find it and saw it was his friend at the police department, Sergeant Oliver.

 “Yo, Thad, what gives?” his friend hollered. “I’m watching the news right now and I see your client’s got her name and that of her kid splattered all over. I thought you’d have this case in the bag already.”

 “I don’t know, Greg. Looks like somebody beat me to it.”

 “It’s a pisser, I know. I told you word was gonna get out; I’m sorry it all went to hell for you.”

 “Nothing to be sorry about, my friend. How does activity look like on your end?”

 “You won’t believe it, but the whole building’s gone bonkers with reporters since. They’re swarming around like locusts, all looking for leads on the Loftus kid. I even hear the Mayor will be coming by around noon.”

 “Not a fucking surprise that is,” Thad snorted. “The wheels in City Hall turn really fast whenever it’s a missing white kid.”

 “That’s the way of the world, brother. Not saying I like it but it is what it is; it’s what the press wants, too.”

 “Yeah, I know; it sucks to be black most times.”

 “Look on the bright side - there’s no mention of you on the news, which means you’re in the clear. You’d have had city cops busting down your door if that had been so. But I feel bad for the mum.”

 “Same here. I promised I’d find her boy and I fucked it up somehow. There’s gonna be all sorts of crazies out looking for the kid now he’s made the news. Anyway, I’ve got to head out to work. I’ll holler at you later.”

 “You take it easy, friend. Let me know if you need anything.”

 “Will do, Oliver. And thanks.”

 He ended the call and covered his face with his hands as he then fell backwards on his bed. He felt more lost than ever before. Also, he despised it whenever he fell into such predicament. He thought about Constance and the hurt she must be passing through right now. Pretty soon the cops will be ploughing her with questions and she’ll inevitably let on about hiring him to find her kid. What scenario would likely happen after that is the cops badgering his door as his friend mentioned, wanting to know everything he knew, most especially the guy who’d demanded a ransom last night.

 Thaddeus’s hands came off his face and a glimmer suddenly flashed in his eyes - the ransom! Constance left in a hurry and had forgotten about the money bag.

 He left the bed and went to open the closet and found the bag right where he had left it last night. Thad carried it to the bed and zipped it open. Aside from the pile of money, the bag as well contained his .45 and the tape recorder that fell out of the kidnapper’s pocket. He sat down and rewound the tape inside the player then pressed the PLAY button. There was Jonathan speaking simple and straight-forward. It sounded too straight-forward like something had been placed in front of the kid to read aloud.

 “Hi, mum… I’m doing all right…”

 What followed next was a lengthy hissing sound, the sort of sound similar to when a TV experiences frequency issues, signalling the end of the recording. The sound went on for more than a minute of the tape and Thaddeus was about to press the STOP button when some strange noise began to play out in the background. He couldn’t decipher it at first as he listened to it. It sounded more like someone sobbing; then he heard the kid whispering something to himself. Thad wound the tape’s volume so he could catch the words. The kid sounded like he was singing to himself. It took several repeated for Thaddeus to be sure what he was hearing.

 “Johnny… Johnny please… find me… Johnny… find me…”

 Thad played the tape several more times and still he got the same words. He wrote them down in his notebook, tapped his pen against his head while he sat on his bed trying to figure out the boy’s cryptic repetitive message… if that really was what it was. Thad wrote down Jonathan’s full name on the centre of the notebook page and kept tapping on it while lost to his thinking. He gave up and slapped the pen and notebook on the bed then got up. He might as well get on with his life now he’d lost his client, he thought as he went about wearing his clothes.

 What Thaddeus would have wanted there and then was to jump back in bed and resume his sleep and not think about anybody or anything else pressing on his mind.










 Twenty

 Thaddeus Black didn’t drive straight to the office but instead went to the city’s grand central train station. He did, however, call Sarah who was already in the office to let her know where he was heading. At the station, he rented out a locker box and deposited the money bag inside it. His intention was to return the money later once the media storm blew over; right now it was a lot safer here than at his place. He glanced at a wide-screen TV as he strolled towards the revolving doors of the terminal and saw people staring raptly at the retelling of Constance’s missing son. Thaddeus lowered his hat over his face as he hurried out of the building. He returned to his car and screeched out of the parking lot.

 Thaddeus arrived at his office a half hour later. The summer heat was atrocious and seemed to choke the air out his lungs. A burgundy-coloured Ferrari was parked in front of his office building, the windows tinted. He barely paused to admire it as his mind was preoccupied with the hidden message in the tape recorder as he entered the warmth of the building and hurried up the stairs to his office.

 Sarah sat behind her desk typing out some stationary when he let himself inside. She looked prim and lovely in a purple outfit with her hair tied in an intricate bun above her head. She left what she was doing and came around her desk and hugged him.

 “Good morning, boss,” she said with a smile that seemed to say more.

 “No need for formalities here, Sarah; call me Thad. It’s much easier to say than sir.” He took off his jacket and hung it on a coat rack beside the door. “Any messages before I arrived?”

 “The caretaker came by an hour ago and left a bill for you; I dropped it on your desk. Also, you’ve got a visitor.” She gestured at his office door. “We didn’t have a spare seat out here, so I told her to wait in your office. Sorry.”

 “Did she mention her name?” his thought was that it was Constance.

 “The same lady that called the other day - Hilda Carmichael,” she said.

 Thaddeus thanked her then went to his door.

 Hilda sat with her towards him and half-turned in her chair, holding a cigarette jauntily in her hand, and smiled when she saw it was him. She wore a fancy hat and looked ravishing in a tight outfit, high heels and thigh stockings; her handbag rested on his desk.

 “Thad, darling. I’m so happy seeing you again.”

 “Likewise.” Thad went past her to his side of the desk.

 “You promised to give me a call, remember? I lay in bed with my phone and never heard from you.”

 “I’ve been on the job since,” he said as he settled into his chair. “But I was still going to call you.”

 “I wonder when you would.” She puffed on her cigarette and tapped its tip on an ashtray in front of her. “I was lonely and bored yesterday. All I could think about was you in my bed fucking me with that big black cock of yours. I had nothing better to keep me company than my ten-inch dildo. My pussy has gotten sore from fucking it last night.”

 “You sure have a dirty mouth on you, Hilda.”

 She laughed. “I don’t like to bullshit when it comes to sex.”

 “What about your pet boyfriend, Blondie? He’d make a good substitute.”

 “You’re not going to quit bringing him up, are you?” she said. “Blondie - what an appropriate name he’s got. The boy’s a fucking day-dreamer and sometimes he can barely get it up. Plus he does coke a lot; I thought he’d quit but I found him doing it yesterday and threw him out.”

 “Don’t you do it too?”

 She blew a cloud of smoke into the air. “I don’t swing that way, Thaddeus Black. Don’t get me wrong, I have once. But I got over it and quit while I was ahead.”

 “If you’re horny always, why not get yourself an all-male escort service,” he said with amusement. “I know plenty of brothers who’d love to pound that hot body of yours.”

 “I might be a slut for cock, but I don’t go around humping every cock that comes my way. Besides, I don’t want any brother; I just want you.”

 “Whatever made me so special? I doubt our paths ever would have crossed if it weren’t for your sister’s missing kid.”

 “Yes, I know. Should we call it fate? I really wouldn’t know. I don’t know why except you intrigue me, and that’s something I hardly experience. Most men I’ve met love to brag about their money, how many women they’ve fucked and how big it is in their pants. What many of them lack is how to take charge. They really don’t know how to handle a woman in bed. But with you, you’re everything in a man I’ve always wanted to have.”

 “You sure I don’t resemble a boy toy?”

 “You can never be like them. If this were a jungle, you’d be a lion having them for dinner. You’ve got the heart and soul of a Neanderthal warrior - please, that’s not an insult, but a compliment.”

 “Whatever it is, I’m honoured.”

 “It’s rare I get to meet a real man like yourself, Thad. You’ve no idea how jealous I am that my sister found you first before I did. Usually, she’s the shy type.”

 “Good to know. So how about you tell me what really brought you down here to see me?”

 She killed the remains of her cigarette in the ashtray. “Are you still searching for Jonathan?”

 “As long as she’s footing my bill, yes. Why do you ask?”

 “Nothing really. Just that I see it’s been all over the news and the cops wanting to take it up, I thought now would be a good time to make use of your service.”

 “In what way exactly?”

 “Escort,” she said candidly.

 “Excuse me?”

 “There’s a party I’m hosting. A sort of decadent but high-class party, discrete to the max and erotic like you won’t believe - lots of pussy and cocktail. Any invitee needs to bring a partner along or invite someone. I’d like to invite you.”

 “Sorry, Hilda. I’ve got better things to do than attend some crazy party.”

 “Oh come on, Thad,” she stood up from her chair and approached his; she dropped her hat on his desk. “You’ve been working on finding my missing cousin too hard. You’ve got weary lines on your face from thinking too much, and you’re probably not sleeping well too.” She plopped down on his lap and wrapped her arms around his neck. “I can tell Constance hasn’t been treating you nice. She can be shallow when it comes to such things. But you know I’m not like her. Just do me this small favour and come to my party.” She leant closer and blew into his ear. “If you say yes, I promise to answer that question you asked me last time. Remember?”

 Thaddeus had his hand resting on her thigh and raised it to undo the top buttons of her blouse; Hilda made no attempt to stop him.

 “I forget what that question was,” he said. “How about you refresh my memory.”

 “You wanted to know what got me to fall out with Constance and why I been to her place in a while. Do you remember now?”

 His hand slipped into the crevice of her blouse to caress the softness that was her right breast - she wasn’t wearing any bra. “Yeah, I remember now. It’s all coming back to me. Go on then, tell me.”

 He pinched her tits and this produced a gasp from her while. “Ohhh, you’re making me wet right now, do you know that? I can’t wait to have you in bed again; your cock is all I need.”

 “You’ve been thinking about it every day like you said. You’re such a dirty slut, Hilda. You’d love to be my bitch, don’t you?”

 “Oh yes,” she gasped. “I want to be whatever you desire of me - your bitch, your fuck slut, your whore… everything that’s dirty.”

