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		Chapter 1 - White Lilies on a Walnut Casket

		

		It was a fitting day for a funeral. Icy rain was being driven in sheets across the cemetery by a wind that bent the trees and tore at the mourners’ coats and a couple of fierce gusts had already ripped apart several umbrellas of those foolish enough to open them in a vain effort to protect themselves from the weather.

		Candy didn’t notice any of that, though. She was, despite what almost everybody else thought, genuinely grieving. There was no way of knowing whether the droplets of water that ran over her cheeks were raindrops or tears, but judging from the way her shoulders shook as the priest hurried through his sermon and while the pallbearers lowered the casket down into the open grave it would have been a good guess that most of the water on her pale cheeks were genuine tears, not rain. She had her head bent low and never raised her eyes to look at the other mourners and she had good reasons not to. All she would have seen on their faces would have been either open hostility, even hatred, or indifference, condescendence and resentment. It hadn’t always been like that, not when Quinn had still been alive. Nobody would have dared to cross him by treating her badly. They might have made snide remarks behind his back and shot her disapproving glances whenever he was looking in the other direction, but never in the open. The wimps. The bloody hypocrites.

		“Ma’am?”

		She hadn’t noticed that the priest had finished his sermon and was waiting for her to sprinkle holy water on the luxurious walnut casket in which the mortal remains of her beloved husband was finding his last peace. When she finally looked up she looked straight into Patrick’s face. What she saw there was exactly what she had expected: Hatred, mixed with resentment and contempt. She realized that she wouldn’t be treated as Mrs. O’Connell any longer, at least not as far as the O’Connells were concerned. Now that Quinn was dead she wasn’t a family member anymore. In their eyes she was back to what she always had been: A blonde bimbo. A gold digger. A stripper. A whore.

		But Candy hadn’t gone through all of what she’d gone through in the twenty six years of her life to back down now and avert her eyes. Instead she stared back at Quinn for almost a full minute, until he grew restless and finally turned towards his wife. Only then did Candy direct her attention towards Father O’Malley. With a slight shaking of her head she indicated that she didn’t need the holy water. Instead she stepped forward, kissed the three white lilies she had clutched to her breast with clammy fingers during the whole ceremony and dropped them onto the casket.

		

		“I’m very sorry for your loss, Mrs. O’Connell,” said the priest as she shook his hand and thanked him for his kind words for her late husband. “I hope you find solace in God.”

		Candy was tempted to say that she doubted that very much since she didn’t really believe there was a God, and if there was one she didn’t think it was one in whom one would find solace. But she didn’t. Instead she mumbled a few words of gratefulness, shook his hand and finally turned and walked away without looking at anyone. The crowd of mourners parted to let her through and she saw that they stepped back much further than was necessary. As if she was carrying a contagious disease or as if they’d risk being defiled by getting too close to her. Nobody laid a supportive arm around her shoulder as she crossed the sodden lawn towards the path that led down to the driveway where Steven was already waiting in the limousine. He’d been at the grave before and Candy knew that he would return as soon as possible. When nobody was around and when he could say his prayers and bid his late employer and friend farewell in peaceful solitude.

		“Get in please, ma’am, you’re all cold and wet”, he said as he held the door open for her, then handed her a towel to dry her hair and face. “Where to? Home?”

		What she wanted to say was that he should join her on the backseat and take her in his strong arms to hold her for a moment. What she needed right now was strong arms around her and a shoulder to cry on, if only for a few minutes. However, that wasn’t possible. Not now, not when the family was waiting exactly for something like that. And hell, would they use it against her if it came to a lawsuit concerning Quinn’s last will. Of which Candy was pretty certain. So far nobody knew what his last will was, the reading would take place only in two days, but she doubted that they would let her walk away with much of the money they considered to be theirs.

		“Yes, Steven,” she whispered and met his eyes in the rear mirror. “Home, please. As long as it still is home.” She let herself sink back into the soft upholstery of the limousine and closed her eyes. It was dark when she opened them again and for a moment she was completely lost as to where she was. She had dreamed of being back in one of the clubs, dancing on a table, shaking her boobs and grinding her hips, forcing herself to smile down at the guy in front of her, to look at him as if he were the love of her life and as if going down on him and sucking him off would be the best thing she’d done all week. The john, a fat middle aged man with a broad, fleshy face and thinning hair, had just been reaching up to stick a bill beneath the waistband of her skimpy silver thong when his mobile had rung.

		It took Candy a while to realize that what she had been hearing was not the guy’s mobile but her own. “Candy O’Connell”, she said after she had found the cell phone on her nightstand.

		“Don’t you think it would be appropriate to go back to Candy Hooker? Or even ‘Here’s Candy, how can I be of service? A blowjob? A lap dance? Or maybe you want to spend all night with me?’” Patrick laughed a mean, derisive laugh and went on before Candy could reply. “I just want you to know that we’ll fight you for every cent. You won’t get anything. It’s back to being the prostitute you’ve been all the time. But maybe if you ask nicely I’ll pay you ten dollars for a blowjob. As far as I know you’re good at giving head.” He laughed again and disconnected.

		“Bastard!” she spat and was tempted to throw the phone against the wall. But then she quickly calmed down again. She shouldn’t waste any emotions on him and the rest of his family. And she wouldn’t get into a fight with the O’Connells, either. Not because of money. It just wasn’t worth the trouble. If it all went wrong, she’d walk out of their house and went back to work. It was, after all, honest work, even if it involved selling her body. Nothing to be ashamed of, although the O’Connells and many others seemed to think so.

		

		Candy remained laying in her bed for a few minutes and tried to figure out what she had done before she had gone to bed but couldn’t remember anymore. All she remembered was that she had been at her husband’s funeral and that she had entered the limousine. Could it be that she had fallen asleep during the drive? And if yes, who had put her to bed? It must have been Steven, Quinn’s driver, personal assistant and friend. She pulled back the covers and saw that she was still wearing her clothes, or at least most of them. He had taken off her shoes and her cashmere coat but hadn’t bothered with her dress. A smile played around her lips as she imagined how Steven would have longed to undress her but he would never take advantage of her state of helplessness. He was, after all, one of two gentlemen she had come to know in her life. The other being Quinn. The smile soon vanished when she thought of her late husband.

		She got up, undressed and went to the bathroom where she avoided to look into the mirror. No need to confirm that she looked like she felt: Worn out, tired, sad and hollow.

		After a long and relaxing bath she stood naked in her closet and looked for something to wear. In the end she couldn’t make up which of the countless designer dresses she should pick and chose a faded pair of jeans which she had worn whenever she had tended to the garden. Of course they had a gardener, but lacking anything to do despite being the beautiful wife of a very rich old man, Candy had talked Quinn into allowing her to turn a corner of their parklike garden into a kitchen garden.

		“What do we need a kitchen garden for?” had Quinn replied with a laugh.

		“We don’t need one. But I would like to grow something, do something useful. I can’t just sit around all day and wait for you to come home,” she had replied.

		Of course Quinn had agreed. “OK. But I want you to grow lilies. I like lilies. White lilies.”

		And so Candy had become a horticulturist. She had insisted that she do everything on her own, hadn’t even let Stanislaw, the Polish gardener, help her with the hard work of digging the patches. The only thing she had allowed him to do was building the greenhouse for the tomatoes. The first summer almost nothing had grown. The salad had been devoured by snails, the tomatoes had succumbed to some kind of fungus, the green beans hadn’t even sprouted, for whatever reason. The only thing that had grown perfectly was the hundreds of white lilies. Every day as long as they bloomed she made sure to cut one or two, sometimes even a whole bunch, and place them in a vase on the dinner table. They had never failed to put a smile on Quinn’s face.

		

		Clad in jeans and a black hoody she went down to the kitchen. Steven sat at the table, eating a sandwich. “Good evening, ma’am, I hope you slept well and feel rested.”

		“Thanks. No, I didn’t sleep well and I don’t feel rested, but thanks for asking. And ... Steven?”

		“Yes?”

		“Please call me Candy. I’m not the ma’am anymore.”

		“Sorry, ma’am. Can’t do. Mr. O’Connell called you Candy, for me you’re ma’am. You’ll always be.”

		“But you’re always been a friend to me and I’m not your boss.”

		“Yeah, that is true. But it doesn’t change anything about you and me.” He put down his sandwich. “Are you hungry? Should I make a sandwich for you? Tuna? Chicken breast?” Steven got up and wanted to walk past Candy who was leaning against the kitchen counter.

		“No, I don’t want you to make a sandwich for me. I ...” she broke off and her eyes filled with tears again. Steven paused and waited. “I want you to hold me.” He hesitated for a moment, then gingerly laid his arms around her. An hour later he still held her, but much tighter. His shirt was soaked with her tears as she finally pushed away from him and looked up at him. “Thank you, Steven. Thank you very much,” she said, stifling a sob. “For holding me, for being a friend, for everything. But especially for changing my life.”

		Steven gently stroked a few strains of her blonde hair from her face. “I didn’t change your life. I merely almost killed you. Quinn has changed your life. But most of all, you yourself have changed your life.” He smiled as he remembered the day they had met. They had driven through Las Vegas after a convention, in search of a bar where they could drink a beer and listen to good jazz music.

		Steven had rounded a corner, not fast, but maybe a bit inattentive. There had been a flash of pink fabric and pale skin and blonde hair, a dull thud, the screeching of tires and a lifeless body lying in the gutter. Luckily the body wasn’t as lifeless as it first had seemed. The girl had begun to stir as soon as Steven and Quinn had reached her after they had gotten out of the initial shock. It wasn’t hard to figure out that she earned her money in one of the strip joints or on the streets or as an escort, although not the most expensive one, at least not by the looks of her. A short, skimpy black skirt which had ridden up her shapely legs, fishnet stockings, red high heels and a tight pink top with a lot of cleavage didn’t leave much to the imagination. It was much more difficult to see that she was a very beautiful woman. A lot of blood was trickling over her face from a nasty gash which bisected almost her entire left eyebrow lengthwise, the top and the stockings were torn and her calve had been bent at place where calves usually aren’t meant to bend.

		“Oh, shit!” the girl had said. “Oh shit that hurts like a bitch. You guys sure how to put a rotten end to a fucked up day!” Then she had keeled over and had remained unconscious until the paramedics had lifted her into the ambulance.

		

		Steven insisted on visiting her in the hospital as soon as the police reports had been filed and to his surprise his boss didn’t want him to bring him back to the hotel but instead wanted to come along.

		The girl had already been through the ER and was lying in a hospital bed in the surgery ward. The brow had been stitched together with eight stitches, the bruises were covered with bandages and the leg had been fixed by the paramedics and would be operated the next day. She looked a bit better than she had while lying in a crumpled heap on the street, but not much.

		“I’m so sorry,” Steven said and extended his hand which she shook with surprisingly much force. “My name is Steven Leary.”

		“Candy. I wished I could say that I’m pleased to meet you, but ... oh well. I was on my way to earning myself at least a week’s rent. Now I’m here, with no insurance and if the doc’s right I won’t be working for at least three weeks. So you were driving?” When Steven nodded she turned to look at Quinn who had found himself a chair. “And who are you?”

		Quinn got up and shook her hand too. “I’m Quinn O’Connell and he was driving me. So I guess I’m also to blame for what happened to you. I am also very sorry and I can reassure you that I’ll see to it that you don’t suffer any financial loss.”

		Candy remained silent for a while during which she looked from Quinn to Steven who had parked his butt on the windowsill and back again. “I bet. You’re probably worried I’m going to sue you, huh?”

		“No, young lady,” Quinn replied solemnly. “I’m not worried. You wouldn’t get enough out of a lawsuit to hurt me.”

		“Wow, one of those guys, eh?” She scrutinized him from head to toe. “Maybe you should spend a couple bills on a style consultant; that tie you’re wearing doesn’t go well with your suit at all. Also, your glasses make you look a couple of years older than you probably are.”

		Steven couldn’t suppress a chuckle while Quinn self consciously tugged at his tie.

		“On the other hand, if you want, I could go shopping with you as soon as I’m out of here. I’m good at picking wardrobe for guys. Comes with the job description.”

		“So you’re a ...” Quinn broke off, searching for the right word.

		“A whore, yes. Or rather, an escort, as many of my colleagues prefer to be called. Or sex worker, if you want to be politically correct. Me, personally, I know what I am, so whore is fine with me. Or tart. My name is Candy Hooker, by the way. And yes, that’s my real name”, she added. “Guess I was bound to become a tart.”

		Quinn stood up and motioned towards Steven who got out his boss’ checkbook. “OK, Candy, I’ll write you a check.” He looked around the room in which stood three more beds, all of them empty right now but bound to be filled with the victims of domestic violence, traffic accidents or just plain mishaps during a long Friday night in Las Vegas. “I’ll also see to it that you’re being moved to a private room.” He filled out one of the checks, signed it and put it on the nightstand besides the bed.

		Candy didn’t even look at it. “Fair enough.” She shook both their hands, listened to their get well wishes and repeated apologies and when the two men were almost out of the room she called after them. “I meant what I said about the style consultant, Mr. O’Connell. My offer is still valid.” Then she closed her eyes and let her head sink into the soft pillow. The check still lay where Quinn had left it.

		

		Two days later Candy’s cell phone rang when she was sitting in her tiny apartment, nursing a glass of iced tea and reading a book. Her leg still hurt from the operation during which both the fibula and the tibia had been reconnected with steel plates screwed into them. Otherwise she was fine and she was even reasonably mobile with the help of crutches.

		“Yeah?”, she mumbled into the phone.

		“It’s Steven. The guy who ran you down.”

		If Candy was surprised to hear from him she didn’t let on. “Hi Steven. Yeah, I remember, no worries. I don’t usually immediately forget about people who run me down.”

		“How are you?”

		“Much better. I’m home, I’m almost mobile and I’m wondering whether I should hobble down to the bank and cash that check or whether I should give it a shot at a lawsuit. How are you?”

		“Better, now that I know you’re getting better.”

		“Yeah, well, I look like shit, but apart from that I’m fine. So, why do you call me?”

		“Mr. Quinn wants to take you up on your offer. Could you find time tomorrow afternoon to take him shopping?”

		Candy laughed out loud. Not in her wildest dreams would she have thought it possible that a man like Quinn would want her to tag along and give him advice on his style. “Sure, why not? It’s not like I have anything else to do.”

		“OK, then I’ll pick you up at two in the afternoon. And ...”

		“Yes?”

		“Mr. O’Connell would appreciate it if you could dress ...”

		“Not like a tart?” Candy interjected.

		“A bit formally were his words.”

		“No worries, Steven. I’ll do my best not to embarrass him.”