 “Then tell me why you aren’t all happy with your sister?” Thaddeus goaded her by squeezing her nipple, drawing a squeal from her. His cock, already awake, was straining inside his pants to be let loose. “The whole time I’ve known you, you’ve never felt too sad about Jonathan being missing. Why is that?”

 She abruptly pulled away from him, all cautious now like a lioness sensing danger. “Whatever makes you think I’m not sad?”

 “That’s easy. You’re letting off plenty of vibes that tells me so. If I were to take a guess, I’d say there’s nasty stuff still ongoing between Constance and you. I reckon it’s got plenty to do with her late husband. A part of you wants to let me in on everything, except you can’t quit dicking me around, wanting me to tear your pussy another warm hole before you’ll get to talking.”

 The cautious look left her eyes and she threw her head back and laughed. “You’re such a smart P.I., and maybe you’re right. There’s a lot I do want to tell you. But I’d rather show it to you than tell you. Please, just promise you’ll be my escort at the party. Say yes, and when you do then I’ll tell you everything. Things my sister won’t want you to see.” She spoke into his ear as if divulging a secret. “I know you like her. You needn’t lie, I can tell from the way you say her name. I’ll bet you want to fuck her, too. Or maybe you have already - I don’t know. But I know you’d want to see what’s between those legs of hers, don’t you?”

 “Wrong, Hilda,” he lied smoothly. “I don’t want to fuck your sister - she’s a paycheck to me, end of story. It’s you I want to fuck. Remember I promised to screw your ass when we meet again. I still want to do that. When is this party of yours happening?”

 “Oh, Thad!” She kissed him. “You’ve made my day. It’s happening tonight,” she came off his lap and took a moment to fix the buttons of her blouse then wore back her hat. She grabbed her handbag and took out a small cream-coloured envelope and gave it to him. “The address is inside. The card will get you past the gate. There’s a password, too, along with the time. I’ll be expecting you, and maybe someone else too will be.”

 “Is that someone I know?”

 “I’ll let your mind wonder on that. But seriously, it’ll mean a lot to me if you come.”

 “Say I do decide to make it this shin-ding, what’s the dress code like?”

 “Put on a suit,” she said. “Black, or a nice jacket if you have one.” She slung her handbag on her arm and bent towards him and kissed him again then turned around and left his office. She said goodbye to his secretary before walking out the door. Thaddeus looked at the envelope in his hand as Sarah peeped through his door.

 “Everything all right?” she asked.

 “Sure, everything’s just fine. Has she left?”

 “Yes, she has. I hope you don’t mind but I was listening in. I thought maybe you and she were going to get into some hanky-panky.”

 “Only hanky-panky I want to do in the office would be with you, Sarah,” he said.

 “Thank you. But so you know, if ever you decide to have a threesome, make sure I’m in it,” she said then closed his door.

 Thaddeus tore open the envelope and held it upside down and a gold-plated card fell from inside onto his desk. The card bore the same name as the one Erica had earlier given him: CLUB EROS De VENUS. There was an address on one side along with a word: MISTLETOE. He leant back in his chair, thinking hard. He thought about whatever reason Hilda insisted on him attending such party and whichever person he might encounter there. His eyes went to his jotter pad upon which he’d previously scribbled a name; the name sounded an alarm bell in his head as he picked up the jotter and read the name he’d written: Johnny Elwood.

 Johnny Elwood. Jonathan Loftus.

 “Johnny… Johnny… find me… Johnny… find me…”

 The alarm bell was clanging louder in his head. Thaddeus dropped the pad and reached for his phone and dialled a number.










 Twenty One

 Thaddeus drove back home hours later after an excursion into the city. He had drawn out a payment plan for Sarah and told her to lock up whenever she felt done for the day. The office wasn’t rhyming with his vibe and he had needed space to think work through tackling the new insight he had gained into the case that just might be the lead to cracking it once and for all. That aside, he needed some pussy to recharge himself and he knew just the right person to give him that. He called Erica’s mobile to enquire if she was still at home or not. She answered the call and replied that she was indeed home and bored out of her head. Thad felt an awakening in his pants as he ended the call and drove home.

 Erica sat by her living window perusing a novel though she had lost all interest in it since receiving Thad’s phone call. She heard the sound of his engine and glanced out the window at the sight of him pulling into the compound. She watched him enter his home then rose from her couch and discarded the book in her hand. She stopped to admire herself in a mirror and grabbed at her breasts behind her halter top, satisfied with everything then left her home to go knock on his door.

 Thad opened his front door and she forced herself inside and shoved Thad against the wall after shutting the door behind her.

 “Don’t talk,” she declared to him. “Don’t say any fucking thing. Just fuck me.”

 Their lips met in a frantic kiss, lips parted and tongues locked and danced and smacked each other while they grabbed, squeezed and groped each other. Erica pulled back to undo his shirt buttons and nearly ripped them off him. Thaddeus grabbed her arm and spurned her around to lay her back against the wall, pinning her there while he unbuttoned her jeans shorts. Erica helped him out by shoving her shorts down her thighs so he could feel the soft growth of pubic bush on her crotch; she had a twin pair of stud rings hooked onto her clit. They resumed their kissing frenzy while hurrying to get out of their clothes. Erica always loved her sex hard and rough; Thaddeus knew this, hence why she desired him to please her more than her husband ever would.

 “Come on, I can’t wait to see all of you,” Erica moaned, licking her lips as she succeeded in pushing his pants and jockey shorts down his thighs. His cock bounced out with vigour and Erica uttered a gasp of pure love at the sight of it.

 Thaddeus lifted Erica into his arms and she expertly locked her feet behind his back, crackling while she did and then reaching between her thighs to grab his cock and putting it where she wanted it to go. Her pussy was wet and well enough inviting as Thad’s prick slipped inside her. He grasped her ass cheeks in a tight grip and was soon rocking her up and down his tent pole while she locked both arms around him and was whimpering consecutively into his ear while her butt cheeks rocked his cock. Her pussy muscles gripped his cock back and he just as well groaned in response.

 After a while, Thaddeus lowered her to her feet and Erica waited while he kicked off his shoes and clothes gathered around his ankles then took her hand and led her towards his bedroom. Erica crackled once more when he threw her on the bed and came at her as well. He held her legs apart as he dropped to his knees and Erica exhaled a whooping howl as his tongue lapped over the pair of silver studs that decorated her clit. He roamed his tongue in and out of her cum-dripping orifice, burrowing his face as hard as he could against her velvet flesh. Erica whimpered hard, caressing his arm and head as he kept sucking her pussy. Her cries seared into overdrive when he thrust his fingers into her cunt. Her body trembled as she suddenly squirted copiously from his action, panting harder as well. She tried in vain to push him off her but Thad was barely done. Her cries rebounded just as her body shuddered from the oral punishment he was giving her.

 She was a smouldering wreck by the time he called it quits, and that was just from their oral workout. Thad came up on the bed and lay beside her. He cupped her breasts in his hand and attacked them both.

 “There’s something I want to ask you?” he said while still squeezing her tits into his mouth. “That club of yours, tell me what goes on in there?”

 Erica moaned unintelligibly into his ear while he sucked her tits and finger-fucked her simultaneously. Thad pulled away from her and Erica didn’t seem pleased with that.

 “Oh no, no, no!” she whined and beat her palm on the bed petulantly. “Don’t stop, Thad! Please, I don’t want you to stop!”

 He went and knelt before her spread legs, stroking his cock inches from her vagina. Erica raised her pelvis towards him but Thad left her once again in misery as he didn’t yet take the bait.

 “Do you want this dick in you?”

 Her eyes glimmered at the sight of his bulbous prick’s head. Her lips drooled in rhythm with her incensed breathing.

 “Oooohhhhh you know I do, darling. Please quit teasing me; I want your cock. Gimme your fucking cock! ”

Thaddeus rubbed his prick against her wet velvet opening, pressing it against her clit’s metal studs. Erica gave a shrill cry and again lifted her hips but Thad was still mentally punishing her with evasion.

 “Thad, for fuck’s sake, quit teasing me,” she cried shamelessly.

 “If you really want this dick then answer my question. Tell me what goes on in your club.”

 “FUCKING IS WHAT GOES ON! ” she screamed at him. “It’s a fetish club mostly for yuppies and upper-class folk,” she spoke breathlessly, her eyes blazed at him. “They meet, they socialise, they share themselves out to anyone who wants to fuck them and watch others getting fucked.”

 Thaddeus felt satisfied with that and thus inserted the crown of his prick between her tight pussy folds.

 “Ohh yes, oh fuck yes,” Erica cooed while sucking in her breath. “Oooh you know just what I want, baby. Gimme all that dick.”

 “Is it a swinger’s type of club?” he went on interrogating her.

 Erica squealed with frustration. “Oh God, yes! What the fuck did you think it was, silly?” She grabbed his hips and pulled him towards her. “No more talking. FUCK ME NOW, YOU BLACK BASTARD! ”

Thaddeus impaled his cock deep into her cunt-hole without further ado, going all the way inside her till his cock was just about floating in a cocoon of pussy juice. Erica locked her feet over his hips and bucked herself under him consequently.

 “Oh Gosh! Oh Gosh! Arrrrggghhhh,” Erica screamed wildly, thrashing her head side to side while clutching him tightly. She hadn’t been so well filled in a while. Just having Thad’s prick fucking her sent sharp signals up her spine reminding her how long it had been since last time they fucked and how much she had missed the feel and girth of his cock. She arched her back and continuously revved up her hips and pelvis, wanting to take on every inch of his prick inside her womb.

 Thaddeus dug his hands into her shoulders as he was then bucking harder against her, grunting with concentrated effort as he fucked her. He jerks his hips and she yelped in near response to his rough movement. Erica shuddered under him like she wanted to explode any minute. Her vagina felt hot; the flame roaring from her pussy felt like engulfing her completely. She licked the sweat off his neck, groaning with lust as she took each onslaught pounding he gave her. He cock was sending her high into the stratosphere where she always wanted to go.

 “Auuuggghhh! Auugggghhh!” Her face contorted into a rictus of hurt and pain. But it was a pain most desired. “Owwhh… Fuck this pussy, Thaddeus Black,” she panted. “Fuck my pussy like you’ve always loved to fuck it.”

 “Oh yeah, I’m fucking this pussy all right,” he grunted. Every muscle in his body tightened as he kept slamming down on her. “Gonna fuck it like I always do!”

 “Oooohhhh yessss! Ooohhhh yessss! Fuck me like a whore!” she ran her hand over his face and shared a passionate kiss with him.

 Thaddeus stopped to roll over on his back pulling her along. Erica settled on one knee and impaled herself on his cock. She lowered herself further. Thaddeus wedged her ass with his hands and pumped his hips harder, pounding her with his shaft while Erica howled and screamed with delight. Thad gazed between her legs at the sight of her metal studs on her clit dancing along as he rammed his cock inside her. She fell to her knees and Thaddeus smacked her ass cheeks, prodding her to ride him harder. He slipped his finger into her puckered asshole and actively finger-fucked her like that while she continued riding him.

 Thaddeus rolled her over afterwards to be on top of her and still kept his finger in her asshole while his hips and pelvis pressed down upon her.

 Erica was almost unaware of when she lost all restraint and felt a tidal wave of orgasm crash into her; seconds later Thaddeus too did the same. Erica kept her feet locked on him and didn’t let him off till he was done squirting his last drop of seed in her womb. It felt almost like falling down from the sky as she felt him growing soft inside her cunt. Though it was a good thing that she was on the pill. She couldn’t afford getting knocked up and then lying about it to Artie, even though he’d probably believe her if she told him it was actually his.

 Thaddeus rolled off her. Erica turned to her side and cuddled over him, kissing his chin.

 “I wish I’d met you back when I was a showgirl in Vegas,” she said. “We could have had so much fun.”

 “You probably would have given me a heart attack from fucking too much.”

 She laughed. “No way would I have done that to you, babe.”

 “I know,” he fondled her tits. “I know.”

 They fell silent for a moment till Erica turned to him and ask, “Why the interest in my club, by the way?”

 “Your club’s having a social gathering today, right?”

 “How did you know that?”

 “A little bird told me,” he said casually and turned to face her. “I’d like you to tell me as much about the club that you could. Just the part that’s all right with you.”

 Erica thought for a moment and curled up a mischievous smile. “You know that telling is breaking protocol. We’re bound never to tell what goes on in the club to outsiders, not unless someone’s granted you membership. But let’s say I did want to tell you about the club, what do I get out of it?”

 “I don’t know. You tell me.”

 “That you’ll keep fucking me whenever we can?”

 “Just as long as you promise to stop busting Artie’s balls and making him upset. I don’t want any more complaints out of him. Will you do that?”

 “Anything for you I will.”

 “Okay then, you’ve got me,” he resumed playing with her tits. “Now start talking.”










 Twenty Two

 Thaddeus drew back on his jacket’s sleeve to check the time on his watch. Eight fifty-five pm, it said. The address to the club put it at the city limit; it was going to be a long ride. According to Erica, the festivities won’t begin till near midnight, giving him plenty of time to arrive and get comfortable.

 Thaddeus had one pair of black suit which he’d worn for the occasion and a tie to go with it. It wasn’t until his fourth attempt at securing himself a cab that he got one willing to take him to his destination but at an exorbitant price. He would have much preferred going with his car, except anonymity was the word as he settled in the cab’s backseat. This club thing felt like a wild goose chase. He was simply following a scent he should have smelt earlier but was too preoccupied to think it through. Something murky existed between Constance and her sister. Whether or not it had any involvement with her missing son wasn’t yet clear to him, except there was too much intrigue going on for him not to become aware of.

 The bright gaudy lights of the city slipped past the cab’s windows as they cruised through hectic evening traffic. He got the club invite card out of his jacket pocket and read the password inscribed on the back of it. MISTLETOE. The patrons of the club valued discretion, Erica had stressed upon him. Upon arrival, he would be given something to wear over his eyes to prevent anyone recognising him and vice versa. It was safe to say that he knew one person there who would sniff him out easily regardless of him wearing something over his eyes. Hilda.

 Thaddeus slipped the card back into his pocket and half dozed while the taxi rumbled along towards the highway leading out to the turnpike and from there it would be a four-mile drive towards the city limits. There had been little news regarding the city police investigation into the missing Loftus kid. Adequate resources were being directed towards into the matter, the chief of police had announced during a press conference an hour prior to Thad getting ready to leave his pad. Whoever it was that broke the story to the press had undoubtedly overplayed his hand, Thaddeus thought.

 His thoughts went out to the kid’s mother, Constance. He wondered what she might be doing right now. Probably back to being a consequential prisoner of Loftus Garden. Whatever check she had promised sending hadn’t yet arrived in his mail. Still, he ought to have dropped the case, what with the cops now involved. Why in God’s name did he bother? His eyes deepened into a light sleep.

 The cab went over a couple of road bumps that stirred Thad’s senses back to waking life. He blinked his eyes a couple of times to get acquainted with the darkness that was around them and then sat forward with a confused expression on his face as he looked out the window wondering whatever part of the city they were on. Thaddeus inquired from the driver if they were still on the right track; the man responded that they were. That helped calm his nerves and he sat back and watched the taxi’s headlight trail ahead of the dark road that leads further into nowhere.

 They came to a pair of street lights as they drove down a fork in the road. The street lights stood like sentinels on either side of a giant gate. The taxi stopped in front of the gate and the driver said, “This is your stop.”

 Thaddeus stepped down from the cab and paid his fare then watched the taxi turn around and drive back the way it had come, its back lights disappearing into the darkness. Thaddeus approached the gate and saw a vehicle parked behind the gate. Two men came down from it and came to the gate. Behind them was a wide road that led into the compound.

 “Good evening,” said Thaddeus.

 “Good evening, sir,” one of the men answered. “Are you here for the festivities or are you lost?”

 “Yes, I am.”

 “Good. May we know the password?”

 “Mistletoe,” Thaddeus answered.

 “Very well, sir,” the man said and pressed a buzzer by a wall and the gate automatically swung open for Thaddeus to walk through.

 The other man opened the car door for Thaddeus. “Please,” he gestured. “The car will take you to the house. Have a wonderful evening.”

 Thaddeus slipped into the backseat. The man closed the door and got in behind the wheel and started the car and drove into the compound, leaving his other colleague behind.










 Twenty Three

 The car rolled smoothly on the driveway which snaked a circular route towards an austere building that turned out to be another security outpost. There they went through a second security check where Thad presented his invitation to two men in long coats and uttered the password again before they cleared the vehicle to continue. Thaddeus made out the majestic castle that occupied the distant end of the driveway. The building had impressive grandeur and opulence. Greek columns lined the front, looking like the Acropolis; bright lights lit the compound with a dazzling display. The forecourt was littered with limousines, Aston Martins, Bentleys and other exotic wheels. The vehicle Thaddeus was in pulled around a fountain circle in the forecourt and someone came and opened the door for him. The man said good evening and demanded his invitation card of which Thaddeus then parted with it. The man handed him a face mask to wear and bid him welcome. Thaddeus went up the stairs as did a couple other arriving guests and a door opened and he went inside.

 He entered a wide foyer that looked more like a vintage cloakroom. Other men in long coats stood there, all wearing face masks just like him. Some arriving couples relieved themselves of their coats and jackets to the men who stowed them away in hidden closets while other men ushered them through another doorway. Thaddeus did the same with his jacket and was given a room key, on the fob was the number five. He went in the same direction as the other couples had gone into, slipping the key into his pocket.

 It was a narrow corridor with velvet walls bearing fixated lights; it resembled a tunnel leading towards a cavern. Thaddeus stayed two steps behind a middle-aged couple ahead of him. A lone man stood at the end of the corridor who opened a door for them as they approached.

 It was a large room awash with lights from gorgeous chandeliers jutting down from the tall roof. Thaddeus moved aside from the doorway and roamed his eyes in every direction to get a good picture of his environment. The walls were draped with thick maroon curtains; Greek-type columns reaching all the way to the roof interspersed the room. A raised dais with a podium occupied one end of the room; across from it was a buffet table and bar. Soft music played through hidden speakers. There were couch seats scattered about. People stood or sat in groups or singles, men and women, conversing and laughing while sipping wine from their glasses.

 The women varied in age as well outlook as if they were acting out a weird gothic play. Some exquisitely dressed for the evening while several wore corsets, spandex, thigh stockings and knee-length high heels. Thaddeus got himself a champagne glass and sauntered among the crowd, admiring some of the women who in turn seemed to sense his presence and looked his way as well. One was audacious enough to approach him. On her head sat a black beret aslant over short-cropped red hair. She wore fishnet blouse with her tits bouncing with each step she made and a spandex skirt that stopped midway of her thighs. On her face was a mask that looked decorated with sequins resembling fish scales.

 “Hello,” she said to him and took his glass from him and sipped his drink then gave it back. Her hand reached downward to grab his crotch and Thaddeus already assumed she would attempt such move and didn’t flinch when she did. He returned the kindness by cupping one of her tits and pinching her nipples. She cooed with pleasure at this.

 “You’re very strong,” she remarked, then drew closer and whispered into his ear, “I love strong men. I can’t wait to have you.” She strolled past him and Thaddeus’s eyes followed her tight skirt stretch as she walked away from him. She stopped and half turned towards his direction and winked at him before going over to mingle with a group of females.

 Thaddeus soon concluded that he was one of few black men in the room. He walked around looking everywhere and spotted four others and that was it; just four brothers in a roomful of whites. He got himself another champagne glass and hobbled towards the bar. He knew Erica would be here - she had told him she would - but finding her would be real work.

 “I thought it was you,” a woman’s hand fell on his shoulder. Thad turned around to stare at the buxom blonde beauty in a cut-out purple outfit that revealed plenty of her features. Thaddeus recognised Hilda from the sound of her voice as well the mischievous smile that was on her lips. “I’m glad you came,” she kissed his cheek.

 “Wouldn’t have missed it, Hilda,” he said.

 She pressed a finger to his lips. “No names here, darling. Stick around; I’ll look for you after you’ve settled in.”