		

		“You look gorgeous, Candy,” Steven said as he held the door open for her. Indeed, she looked gorgeous and not in the least like a prostitute. If anything, she looked like a young lady about to meet her father in an expensive hotel. Classy, elegant, but still a bit sexy. But then again, for a beautiful woman like Candy it would have been difficult not to look sexy, even if walking on crutches and with a series of stitches in her face. The bandages on her shoulder, hips and thighs where she had suffered abrasions and bruises where hidden beneath a long, beige sleeveless linen dress and large shades almost completely obscured the stitches in her brow and the bruises around her eye.

		“Thank you, Steven,” she said and struggled to lift her injured leg into the spacious car. “Where are we going?”

		“We’ll meet Mr. O’Connell at the Palazzo, then it’s up to you.”

		They rode in silence and Candy waited while Steven went to get O’Connell.

		“Hello, Candy. I’m pleased to see that you’re better,” Quinn greeted her as he settled into the limousine.

		“Yeah, I am. And here’s your check. It’s much too much.” She handed him the check and laughed when he looked incredulously at her. “You can pay me for the afternoon, then we’re set. I charge two hundred an hour. You may pay more if you think my company was worth more than those two hundred.”

		“And what about your loss?”

		“There won’t be that much of a loss. Most of my regulars will still want to meet me. Besides, I have money on my bank account. I won’t starve if I don’t get to work all that much for a few weeks.”

		“Then consider it a way of making up for your pain, please.” He tried to shove the check into her purse but she pushed his hand back.

		“Believe me, those pains were chickenshit compared to what I’ve experienced.” She turned to look ahead. “You don’t need to worry about a lawsuit, either. I told you I only take money which I earned myself.”

		“So you’re a prostitute with morals?”

		“No, Mr. O’Connell, I’m not a prostitute with morals. I’m a prostitute who knows that there is no such thing as a free lunch. And now I gather you want me to go shopping with you?”

		Quinn didn’t reply for a while. When he spoke he spoke quietly. “No, actually I don’t want you to take me shopping. I don’t go shopping, I usually have a taylor coming to my house.”

		“Oh, cool.”

		“Yeah, it’s rather pleasant to be wealthy. It smoothes the edges and wrinkles of life.”

		“I bet. Well, I wouldn’t know. So, what do we do if we don’t go shopping? Should I ...” She lowered her eyes to look at his crotch.

		“No, that wasn’t what I had in mind. I think I just want to talk to you.”

		“It’s still two hundred bucks an hour.”

		“Yes, Candy, I’m fully aware of that.”

		“OK, if you only want to talk I know just the perfect place.” She leaned forward and gave Steven the address of a cozy café with a small, beautiful terrace in a patio.

		“Do you want something to drink? Champagne? Wine? Beer?” Quinn asked as soon as Steven had turned onto the road.

		“No, no alcohol. I’ll have a coffee at the café, thanks.”

		“You don’t drink?”

		“Almost never and then only in tiny amounts.”

		“Hmm, I thought prostitutes all drink.”

		“Yeah, look, I’m not your average tart. I have gone through a lot to get where I am and one thing I learned is that you need to be alert as a whore. You don’t want to mix with the wrong kind of people, either. Of course all that won’t help you if you cross the street at the wrong time in the wrong place,” she added, grinning at Steven in the rearview mirror.

		

		They sat in the comfortable seats of the café, talking at times, sometimes they were quiet, but without the feeling that they had to keep the conversation going. The afternoon stretched into evening and eventually Candy said that she was hungry and if he wasn’t going to take her for dinner she’d be going home now. Quinn excused himself and called a cab because he had given Steven the day off after they had arrived at their destination. They went to a Thai restaurant, ate curries, Candy drank water while Quinn had a beer, then he asked her if she wanted to come with him to his hotel.

		“I knew it”, she said with a laugh.

		“What?”

		“That you want to bed me.”

		“I don’t.”

		“You don’t? Then why did you ask me to spend the night with you?”

		“Because I enjoy your company.”

		That left Candy speechless for quite some time. Not because he only wanted to talk, but because he didn’t seem to be troubled by anything, the way most other clients who wanted to talk were. However, she soon learned that Quinn, too, had his problems.

		Quinn leaned towards her and laid his hand on her arm. “It’s rare that someone speaks their mind with me. Usually I just get to hear what people think I want them to say.”

		“Uh huh, I can imagine. So being filthy rich isn’t always cool, huh?”

		“No, it has its drawbacks. Money just smoothens everything. It makes things possible.” He helped her to her feet and steadied her when she struggled with the crutches.

		“And a lot of money makes a lot of things possible?”

		“Yes. It can’t buy you friendship, though. Nor can it buy love.”

		“That sucks. But then again, screwing for a living doesn’t get you love or friendship, either. Guess we’re in the same boat. Except that you got a driver and I get run over when I cross the street.”

		Back in his suite they sat on the sofa and continued to talk until Candy fell asleep, her head on Quinn’s shoulder, his arm around her.

		

		The next morning she was rather confused when she woke up. She was lying in a hotel bed, lush with white satin sheets and a very comfortable mattress. She couldn’t remember how she had gotten into bed, nor did she remember taking off her clothes. Somebody must have tucked her in and taken off her skirt and blouse but not her bra and panties. As far as she could tell, that was all that had happened. Then she remembered taking two painkillers because of her leg and maybe that had been one too many.

		She got out, saw her clothes neatly hung over the backrest of a chair and decided that she needed a shower and some coffee. Someone knocked on the door when she was unclasping her bra and she answered with yes before she remembered that she was in her underwear.

		Quinn opened, then wanted to retreat immediately when he saw her in panties and no bra. “I’m sorry, Candy. I’ll come back when you’re dressed.”

		“No, no. I’m sorry, I completely forgot that I’m not dressed yet.” She noticed that he barely looked at her naked breasts as he asked what she wanted for breakfast.

		“Coffee. Scrambled eggs, coffee and toast. And coffee.”

		“Got that.” Then he looked her over, standing in the doorway, still holding the handle. “You’re beautiful, Candy. Very beautiful. But I guess you know that.”

		“Yeah, I do, but I still like to hear it, especially when it’s being said outside the bed,” she replied with a smile. “Be with you in ten minutes.”

		

		Quinn was sitting at the table, filling her cup with steaming coffee from a silver pot when she joined him in the master suite.

		“I hope you slept well, Candy. You were quite knocked out yesterday. I hope it was the painkillers and not me boring you.”

		She laughed and walked up to him, then bent down and took his head in her hands. “I don’t know how I slept but I do know that I enjoyed last night very much.” And then she kissed him, tentatively at first, but when she felt his reaction it became more and more passionate. At long last she straightened and sat down on her chair.

		Quinn licked his lips. “Hmm, you taste good, too. But I thought sex workers don’t do french kissing?”

		Candy waved at him while she sipped coffee. “Ah, that’s good. The coffee, I mean. The kissing was good, too. And yeah, maybe they usually don’t, but I do. Did I tell you that I have almost exclusively regulars?”

		“No, you didn’t, but I’m not surprised. Can I ask you a question?”

		“Sure. As long as I can choose whether I’m gonna answer it. And as long as it isn’t what they all ask.”

		“And what would that be?”

		She looked up from her plate where she had piled scrambled egg on her toast. “That would be ‘Why do you do this, Candy?’ To which I usually reply ‘because I like doing it.’”

		Quinn looked at her for some time, a smile playing around his lips. “Yeah, I get the impression that you indeed do. But that wasn’t what I wanted to ask. I wanted to ask whether I could hire you for the next month.”

		Candy raised an eyebrow and answered with her mouth full. “You can’t if this is just a way of making up for the accident.” She chewed and swallowed and took another sip of coffee, all the time looking at him. “Got you, huh?”

		“Yeah, you got me. OK. Then I pay you just for one day. I’ll be heading to Boston later.” He got up to fetch his wallet and wrote her a check.

		“That’s too much.”

		“Ah, no, it isn’t. And it looks as if this time I got you. You said I could pay more if I thought your time was worth more than the two hundred an hour. And I do. So there.”

		Candy put the check in her purse and got up. “Yep. Fair is fair. It’s still too much but I won’t argue.”

		“Good girl.” This time it was Quinn who kissed her, then they said their good byes, Candy asked Quinn to give Steven her greetings and she departed.

		

		Life went on as it had before. Candy soon was fit again, at least fit enough to meet clients, who weren’t too bothered by her lower leg being in a cast and after three weeks she had completely forgotten about Quinn. Well, that wasn’t true, she hadn’t forgotten about him, she just didn’t think about him anymore.

		Until that day when her phone rang as she was about to unlock the door to her apartment after she’d spent a night with a client. It was Quinn and he asked whether he could see her asap.

		“Can I have a shower first?”

		“If you make it quick. I’m waiting outside.”

		“OK. Fifteen minutes.”

		“Make it ten.”

		She wondered why he was in such a hurry and managed to have a shower and get dressed in nine minutes.

		“I’m impressed,” said Quinn, leaning against the hood of a cab. Steven waved at her from the back seat and the driver stared at her naked legs beneath her skirt.

		“Yeah, I skipped the shaving.”

		“How are you?”

		“Fine, thanks. Cast is coming off in three days and all the bruises are gone.” She paused and waited for him to tell her why he was here and why he was in such a hurry to meet her.

		“OK, I’ll make this quick. I want to hire you for a month. But you’d have to come right away.”

		“Right away as in?”

		“Within the next thirty minutes. Steven can help you pack some things.”

		She pondered this offer for a moment. There was little to no doubt that he would pay her a fair fee. She’d have to cancel a couple of dates, but that wouldn’t be much of a problem. Apart from that, there wasn’t much holding her back, except for some cheese and milk in her fridge. “Yeah, sure.”

		“You don’t want to know any details?”

		“No.” She held out her hand. “Deal?”

		“Deal.” Quinn took her hand, looked at her and shook his head. “You’re a strange woman, Candy. A strange, wonderful woman.”

		“Yeah, I keep hearing that. Now I guess I better go and throw a couple of panties in a bag.” She went to pop open the door of the cab. “Hello Steven. Quinn said you could help me packing.”

		They left Quinn standing on the curb and went up where Candy packed a bag while Steven emptied the fridge in a large trash bag. It took them only 23 minutes to get ready, mostly because Steven said that she shouldn’t bother with lots of clothes. “I’m sure Mr. O’Connell will enjoy providing you with new ones.”

		“Hmm, that’s the first time a client wants me to buy and wear clothes. Usually it’s all about getting me out of them.”

		

		An hour later they all strapped themselves into the seats of a private jet. Candy still didn’t know where they were heading, but she didn’t care all that much either.

		“We’re heading to Boston and from there we’ll go to Paris, Munich, Berlin and finally London,” said Quinn once they were airborne.

		“Europe, cool!”

		“Yeah, it is. But it’s mostly business and I want you to accompany me to the meetings.”

		“Me? Umm … but you are aware of the fact that I’m a tart, right? I mean, I know sh… nothing about business.”

		“Yes, I am aware of that, Candy. Your job, and I’m not too proud of pulling you into that, is to be just you. Beautiful, smart, sexy.”

		“I’m not going to screw for you,” Candy said. “I only have sex with guys I pick myself.”

		“So you would have sex with me?”

		“Yes. Otherwise I wouldn’t be here.”

		Quinn seemed to like that and assured her that she wouldn’t have to sleep with anyone, not even with him. Candy wondered about that but basically she didn’t have a problem with not sleeping with a client. What she wanted to know, though, was why he’d want her to accompany him to business meetings.

		“Coz it helps dealing with people if they keep looking at a beautiful, sexy woman.” He laid his hand on her arm. “I told you I’m not all that proud of this.”

		She laughed and shrugged. “Hey, I don’t mind. So I’m gonna be your arm candy? What about the smart part?”

		“Ah, yeah, that’s for my personal benefit. I wouldn’t want to spend all that time with a dumb bimbo.”

		

		They toured Europe, Candy spent hours upon hours at business meetings and almost no time sightseeing. It was mostly boring, from hotel suites to conference rooms to expensive restaurants and back. Every once in a while Candy had a little bit of time on her own or a day to spend with Quinn without having to attend a meeting. She loved to stroll through Paris or Camden Market, enjoyed to lie in the sun in the Tiergarten in Berlin or watch people in Munich. And all the time she wondered why Quinn wouldn’t want to have sex with her. She’d met some weird guys in her time as a tart. Guys who hired her then were too timid to bed her and needed gentle guidance. Guys who broke out in tears in the midst of fucking her, crying about cheating on their wive. But a guy who hired her for a month and not even once tried to get in her pants, that was new.

		Also, truth be told, she felt a little bit frustrated, both because it gave her the feeling that she wasn’t good enough for him, which she knew wasn’t the case but still she found herself pondering the thought from time to time, but most of all because she began to miss sex. She wasn’t only a tart because she was good at it and because she liked being with people, she was also a tart because she enjoyed sex and especially making others and herself feel good.

		Then one day Quinn announced that today would be the final meeting and would she like to spend a few days with him? “Just the two of us, wherever you want?”

		She didn’t need to think long. “Yes. How about Brittany? I’ve never seen the sea up close and I think Brittany would be nice. Only if you answer me one question, though.”

		“Yes?” He looked at her across the breakfast table, his grey eyes fixed on hers.

		“Why don’t you want to have sex with me?”

		Quinn sighed, leaned back in his chair and for a second his eyes got a little bit moist. “Candy, Candy, Candy. To be honest, I’m a little bit disappointed. I thought that you’re an excellent judge of people and their characters. But now you’re so completely wrong.”

		“Huh? What?” Candy was completely confused and got even more confused when Quinn stood up and walked around the table. He laid his hand on her chin and made her look up. “I’m going to answer your question if you listen to my question first.” With that he let go of her face, held her hand instead, knelt down beside her, kissed her hand and finally asked her whether she wanted to marry him. And before she could recover from the surprise, let alone think about an answer, he told her what he hadn’t ever told anybody else before. “Is that a problem?”

		“Yes, it is a problem.”

		“I guess that was it then.” Quinn sounded thoroughly disappointed. “You’re a wonderful, strange, young woman and I fully underst ...”

		“Shh, please,” she laid her finger on his lips and shushed him. “I’m still thinking.” And Candy thought about his proposal. But there wasn’t all that much to think about it, really. She couldn’t lose anything by marrying the richest man she probably would ever come across in her life and she remembered how he looked at her and how she felt when she’d talked with him, well, simply spent her time with him. She felt good and safe and most of all he had always given her the feeling that he regarded her as an equal. She’d noticed that he did the same with Steven. Steven might be Quinn’s employee, but he was never treated like one.

		“Yes,” she finally said.

		“Yes, what?”

		“Yes, I want to marry you, silly boy,” she laughed and bent forward to kiss him.

		“What about the problem?” Quinn asked when they broke the kiss several minutes later.