 She made to leave but he held onto her wrist. “You brought me here for a reason, Hilda. What was it?”

 “All in good time,” she wrestled her arm back and smiled. “All in good time. Enjoy the evening for now.”

 Thad watched her blend with the crowd. He turned around and drank his champagne. The evening went on until some time later the music changed to something electronic. The chandeliers went dim and a spotlight lit the podium which showcased a dandy-looking man in a purple tuxedo flanked by two naked beauties.

 “Welcome all of you lovelies; welcome to another fulfilling night of ours. Some of you are anxious for the festivities to begin, I can tell.” A murmur of merriment spread through the room. “I beg for your patience. The moment we’ve all been waiting for has arrived. The usherettes will move amongst you and if you’ll be so kind to remember your room numbers before dropping keys in their hats, then we can really get down to having some fun.”

 A murmur of approval and handclaps went round the room upon his announcement. Thaddeus fished out the key he’d earlier been given and looked at the number again. A naked woman approached him holding a Lincoln-type hat before her, so did other usherettes too were roaming amongst the crowd dropping their given key into the hat. Thad did the same when the woman drew closer then moved onward. The usherettes went to the podium with their hats and then the master of ceremony resumed his yarn.

 “Now we have all keys in hand. If you gentlemen will be so kind and follow the stairs to your respective rooms, your night of pleasure awaits you.” He indicated where the stairs where.

 Erica had explained this ritual to him. The men dropped their keys in the hats, the wives then randomly picked whichever key and go off and enjoy the company of whichever gentleman was waiting in the room before moving on to another. The women usually outnumbered the men and sometimes one can get lucky being fawned over by two or more at once. Some wives were just as aggressive enough to connive with an usherette to hand them the key to whichever man they fancied; such was allowed. Not every man participated, though; some were there simply to watch. Thaddeus observed the women break away from their men who all went in the direction of the stairs; he too followed suit. He got to the first floor, saw the numbers indicated on the doors and soon found that which bore number five and went inside. The door swung shut behind him and locked itself automatically.










 Twenty Four

 It was a simple room with a large bed with two chairs and a table by a corner. A large mirror made up the entire wall of the right side of the room that reflected everything inside including Thaddeus Black who stared at his reflection in mute disbelief as if unwilling to comprehend what he was doing in there. Thaddeus loosened his tie while admiring his reflection. It was a see-through mirror like the ones similar in police interrogating rooms; he was bound to have an audience at the other side waiting to see him in action. He slipped off his jacket and draped it on one of the chairs as well took off his shoes then sat on the bed waiting for his upcoming visitor to arrive.

 Thad didn’t have to wait too long. There came a sound of the door’s lock turning and then it opened to reveal two women who peeked inside before entering the room. He recognised one of them as the beret woman who had accosted him earlier; she was without her beret this time. The other was an Asian woman, petite figure but with a sizable rack wearing a white corset, garter belt and stockings; even her high heels too was while; her raven hair reached a couple of inches from her waistline like a black waterfall. The door shut behind them and the redhead reached towards Thad who then took her hand and rose to his feet.

 “Hey there, big boy,” she said while caressing his shoulders. “I told you I was going to have you for later. I hope you don’t mind that I brought a friend along.”

 The Asian chick smiled at him as she came to his side and helped with undoing his shirt buttons. “Let’s get him out his clothes,” she said. “I hope he’s packing.”

 “Oh, I know he’s packing,” the redhead answered. “I’m yet to fuck a black man who wasn’t. A good thing we tipped Florence to get us his key before any other slut could have him.”

 Thaddeus allowed the women to wrestle with relieving him of his clothes and while that was happening he shared a kiss with the Asian woman while the redhead was already on her knees working to free him of his belt buckle; Thad’s cock was equally begging to be made free as well. Thaddeus gasped from the way she gripped his cock and whipped it from its hiding place inside his jockey shorts as if wanting to wrench it from his crotch. She held his member upright as if to get a better view of its worth and licked her way from the underside of his balls to the mushroom-shaped tip of his prick before enclosing her lips around him. Thaddeus was busy sucking on the Asian woman’s tits while her counterpart fondled his balls with her mouth. He then signalled time-out to get out of his clothes but kept his socks on. Thaddeus scooped the Asian woman off her feet and managed to lift her into the air. She was pretty lithe on her feet and manoeuvred herself so as to sit squarely on his face. The redhead went on sucking his blood-fattened cock like she was famished for it. Thaddeus held the Asian slut by her waist, careful not to fall over while she ground her crotch against his face. She exhaled mewling squeals of delight as his tongue slipped between the velvet folds of her vagina. It was so much a struggle for Thaddeus to balance her weight on his shoulders as he fed on her pussy while not succumbing to the encroaching sensation of the redhead sucking his cock.

 Behind the see-through mirror was a dark room, inside of which stood several of the club’s patrons, all of them distinguished men of society all protruding anonymity behind their face masks, some of them sipped exotic wine as they enjoyed the spectacle happening in the room. Two men in the room were familiar to the women with Thaddeus Black as they were their individual husbands. There was hardly any noise in the room except the sound of gasping breaths as everyone watched. Now and then the silence was punctuated by someone exuberantly beating his cock or even whooping sudden ecstatic cheer at the live performance they were watching.

 Back in the room, Thaddeus lowered the Asian woman on the bed. He came and lay beside her and she again straddled his face for him to continue probing her vagina with his tongue and lips while she leant forward and attacked his cock with her redhead friend. They alternated between his gorgeous pair of balls-sac and his shaft, making beautiful noise in their throat while they did. The redhead mashed his cock between her tits, laughing excitedly while she did, and shared a passionate kiss with her colleague. The Asian slut wantonly grooved her ass back and forth on his face, moaning a frenzy as he fed on her clit, making her cum quickly. Her sweet pussy juice seeped down his chin and still, he grasped her ass with both hands and finger-fucked her cunt one time while still eating her out till she eventually rolled off him, gasping.

 The redhead came forward and slid on top of him with her skirt riding up her ass and her crotch pressing down on his prick. Thad’s erection felt the obstruction of her thong panties and he wrenched it to the side of her butt just as she raised herself and she reached between her legs and guided his cock into her pussy’s entrance. She was already bucking her hips and riding him even before an inch of cock was inside her. Thaddeus matched her thrust with his own, hammering her with his shaft, listening to her climbing moans as he pushed more of his shaft inside her. She fell forward and cradled his head in her arm, groaning feverishly while she did. Their lips clashed as they breathed excitedly in each other’s face. Her pussy gripped muscles his cock tight as she enthusiastically grooved back and forth against his pelvis.

 The mechanics of their fucking took over as Thaddeus locked his feet in an inverted V and was then slamming his hips against her ass cheeks, driving his cock harder and harder inside her. Her face contorted into a volcanic grimace of pleasure and lust and she groaned aloud as she absorbed the brute pounding he gave her. Her tits swung rapidly over his face like reckless pendulums. He managed to grab one of her breasts and sucked her nipple hard, the whole time not slowing his momentum. The Asian slut sat back playing with her pussy and squeezing her tits while marvelling at the fun her friend was enjoying; she couldn’t wait for her turn to come.

 The redhead flung her head wildly while screaming with lustful abandon. “Ooooohhhhhh… I fucking love black cock! Aaaaaahhhh, your cock… it’s soooo fucking good! It feels so good inside me!”

 The Asian came off the bed and knelt between Thad’s feet and played with his balls sac while enjoying the pleasurable sight of her friend’s butt swallowing his prick. Thaddeus slowed his pace and then his cock slipped out of the redhead’s pussy. Her Asian friend retrieved his member and applied her mouth to it vigorously before inserting it back into her colleague’s gaping hole.

 After what felt like a lengthy round, Thad pushed the redhead off him and came to his feet, took a moment to swipe a pool of sweat off his brow before attending to the Asian slut.

 He got her to fall on her back and pinned her down while introducing his ten-inch black python where he wanted it. He rested her foot on his shoulder and gripped the other aside, exhaling deep with each thrust he drove into her. Behind the mirror, the Asian woman’s husband was feverishly jerking his cock as he watched the black man fuck his wife. Every room contained hidden microphones, the sounds which were piped through multiple hidden speakers into the viewing rooms which heightened the voyeuristic pleasure of the men watching. The men heard every moan, every whimper, and just about every explicit outburst of sex going on in the room. Listening to the Asian slut holler at Thaddeus Black to fuck her hard spurred several of the men, including the woman’s husband, into a symbiotic masturbatory frenzy as they soaked in the action.

 Thaddeus did unleash his load of cum momentarily and had the women take turns cleaning his pipe till he grew flaccid. They collapsed on the bed and cuddled together.

 Later the redhead got to sucking his cock and Thaddeus to his benign surprise found himself amazingly become turgid once again. The Asian slut lay on her back and her friend ate her pussy while Thad plugged her inviting cunt from behind. He slapped her butt hard and she was soon panting her moans as he smacked into her harder. The Asian slut turned around on her back and wiggled to get under her friend. She ate her friend’s twat and now and then Thad withdrew his penis and made her suck his cock before inserting it back into the redhead who went on howling for more. There was now a growing crowd in the viewer’s room as much of the club’s patrons ventured inside. Most of them amazed by Thad’s stamina with the women; several of them speculated about acquiring his details later if by chance they could invite him to their respective homes to perform on their wives in the same manner.

 Thaddeus slapped the redhead’s butt one last time then pushed her aside and held the Asian slut up and fucked her mouth. He laid on his back and got the Asian to ride him in reverse, pounding her pussy harder after which her turn ended and the redhead returned to straddle him. Thaddeus shot his load inside the redhead and this time her friend ate his cum out of her and both women thanked him for the experience when they were done. In the viewing room, the men who had been masturbating to the action too reached their climax with shattering satisfaction.

 ***

 Thaddeus had never been as tired as he was and would have loved to fall asleep were it not for the redhead and Asian chick fawning over him. The redhead left the room for a moment and returned with a purse in her hand. She took out a business card and a pen from it and both women wrote their phone numbers on the card then gave it to Thad with the promise that he give them a call whenever he could. They kissed him one last time then gathered their clothes along with their face masks and left him alone the room.

 Thad tried to give himself a brief doze. He had no idea how long his eyes were shut when he then heard the door open again and in walked Hilda and without her face mask. Thaddeus became awake as she sat on the bed and grasped his limp penis.

 “I’m so happy I found you in here,” she lowered her head on his cock. “I’ve been going round checking most of the rooms trying to find you. I know you’ve satisfied some women already; now is my turn.” She stroked his cock and swirled her tongue over the cap of his prick, willing him to become once again erect.

 “Let’s leave that for later,” he feebly pushed her hand away from his member. “Tell me why you wanted me here?”

 “Constance is here,” she said.

 Thad sat up on the bed. “Where?”

 Her eyes went to the wall mirror and Thaddeus looked in that direction too.

 “I thought it would be nice if she watched us fuck,” Hilda continued. “She just missed watching you with the other women. I told her already about the fun we have at my apartment and she kinda wants to see it to believe; took some convincing on my part to persuade her to come along.” She was back to stroking his shaft to semi-erection.

 “I don’t believe you,” he said. “Bring her over here if she’s really in there.”

 Hilda then addressed the mirror. “Did you hear that, Constance? Thad darling wants to see you in person. Why don’t you be a darling and come join us.”

 She resumed sucking his cock. Thad fought to stay erect for her but was doing a poor job of it.

 The door opened minutes later and a blonde woman entered the room in a leather skirt, blouse and a pair of high heels. The blouse was tight on her figure. Her hair was tied in a bun behind her head. She removed the mask that covered her eyes.

 It was Constance.










 Twenty Five

 Hilda was in charge of the situation. She motioned her sister to go sit at one of the chairs then went back to enjoying Thad’s cock. Constance looked somewhat dazed to be in the same room with her sister and Thad; her eyes appeared expressionless and her movement listless as she went and settled in a chair across from them.

 “Is she high or something?” he asked Hillary.

 Hilary pulled her mouth off from his cock, “No, she ain’t. I guess she’s just shocked seeing you here with me after I’d shown her those photographs of you and me.”

 “What photographs?”

 “That day you came to my apartment, my former boy-toy Blondie took a few snapshots of us fucking. He usually does that whenever I’m having anyone over, but yours was an exception. I had him do that in case I needed some leverage. Constance almost freaked out when she saw it was you. I told her how strong and vibrant you were in bed and that kinda floored her even more.” She then turned to her sister, “Weren’t you floored, Constance?”

 Constance said nothing. She did leave where she was sitting and came and sat by the bed but made no inclination at coming to join them.

 Hilda came off the bed and got busy with taking off her clothes, clearly enjoying the moment. “Constance, be good and come play with Thaddeus’s cock for a while. I want to see the two of you together. It sure would be great to have Thaddeus fuck both of us right here and now, don’t you think?”

 “Enough of this nonsense, Hilda,” Constance suddenly snapped; her feature turned crimson in an instant. “You’ve had your dirty fun already. I don’t want to play any of your stupid games anymore.”

 “Quit your high and mightiness, Constance. Stop sounding like you haven’t been here before. Or how else did little Jonathan come into this world if it weren’t for such.”

 That caught Thaddeus’s attention and he switched his gaze to and fro at both sisters standing on opposite side of the bed with him caught in their midst. Constance had a perplexed expression on her face like she had just been slapped.

 “That was a long time ago,” she said with a distant voice. “How come you can’t ever let that go?”

 “And let you off the hook so easy?” Hilda shot back derisively. “So easy for you to you forget the circumstances that led to it, don’t you? Remember those sad times you and Emmet had? You wanted something so bad but didn’t know how and who was it that made it easy for you? Who was it that got you into this club and got you feeling happy again?”

 Constance turned away from her, holding a hand to her face to stem back apparent tears. “Please, Hilda… there’s no point going there.”

 “Oh, but yes there is, and you know it.” Hilda came to her and wrenched Constance’s hand off her face. “You owe me plenty, Constance. You’ve owed me for so long, yet you decide it best to shun me away, treat me like a pariah whenever it’s my turn to ask for a little help-”

 “You wanted too much, Hilda,” Constance cried helplessly. “What you were asking for was too much for me.”

 “A pittance compared to what you’re getting from Emmet, wouldn’t you agree?”

 “Enough!” Thaddeus’s voice cracked through their loud talk and they both turned to him as if only then realising he had been in the room with them the whole time. Thad looked at Constance and said, “Go put some clothes on, you and I are going for a ride tonight.”

 “No,” Hilda made to stop him. “Not one is leaving until I say so. You’re not going anywhere, not until I see fuck her.”

 “That ain’t happening now,” Thad said to her. “This trippy fantasy of yours ends now.” He grabbed her arm and threw her onto the bed. He jumped on her back and twisted her arm, forcing a howling cry of pain from Hilda.

 “Ooouuuwwwww! Stop! Stop!” she slapped her hand on the bed and struggled to free herself from his grasp, but Thaddeus continued pinning her downward.

 “Shut up!” he said to her. “Quit your squirming or nothing’s gonna stop me from twisting your arm off. Believe me, I’ve had practice.” He looked over at Constance who stood there immobile, shocked at what he was doing to her sister. Thaddeus snapped at her impatiently; he almost felt the urge to slap her out of her dazed look. “The hell you still standing there for? Go get your clothes on and get back here, pronto!”

 That jolted Constance to reality and she opened the door and disappeared from the room. The door shut itself back after she left.

 Hilda was groaning with hurt under him. Thad looked around and saw her handbag on the floor from the bed.

 “Don’t dare move an inch,” he said as he came off her and went and picked up her handbag. Hilda lay on her side massaging her arm and watched him unzip and then empty her handbag beside his feet. The contents that spilt out were typical stuff - eye liners, business cards, receipts, lipstick gloss, a cell phone… a .38 pistol. Thad picked up the pistol and checked its chamber confirming it was loaded.

 “You planning on using this before the evening was over?” he asked.

 “Don’t be silly, it’s for protection,” she grumbled. “I carry it wherever I go, you bastard. You nearly broke off my arm.”

 “I’ve got one question, Hilda. Where’s Blondie right now?”

 The door opened and Constance entered the room, all dressed up in a pair of jeans and a black sweater. Thad gave her Hilda’s pistol to hold for him then jumped back on the bed at her. Hilda tried to scamper away from him but too late. He turned her over and pinched a nerve on her arm, forcing her to cry out.

 “Aaaahhh… fuck you, Thaddeus, you black motherfucker!” Hilda spat.

 “I’m gonna ask one last time. Don’t make me any madder than I already am or the night’s gonna end fucking bad for you. Where’s that bastard Blondie? You know him - the same bastard you had to pretend to kidnap Jonathan. He’s here in the compound, right? I know he’s waiting to get another crack at me. Where is he?”

 She sputtered a cough before finally opening up. “He’s downstairs… he’s downstairs, at the parking grounds. He’s waiting for you to leave.”

 “Oh my God,” moaned Constance. “Oh my God, Hilda, what in God’s name-”

 “It’s not my fault,” said Hilda reproachfully. “I’ve tried talking him out of doing it but he won’t listen anymore. He’s vindictive about Thaddeus.”

 “And you went along with him just fine, didn’t you? How did you plan on alerting him to my leaving?” Thaddeus asked. “You weren’t planning on walking me out of here in case he might mistake you for me.”

 “I was going to call him on my cell phone.”

 Constance picked Hilda’s phone from the ground. “What’s his name or number?”

 “Look for Blondie,” Thad told her.

 Constance soon found the number and nodded at him. Thaddeus returned to Hilda. “He’s the one that made sure you got to invite me over to this little shin-ding spot of yours, right?”

 “Yes, but it was all my doing. I swear I never wanted things to go down like this. I tried so many times to talk him out of it but the stupid son-of-a-bitch won’t listen to me anymore.”

 “Oh but he’ll listen to me all right,” said Thaddeus. “Once I get done with him tonight.”

 He pulled Hilda to her feet and made her wear her clothes. He pulled the covers off the bed and ripped off half of it and when Hilda was back in her clothes he gave Constance the pistol and tied her legs and hands together.

 “Do I have to tie your mouth in case you’re gonna scream?” he asked her.

 “I’m not going to scream,” she said.

 Thad left her like that and Constance watched over her while he hurriedly wore his clothes. He pocketed his tie, figuring it might come in handy later. He took the gun from Constance and held the door open for her to step out before following her.

 “You didn’t tie her up hard, did you?”

 Thad shook his head. “It’ll be easy for her to get loose. I just wanted to buy us some time.”

 That bastard Blondie needed taking care of.










 Twenty Six

 They walked down the corridor holding hands while trying to appear inconspicuous to other couples they passed along the way. To any observer, they were like everyone else having themselves a good time. Thad ran into the Asian woman he’d enjoyed earlier and this time she was with another female friend, not the redhead. The women stopped them and seemed to want another piece of him. Constance was the one who rescued him by fending them off, explaining that she had first dibs.

 The mansion was very large and every corridor had multiple doors that led to somewhere. Constance hadn’t been here in a long time and explained that she hadn’t thoroughly investigated the place to know where all the exits were. As they went from door to door, a couple of times they got lost. One door led them into a large room where an orgy was ongoing. There were bodies of naked parading women and men on joined beds having raunchy sex and in their midst were three camera-wielding men hovering around the room filming everything. Thad shut the door as quickly as he had opened it and two wrong corridors later they found one that went down dark stairways. Thad opened the door and was assaulted by a strong gust of wind that blew at him. He thought for a moment if it was winter all over again as they stepped out of the door and stopped to get his bearings.

 “Which direction is the parking grounds?” he asked Constance.

 “It’s over at the south-west end,” she pointed towards a long square-like building, the front which was awash with bright fluorescent lights. From where they stood they could make out rows of parked limousines, classy Mercedes-Benzes and many exotic vehicles leading into the parking garage. “There are usually too many cars and not enough space to contain them inside, so they leave the late comers outside.”

 “Would the guards be suspicious about us leaving early?”