		“We’ll see about that. I’ve dealt with worse.”

		They spent a couple of days in Brittany, walking along the coast, hiking through dark forests and across windblown heath, then they returned to Boston where Candy’s belongings were already waiting for her.

		

		***

		

		And now, four years and a month later, she stood in the kitchen of her house and Quinn was dead and she was looking up into the face of the only person she could trust. “Thank you for everything, Steven.”

		“Feel better?”

		“Yes, much better.”

		“Good. And ... I’m sorry, but ... well, I couldn’t help it.”

		He motioned towards his crotch when she looked questioningly at him.

		“Oh, that.” She smiled but didn’t pull back. “I didn’t even notice.” That was true, she really hadn’t noticed his hard on pressing against her belly. But now that she felt it the feeling produced a tingling sensation between her legs. She immediately felt guilty, of course. But then again she was a young woman with a healthy sex drive and it had been much too long since she had felt an erection. So long in fact that she feared she might have forgotten all about it. But now was not the time and Steven wasn’t the right person. She much preferred to keep him as a friend over having sex with him and probably ruin everything.

		He made her a sandwich and they sat in the kitchen, eating and talking about the future. “I don’t know what I’ll do,” she said. “I guess that depends on what Quinn said in his last will. But I don’t think I can keep you. Patrick and his wife will see to that.”

		“Yes, I know. Don’t you worry about me, ma’am.”

		They ate in silence for a couple of minutes, until Candy suddenly and very quietly said “I really loved him and he really loved me. They don’t even know how wrong they are when they say he married me because of the sex.”

		“Shh, ma’am, don’t think about them any longer. Sticks and stones and all that. Quinn married you because you’re a wonderful woman and he loved you because you are you.” He looked at her and smiled. “Arm Candy,” he said softly.

		She smiled back at him at hearing the name Quinn had used so often to mock her. It had been fitting, of course. At least in a certain way. She had been his arm candy. The beautiful, sexy, young woman at his side, making him look better and a bit glamorous, too. But that was only on the outside. Inside, when they were alone, he was still the boss, but he listened to her and he always sought her advice, even on business matters.

		“I need your smartness. Your common sense, your experience with reading people,” Quinn had often said. “And most of all I need you to tell me what you think and not what you want me to hear.”

		And she had never said anything she didn’t really mean, had always been open and honest. And he had loved her in turn, loved her and respected her and had never again mentioned her past.

		She looked back at Steven and smiled. “Yes, arm Candy,” she whispered. “I was his arm Candy.”

		“And his friend and his partner and his wife. And he’s been much happier since he had you than in all the years before. That’s got to be good.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 2 - Black Eyed Peas

		

		“Stop that, goddammit!” Nikki turned and hissed when she felt a hand on her ass.

		“C’mon, honey, what’s the fuss?” The guy who had mistaken Nikki’s butt for public property put on a look of innocence and failed utterly.

		“The fuss is that this is my ass and I decide who gets to touch it. You moron, you’re not on that list and you’ll never be. And now fuck off!”

		The guy apparently thought about making more of a fuss, but his friends calmed him down and they soon left after finishing their beers. They couldn’t stop him from yelling “you need to get laid, bitch!” while walking out of the bar, though.

		“Yeah. That’s right,” Nikki mumbled under her breath. “But I certainly don’t need to get laid by a loser like you.” She collected the empty bottles, counted the money they had left behind, swore when she saw that the cheap fuckers hadn’t left a tip and once again wondered why she was doing this. But considering her options this was a rhetorical question. She had a degree in marketing and all, had even put in a stint with a marketing company, but had soon tired of selling crap on the phone and realized that she lacked both the endurance and the work enthusiasm to put in several years of working long hours just to eventually get the chance to do something interesting. She’d rather tend bar and serve beers in a place where she usually liked the clientele and thoroughly enjoyed the music. Also, it gave her the opportunity to do what she loved more than almost anything else: Free climbing. Still, at times it was tiring and annoying.

		

		“Some asshole giving you a hard time?” Rick asked when she returned to the bar with her tray full of bottles and empty glasses. The Wild Zone was packed, as was usual on Saturday nights, even if today there was no live music.

		Nikki shrugged. “Yeah. No biggie. He left.”

		“I told you to come to me when that happens. I’m responsible that shit like that doesn’t happen. I don’t want it to happen, not in my bar.”

		She looked up from where she was stowing glasses in the dishwasher and laughed at him. “If you can’t stand if someone touches my or any other girl’s ass in your bar then you really should think about targeting a different clientele. Catering to rowdy punkrockers, hillbillies and grungers won’t get you there. Try a nursing home.”

		“Or a cozy hotel.”

		Nikki looked at him surprised. “You, running a hotel? Sorry, but I can’t picture you doing that.”

		“Why not? I’d be a good host.”

		She returned to her task. “Yeah, I know. Still, you would miss the music and the people running some quite lodge up in the Sierra.”

		Jazz returned from the pool room. “Four buds, two Tequilas, a bourbon and two vodkas, all on the rocks.”

		“They’re behaving back there?” Rick looked over at the two billiard tables. Apparently they did, at least there wasn’t anything unusual to be seen, just a couple of blokes enjoying a game of pool.

		“Yeah. Hey Nikki, any plans for Sunday?”

		“No. Sleep in, prop up my feet and practice.”

		“Wanna go climbing?”

		“No, thanks, I’ll be working late tomorrow. Next time.”

		“OK. Cool.” Jazz darted off with the drinks, her skirt whipping about her slender legs.

		“Besides, who said I was thinking about a quiet lodge in the mountains?” Rick continued their conversation.

		“Huh?” Nikki had already forgotten about her exchange with Rick. “Ah. Well, dunno, do you have something in mind?”

		“No, not really. But I guess there could be other hotels than just the usual ones. Themed hotels, or places catering to the needs of specially interested people. But no, for the time being I’m fine here with the Wild Zone.”

		“Yeah. Cool. And don’t worry about those jerks feeling me up. It’s not all that bad. What pisses me off most is that they always think that I need to get laid when I tell them to stop. I would be OK if they said ‘Hey, I just couldn’t withstand the temptation of your perfect ass,’ but they’re too chicken to say something like that.” She grabbed her tray and started towards one of the tables where three guys and two girls where busy downing shots and getting wasted.

		“And what a perfect ass it is,” grinned Rick, looking at the object of this observation.

		“Takes a connoisseur to recognize one, eh?”

		“Yeah, indeed. When it comes to butts, I’m indeed an expert.”

		

		“Maybe it would help if you didn’t wear such short skirts,” Rick said a few hours later. They were alone in the bar, cleaning and tidying up after a very busy evening. Jazz had left half an hour ago and as soon as she had been out of the door Nikki had put in Led Zeppelin and cranked up the volume.

		“Bad idea, boss. The length of my skirt correlates inversely with the amount of tips I make.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah, really. About ten percent for each inch less. Touching a guy helps too. But the best is to inadvertently brush against their shoulder with a tit.”

		Rick looked at her as if he didn’t believe her. “I wouldn’t have thought ...”

		“Hey, they’re guys. Simple creatures. Give them skin, give them boobs and their brains shut off their and their wallets pop open.”

		He shrugged. “Yeah, guess you’re right. Know what, get the guitar out and play something cool while I finish here.”

		Nikki wasn’t too eager. She was tired and she wanted to go home and catch some sleep. But she knew how much Rick enjoyed listening to her playing and so she turned off the music, got her guitar, plugged it in and began to play an old tune by Willy deVille. Willy deVille became Bowie’s ‘China Girl’ and ‘China Girl’ turned into ‘Goodbye, Earl’ by the Dixie Chicks.

		“Guess I never eat black-eyed peas again,” Rick said when she finished the song. He had in the meantime finished and sat on a stool, nursing a beer.

		“Guess as long as you don’t put a woman into the ICU you shouldn’t have to worry about black-eyed peas.” Nikki got up and put the guitar away. She was about to say good night when she thought better of it, bent to get herself a beer and sat down beside Rick. “How are things with Ruby?”

		“Turning from bad to worse.”

		“Sorry. I could say I told you, but I won’t.”

		“Thanks. I really appreciate it that you don’t rub it in. Actually she dumped me a couple of days ago.”

		“Aww, shit. I’m sorry.”

		“No, that’s OK. I mean, I saw it coming. It’s better this way.”

		“Yeah, I guess it was inevitable.”

		“So you said.”

		“Yup.” Nikki took a long drag from her Bud. “Now what?”

		“Now we go to your place, have a couple of drinks, then we fuck like rabbits and tomorrow we’ll feel like we have been hit by a truck. And we won’t remember a thing, so that’s OK, too.” He glanced sideways at her, hoping that she’d know that he had been joking.

		“I don’t do mercy fucks. Also, I’m a lesbian. Or, well, at least I think I’m more lesbian than not.” Nikki broke off. Then she suddenly turned towards him. “But then again, it’s been too long since I had decent sex.”

		

		They never made it to her place. Nor his. They barely made it to the pool tables, where Rick lifted Nikki off her feet and put her on one of the tables, hiked up her skirt, shoved her panties aside and started to fuck her hard and relentlessly without any further delay. She gasped when he pushed forcefully into her cunt, wrapped her legs around him and rocked her hips. It felt good to have a cock inside her and whether or not it was a good idea to screw her boss wasn’t on her mind right then. All she thought about was how good it was getting thoroughly fucked.

		Alas, Rick came long before she did. “I’m sorry, Nikki,” he apologized, laying onto her. “It’s been ...”

		“Shh. Don’t be sorry. It was nice nevertheless. Also, we can do it again.” And that was what they did. This time it was him who laid down on the table and Nikki who was riding him. It felt even better than the other way around and this time she made sure that she was satisfied before he shot his cum into her cunt.

		“Hmm, that was nice. But do you reckon it was also smart?” she said, feeling him still twitch inside her.

		“Dunno. I’m still the boss. You’re still my best employee. Far as I’m concerned, having had sex doesn’t mean this has to change.”

		“What? You’re telling me I don’t get a raise after this?” she asked mockingly, then rolled off of him. “Just to be clear about that: This wasn’t a mercy fuck but I still don’t know whether it was a one time thingy, OK?”

		“OK, I’m fine with that. Does that make us friends with benefits?”

		“No, that makes us boss and wage slave with a sex thing going on.”

		“You’re incredibly unromantic, Nikki.”

		“Yeah, but spot on,” she giggled and went to the ladies to clean herself. When she returned Rick had dressed again and was waiting with the keys in hand. “There’s cum on the table,” she observed.

		Rick shrugged. “There’s probably worse on those tables. Let’s go. Need a ride?”

		“No, thanks, I’ll ride the bike. It’s only ten minutes and I need some fresh air.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 3 - Mr. Hitachi gets a Rest

		

		The reading of Quinn’s last will was as unpleasant as could have been expected. Steven and Candy both went together. Patrick and Susan, his wife, and a few nieces and nephews of Quinn were already present and the atmosphere was chilly at best.

		Neither Patrick, Susan nor any of the other family members returned their greeting and the lawyer, feeling the frosty air in the room, quickly proceeded with opening the will as soon as everybody was seated. Steven was the first to be mentioned in the will. He was getting a neat sum. Enough for him to be able to retire, buy a cottage on Irelands south coast where he came from and where he would spend his time fishing and going to the pub for a pint or two of Guinness. Quite a large part of Quinn’s money went to different charities and Candy couldn’t suppress a smile when she saw her relatives’ faces fall upon hearing this.

		Quinn left Candy more money than she could have ever earned as a prostitute, but it was much less than anybody had expected. “I know that you want to earn your own money and that you are smart enough to do it, my love,” Quinn had written. Patrick couldn’t suppress a snort. “I am also sure that you’ll make the best of what I leave you, which is one million Dollars for every year we have been married. And yes, you earned every single cent. You also get the condo in Santa Barbara and the plot of land in 29 Palms.” Candy didn’t know what plot of land her late husband was referring to since he had never talked about it. She remembered that she had once driven across the Joshua Tree National Park while Quinn had been busy in Palm Springs and that she had raved about the beauty of the desert and how much she had enjoyed the silence on the hike she had taken to him afterwards. As it turned out now, he had bought a huge piece of desert right next to the National Park. “I know it’s not a good climate for lilies, but please give it a try. And finally you shall get the roadster. It suits you.”

		The rest went to Patrick and the family. It was still a lot, despite the large bulk of the money going to charities and since Candy only got four millions the O’Connells seemed to be OK. Or maybe they weren’t, but four millions seemed like a petty sum to file a lawsuit, especially since chances to win such a lawsuit were slim at best and it would only make them look greedy.

		Candy got up as soon as the lawyer had finished, said good bye to everyone, a wish that was only replied by the lawyer and left together with Steven.

		

		Six weeks after the reading she stood in the doorway of the house in Boston. The few belongings she had kept had already been shipped to Santa Barbara and Steven had loaded into the BMW roadster what she needed for the journey. The sky was overcast and once again a slushy rain came down, but the weather couldn’t stop her from leaving that day. Steven would soon leave for Ireland and once he was gone there was nothing that would keep her on the East Coast. She longed to see her property near 29 Palms and take long walks along the Pacific.

		“I’ll miss you, Steven,” she said.

		“I’ll miss you too, ma’am.”

		“You won’t stop calling me ma’am, huh?”

		“Never.”

		She chuckled. “I never told you how weird it feels to be called ma’am by a man who could easily be my father.”

		“And I never told you how much I regret that you aren’t my daughter.”

		“Then call me Candy and think of me as your daughter.” Candy knew that Steven had had a daughter about eight years older than she was. She had overdosed some ten years ago, only two years after her mother had died in a car crash. Blaming himself for both their deaths, Steven had left his beloved home country and had come to Boston, where he soon had been hired by Quinn O’Connell. There was a lot of pain in the man, but he seldom let it show.

		“OK, ma’am Candy.” He smiled and bent down to kiss her on her forehead, like a father would do. “Take care, love.”

		“You take care too, Steven.” She turned and stepped out into the rain, down the granite steps towards her car.

		“Call me when you arrive and send me a picture of your own private piece of desert.”

		“Will do. And I expect a picture of your cottage and regular reports on the fishing.”

		“Sure thing, ma’am Candy.”

		She climbed into the car and turned the key in the ignition. “I love you ...” She paused, then added “... daddy.” Flooring the gas pedal and sending gravel in all directions she accelerated down the driveway towards the street.

		“I love you too, daughter,” Steven said with a sad smile when the red breaking lights turned off as she sped onto the street. “And I wish you all the best. You deserve it.”