 “I don’t think so. Plenty of couples come and go; more are probably still coming. They carry on till early morning.”

 They walked with caution towards the building. Thad felt somewhat exposed as they made it out of the mansion’s shadow. His eyes went everywhere; his grip tightened on the pistol that was in his pocket as he scanned the area for any lurking shadow while Constance bumped behind him.

 “If my guess is right, Blondie would be waiting outside the building. We’re going to have to circle around it and catch him off guard.”

 “I still have Hilda’s phone,” Constance suggested. “Why don’t I call him and pretend to be her?”

 Thad shook his head. “He might recognise that it’s not her on the line. Also, they might have worked up a code we don’t know of. It’s better this way.”

 They arrived at the building and went around it. There wasn’t anyone about - obviously since this was a private bash. Neither of the guests would want to take their chauffeurs along, probably fearing too many would know what went on in such places.

 They walked with light steps around to the other side and when there, Thaddeus stopped and peeked around the corner. True enough, he recognised Blondie adorn in a leather outfit smoking a cigarette, reclining against the hood of a car. The only thing missing was the face mask he had worn the last time he and Thaddeus sparred. Thaddeus gestured at Constance and to keep quiet. He held the pistol in his left hand, safety on, and crouched down and moved towards their assailant. He lurked behind the vehicles and slid between them like a puma cat, never losing sight of his assailant who stood less than ten feet from him. Thaddeus inched forward holding the gun in front of him, steeling himself for what was about to happen.

 Blondie was oblivious to what was coming his way as he took a puff from his cigarette. He barely knew when Thaddeus shot to his feet and gave a low whistle. Blondie turned to look over his shoulder and his cigarette fell from his lips when he saw the gun pointed at him including who held it. Thaddeus winked at him; he spotted the bruised colouration on his cheek where he’d punched him last night.

 “You didn’t get that bruise from falling down the stairs, did you, sunny boy? Move your ass this way; keep your hands where I can see them.”

 Blondie did as told and moved in the direction Thad indicated at him to follow. Thad sensed a deliberate tension about Blondie like he was about to dare a move on him. Blondie reached behind for his back for his gun, but that move ended being fatal for him. Thad balled his fist and struck a punch at his jaw. There was the sound of crunching bone and Blondie cried out momentarily then hit his body against the side of a vehicle before crumbling to the ground; his gun fell out of his back and Thad picked it up and quickly glanced about to make sure they hadn’t drawn any unwanted attention. He turned when he heard approaching footsteps and raised his gun but immediately lowered it when he saw it was Constance. She helped him drag her son’s kidnapper towards the side of the garage building.

 “He’s unconscious,” Thad said to her. “We’ll leave him here to sleep it off; come morning, he’ll be running for the hills.” He searched Blondie’s pockets and found nothing in them except for his wallet.

 “Why do you mean by he’ll be running for the hills?” Constance asked. “He’s the one that kidnapped Jonathan.”

 “That’s where you’re wrong,” Thad said and rose to his feet. “He’s your sister’s accomplice, but not the other half of it. You’ll let the cops know about him tomorrow morning, let them be the ones to pick him up. Right now, we need to go get you your boy. Where’s your car?”










 Twenty Seven

 The two watchmen were still at the main gate when Thaddeus and Constance drove out of the compound. Neither man waved a hand or gave an acknowledgement gesture as Thaddeus drove out of the compound into the night; neither appeared to suspect anything. Constance gave him directions as they made their way along the lonely dark road that didn’t seem to end till they found themselves out on the turnpike heading towards the city. Neither said anything for a while. Constance rested her head on her arm with her elbow reclined against the window. The wind ravaged her hair and every now and then she lazily pushed locks of her hair from her face. It wasn’t until they got closer to the city that Thad figured it was time he got some answers.

 “So,” he began, “are you going to tell me about it?”

 She turned away from the window to look at him. There was a benign concerned look in her eyes that matched the pallor of her face. “Tell you what?”

 “Stop playing games with me, Constance. You know what I’m talking about. I can piece everything together, but if you ever want to come clean about everything, now’s the time. I want to know everything.” He turned to look at her for a moment, his face all serious. “I mean everything.”

 Constance returned to staring listlessly out into the night-time that slipped past the window and didn’t say anything. Thad kept glancing at her and waiting. He thought maybe he might have to offer another dire threat when she started to speak.

 “Hilda would take credit for everything,” she said with a tired voice. “She’s always smart at taking credit for things, being the manipulative devil she is. Years ago I used to be one of those usherettes at that club. That ended when I ran into Emmet; this was six years before Jonathan was born. The way he later told me, it was his first time at the club; he was recovering from a divorce that had kinda wrecked him emotionally. The club usually restricts fraternising between usherettes and club members but some risks can always be broken. He dogged after me to go out with him, and Hilda urged me along. We dated, we fell in love, and months later we got married.” She turned to Thad and emphasised, “It was a mutual thing too, so don’t get any foolish ideas thinking I did it for the money. He spoiled me plenty, and he loved me too much. It was a perfect life for both of us.”

 “Except Hilda didn’t like the way it went, right?”

 “No, she didn’t,” she sighed gloomily. “Maybe it was my fault. I wasn’t supposed to fall in love for Emmet, and she knew it too. She wanted a piece of his money and I was too much of a goodie-two-shoes and wouldn’t let that happen. I pushed myself away from her and her crazy lifestyle, then something happened that drove me back.”

 She fell silent here; Thad decided to help her out.

 “Your man had a trouble with getting it up, right?”

 Constance looked at him. Her eyes briefly flared with anger but then melted from her face and the sad cloud returned and she nodded in agreement.

 “Emmet wanted a child and was stubborn about it; it was one thing he never got out of his previous marriage. I wanted one, too, but not the way he wanted. He was getting old and couldn’t bare having had one. We did a couple of tests and found out why - low sperm count - he was devastated by it. It got him moody, too. He got to be suddenly distant, stayed up late at work and started taking one too many business trips… he made it seem like it was all my fault. I thought maybe an adoption would resolve things but he never wanted that. We quarrelled about it and I went crying to Hilda and then she came up with a solution. She suggested Emmet become a cuckold and allow me to screw some other guy. Someone strong enough to do what Emmet can’t do in bed.”

 “How did Emmet take it?”

 “Sceptic at first. His fear was of the guy - whoever it would be - stealing me away from him, or me falling for him. We did find someone suitable and I managed to calm Emmet’s mind about it. His conditions were we don’t have sex without him there to watch, and never at Loftus Garden. We picked a hotel instead and we tried to be as discreet as we possibly could. Emmet got to liking it more watching us and that healed our marriage just as it got me pregnant.”

 “Johnny Elwood,” said Thad. Constance turned to him sharply again this time surprised and speechless. “That’s the guy’s name right?”

 “Actually it’s John, that’s his name; Emmet opted to name our son after him as sort of remembrance, go figure. He became somewhat close to us. We always came to Jonathan’s birthday parties, though our sex had stopped then. This was a secret we shared and we were happy about it.”

 “So when did it all go to hell?”

 “When Hilda decided to stick her nose back into the picture,” she said brusquely. “There’s two things Hilda loves so much - sex and money. She runs out of boyfriends faster than she keeps them, the same goes with older rich men to take care of her. She came to me and said she was broke and wanted money. I gave her some and she went away but came back weeks later demanding more. I did my best to fend her off. We had a heated row the last time she was at Loftus Garden three months before Emmet passed away. She promised to get at me somehow. I never took her serious because that’s how she often gets whenever things don’t go her way. In any case, I had Emmet at the time and I felt strong with him. I just never foresaw any of this happening later.”

 She sniffled and raised her hand to her eyes. Thad searched inside his jacket pocket and unearthed a handkerchief that he then gave to her. She thanked him and gave a nervous laugh.

 “You’ve got me crying too many times already, Thaddeus. Especially with all the bullshit I’ve given you.”

 “I’ve got a tough skin, don’t fret about it. I did also promise to find your son for you, and that’s what I’m doing. That’s where we’re going to right now. Your son’s been with his alleged Dad this whole time.”

 She looked at him. “How… how do you know that?”

 “It was something I caught in that tape recorder we got from Blondie at the abandoned warehouse. Someone was withholding your son so they can fleece money from you, but it went bad when somehow he ran off. That was why your sister never called you right away to let you know she had Jonathan. They recorded your son’s voice on tape, but somehow he slipped and ran away, went to a food and homeless shelter over in District L. He had a bruise on his arm at the time.” Thaddeus switched gear and continued with his eyes focused on the wheel then continued, “Your son left us a message in the tape recorder, probably by accident, I don’t really know. Earlier on I called a buddy of mine at the police department and he checked through the city phone records and gave me five addresses listed under a John Elwood. I visited each address one at a time this afternoon and stumbled on the one belonging to your former lover.”

 “Oh my God,” she gasped. “I never knew where John lived.”

 “Seriously, you never knew where he lived this whole time?”

 “No, I really don’t. Emmet never wanted us meeting without him and I kept my word on that. I told you, he worried that John and I might start something serious behind his back. He was that paranoid.”

 “Was there money involved?”

 “Yes, but it wasn’t anything big; more like a stipend, sort of. Something that wouldn’t show on Emmet’s taxes. But if I didn’t know, then how come my son knew?”

 “That’s what I’ve been thinking before arriving at the club this evening. This whole thing wasn’t just about your sister and Blondie, it’s why I said that he wasn’t the other half of it. There was someone else pulling the strings. Don’t you get it? Your son went missing because he had help. Someone was using him this whole time to get to you.”

 “But… who?”

 “That we’ll know for sure, soon enough. Your sister and Blondie panicked when your son fled their apartment. They didn’t know where to find him, which means she, too, knew nothing about John. Her calling you was to find out what you knew, and then when you mentioned my name to her and she reckoned I could be some leverage she wanted. My guess is she and Blondie couldn’t come to an agreement as to meeting you for the ransom, but he went along with it. It just never went well for them with me showing up instead of you. Hilda wanted to still see if she could pull your strings, which was why she invited you to the club tonight. This wasn’t just about money for her. She wanted to see if she could still control you.”

 Constance weighted everything in her mind and resumed wiping tears from her eyes. “I can’t wait for this night to be over.”

 Thad smiled at that. “It almost is,” he said.










 Twenty Eight

 It was past midnight on Green Street, located across from downtown Biloxi Avenue. The night time bars and Korean shops remained open with customers spewing in and out. The potholed streets were wet with grim as if it had rained all through the day in this neighbourhood. Thaddeus parked the car a block from the red brick apartment building where the actual John Elwood resided. The same building he had visited in the afternoon pretending to be a city councilman. He hadn’t had time to dig up enough information about the guy to figure out how his world came to cross that of the Loftus.

 They got out of the car and sauntered towards the building. Thad gripped Hilda’s .38 pistol in his jacket pocket, his eyes darted everywhere as they walked. Constance tried not to appear nervous as she walked beside him. Few people passed them on the street; hardly anyone bothered looking at them.

 They pushed past the doorway that led into the building lobby and Thaddeus stopped to indicate the mailbox slot that bore John Elwood’s name and apartment number. They trooped up the stairs, their feet echoed on the cracked linoleum floor till they got to the third floor and went down a narrow hallway and stopped at Elwood’s door. Constance stood by the side while Thad knocked on the door and tensed with the wait. His other hand remained in his jacket pocket cradling the gun. No answer came to the door. He knocked again and still nothing. His hand tried the door handle and it opened for him. The interior of the room was dark as he and Constance ventured inside the apartment.

 A lamp light suddenly came on to reveal a man lying face down on the living room floor. There came what sounded like a whimpering cry. Thaddeus and Constance froze as there heard a gun click towards their right. Their heads turned towards the direction of the sound and Constance then uttered a gasp of dismay at who was in the room with them.

 Nigel Mavers sat on a sofa beside Jonathan whose arms and legs were tied in front of him with a gag wrapped around his mouth from which he made a slight grunting noise. Nigel looked at them with a bitter smile on his face while in his hand was a gun that was aimed at them.

 “Mr. Black, I’ve been expecting you all evening. I’m glad we can finally put everything to an end now.”

 Thaddeus slowly withdrew his hands out of his pocket while keeping his eyes on the butler. Constance couldn’t contain the obvious shock at seeing him there, knowing he was a part of her misery this entire time.

 “Nigel, why? For God’s sake, why?”

 “Why? You dirty whore dares to ask why?” he glared at her with hate-filled eyes. “You think all these years I never knew what was going on in that house? You running around playing slut while your late husband - my former boss - played stupid cuckold to your whims. The way you rubbished his name, turned his household into a place of filth. Pathetic and disgusting. Then you got pregnant for him with someone else’s child while making it seem to be your husband’s. You’ve no idea how long I’ve waited to tell you how I feel about you and your worthlessness, which is why I engineered all of this. Except I never could bring myself to do it with my boss still alive. The last thing I wanted was to soil his name like you’ve proficiently done so far. So I waited and bided my time, and then got to talking to your sister. A good thing she’s got a bone to pick with you, too.”

 “You talked my son into running away?”

 Nigel rose from the chair, still keeping his gun aimed at them.

 “Jonathan and I have gotten close over the years, closer than you ever could think. He got to knowing that things weren’t straight between you and Emmet. I guided him into knowing who his real father was. He was going to run away without my help, except I help him down till when the right moment came. It’s too bad your sister’s incompetent boyfriend messed up the way he did, but I needed you and your detective friend here preoccupied elsewhere. That’s why I tipped the cops about your kid missing. I was going to dispatch him before anyone knew what was going on. It’s unfortunate I couldn’t count on your sister either to hold you down.”

 “Always knew something was fishy about you, Nigel,” Thad said. “What I want to know though is why. It wasn’t for money, right?”

 Nigel hissed. “Don’t dare stand there and insult me. I’ve got enough money salted away to care about more. It’s about making things right. My former boss - God rest his soul - was a good man who deserved better than being married to this trash whore. And you, detective, for budding into what never concerned you. Her sister’s boyfriend should have gotten rid of you when he had the chance.”

 “I’d be careful how you point that thing, Nigel,” Thad gestured at his gun. “You don’t have a silencer on that. You pull the trigger and it’s gonna make a loud noise, and might bring the neighbours in here.”

 “How astute of you, detective. But I’ve got an even better idea.” He picked up a couch pillow from the chair and pressed the gun barrel into its fabric while still keeping aim at them. “Both of you walk slowly into the bedroom. We’ll settle everything in there, nice and quiet.”

 “You’re never going to get away with it.”

 “We’ll see,” Nigel said grimly. “And even if I won’t, at least I’ll be happy you won’t be around to see it. Now move.”

 Thaddeus tapped Constance’s arm and gestured at where he wanted them to go down the short corridor at the end of which stood an open door that was undoubtedly the bedroom; Nigel kept his distance a few steps behind. Their footsteps were slow and purposeful; Thad felt like they were shuffling towards a funeral march. He could still feel the gun weighting in his pocket waiting to be used.

 “Hurry up, you two!” Nigel snapped. “I don’t have all night to spare.”

 Constance was shaking with fright. Thaddeus prodded her along into the room. As they stepped past the bedroom’s open door, Thaddeus, acting on pure adrenaline, shoved Constance hard to the right side of the room away from Nigel’s clear path while he himself dove to the left. Constance gave a sudden scream as she fell to the floor and nearly slammed her head into the leg of a chair. A gun shot rang out and shattered a window. Thaddeus landed on his right shoulder and immediately reached into his pocket for the gun and half turned to aim it at the doorway. Nigel appeared a little disoriented as he entered the room and then sighting Thaddeus trained his gun on him. Thaddeus heard an explosion seconds before he realised he had fired his gun from inside his pocket, tearing a hole through the jacket’s fabric. Smoke curled out the hole in his jacket’s pocket and then he noticed the shocked, dismayed look on Nigel’s face. He leant against the doorway, grunting heavily and clutching his chest; the couch pillow fell from his hand. He attempted to speak but coughed out a mouthful of blood. Constance heard both gunshots and screamed at the sound of the second one thinking it was for her. She turned and looked up in time to see her former butler fall forward into the room.

 Thaddeus came and turned him over. There was a puncture wound two inches above his chest where he had shot him and blood was oozing out of it. He went over to Constance and helped her to her feet. She turned her face away, not wanting to see Nigel’s corpse, and cried on Thad’s shoulder.

 “It’s okay, Constance. Really, it’s okay,” he whispered to her soothingly while patting her on her back as she gradually calmed down. “He’s not going to hurt us. Not anymore.”

 He held her hand and together they walked past Nigel’s corpse and returned to the living room. Thad loosened Jonathan’s bounds and stood back as he reunited with his mother, both of them crying in each other’s arms.

 The sound of the gunshots had awakened the folks in the apartment building. Even as Thaddeus stood over the unconscious form of John Elwood, he could hear the sirens wailing in the distance.










 Twenty Nine

 Past an hour later the scene outside the apartment building hadn’t calmed down; it was just as chaotic as when gunshots had shattered the quietude of the neighbourhood. Police vehicles cordoned the street from two blocks down while officers struggled to keep the curious crowd at bay. An ambulance had pulled in front of the building to cart away the corpse. John Elwood had been revived sporting a protruding bump on his head and as well a deep cut on his arm due to a struggle he’d had with the deceased butler. He too rode in the ambulance but not before getting a hug from Constance and a handshake from Thad and thanking them for arriving at the nick of time. A night crew press van was there too, not wanting to be excluded from the fanfare. They too added further unrest to the crowd of onlookers turning the neighbourhood into a bedlam of noise and movement. Thaddeus was detailing the night’s event to several plainclothes detectives while Constance and Jonathan got bombarded by a hurricane of reporters waving microphones and aiming cameras at their faces. Thad went to their rescue and led them towards a cop’s car; he pleaded with one of the detectives to escort her home.

 “You and Jonathan better head on home,” he said after slamming her door. “I’ll see you tomorrow or next.” He turned to leave but she held onto his arm.

 “Is there going to be much trouble for you?”

 “Not really. They’re gonna grill me on everything, which means I won’t be getting much sleep tonight. They’re going to want to talk to you too, though I’ve already told the lead cops to let you go for now. Go and get out of here, get yourself some sleep.”

 “Goodbye,” her son Jonathan waved at him as the car began to move.

 “Bye, kid,” Thad waved back.

 The policeman behind the wheel turned on his siren to clear the road of people that blocked his path. Several pressmen ran after them taking camera shots. Constance half-turned in her seat and Jonathan followed suit to look through the back window at Thaddeus who watched them go before the crowd blanketed him from view.










 Thirty

 Four days later.

 Thaddeus was in his office in the afternoon perusing leftover paperwork that had for days gathered on his desk when Sarah stuck her head through his door and made a hissing noise. He looked up at her and mouthed, ‘what?’

 “There’s a lady here to see you,” she said then opened the door further for his guest to enter.

 Thaddeus dropped the papers he had in his hand and stood up as Constance strolled into his office. She looked smart and breath-taking in a snappy high-neck cream blouse and jacket with a skirt to match, with a handbag slung over her shoulder. Her blonde hair flowed behind her shoulders; its lustre matched the warmth of her smile as she approached his desk with cat-like grace. Thaddeus swallowed and tried not to blush as he felt a sudden stirring in his pants as she came round his desk to kiss him on his cheek.

 “I finally get to see what your office looks like for myself,” she said.

 Thaddeus flung his arms at everything, smiling while he did. “Well, it’s not the Sheraton, but it’ll do.”

 “Nice to see you again, Thad.”

 “Always nice seeing you, Constance. You’re looking mighty fine today.”

 “I haven’t stopped being my happy self since you help find my son; I can’t thank you enough for that. How about you? How’s everything been for you?”

 They took their respective seats across from each other. “I’m doing great,” he said. “I can’t say the same for the cops after they got done sweating me.”

 “Was it that bad?”

 “Nothing but a hurting to their pride knowing that a private eye was on the case way ahead of them. On the downside, it’s not going to win me many friends with them - they’re usually stuffy that way - but that’s a chill pill we’ll have to swallow. Plus, I ruined a good jacket that night.”