		

		Candy stopped for the night at a truck stop. Or at least that’s what she had planned to do. But as soon as she went into the diner and saw the rowdy guys, saw them leering at her and heard their catcalls and hooting she stopped, turned around on her heels, got in the car again and sped away into the night. She got off the highway at Buffalo to look for a hotel there, then changed her mind and drove straight to Niagara Falls and across the Rainbow Bridge.

		It was late when she arrived and checked into one of the many hotels that claimed to be the one closest to the falls and - of course - with the best view on the falls.

		A shower and a short time in front of the mirror later she felt refreshed and ready to go to the bar for a late snack and a drink. It didn’t take long for some guys at one of the tables to take notice of her as she sat at the bar, perched on a stool, sipping a tonic water and eating a club sandwich.

		“Look at that chick there, the one in the blue dress”, one of them said and they all turned their heads and stared.

		“Yeah, that’s one cute hottie,” another remarked. And a third commented something to the effect that she looked like she had a tight snatch. Soon a bet was made that the one who would bed her would get fifty dollars from each of the others.

		The first to walk up to her was John. He was blonde, had blue eyes and a body that told of many hours spent at the gym. He was convinced that the babe couldn’t withstand his charms as he took the seat next to her.

		“Hello, ma’am. Can I buy you a drink?”

		She didn’t look at him but chewed slowly and swallowed before she took a sip of tonic water. Only then did she turn to look at him. “Can you?” she asked, scrutinizing him. “Shouldn’t be all that difficult, should it? I mean, you just have to tell the barman to bring another one of those. But then again, considering that you’re coming up with the oldest and lamest pick up line ever invented, I’m not all that sure anymore whether you manage that. That’s on top of me not wanting to be bought a drink by you.”

		She put a bill on the counter, nodded towards him and got off her stool while he was still thinking about a reply. His friends hadn’t heard their short exchange but they had seen the expression on his face and could barely keep from laughing out loud.

		They all stared at her when Candy detoured towards their table and stopped. “Has any of you guys a better grasp on how to approach a woman you want to fuck?”

		The guys continued to stare at her while trying to rip the clothes off her slender body with their eyes but none of them came up with a good answer within the next five seconds. “Thought so.” She slowly shook her head. “Too bad, I wouldn’t have minded getting laid. Good night, gents.”

		Now that she was walking away the guys came to life. “Slut”, “bitch” and “cunt” were just a few of the words they used, but Candy had already left the bar and was waiting for the elevator to ride up to her room where she had an appointment with Mr. Hitachi. It wasn’t what she had hoped for, but at least he didn’t try to buy her a drink.

		A middle aged man in a perfectly fitting suit walked up to her as she waited. “Good evening, ma’am. I do hope they didn’t insult you.”

		Candy turned to look at him. He looked about sixty, older than she first had though, but was still lean and fit. Short cropped, greying hair, steel-rimmed glasses and piercing grey eyes gave him a bit of Ben Kingsley.

		“Not really. They’re not educated enough to insult me.” She smiled at him and shook his hand when he introduced himself as Ernest. “Candy, nice to meet you.”

		“Isn’t it a bit early to head to your room, if I may ask?”

		“Yes, you may, and yes it is. But I’ve been driving all day and sitting in the bar and getting hit upon by guys with the esprit of a brick isn’t what I was looking for.”

		“Oh, but there are nicer things to do here than that.”

		“Like what? Gambling?”

		“No. The falls, of course.”

		“Ah, I’ve seen them from my room.”

		“With all due respect, ma’am, you haven’t seen them if you haven’t been out there.” With that he held her gently by her elbow, turned her around and started through the lobby. Candy hesitated at first, then she fell into pace alongside him. There really wasn’t anything better to do than to go look at the falls. Mr. Hitachi could wait for another hour.

		

		Once on the street he let go of her elbow, and smiled when she put her hand in his. They crossed the street and entered the little park that runs along the falls, separating the Niagara from the city and all the hotels. Neither of them said a word as they slowly walked towards the rail to look down at the thundering mass of water, illuminated by dozens of powerful spotlights.

		Candy leaned against the rail, felt the swirling mist rising from the turmoil below settle on her skin and stared for a long while. He’d been right, it was completely different to see the falls from high up in her hotel room and to stand here, amidst all the roar and the cold dampness. It made you feel small and insignificant, even when you looked at it from above.

		She had almost forgotten about Ernest and didn’t even notice how cold it was until he laid his jacket over her shoulders. “It’s beautiful. Impressive,” she said after she had thanked him.

		“Yes, it is. I come here every year and it never gets boring.” Ernest put his forearms on the railing too and side by side they looked down for a long time until Candy turned to look at him.

		“Any special reason why you visit this place once every year?”

		He remained silent for a while, then turned and smiled. “I married my wife here, on this very spot.”

		“Wow, that must have been wonderful. But she isn’t here, your wife?”

		“No. She died four years ago. Cancer.”

		“Oh. I’m terribly sorry.”

		“No need to be sorry. We had a wonderful time, have raised three great kids, I guess that’s all one can ask for. And you, where’s your husband?” He looked at Candy’s hand where she still wore her wedding band.

		“He passed away two months ago. And you don’t need to be sorry, either. We also had a wonderful time, although it lasted only four years and we didn’t get to have any kids. Oh, and I didn’t marry him in a beautiful spot like this, but in a small, dark Catholic church back in Boston.”

		They returned to looking at the thundering mass of water. Candy asked herself why she was standing here with this man who could easily have been her father, but the answer was obvious. It was also an answer she didn’t like all that much. “Can we go inside? I’m cold,” she eventually asked, then let him guide her back to the hotel, where they had a glass of wine and a nice, relaxed talk in the restaurant.

		

		And then they stood again in front of the elevator and waited to get in and when it came and they stepped inside Candy found herself wishing that he’d hold her and kiss her and take her to his room and make love to her. But he didn’t and she didn’t, either. He merely pecked her on her cheek, thanked her for her company, wished her a good night and stepped out onto the hall on the seventh floor.

		Back in her room she went to bed, dug Mr. Hitachi from her suitcase, looked at it, threw it back, put on a robe and headed downstairs to room 711, feeling her heart beat in her throat as if she was a schoolgirl who was approaching a guy for the first time in her life. She raised her hand to knock at his door, lowered it, waited a minute, raised it again and finally she turned and went back to bed. Mr. Hitachi never got to use that night.

		The next morning, when she came down for breakfast, her suitcase already packed and trailing behind her, she scanned the room, but there was no sign of Ernest. She was both glad and disappointed at the same time. “Get real, Candy!” she quietly said to herself. “Quinn’s dead and it’s time to start living in the here and now again.”

		A bowl of cornflakes, an apple and two cups of coffee later she was on the road again, heading towards Detroit, Chicago and then beyond, destination California. It took her more than two months to get to Santa Barbara, with long stops at the Yellowstone and Yosemite National Parks and various detours to places that sounded like they were worth a detour.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4 - A Red lacy Scrunchie

		

		It was a boring afternoon at the Wild Zone. Apart from one guy who did his best to get wasted at three p.m. there were only two guys playing pool. Nikki was busying herself with cleaning the cooling drawers before restocking them for the evening, when they’d probably have a full house and a full club, too. The last thing she would have expected as she opened a case of Dos Equis to put them in the refrigerator was a stunning blonde girl in what seemed to be very expensive designer clothes. At least that was what Nikki assumed, but since she didn’t know a lot or cared all that much about clothes, she couldn’t be sure. But the eggshell linen skirt and the matching vest looked expensive, and so did the shining black pumps and the pearl necklace. The woman clearly didn’t belong here. The Wild Zone wasn’t a place where young, gorgeous girls in fancy dresses hung out. Those girls went to Beverly Hills, or maybe Santa Monica. Anywhere posh, really, but certainly not the Wild Zone on Alamitos Avenue, Long Beach.

		She watched the woman look around, probably asking herself why she had come in and wether she should leave again right away, but then the blonde’s eyes settled on her, their eyes met and the girl seemed to make up her mind, approached the bar, sat down on a stool, three places down from the middle aged guy who had been staring at the blonde all the time and still was staring at her.

		“A tonic water, please.” Her voice was quiet and pleasant and her lips were full and red, without the help of lipstick. Nikki noticed that the girl wasn’t wearing any makeup at all, which she found a bit strange since it didn’t really fit with the expensive clothes. If she wore a dress like this, she’d damn well make sure to make herself up and look her best. But then again, the girl already looked beyond good, with her big blue eyes, her blonde mane and her chiseled facial features.

		She served the drink, said cheers and went back to putting beers into the fridge, noticing that the CLACK of the billiard balls had stopped some time ago. The guys must be staring, she thought, and wondered how long it would be until they tried to hit on the girl.

		

		She didn’t have to wonder long. One of them, a tall guy in his early thirties with his light brown hair falling to his shoulders and wearing jeans, boots and a leather west as if he’d just come in from driving cattle put down his cue and came over to the bar. Nikki didn’t get to hear what they said, because she was in the corridor to fetch another case of beers, but she saw the woman roll her eyes in her direction, then slowly turn towards the cowboy and shake her head.

		“No, thank you very much, but I just want to sit here and drink my Schweppes.”

		The guy gave her what he apparently thought to be an encouraging smile and said that he’d only wanted to buy her a drink, nothing else, to which she replied that she wasn’t nobody’s fool and that when she was bought a drink by a guy in a bar there was almost always something else on the guy’s mind. “And I got the distinct feeling you’re no exception.”

		Cowboy went back to his mate and they resumed the game, every once in a while glancing towards the blonde. They finished their game, then racked the balls up again. The cowboy remained behind as his friend, shorter and stockier than Cowboy and with a scar on his left jawbone, approached the bar, ordered two beers, then turned to try his luck hitting on the blonde. She was clearly annoyed, turned away from him and beckoned Nikki over, put a bill on the counter and ordered a glass of Chardonnay. “Make it cold, please.” As soon as Nikki had put the glass in front of her she picked it up, took a sip and sashayed towards the billiard table, heels clicking on the floor, three pairs of eyes on her tits and ass, one pair on her hair which shone in the light. At the billiard table the girl put a twenty dollar bill on the table and asked whether they’d want to make a bet.

		“Sure, Miss,” said the one who’d gotten the beers. His eyes on her tits he dug out his wallet, but before he could pull out a bill she laid her hand on his and stopped him.

		“Coming to think of it, I know something better.” She took her time to let her eyes wander from one guy to the next and back again. “I win, you guys leave me to finish my drink in peace, without trying to chat me up.”

		The guys nodded, still ogling her tits and never looking into her eyes.

		“I lose, you get to have the tits and ass you’ve been staring at for the last ten minutes.” That got their attention and they both looked at her, clearly at a loss as to what she was talking about. “If I lose, I come with you and we’ll have tons of fun, the whole night. Well, you get to have tons of fun ...” She looked at the shorter one, then at the cowboy. “That’s the two of you and me. All night long. Comprende?”

		Now they did understand. Jaws dropped to the floor, eyes went wide and cocks strained against jeans. The guys nodded eagerly, probably already picturing themselves fucking the bimbo all night long.

		

		Nikki stared at the girl too, although she didn’t leer lustfully but rather stare incredulously. She’d seen some crazy shit since she started working here, like brawls and stripping girls and couples having sex in the toilets and such things, but never something like this.

		She stopped what she was doing, got herself a coke and leaned onto the bar to watch the game. The cowboy started, but didn’t pocket a ball. Scarface fared better, pocketed one, then missed the next shot. Six eyes were on the blonde’s tight ass as she bent down low and only Nikki was looking at the balls on the table.

		The girl aimed, but just when she was about to shoot a lock of her wavy blonde hair fell across her face and the cue missed the target by half an inch, sending the white ball clacking erratically against the black one.

		She straightened, smiling a slightly embarrassed smile and pushed the hair back behind her ear. “Hmm. That wasn’t all that great,” she said to the two grinning guys.

		“No, it wasn’t. Guess we’ll have tons of fun, eh, babe?”

		“Oh, I will, rest assured of that.” The blonde gave Cowboy a dazzling smile which left him fantasizing about her lips wrapped around his hard cock or that same cocked buried in her dripping snatch. She took a sip of her wine while Cowboy pocketed another two balls before his next shot went astray. She flashed them a lascivious smile as she put the cue away and opened a button on her top.

		“Hot in here, isn’t it?” she said, never taking her eyes off the two guys. Then she reached into the slit of her skirt and pushed it up over her legs until she was able to hook her thumbs into the waistband of her panties. Her legs seemed to be endless as she slowly pulled the tiny red lace panties down, all the way over the naked, smooth skin, not minding to grant them a quick peek at her pussy. The two guys were transfixed, to say the least, drooling and their hard ons were clearly outlined on the front of their jeans.

		At long last the blonde stepped out of the panties, wrapped them around her hand once, twice, then gathered her blonde locks and tied them into a ponytail, using the panties as a scrunchie.

		After that, the game was over in a matter of minutes. Cowboy and Scarface couldn’t concentrate on the game anymore and only thought of the lacy panties and where they had come from, missing most of their shots, while the girl proved to be a good, although not expert, player. Finally she pocketed the black eight ball and straightened again. “I knew I’d have tons of fun. Thanks for the game, guys.” With that she left the two blokes, their mouths agape and their hopes of a good night’s fucking shattered, and returned to the bar to drink her Chardonnay.

		

		Nikki watched her, an amused smile playing around her lips. She took away the wine and poured a fresh glass of Chardonnay. “I’m sure the other one’s gotten warm.”

		“Thank you,” the girl said and took a sip of her wine.

		Nikki continued to look at her and it was obvious that she wanted to ask something but didn’t really dare to. Finally she made up her mind. “Excuse my asking, but I’m dying to know and I promise I’ll leave you to drink your wine after that. Would you ... would you really have gone with them?”

		The blonde grinned. “It didn’t come to that, did it?”

		“No, but ...”

		“To answer your question: Yes, I would have gone with them. Fair play and all that. But I knew I wouldn’t have to.” She smiled and took another sip of wine. “It’s really easy to deal with them, you know.”

		“Yeah, I guess it is.”

		The blonde put her glass down again. “You do know you’ve been asking the wrong question, right?”

		“Umm … no, no I don’t. What would be the right one?”

		“Why did you do it?”

		“Huh?

		“The right question would be: Why did you do it? Why did you play with those two losers?”

		Nikki was at a loss. But not enough not to repeat the question to the blonde.

		“To impress you.”

		Nikki’s jaw dropped. “To impress me?”

		“Yeah, to impress you. And I also wanted to be left alone so I could talk to you.” She paused, took a sip from her wine and put her glass down, all the time looking into Nikki’s eyes. “I came here for a drink and to be honest, this place didn’t look as if I was going to enjoy it very much. But then I saw you and decided to stay and ask you out on a date.”

		What was most surprising to Nikki was that the blonde girl, who just had taken off her panty in what must have been the most erotic scene the Wild Zone had ever witnessed, actually blushed as she said that. Not much, but the slight flushing of her cheeks was just lovely, and very unexpected.

		“And what made you think that I’d want to go out on a date with a woman?”

		“Nothing. It was - is, actually - a shot in the dark. But then again, I had nothing to lose by asking.”

		“Yeah, that’s right. I’m Nikki, by the way.”

		“Candy.”

		“I got to think about going out with you.” That was, truth be told, a blatant lie. There was not the slightest hint of doubt within Nikki that she wanted to go out and spend some time with this gorgeous, sexy and fascinating woman who at the same time seemed so vulnerable, hurt and insecure.

		“Yeah, sure. Take your time, I’ll be here,” replied Candy.

		

		The bar soon got busier and by the time Nikki came off work three hours later they had barely talked a couple of sentences and so they had still a lot to talk about when they went to have dinner at an Italian restaurant.

		“What are you doing when you don’t strip out of your panties to use them as a scrunchie or when you don’t ask innocent girls like me out on a date?”

		“Nothing, unfortunately.”

		“Nothing?”

		“Yeah. I’m ... drifting, sort of.”

		Nikki, who could easily imagine herself doing nothing but hang out, play the guitar and have a beer and the occasional weed, at least for a couple of months, smiled. “Sounds nice.”

		“It isn’t, really. It’s not like I don’t do anything because I don’t want to do anything. I’m drifting because I don’t know what I should be doing.” Candy broke off, pondered this for a moment, then went on. “No, actually it’s worse. I don’t do anything because I know nothing. Well, nothing that would help getting me a job. And I’m not yet sure whether I want to go back to doing what I did for a living.”

		“Ah, I see.” But Nikki didn’t really see and for the time being she actually didn’t want to see. All she wanted was to feel this woman’s touch, smell her scent, feel the heat of her body. With every minute they were together her lust and desire grew stronger, but Candy, although it had been her who had asked Nikki out, didn’t seem to have made up her mind yet. Either that or she had never had sex on her mind when she had asked her out. But that was almost unimaginable, for the girl in the designer dress was pure sex herself.

		Nikki waited while Candy looked down at her own hands, apparently thinking about something. When she finally looked up a sad smile crossed her face. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have asked you out. I ... well, let me pay the bill and then ...” she broke off and even in the dim light Nikki could see that she was close to crying.

		“No way, Candy. I don’t mind if you pay, but I won’t let you walk away, not when you clearly need a shoulder to cry on.” Candy tried to protest, but Nikki wouldn’t have any of that and guided the girl out and into a taxi.

		

		Fifteen minutes later she led Candy gently into her apartment and pushed her down onto the sofa in the tiny living room. “You stay here while I get us some tea,” she ordered, then disappeared into the kitchen. Candy looked around but there wasn’t very much to look at. A small television, a couple of books on a shelve, a guitar with two broken machine heads and an amplifier in the corner, some clothes on the backrest of a chair. It was obvious that Nikki had to live cheap, but then again, given her job this didn’t come as a big surprise.

		“OK, here we go. Now you can tell me whatever you want to tell me or you can just sit here and cry or you can lie down and sleep, but I’m not letting you out of my sight till I’m sure you’re feeling better.”

		Candy looked up and took the cup with both hands. “I guess I don’t want to talk. Maybe I should, but I don’t want to.”

		“Then don’t.” Nikki sat down beside Candy and laid her arm across her shoulders and they sat like this for a very long time, slowly sipping their tea.

		At long last Candy turned her head and looked at Nikki. “I’m sorry, very so...” she started to say but Nikki took hold of her head, pulled her close and kissed her. It was a tender, tentative kiss and Nikki probably was even more surprised by what she was doing than Candy. She quickly broke the kiss and started to apologize herself but now it was Candy who hushed her and pressed her warm, soft lips against Nikki’s. For a full ten minutes their lips were the only part of their bodies that touched, but that was enough to get their whole bodies warm, hot, even. It was Candy who first parted her lips and tentatively pushed her tongue between Nikki’s. Her slow, careful advances were quickly met by Nikki and soon their tongues danced around each other like dervishes. Hands followed, explored warm skin and soft curves, felt wavy hair and slender necks.

		And that was it. Neither of the two went any further, although both of them would probably have willingly gone along if not loved it, had the other started to undo buttons, unhook clasps or pull off clothes. But neither Candy nor Nikki did anything like that. They were happy with kissing and holding each other for a very long time, until Nikki wiggled out of Candy’s embrace and sat up to look at Candy. “You look tired, time to tuck you into bed.”

		“No. I’ll call a taxi and find a hotel.”

		“Don’t be silly. You sleep in my bed, I’ll take the sofa.” It was clear to both of them that there would be no sex tonight, no mingling of juices and fingering and licking.

		“Now it’s you who must stop being silly. We either sleep both in your bed or I’ll stay here on the couch.”

		“Then I want to hold you till we fall asleep.” They kissed some more and eventually moved to the bedroom. Lying in the dark, still embracing but not kissing any longer, just enjoying the warmth and the feeling of being together, Candy eventually asked Nikki about her plans for the weekend.

		“I wanted to go climbing with a couple of friends, but one of them has to work and another sprained his ankle. So I don’t have any plans.”

		“Climbing. Sounds cool. Not that I’d want to do it,” Candy quickly added.

		“You should, though. It takes your mind off things and clears your head like nothing else.”

		“Yeah, I bet. Except that I couldn’t stop myself from being scared shitless and wet my panties.”

		“I’d love to see you doing that, especially when they’re wrapped around your hair.” They both started to giggle and couldn’t stop anymore and finally they dissolved in a laughing fit.

		

		Eventually they slept and when Candy woke up in the morning she lay awake for a long time and watched Nikki in her sleep. She hadn’t felt so alive since Quinn and she had gone sailing for the last time ever and they’d been surprised by a thunderstorm. It had been dangerous and they’d been lucky to get back into Plymouth Harbor in one piece, but it had also been intense to fight against the wind and feel the salty spray on their faces. Now, the only danger was that she’d yet once more fall in love with the wrong person, that she’d yet once more woke up one day to realize that she had been betrayed or deserted by someone she loved. Or, just as cruel, that the person she loved had left her behind and alone with her grieving.

		That mustn’t happen again. But there wasn’t much one could do to prevent that. Not to fall in love was one solution, but a bad one. There had to be others. If only she knew which.

		Eventually Nikki stirred and opened her eyes, squinted them at Candy, shook her head, then began to smile. “Damn, I had this dream where I met this totally awesome blonde girl and we went to my place and we had this totally awesome sex and when I woke up she was gone. But you’re not.”

		“Yeah, I’m not,” Candy whispered smiling and leaned in to tenderly kiss Nikki. “We didn’t have totally awesome sex, either.”

		“I know. It was still nice, though.” Nikki got up, stripped out of her underwear and headed to the bathroom while Candy remained in the bed until Nikki returned, still naked. She was pretty much the complete opposite of Candy: Smallish, petite even, with her unruly black hair permanently pulled in a ponytail, dark eyes, a small mole on her neck. And her body looked as if she wouldn’t break into a sweat doing a dozen push ups. Or two dozens, for that matter. Hard, sinewy, in perfect shape.

		“What? What are you staring?” she asked, smiling across her shoulder, as she opened a drawer for a pair of panties.

		“I’m staring at you because you’re so beautiful,” said Candy.

		“Bullshit. You’re beautiful. I’m small, I don’t have any tits worth mentioning, this is the only way I can have my wiry hair so it doesn’t look like Marilyn Manson on a bad hair day and ... well, I’m not beautiful.”

		“Yes you are.”

		“Am not.”

		“Yes.”

		“No.”

		“Yes.”

		Nikki stopped pulling the panties up and jumped onto the bed where she knelt astride Candy and kept the blondes mouth shut with her hand. “No. I’m not beautiful. You are.” Then she bent down and sealed Candy’s lips with her own.

		

		This time they did go further. This time their hands did pull their clothes off each other, although in Nikki’s case there weren’t many pieces of clothing to pull away and Candy was only wearing one of Nikki’s t-shirts and her own panties which she had pulled from her hair and put on before she’d gone to bed. But soon all that was gone and they dedicated the next hour to explore each other’s body with their hands, while their mouths kept kissing.

		Fingers trailed spines, hands caressed and squeezed and kneaded buttocks and cupped breasts, fingers rolled and lightly pinched nipples, then slowly found their way down the other’s body and buried themselves in the hot, wet and aching center of their desire. And when fingers weren’t enough anymore mouths joined in, sucked and nibbled and licked and kissed and since that soon wasn’t enough, either, their hips started bucking and they both ground their pussies hungrily on the others face, until first Candy and then Nikki came shivering and trembling.

		“I had forgotten how nice sex is with a woman,” whispered Candy afterwards, when they were lying in bed, their limbs entangled and their hearts’ beating slowly returning to normal, the scent of their lovemaking, or, rather, their frantic fucking, heavy in the air.

		“I hadn’t,” replied Nikki beaming and sat up. “And now get your lovely ass out of bed. We’ve got a whole weekend and the weather’s fine.” She pulled the sheets from the bed and licked her lips as she looked at Candy’s naked body. “Hmm ... then again, why get out of bed ...”

		But Candy was already getting to her feet. “No, you’re right. Let’s go somewhere.”

		“Have any plans?” asked Nikki. The sight of Candy’s firm ass as she squeezed past her and headed to the bathroom made it very difficult to think of any plan, other than to pull the blonde back, push her down on the bed and ravish her utterly.

		“I was on my way to 29 Palms when I came into the Wild Zone. We could drive out there, spend the weekend in the desert.”

		“29 Palms? What the heck do you want to do there?”

		“I want to look at something. A piece of land I own.”

		“You own land? Whoa, there’s more to you than meets the eye. Although that’s barely imaginable. And yeah, let’s go. I love the desert.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 5 - Vertical Dancing

		

		Nikki had already packed by the time Candy was done showering. A big backpack, from which hung the coils of a climbing rope. “What’s that?”

		“150 feet of climbing rope.”

		“Who’s going to climb?”

		“Me. And you too.”

		“Dream on.”

		“That’s exactly what I’m doing.”

		They had coffee, then set out to walk to the Wild Zone to retrieve Candy’s car, in case it was still parked on the curb. One never knew these days. But they were lucky, the roadster was still there and nobody had slashed the folding top to get at the CD player.

		“Whoa, nice car,” exclaimed Nikki. She didn’t own one since some dude had totaled hers by crashing into it at a red light. Luckily it had been just the car who was damaged while Nikki hadn’t even been scratched. “Guess it’s warm enough to fold down the top?”

		“Yeah, I think so.”

		The drive to the Joshua Tree National Park would have taken only three hours, but Candy didn’t hurry and took it easy. They talked about climbing and the desert. That is, Nikki did all of the talking while Candy listened and asked a couple of questions.

		“But I won’t climb, really, I won’t,” Candy said firmly.

		“You don’t have to. But you can at least hold the rope so I can try a few routes.”

		“I got no idea how to do that.”

		“No worries, honey. It’s easier than putting on a bra.”

		“Look who’s talking, you don’t even wear one.”

		“Yeah, but I still know how to put one on. Here, turn left here, there’s a couple of nice rocks down this track.”

		Five minutes later Nikki had already put on her harness and was helping Candy into another one. “You need it so you can secure me. No, this leg goes in here. And then you close it like that and make sure that it’s closed properly.” She hooked a snap link onto Candy’s harness after she had checked that everything was the way it should be, screwed it locked, then slung the rope around it so quickly that Candy didn’t have a chance to see what she was doing. “Now you hold the rope on both sides of the snap link. Here you push and this end you pull and make sure that I always have enough rope to climb. If I fall, all you have to do is hold the other end. Piece of cake.”

		It certainly didn’t look like a piece of cake to Candy, but Nikki assured her that firstly, she wouldn’t fall and secondly “I’m not even one hundred pounds, you won’t even notice when I fall.”

		

		Climbing a rock face isn’t a question of strength. Of course you need some muscle, but it’s more important to know what you’re doing and where you’re going to put your foot and into which wee little tiny crack you wedge your fingers next. If everything comes together, if the climber has a good day and knows his or her moves, watching someone climbing is like watching a skilled couple dance tango. Except vertical, of course. Or almost vertical.

		At least it was like this for Candy as she pushed and pulled on the rope, her head laid back, looking up at the lithe girl in her tight short pants and tank top, moving up the wall effortlessly. Every once in a while Nikki stopped, looked down with a smile and asked whether everything was OK.

		“Shouldn’t I be the one asking whether everything’s OK?”

		“Yeah, maybe. Well, does it look as if I’m doing OK?”

		“Uh huh. Actually it looks fantastic.”

		“Told you. It feels fantastic, too.”

		By then Nikki had reached the top of the rock and sat on the ledge. “Now don’t pull on the rope, OK? I’ll put it through a ring here and then you can lower me down.”

		“Huh? What?”

		“You just let the rope glide slowly through the snap link. Piece of cake.”

		“Oh my ...”

		But Nikki had been right. Once she was done with pulling the rope through the ring and tying it to her harness again, Candy pulled the rope tight, then slowly let Nikki down, until her feet rested on firm ground again.

		“Now you,” Nikki said encouragingly.

		“No.”

		“C’mon. You can’t even fall. It’s top-roping.”

		“No, really. I’m scared.”

		“You’ll be fine as long as you don’t look down. Really, it’s totally safe.”

		She kept urging Candy until the blonde eventually assented. “OK, but only a couple of feet.”

		“Sure thing, love.”

		Nikki kept talking all the time while Candy climbed, telling her that she was doing great, where to put her foot, pointing out ledges onto which she could cling and in between she told her why she loved to climb so much.

		“It’s just you and the rock. The next move, the next step, knowing that you can do it. Total concentration. There’s nothing better to empty your head and forget about all that stuff that clogs your brains. Well, climbing and real good sex. That works, too. When was the last time you had real good sex, Candy?”

		Candy didn’t reply because right then she noticed that she hadn’t climbed only a couple of feet but was already more than twenty feet above the ground. “Fuck! Fuck!!! I’m going to fall! Help!”

		“Relax, honey. You’re not going to fall because you can’t fall. Right? I’m here and as long as I’m here to hold that rope you can’t fall.”

		“Then keep holding it. Please.”

		“Sure, honey, don’t you worry about that. OK, steady now. Yeah, that’s good. Put your foot on that ledge there. And then tell me when you had your last real good sex. I mean, mind blowing good sex. Sex that left you feeling as if your brains have been fucked to mush.”