 “I’m sorry about that. It’s my fault, I should have told them about having you working for me.”

 “That would have been the wrong route to take; much better we resolved everything our way instead. Anyway, how’s Jonathan doing?”

 “He’s doing great. Still a little shaken by everything. He told me how Nigel had fed him nonsense for days about myself and Emmet, and then how he sneaked him out of the house while no one was looking. I would never have thought Nigel would be capable of such.”

 “There was no way you could have known, Constance. Don’t blame yourself for it.”

 “Hopefully I won’t. Anyway, I brought something for you,” she delved into her handbag and took out a check slip. “This is for everything you’ve done for me, and an added bonus for everything you went out of your way to do.”

 Thaddeus took the check and looked at it. His eyebrows went up as he read the numbers on it. “Constance, I don’t know if I can accept this. This is more than anything you owe me.”

 “Enough to buy you ten more jackets, you think?”

 “What’s in here can get me an entire catalogue, and I don’t need that many jackets.”

 “I know. But please accept it for what it’s worth,” she stopped for a moment, then added, “You helped me in more ways than just finding my son back. You stopped me from getting ripped off by my sister and her sick ways, and then you saved me from Nigel. I owe you a lot more. I’ll cry my eyes out if you don’t accept that check.”

 Thaddeus thought for a moment, then folded the check slip in his hand. “Maybe there is something you can do that’ll make me accept it.”

 “Name it,” she said. “Anything.”

 He did.

 ***

 He was in his apartment lying on his bed with nothing on except a pair of briefs. He had his arms folded under his head and made like he was sleeping. There came a knock on his door and he told whoever it was to come in. The door creaked open and in walked Constance, wearing a half-cup bra, garter belt, thigh high stockings, a pair of high heels and a smile. She slinked into the room like a cat and got on the bed, holding up two pairs of handcuffs she had repossessed from Thad’s office drawer. She dangled them before his face.

 “You’ve been a naughty boy, Thaddeus Black,” she said. “Are you ready to be tied up and face your punishment?”

 Thad chuckled. “You just reminded me of something an old friend once told me. Want to hear it?”

 “Do tell.”

 “He said, and I quote, ‘never you believe whatever the preachers say. When the Devil comes to you, it’s going to be a she in high heels,’ end quote. That’s what you are to me right now.”

 “A horny devil, though,” she emphasised.

 Constance kissed his torso and grazed her face against the protruding bulge in his briefs. Thad offered her his left hand and she cuffed his wrist and cuffed the end of it to the bed post and did the same to his other hand. Thaddeus was now practically her prisoner. Constance came forward and slid her tongue into his mouth. They kissed hard and deep. She tugged at his briefs and struggled to wrestle it down his waistline; his cock folded out from it, hard and pulsing with life. She stroked it with gentle care then took it into her mouth. She gave his rod a long pull before rolling her lips off its tip then went back to sucking once again. Her mouth made slurping sounds and she moaned to herself while she sucked him. Thaddeus moaned with an agreeable response. He jerked his hips at her face, wanting her to take more of his prick into her mouth. She gurgled from his action, stroked his cock and spat on it some more, then rolled each balls-sac with her tongue. Her face glistened with cum and saliva as she alternated back and forth between sucking his cock and his balls. She delved a hand into her panties and fingered her wet clit.

 Constance stopped her foreplay then came forward and straddled him and reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. Her tits fell out of the bra cups with nipples hard and wanting. She cupped her tits and lowered them towards his face. She let off a sensuous moan as Thad sucked and pulled on her soft flesh. He rolled her nipple with his tongue and bit on them one after the other. Constance was on fire as she then cradled his head, prodding him to consume more of her body. Her hair fell over her face as she frantically kissed his earlobe, frothing with exquisite lust all over.

 “I want your cock now,” she panted. “I want it in me so bad.”

 She fell on her back and removed her panties then came back on top of him. She slid his hard-on between her thighs and moaned once again as it made contact with her wet dripping labia. Thaddeus thought he might explode prematurely the moment his prick’s head slipped between her velvet lips.

 Constance relaxed her virginal muscles as she lowered her butt upon his pelvis. Her face tightened and her body tensed as she settled down on him, feeling his shaft impale her womb. It was a feeling out of this world. She ground against him, feeling his girth stretch her womb good and proceeded to ride him steadily. Pleasure and pain intermixed on her face. Her gasps soared and fell into a plaintive whimper as she alternated between rocking her hips back and forth and slamming her butt down hard on his pelvis. The bed shook and groaned from their action. Thaddeus grunted harder with each slam she met on him. His wrists hung lifelessly from the pair of cuffs while he took pleasure watching Constance’s tits smack each other inches from his face. She eventually fell forward over him. She swept her hair backwards and kissed him passionately.

 “Ohh God… you’re so good!” she moaned and whimpered into his face. “Awwwhhhh… Awwgggghhh… fuck! I love you! I fucking love you!”

 “You want me fucking you more and more?” he grunted.

 “Oh yes! Oh yes!” she whimpered. “You and no other, my darling!”

 Constance gripped the headboard and groaned fervently as she ground his hips down on his shaft, taking every inch of him. She repeatedly flung her hair from her sweaty face while maintaining her action.

 She came to a stop then turned herself in a three-sixty reverse mode with her back to him. She leant forward and grabbed him by his ankles while bouncing her butt up and down on him. Thaddeus loved the sight of her ass as well the sight of his cock slipping in and out of her. He couldn’t think up a word that best described the sensation he was enjoying. He tried his best jerking his hips and thighs to match her movement. Constance fell backwards on him and worked her pelvis towards a rushing climax. Thaddeus too felt his moment inching towards letting go and he hammered his thighs harder against her butt. He groaned with relief when he ejaculated copious semen into her vagina. Constance went all tense and seconds later broke into a shudder and cried out from the exacting pleasure that fulfilled her body like nothing before.

 Constance slid off him and rested against his thigh while she sucked his cock clean. She went and got the handcuff keys and released him from his temporary prison and cuddled into his arms. They breathed against each other’s face, both taking warmth in the momentous silence that concluded their love-making.

 “I wish it would be like this always,” she said.

 “I wish the same too,” he acknowledged.

 Constance didn’t feel like returning home too soon; Thaddeus wouldn’t have wanted her to leave either. She remained with him till the following morning.

 ***

 Five days later the news of her missing son having long gone from the public’s eye. Thaddeus drove Constance and Jonathan in his Coupe DeVille to the airport, both of them about to board a flight leaving for Paris. They got to the airport an hour before their scheduled departure time. Thad sat with her inside the terminal and they made jovial conversation while they waited; Jonathan went into a dispensary shop to get an ice cream. Constance turned her attention to Thaddeus when Jonathan was out of earshot.

 “I wish you were coming with me.”

 “Nothing I wouldn’t love to do other than that,” he said.

 “Then why can’t I talk you into doing it?”

 “Because we’re from different worlds, Constance. Your world wouldn’t fit into mine and vice versa. We discussed this last night, remember?”

 “We did,” she agreed and swept her hair from her face. “I just wish I could talk you into it. Or is it someone else?”

 “I wish that were so,” he said. “But you know that answer more than I.”

 He took her hand and held it in his. “Life sometimes ain’t always what we set out for,” he continued. “That don’t mean it should be any different. What’s important right now is you being with Jonathan. You both need time to heal. Go to Paris and try and forget everything about this city for a while. Spend time with your boy, talk and listen to him. When you return, I’ll be here waiting.”

 “Do you really mean that? You’ll be waiting?”

 “I ain’t got no plans of going anywhere,” he said.

 She looked away at the busy crowd of travellers around them. “You know the cops still haven’t found Blondie. I’m scared for you, Thad.”

 “I can handle myself. If he dares show his face, I’ll crack his skull and leave him bleeding for the cops to scoop up. But I doubt he’s ever going to show; he’d be a dumb fool to try.”

 “All the more reason why I’d feel safe if you’ll come to Paris with me. We could be together, just you and me.”

 “I would if I could, but I’ve got my work to do here, Constance,” he soothed her.

 “To hell with your work, I’ve got money. You’ll never have to work or suffer anymore.”

 He held her face with both hands and kissed her. “Maybe next time we’ll talk more on that. Right now I need you to go away and bond more with your son.”

 Jonathan returned holding two chocolate and vanilla ice cream cones in his hands. He gave one to his mother and the other to Thad. In the midst of them enjoying their ice cream, the airport PA system announced the boarding of her flight. Constance got up and slung her handbag over her shoulder and gave Thad a thigh hug. She was all tears when she kissed him.

 “Thank you for everything, Thad. I won’t ever forget you. I’ll call you always.”

 “I know you will,” he said, finally letting her go.

 He shook hands with Jonathan and told him to take care of his mum and to always be a good boy. Jonathan answered that he would. He waved at them as they went with the onrushing crowd and they as well waved back before being swallowed up by the crowd.

 Thaddeus wore his hat as he exited the terminal and went towards the airport’s parking grounds. He held onto his hat as a sudden gust of wind came out of nowhere threatening to sweep it off him. He located his car and start it and then drove off towards the city.

 He went straight for home - he couldn’t think of anyplace else to be right now.

 Thad parked his car and was immediately hit with trepidation when he saw his front door standing open. He approached it carefully and tried to peep inside the living room and whoever his intruder might be. In his mind, he cursed himself for as always neglecting to take a gun with him prior to him leaving. He kicked the door open and found the living room empty. He entered his home and quietly shut the door behind him. He looked around quickly for something to use as a weapon and decided on a rolled magazine then advanced towards the bedroom.

 The bedroom door stood ajar; he heard someone humming a tune from within. Thad pushed the door further open and stared with surprise at Erica who lay on his bed thumbing through a book from his library collection. She looked up when she heard the door open and smiled at him.

 “Hiya, Thad. I was wondering when you were going to show up.” She dropped the book and came off the bed to come and wrap her arms around his neck. “I’ve been lonely upstairs and dying for when you’d return home.”

 Thad threw away the rolled-up magazine and took off his hat. “No need waiting anymore. Daddy’s home now,” he smiled.

 The End
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