		Avoiding to look down Candy concentrated on climbing. Going up seemed to be easier than going down, although up was totally the wrong direction and she was aware that if she kept climbing upwards she’d end up on top of the rock and would have eventually to go down again. It was quite a dilemma, which she was able to push from her mind only temporarily by thinking about Nikki’s question. There wasn’t much to think about, though. It was easy to answer. The question was, whether she wanted to tell Nikki that she’d never had that kind of sex, that she’d never felt it couldn’t get any better than this. But then again, there was no good reason not to tell her. She trusted the girl who she barely knew with her life, at least right now as she was clinging to a rock face, thirty feet above the ground, so she surely could trust her with something that wasn’t even a secret.

		“Never,” she finally said quietly, much too quietly for Nikki to hear her. “I’ve never had such mind blowing good sex that left me feeling as if it couldn’t ever get any better than this.”

		Then she looked up, saw that there were only a few feet left to the top of the boulder, which meant that she ... that she was way too far up!

		She desperately clung to a tiny crack, felt how her foot started to tremble, the heel going up and down like the needle of a sewing machine. “Help!” she cried again – and fell.

		Or that was what she thought she was doing. But in reality she didn’t, not more than a foot anyway.

		Nikki didn’t seem to be worried at all by the sight of her friend dangling on a thin rope thirty five feet above her. “See? I told you you cannot fall.”

		“Uh huh. Great.” Candy hung helplessly in the rope, the straps of her harness digging into her thighs. “I’m still scared shitless. Did I wet my pants?”

		“No, far as I can see you didn’t. Want to come down?”

		“No, I want to stay here the rest of the day. Coming to think of it, it would be nice to spend the night here, too.”

		“Aww, I thought we had other plans for the night,” Nikki said and slowly let Candy down. “But it’s good to hear that you’re still able to crack jokes.” As soon as Candy had her feet on firm ground again Nikki kissed her passionately. “Very well done, love. And you looked so sexy.”

		

		Candy had to admit that Nikki had been right: She indeed had forgotten all around her while she had clung to the rough surface of the rock. And she did feel alive, very much so, especially now that she was standing on terra firma once more. And then, to her own big surprise, she heard herself ask whether she could try once more. “Can’t leave it at that, now can I?”

		“No, guess you can’t. By the way, you avoided to answer my question, hun.”

		“Huh?”

		“The one about the mind blowing sex.”

		“Oh. I did, but you probably didn’t hear me.”

		“I bet you had lots of good sex,” Nikki said and redid the figure-eight loop on Candy’s harness. “You look like someone who knows about mind blowing orgasms. You know, when you know that it can’t possible get any better than this.”

		When Candy looked up from watching Nikki tying the knot it was impossible to read her expression. It was a mixture of sadness and resignation and defiant humor. “Oh, yeah I know a lot about that,” she said and started to climb, leaving Nikki wondering and hurrying to grab the rope. When the blonde was about fifteen feet above the ground two minutes later she dared to turn and look down at Nikki. “I got a pretty good idea how to make a man have a mind blowing orgasm. Really, I consider myself an excellent fuck. But me? Having my brains fucked to mush?” She laughed dryly as she turned to face the rock and continued to climb. “Never happened.”

		This time Candy never looked down and she did reach the top. Maybe because she was so angry and sad that her strength was doubled, maybe because everything is easier the second time. Nikki never responded to what she had said. She quite simply couldn’t believe it. There was this uber-gorgeous girl who had felt so soft and had been so passionate earlier that day, and this wonderful woman had never really experienced a fantastic orgasm? There definitely was much more to this woman than met the eye.

		

		“Wooohoooo!” Candy cried when she sat on the tiny ledge on which the rope was slung through the eye of a ring bolt. “I did it!”

		“Yeah, you did it! Congrats!”

		“Umm ... how do I get down?”

		“Same as before. Lean back, spread your legs and then you can just walk down.”

		“Spreading my legs, eh? Shouldn’t be too difficult.” It wasn’t, although it took quite some persuading by Nikki for Candy to lean back and trust the rope and Nikki holding her. But once she managed to do that it really was a piece of cake and soon she was down at Nikki’s side again.

		“Let’s go,” the petite woman said as soon as Candy’s feet touched ground.

		“Huh? Why?”

		“Because there’s something I need to do. Something urgent. And no, it can’t wait.”

		Candy looked perplexed. “But ... but I thought you wanted to climb some more? I’d love to watch you climbing. It looks like a dancer, like a vertical ballet.”

		“Yeah, thanks. We can do that tomorrow, today there’s other fish to fry. Important fish. Besides, it’s getting late.”

		“What are you talking about? It’s not getting late.”

		“You’ll see. By the way, would you mind going to a hotel in 29 instead of sleeping in the tent?” They had stopped at a friend of Nikki’s and borrowed a tent and a sleeping bag for Candy on their way out of LA, thinking that it would be nice to sleep on a campground and look up at the stars. “I know one that’s fairly cheap.”

		“No, I don’t mind and I know one that isn’t all that cheap but very nice. My treat,” she quickly added, thinking of how much Nikki probably made with her job at the Wild Zone.

		

		The hotel was indeed nice and rather reasonably priced, too. It was located right on the outskirts of 29 Palms, surrounded by shrubs and cacti that sloped gently towards the National park a few miles away. It consisted of a dozen bungalows separated by trees and bushes. As an additional plus it had a really good restaurant and so both Candy and Nikki felt terrific by the time Candy paid the tab, left a generous tip and stood to join Nikki who was already standing at the door.

		“Now tell me, what’s the hurry? What do you have on your mind?”

		But Nikki didn’t tell her right then. She took Candy’s hand and started to walk towards the bungalow they had rented. Inside, she gently pushed Candy on her back on the bed, then straddled her.

		“I want you to know, Candy.” Putting a finger on Candy’s lips she went on. “Shhh, listen, honey. I don’t know what will happen when we get back to LA on Monday. Whether you’ll stick around or disappear from my life, just as unexpectedly as you appeared. But one thing I do know: I want you to know how it feels to be utterly, totally satisfied. I want you to experience that feeling when you think that things can’t possibly get any better. And, most of all, I want to be the one showing you.” She smiled, bent down and kissed the blonde girl on her mouth. “But I need you to trust me, OK?”

		“I trusted you on that rock, didn’t I?” Candy asked in turn.

		“Yeah, but that was chickenshit. You did well, but it wasn’t all that difficult, was it? Tonight you’ll go to your limits and then some.”

		Candy looked up at her new friend with big eyes. “Sounds as if I should be worried.”

		“No, Candy. You shouldn’t be worried. You should be very, very afraid.” Nikki grinned, kissed Candy once more and slowly started to unbutton her blouse. “Very, very afraid indeed ...”

		

	
		

		Chapter 6 - When ‘oh!’ just doesn’t cut it

		

		“Oh, getting kinky, eh?” Candy asked as she watched Nikki dig into her backpack and bring forth a couple of short ropes. The mere fact that Nikki wasn’t next to her was frustrating, after the girl had kissed and caressed her for what had seemed like a very, very long time. Night had fallen an hour or maybe even two hours ago, they both were naked by then, warm bodies pressed against each other, their tongues interlocked, their hands all over each other with Nikki deftly taking the lead and Candy enjoying her caresses.

		Now she longed for the touch of her friend’s bullet hard nipples on her body, longed for the feeling of her black hair lightly brushing against her own breasts, longed for her fingers, her tongue, her lips on her dripping wet sex, wanted to feel them inside herself, needed desperately to get relief. She was, to put it in a nutshell, hornier than she’d been in a very, very, very long time.

		But Nikki was in no hurry. They had all night and if it was necessary they had all day, too. And she was determined to make the best of that time.

		“No, not really kinky,” Nikki replied, looking pensively at the thin ropes in her hand, then shook her head. “No good. They’ll hurt you. You got a couple of stockings?”

		“Yeah, in the other suitcase, in the trunk of the car.”

		“’kay. Be right back.” Nikki darted out of the bungalow, not minding her own nakedness and returned two minutes later with several pairs of stockings. “I hope they weren’t too expensive.” They sure looked expensive. Nikki, who was more comfy wearing jeans, a sweater and worn out trainers, looked at the flimsy legwear in her hand. She’d never worn a garter belt in her life, but she knew that she’d like to see Candy wearing one of them.

		“Never mind. There’s more where those came from. If not kinky, what’s it about then?”

		“I don’t mind kinky, but this is about making sure you stay where I want you. Like, here on this bed, open, helpless to whatever I need to do to please you like you’ve never been pleased.”

		“Oh.”

		“Honey! ‘Oh’ doesn’t even begin to cut it. This will end either when you beg me to stop or when you’re passed out. No matter how long it takes. Told you you should be very, very, very afraid.” Having tied Candy’s left wrist to the headboard Nikki moved to the right one, kneeling astride the blonde, her own glistening pussy only inches away from Candy’s face.

		“Looking at this, it’s impossible to be very, very, very afraid. It’s easy to get very, very, very hungry, though.”

		“Shhh.” Nikki pressed Candy’s head back on the pillow when she wanted to raise it and kiss and lick her sex. “My pussy’s taboo right now. This is entirely about yours. About you.”

		

		Tying Candy to the bed the way Nikki wanted was more difficult than she had expected, but with the help of some short climbing ropes, snap links and quick draws she finally managed to have her almost immobile, legs spread wide, knees bent and her ass slightly raised with a pillow beneath it.

		“Are you comfy and OK?” she asked, one finger idly tracing the blonde’s thigh, moving right between her pussy and her puckered asshole.

		Candy moaned and trembled and tried to rock her hips to feel Nikki’s finger on her molten sex. “No.”

		“No?”

		“No,” Candy smiled lovingly and also quite yearningly. “You’re not touching the right places.”

		“Oh yeah I do, love. It might not be the place where you want to be touched, but it certainly is the right place for what I have in mind.” Nikki used one of Candy’s scarves to blindfold her and then the real fun started. It didn’t last the whole night, though, for either Nikki was much too skilled or Candy was much too eager and horny to last that long.

		Using her hair Nikki teased Candy’s whole body, slightly brushing her breasts with it, her belly, thighs, her cunt, slowly and tenderly, until Candy’s hips bucked and rolled with need and her moans and sighs of pleasure grew loud and incessant. However, Nikki wasn’t done, not for a long time. She kissed the blindfolded girl, at the same time fondling her breasts, rolling her nipples, at times pinching them as hard as she dared to, then dedicated a fair amount of time to Candy’s throat and neck, which seemed to be one of Candy’s many soft spots. She felt how Candy rubbed her pussy at her thigh but figured that it would take more for the blonde to cum, otherwise she’d moved her leg.

		

		Nikki was right. Candy wasn’t one to cum easily and rubbing her pussy on a thigh wasn’t going to achieve an orgasm, even when she was highly aroused, which she definitely was. But Nikki didn’t only want her friend to experience an uber-intense orgasm, she wanted to have some fun herself. That was why she slowly kissed her way down Candy’s body, taking her time when she reached the full, soft breasts, but eventually moving further south until the scent of Candy’s sex and the taste of her juices finally filled her senses.

		Candy, who thought that now, at long last, she’d be made to cum by Nikki, bucked her hips wildly and gasped as soon as Nikki’s tongue flicked against her clit. That wasn’t what Nikki had on her mind, though. She licked and teased Candy’s molten cunt, sucked on her lips, tongued her hole, kept her right on the edge, listening to the girl’s desperate pleas – and let go of her again. Instead of getting her to cum, she went further down, kissed that sensitive spot between cunt and asshole before she started to rim the girl thoroughly, all the time caressing her thighs, her breasts, letting Candy suck on two of her fingers.

		“Please ...” Candy moaned when Nikki pulled her hand away again and let her tongue dart deep into Candy’s ass. “Please ... I need to cum.”

		“Yes, love. You need to cum. But not yet. Not for a long time. First me, then you.” With that Nikki kneeled upright, looked down at the flushed body of her lover in the dim light, and regretted for a moment that she had put a blindfold on her, because she would have loved to see the begging for release in those big, blue-green eyes. But she knew that all the sensations were much more intense if Candy couldn’t see and thus concentrated on her other senses. She turned around, rubbed her cunt on the soft flesh of Candy’s breast while she slowly plunged a finger in the blonde’s molten pussy, then pushed herself up towards her face until she felt Candy’s eager lips and tongue on her own dripping hot sex.

		

		Candy had been completely wrong when she had said that she had a pretty good idea how to get a guy to a mind blowing orgasm. Well, no, that wasn’t entirely true, as Nikki had to admit. After all, she didn’t know about the girl’s cocksucking skills or how it felt when she clenched her pussy around a cock and fucked it. But she’d been wrong when she had omitted the fact that she was also very skilled at pleasing a woman. That wasn’t entirely new, as Nikki had been fortunate enough to learn last night, but back then it had been slow and tentative and both of them had held back, at least a bit. Now that Candy was in such a state of high arousal she played in a completely different league.

		She seemed to sense exactly which spot Nikki needed to get licked, where she wanted to get sucked, when she longed to feel Candy’s teeth biting down on her clit. It was, in fact, so wonderful that Nikki almost forgot what this was about. Almost, but not entirely. Although it must be said that for a minute, or maybe two or three, she was convulsing so hard in her own bliss that she just couldn’t continue teasing and pleasing Candy to her most powerful orgasm ever.

		But even if she hadn’t been gagged by Nikki’s pussy and busy swallowing her juices Candy wouldn’t have objected to this short rest. It didn’t do much to diminish her own arousal, either, for that she had enjoyed pleasing her lover to a blissful orgasm much too much.

		And now, as Nikki once again lifted her butt and thus her pussy from Candy’s mouth she whispered pleadingly “no, please ... let me taste you some more.”

		Nikki lifted her cunt a bit, looked at Candy through her own legs, forgetting that the blonde couldn’t see her, but smiled nevertheless. “As you wish, honey.” With that she rubbed herself on Candy’s face, felt her tongue and lips once again and had a rather hard time concentrating on what she was about to do. She had experienced it herself a few times and remembered that it had made her almost going crazy with lust, barely able to contain herself and crying and begging and pleading for release in no time.

		Leaning her hands on Candy’s hips and thus further restricting her movements she bent down, once again tickling and teasing the girl’s sex with her long black hair. But this time she didn’t leave it at that. This time she started to move her head rhythmically up and down, left and right, her hair whipping the glistening lips and the exposed clit beneath her.

		Candy’s reaction immediately told her that the blonde enjoyed it just as much as she herself had. Muffled gasps, bucking hips, nipples as hard as the rock they had climbed earlier that day, her cunt opening even further, inviting the sweet stinging sensation of the hair lashing out at it told Nikki that she was on the right track.

		She kept doing that as long as she could, then, sensing that Candy was about as hot and wanton as she’d ever would get, she dug her pussy deep into Candy’s face and lowered her own mouth to that sweet, hot invitation beneath her, licking her for a short while, then inserted two fingers, a third, started to fuck her while at the same time flicking her clit with her tongue until she knew that Candy was about a fraction of a millimeter away from cumming, took her clit between her lips and sucked and bit down on it, at the same time pushing her fingers hard and deep into her cunt.

		

		The result was outstanding, that much was obvious. Candy screamed and yelled and tore at her restraints, her pussy flooding Nikki’s face with sweet juices and her whole body trembled as the orgasm rushed through it, wave after wave of pleasure, prolonged by Nikki who kept licking and fucking her until Candy’s body finally relaxed, the only part of her still was moving was her tongue which continued to play on Nikki’s pussy, probably without Candy herself realizing it.

		However, whether it had indeed been one of those mind blowing, it-can’t-possibly-get-any-better-than-this orgasms as Nikki had had on her mind, remained yet to be seen. And since there was no hurry and since Candy’s tongue felt so wonderful on her own pussy Nikki remained where she was, idly kissing and licking Candy, not to get her to another orgasm but just to keep her in the mood while she got licked herself.

		But eventually Nikki came once more and then it was time to find out. She raised herself, turned around and kissed Candy passionately, tasting her own passion on the girl’s mouth, pulling the blindfold from her eyes.

		Those were dreamy, as far as Nikki could make out. Dreamy, big and beautiful. “And? Was it what you expected?” Nikki asked softly and laid her head on Candy’s chest.

		“No,” Candy replied, trying to be earnest, but failing utterly.

		“No?”

		“No. It wasn’t what I expected because I didn’t know what to expect,” Candy explained quietly. “But yeah, it was fantastic. Easily the most intense orgasm I ever had.”

		“Mind blowing?”

		“Mind blowing.”

		“Good. But not yet good enough. You never passed out and you never begged me to stop, either.”

		“We got time to do better, Nikki.”

		“Do we?” That would be too nice, if Candy stuck around for some time, give them the chance to create something between them, get to know each other, maybe even love each other.

		“Far as I’m concerned, we do.”

		Right in that instant Nikki decided that she’d start all over again, simply because she wanted to and because she was so happy. “You just made me the happiest girl ever. Unfortunately, that means I won’t untie you yet but enjoy you some more.”

		“That’s fine with me. I still trust you.”

		

		By the time Nikki was done with Candy and finally untied the stockings which held her ‘victim’ in place the sun was already up and shining. Candy wasn’t unconscious, nor had she begged Nikki to stop, but she was completely spent and utterly satisfied. She barely could respond to Nikki’s kissing when the petite girl lay beside her and embraced her. They eventually slept, like lovers do, embraced and feeling the other’s body pressed against their own.

		Candy was the first to wake up, somewhen in the early afternoon. She wasn’t only utterly satisfied and feeling all mellow and dazed with happiness, she was also beginning to get a bit anxious. What had begun two days ago when she had walked into the Wild Zone, looked at Nikki and thought that she’d like to spend a night with the woman, if only to see whether she still enjoyed lesbian sex, was quickly turning into something she had never intended.

		But now was not the time to dwell on her fears and troubles. Now she was lying beside this wonderful woman who had spent the whole night giving her the most memorable sexual experience ever, and it wasn’t like Candy hadn’t tons of sexual experiences, so that was saying a lot.

		Needing to pee urgently she slipped out of the bed and went to the bathroom. Nikki had her eyes open when she returned.

		“No, Candy. Not now, I’m starving.”

		“Huh? What?”

		“C’mon, sweetheart, it’s written all over your face.”

		“What’s written all over my face.”

		“That you want to go down on me.” Nikki got out of the bed and kissed Candy on her mouth. “That’s a fantastic idea, but as I said, if I don’t get to eat anything soon you’ll be eating a corpse.”

		

		Nobody starved that day, at least not in 29 Palms. The girls showered, got dressed and went to the almost empty restaurant where they ordered eggs and bacon and toast in the case of Nikki and a muesli for Candy and lots of coffee for both.

		“Where the hell do you put all that food?” wondered Candy while she watched Nikki dip a toast into some egg yolk and push it in her mouth.

		“Hmm,” Nikki replied chewing, “dunno, really. But I spent a lot of energy last night.”

		“So did I, but if I ate all that you could roll me back to the bungalow.”

		“Ah, well, guess I’m one of those lucky persons who can eat as much as they want and never get fat.”

		“I wished I could say the same.”

		“Sorry, but you’ll just have to watch me eating.” Nikki grinned and pushed her plate away. “Now, where is that property of yours we gonna look at?”

		A look of disappointment flashed across Candy’s face. “I thought we could go back and have some more fun?”

		“You’re a very greedy girl. We came here because we got things to do.”

		“Of course I’m greedy. I want it all and I want it now.” Candy grinned and emptied her coffee. “It’s along Indian Cove Road, but I got no idea where that is.”

		“Ask the waitress, she might know.”

		The waitress was a young girl, maybe eighteen, with reddish hair cut in a bob and cute freckles on the bridge of her nose. She looked only marginally interested when Candy asked her about Indian Cove Road. “Yeah, sure, I know it. My father owned some land there. He sold it to a rich guy who bought it for his bimb ... oh.” The girl broke of in mid-sentence when she finally made the connection between the rich bloke buying land for his bimbo and the gorgeous blonde asking about the plot, blushed deeply and stuttered an apology while Nikki roared with laughter and Candy couldn’t suppress a chuckle. “I’m ... I’m so sorry”, the girl said apologetically. “I mean ... “ She broke off again, utterly embarrassed.

		“That’s OK, no offense taken. I’m used to being taken as a bimbo.”

		The girl collected herself and started to give directions. “It’s easy to find. Just head west on the highway to Palm Springs, then turn left after about five miles. Indian Cove is the road that leads right up to the edge of the park. If you can wait half an hour until I’m off work I can show you.”

		“No, that’s OK, thanks a lot.”

		“But I guess I owe you.” The girl looked at Candy almost pleadingly.

		“OK, we’ll gladly accept the offer”, Nikki chimed in. “I’m Nikki, this is Candy.” She beamed at the girl as she extended her hand.

		“Hi. I’m Lynn. And ... I’m very sorry about ...”

		“Don’t you worry about that,” Nikki interrupted her. “Now we’ve got to get ourselves beautiful, but we’ll be back in half an hour.”

		Lynn watched them as they left, wondering what exactly about their beauty they thought needed to be enhanced, then went about to clean the table.

		Back at the bungalow Nikki picked up one of the stockings lying on the floor and held it out to look at it. “Know what I’d like to see?”

		“No, I’ve got no idea.” Candy was in the bath doing her makeup.

		“I’d like to see you climbing, wearing only these, frilly, lacy panties and a nice bra. No, coming to think of it, no bra.”

		“Uh huh. And high heels, too, eh?”

		“Well, I guess I’d have to compromise on the shoes. But that would look so totally hawt! Except you’re always total hawtness, of course.” Nikki beamed at the reflection of Candy in the mirror, then she grabbed the climbing ropes and her bag, put in a bottle of water and went outside to wait.

		They went to collect Lynn who was already waiting at the small, deserted reception.

		“This is a nice place,” Nikki said, taking in the low building in which the reception was located, the pool with the restaurant beyond and the bungalows dispersed on the area. “I like it here. It’s easygoing, relaxed. Oh, and the restaurant is excellent. As well as is the service.”

		“Thank you,” Lynn replied blushing. “I like it here, too. My aunt owns the place, that’s how I came to work here. Oh, is that yours?” she asked when Candy strode towards the MG.

		“Yup.”

		“Cool! Can we ride with the top down?”

		“Sure, no problem. You can ride up front, too. Nikki won’t have a problem squeezing her tiny butt on the back seat. Or, if you want, you can also drive.”

		“Really?”

		“Yeah, sure. You do have a license, right?”

		Of course Lynn had a license and so she enjoyed the short ride out of town until they reached Indian Cove road. They followed the road a couple hundred yards southwards. There were a few buildings on the right, nothing but scrubs and stones and dust on the left. Then the paved road became a dirt track after the last intersection.

		Lynn rolled to a stop and killed the engine. “This is it. All yours.” She waved her arm in a wide circle towards the mountains. Before them lay a rather vast expanse of semi-desert. It gently sloped uphill until it finally reached the steeper hills where the National Park began. There wasn’t much more than scrubs, a few gnarly, small trees and even fewer palms that somehow managed to etch a living from the ground along an arroyo, lots of dried bushes and large fields of la Chollas.

		“What? All that?”

		“Yeah. Right from where we are now up to the hills.” She pointed to the left. “There it goes up to the crest of the first hill, same over there. It’s a large triangle with the base right here where we are.”

		“Wow!” Nikki whistled. “That’s a lot.”

		“Uh huh.” Lynn turned towards Candy and thought about something for a moment, until she made up her mind. “To be honest, I guess my father has ripped your husband off. I bet if he’d known you he’d asked for less. We could talk to him about it.”

		“That’s OK. My husband won’t mind anymore and if I get anything back I’d probably would have to give it to his family. I’d rather have you spending that dough. Long as you spend it wisely,” Candy replied with a wink.

		“Errr ... actually it pays for my College education.”

		“There you go. It’s not my money, never has been, so I couldn’t care less.”

		“Cool. Thanks.”

		Nikki had followed that exchange with growing interest. The girl she had spent the last couple of days with didn’t only own a large piece of desert, she also had a husband, as well as some even darker secrets. For instance, there were numerous thin, white scars crisscrossing her back between her shoulder blades.

		So far they hadn’t talked much about their background. Their friendship was still fresh enough to talk about a lot of other things than were they came from and what their plans were. But one of these days they needed to do that. The problem was that Nikki had the strong feeling that it would be wrong to ask. Maybe she’d have just to wait until Candy felt comfortable enough to share her secrets. And of course hope that the girl ever felt comfortable enough.

		Lynn put the car in motion again. “There was a campground further up, at the end of the road, but then they built more campgrounds inside the park and closed this one. It’s a beautiful spot, though. One of my favorites.”

		They drove in silence, leaving a wide plume of dust in their wake until finally they stopped on a car park that was little more than a small patch of hard packed dirt. It was indeed a beautiful spot, although very basic. Set among a couple of rocky outcrops about fifty or sixty feet high, the campground didn’t offer any amenities besides a derelict wooden outhouse.

		No sound could be heard except for the rustling of dried grass in the breeze as the girls clambered up on one of the rocks to look at the whole expanse of Candy’s land. It was basically a flood plain, rocks and soil carried by water from the hills and mountains in their back and deposited over the millennia in a wide delta at their feet. A small arroyo indicated where the water gushed down in one of those rare events when it actually rained up here.

		Lynn and Nikki discovered that they both liked to climb and started to chat about their deeds and which were the best spots and what routes they liked especially and neither of them noticed for a few moments that Candy still stood standing motionless, looking at what was hers, but not seeing it because of the tears in her eyes.

		Finally she sniffed, wiped the tears away with the back of her hand and turned around.

		“What’s the matter, Candy?”

		“It’s just ... he bought all this only because I told him how beautiful it was up here and I realized how much I still miss him.”

		“I’m so sorry, Candy.” Nikki got up to hug her friend, standing behind her. “So very sorry.”

		“Thank you.” Candy took a deep breath and motioned at the floodplain in front of them. “What should I do with all this?”

		“Beats me. Herd goats, maybe?”

		Lynn looked up to chime in. “Nothing. You can’t even herd goats on it. Unless you have lots of money to spend to convert it into a golf course there’s not much to do with it.”

		“Oh no, I hate golf!” Candy thought about the times when her husband had taken her to the golf club and she had spent the time with a drink on a wicker chair on the the terrace of the club house while he’d been on the course. The wives of the other members had never left any doubt that they thought she didn’t belong there. Never would, not in a thousand years. Of course, on the outside they’d been polite, even friendly, but she could see it in their eyes and hear it in their snide remarks in the ladies’ room. Nope, a golf course wasn’t an option, even if she had the money.

		Nikki turned around and looked up into the clear blue sky before she spoke. “Well, I know how to make use of it.”

		“You do?”

		“Yes, next time we come here we pack two good sleeping bags, roll up in them and look up at the stars.”

		“Sounds good. Cheap, too. I’d love to do that,” Candy said, turning around to kiss her friend. They both sat down besides Lynn.

		After a while Candy said softly to Lynn, “you were right, it is beautiful up here. It’s tranquil and relaxing to be here.”

		“Yeah. It is.”

		Nobody said a word for another five minutes until Nikki, who had grown increasingly restless, got up. “OK, ladies, two of us are climbers, we’ve got a couple of hours left until sunset, we’re about one mile from a very good spot for climbing and I won’t just sit here doing nothing for hours. Sorry, but I can’t.” She looked down at the other two girls, then gently nudged them with her foot until they got up.

		They spent the rest of the day climbing. That is, Nikki and Lynn climbed and Candy watched them, once again thinking how beautiful it looked when they danced on the rock.

		It was raining when Nikki and Candy returned to LA the next morning. A light drizzle from low-hanging clouds, turning the millions of shades of brown, red and yellow of the desert into a uniformly dull grey.

		“It’s not nice at all on a day like this,” Nikki observed and sped past a truck. They’d decided to take the fast route on the highway, even when they both knew that this meant they’d arrive in LA sooner. And being back in LA meant that they’d have to part, at least for the time being.

		“No, it’s not. But I’m sitting beside you and that’s worth much more than a pleasant view on the desert.”

		Nikki smiled and concentrated on the traffic for a while before she asked the question that had been bothering her all day, ever since she had untangled herself from Candy’s embrace after waking up. “What now? I mean, when we’re back in LA?”

		“I don’t know. I got a condo in Santa Barbara, but that seems awfully far away from you.”

		“Yeah. Much too far. Stay with me. Just for a while.” Nikki bit her lips. She was afraid to push the girl beside her, but she didn’t want her to go anywhere else, either.

		But her worrying was unfounded, as she quickly learned when Candy replied. “I’d love that, if it’s no bother to you. I told you I don’t have anything better to do.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 7 - Kissing Frogs

		

		“32 Year Old Woman Looking for a Master/Mistress to Explore

		

		Hello everyone, 

		I’ll keep this short and simple, I’m L., a 28 years old architect in SoCal. I’m new to BDSM, new to this site, new to this whole mindset really, but it’s something I’ve had a lingering fantasy about for a long time and I want to explore it further. I’d like to start off submissive, but if a submissive is interested in me taking the dominating part I’d happily try that out, too.  

		As the title insinuates I am looking for either a male or a female dominant. Experience is welcome but not necessary, since I believe that two intelligent people can a figure out a lot and play it safe without a bag of experience and a guide book.

		A note to experienced dominants and submissives: this isn’t a set-in-stone thing for me. It’s simply something I want to try out, to see if it’s what I’ve been missing all my life, so I’d like to not only take things slow, but also make it clear that I currently am not looking for a long term relationship - this is my trial to see if it’s what I want or not. If I don’t try it, I’ll never know. I am not interested in an online-only relationship.

		If you want more information, then please either PM me or reply to this post.”

		

		Leslie once again read what she had written. For a moment she considered to trash it all and to begin again from scratch, but then she thought that most likely her next try wouldn’t be any better than this or in fact any one of the eight or nine attempts before this one and hit ‘enter’. As soon as the words appeared on the screen she thought of editing it. “I’m not coming across like a submissive,” she thought. “Rather like someone who wants to have it all and have it now. Needy and bossy.” But that wasn’t true, and she knew it. She presented herself as honestly as she could and if that didn’t work, it probably wasn’t her fault. However, she couldn’t and wouldn’t pretend to be someone she wasn’t. She’d done that long enough and all it had gotten her was a series of utterly failed relationships. Now she’d be herself and she wouldn’t bend to meet someone’s expectations. She’d mould herself to a certain degree, to fit into a relationship, but she wouldn’t bend. Leslie Jorgensen was way past believing that not being true to oneself was achieving anything.

		Also, if her ad didn’t come across as submissive this might be because she wasn’t a submissive. And it couldn’t hurt if readers really realized that she was about as unsure about herself as could be. Because that was her true self. She was unsure, but she definitely was not insecure.

		The next morning she checked her inbox as soon as she had showered and was pleased to see that a couple of people had responded. She decided that she would read them after work, when she had enough time at hand. But all day she couldn’t stop wondering whether maybe there was that person she was looking for among those who had replied. She had heard that online dating wasn’t as easy as one would think and that she’d probably have to wade through tons of crap and kiss a lot of frogs to finally find someone worth her time. Furthermore, she was fully aware of the fact that BDSM-themed websites often were prowled by guys who were looking for insecure women. So, yeah, she’d be alert, but she wasn’t too concerned about the dangers of online dating. She’d read a lot about BDSM and the lifestyle in the past two years to have a good idea about how to proceed and she was pretty sure she’d be able to play it safe. 

		It wasn’t too distracting to think about the responses to her personal ad since her job didn’t demand her full attention. When she’d decided to study architecture she’d thought of building houses, be creative, discuss ideas with developers, take part in competitions. Now she could count herself lucky if she got to draw an annex or a garage or a stairwell. Usually she was given the even more boring stuff, like giving the plans the finishing touch in her CAD. 

		She wouldn’t have minded too much if she’d seen that there was some sort of progress, but it definitely looked as if she was stuck in this position. Her boss liked her well enough, for she was reliable, quick and independent, but nevertheless he’d had promoted two guys in the last three years and had never even considered her for promotion. 

		And in order to leave the firm and open her own office she’d needed at least one good project in her portfolio, something she would most likely never achieve as long as she was here. 

		

		Leslie was stuck in her life, and she knew it. Her job was a boring drag, her love life a mess, her sex life all but inexistent. The only plus was that she had a couple of good friends, all of whom were in relationships, though, and so were rather busy most of the time. Especially those who had kids.

		‘At least I am realizing all this,’ she thought as she drove home in the evening, after putting in two extra hours to finish something super-urgent, as her boss had said. Two extra hours that wouldn’t get paid and most likely wouldn’t earn her any points in his book, either. ‘At least I’m aware of all that and am working on it.’ It wasn’t that much of a consolation, though, as she quickly realized when she went through the replies to her ad. 

		She started her comp, then went to get herself a cup of tea and a sandwich while her old PC struggled to come to life. There were several answers, both on the email account and in the thread with her ad. Alas, most of of the people who had responded apparently hadn’t read her ad very thoroughly, if at all. Most had overseen the fact that she lived in Santa Barbara and not on the east coast, some clearly were in need of a maid, or a whore, or most likely both, one knew even less than her what he was looking for. Which wasn’t exactly the kind of person she was searching, but she would respond to this one since the guy seemed to be genuinely honest about himself, a quality one finds seldom enough in the world of dating, even less when it’s online dating. It was a long email and the guy had apparently poured his heart in it and in a way she felt an instant connection. This reply would require time and so she opened the last one before she started on it.

		This one was totally fucked up: “Hi my name is XY. i’m near you. I’m looking for a girl like u i could force to become my bimbo slut (like a trophy girl, like a whore). I will offer u huge breast implants and full lips. i will force u to wear slutty clothes and high heels. contact me if u are interested.”

		“Oh my,” Leslie sighed. “I hope you’re not THAT near.” She went to get herself another tea, then settled on the sofa with her laptop and began to type her reply to the kind but somewhat clueless guy. By the time she sent it it had gotten very long and it was also time to go to bed. 

		

	
		

		Chapter 8 - Date Fail

		Rick looked at the woman across the table and smiled sadly. What was that about never asking your date about past lovers? She clearly didn’t know it, or she was smart enough that there wasn’t any easier way to learn something about your date than asking exactly this question. Rick opted for the latter. “She dumped me because I made it clear to her that I would end it if she didn’t seek professional help.”

		Taking a sip of beer he thought about all the rows they had had over the years. The hundreds of times when Ruth had told him that she’d stop drinking after he had found her in a stupor on the bathroom floor or completely drunk lying across the sofa. How he’d picked her up from the ER, bailed her out when she’d been brought in by the police on charges of DUI. Every time she had sworn to do better, every time she had managed to convince him, every time he had been foolish enough to believe her. Until he realized that he wasn’t helping her, really, by picking her up, washing the vomit from her before he put her to bed, coughing up the fines for her. Basically, all he achieved with his help was that she could go on with her self-destructive behavior. He was enabling her addiction, not helping her fight it.

		And then, when he called a clinic and made an appointment for Ruth, she dumped him. “I’m grown up. I don’t need a babysitter telling me what to do and where to go. Go fuck yourself.”

		She’d walked out of his apartment and he’d been smart enough to immediately change the locks on the door. Now she called roughly ten times a day, called him names, cursed and cussed, but still couldn’t find two hours to come and collect her stuff.

		“Yeah. That’s why I’m single,” he concluded, although he didn’t really know why he answered her question. It probably would have been easier if the woman had been as uninterested in him as he was in her. But she clearly liked him. Well, he liked her too, or at least he didn’t dislike her, but he didn’t feel anything at all towards the woman. Not even the desire to sleep with her. Just nothing, on any level.

		It would only be fair to let her know, pick up the tab and pay, tell her that he was sorry but no, he didn’t feel any connection and go home, but somehow he couldn’t get himself around to do it. He knew how crushing it could be if your date told you that and left and when he looked into those big brown doe eyes of hers, that open, pretty face, he just couldn’t bring himself to do anything that might hurt her, which was totally stupid because it would be getting more painful with each minute he waited.

		She was saying something but he didn’t follow her, thought of Nikki instead, how she had said that their quickie had been a single experience since she’d met that girl “and yeah, I guess I’m falling in love with her,” how he’d at the same time been happy for her being happy, and didn’t she look radiant today? And at the same time he’d felt a stab, because he liked the gal much more than just as a co-worker with benefits.

		“Sorry, Darcy. I’m truly sorry,” he interrupted his date suddenly, “but I think this won’t lead to anything. I ... “

		To his surprise she wasn’t offended or surprised. Quite to the contrary; she smiled at him. “Yeah, I figured as much. I was just curious whether you’re decent enough to tell me to my face or whether you’re one of those wimps who never tell and never ever call again.”

		“I’d have told you earlier, but in a way I was afraid of hurting you.”

		“The curse of my doe’s eyes.” Her observation was spot on.

		“Uh huh. I guess. But then again, they’re also absolutely beautiful.”

		“That’s what you guys keep telling me. Ah well, it was still a nice evening. Here, let me get that.” She reached for the bill but Rick wouldn’t have that.

		Another date failed, another chance blown. It wasn’t like he was desperate, at least not yet. That would come eventually, but not yet. Well, maybe he’d get desperate about the sex soon. Funnily enough, the sex had always been great with Ruth.

		But then again, getting laid wasn’t all that difficult. There were always women looking for sex. He’d gotten hit upon in the Wild Zone often enough. No need to worry about the sex. But it wasn’t about the sex, really. He wanted to share his life with someone. Spend a rainy Sunday in bed, reading and fooling around with someone he loved, get up in the afternoon, spend a couple of hours cooking, uncork a bottle of wine, then eat, drink, talk, laugh.

		But so far, he’d had no luck. Three dates, no luck at all. It could be worse, though, he thought as he let himself into his flat. At least I’m getting dates.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9 - Dancing to no Music

		

		Candy stayed. Not just for the night, but for several weeks. It was as blissful as only new love can be. Nikki went to work, of course, but when she wasn’t at work they spent every minute together. Had tons of good sex, some of them mind blowing, experimented with ropes and stuff, because one day Candy mentioned that she had liked it very much to be immobile, back in that bungalow.

		They eventually drove up to Santa Barbara for a few days where Nikki failed to be impressed by the dimensions of Candy’s condo but couldn’t contain herself anymore when she saw the rows upon rows of records on a shelf in Quinn’s den.

		“Holy shit. This is some seriously good music he has here,” she cried.

		“Huh? What?” Candy was sitting on the balcony, nursing a coke, working on her tan and reading a book.

		“The records.”

		“Oh, those.” Candy clearly wasn’t interested in them. As she wasn’t interested in anything else, either. Anything else but her friend. Yet Nikki always had the feeling as if there was some invisible barrier between Candy and herself. Or rather, as if not all of Candy was present and some part of her was still stuck somewhere else. Her hopes that Candy would open up hadn’t come true. She’d tried to bring her friend to talk about herself by telling her about her own life, her dreams, hopes and plans. But Candy had never really picked up on that and when she had, she’d been vague at best.

		Maybe it was time to ask her straightforward. Or at least tell her that she wanted to know, maybe even had a right to know.

		She put the Billie Holiday record back into it’s appropriate place, took a deep breath and walked across the living room. As usual, the sight of Candy made her smile. Especially since the girl apparently wanted a tan unmarred by tan lines and had shed the sarong she’d worn earlier.

		“Candy?” she asked quietly and knelt down besides the beach chair on which her lover laid.

		“Yes?” Candy put down the book and turned towards Nikki.

		“I think we need to talk. Not now, but eventually. Maybe soon. You ... you don’t seem to be happy but I want you to be happy. Can you ... hell, I don’t even know what I want to talk about, really.”

		“Then don’t talk, just kiss,” said Candy and leaned in to kiss Nikki passionately on the mouth. The kiss grew longer, Candy’s hands glided to Nikki’s hips, pulled her up, on top of herself, found a way between them and inside Nikki’s cut off jeans, found her sex, found it getting wet quickly, her other hand kneading the girl’s ass. Hungry mouths, hungry lips, hungry tongues, until Candy all of a sudden pulled back, her fingers remaining inside Nikki. “You’re right. We need to talk. I need to talk. But first I need to feel you, feel myself. Then I talk.”

		They felt each other, tasted each other, smelled each other, the heat rising between them until they were covered in a sheen of sweat. Sweat and saliva and girly juices, all mingling on their bodies as they dived into each other, loved each other, more and more, until they came simultaneously, laying panting side by side, their naked bodies trembling and shaking, their lust and desire stilled for once, but not for long.

		“I’m a tart,” Candy began her tale after getting them both a large glass of water each. They had moved inside, Nikki sprawled out on the couch, Candy at her feet on the floor, her head resting on Nikki’s thighs, turned around, so that she could look at Nikki who was playing with Candy’s blonde locks. “Always have been. I’ve never learned something else.”

		She paused and would pause again many times during her tale. Nikki never urged her on, gave her lover all the time she needed, just made sure she always felt her presence, played with her hair, stroked her neck, sat up to kiss away a tear and hold her tight.

		“Yes, I’m a tart. A whore.” Another lengthy pause. “Do you know “What’s eating Gilbert Grape”? The movie with Johnny Depp and Leo di Caprio?”

		“No, never seen it.”

		“Me neither. Only heard the dialogue. I was giving a blowjob while the guy watched it.” Candy smiled. Whether it was because of the memory or because it was somewhat foolish to refer to a movie she’d never seen and only heard remained her secret. “Anyway, right in the beginning Johnny Depp, who’s playing Gilbert Grape, a decent, kind, but lost youngster in the middle of Nowhere, says that living in Endora is like dancing to now music. I grew up in Endora and I can tell you that he was wrong. Well, not Endora, but in places exactly like it. It wasn’t like dancing to no music, it was like wanting to dance but there was no music and my feet felt like they were stuck in cement, too.” Another break, another deep breath. It was obvious that Candy wasn’t used to talk about her past.

		“My mother was a drunk. I’ve never known my father. Well, there was an endless supply of guys my mom screwed but none of them ever acted like a father.”

		Nikki almost expected a tale about sexual abuse, but she got surprised. “I guess the only thing my mother ever did right was keeping those guys off of me. They were interested, at least when I was growing older, but somehow she managed to keep them away from my room, or she dumped them before they became too interested. Or we moved because she didn’t pay the rent and had to move to the next shithole where she could find work waiting tables at a diner, buy her booze and find herself a man to keep her warm in the night. Maybe she was just too greedy regarding men. She never cared much about my wellbeing, often blamed me for her failures.”

		She stopped and looked up at Nikki. “You gotta tell me when I’m boring you.”

		Rolling her eyes and bending forward to kiss Candy Nikki said, “you can’t ever bore me. Nothing and nobody I love ever can. And I love you, Candy.” She secretly hoped that Candy would say that she loved her too, but she was disappointed. She knew that it was the case, but somehow Candy couldn’t get herself to say it out loud.

		

		But at least the blonde flashed her most loving smile before she went on. “Then we moved once again and I met Aiden. He was older than me and he was so charming and we got together and ... yeah, I think I loved him. No, I know that I did, otherwise he never could have hurt me so much. I believed him when he said that he loved me too. We were together for quite some time until we finally had sex and I got my cherry popped. From then on it went downwards. I guess for him it had been all about being the first to screw me. Like my cherry was some hunter’s trophy. One day, a few days later, he made a vid of me without me knowing. The next day when I came to school everybody laughed and pointed at me, called me a whore and a skank and a slut.”

		“He posted it on the net?”

		“Uh huh.”

		“What a fucker.”

		“Oh no, he wasn’t such a good fucker,” Candy giggled sadly and went on. “I knew that there wasn’t anything I could do about that vid and about the other’s view of me. My mother told me that I shouldn’t complain that everybody treated me as a whore when I behaved like one. And so I did the only thing that gave me some sort of ... revenge, maybe. Or power. Or at least the illusion of power. I started to sleep around. Started to take money, too. Ten bucks for a blowjob in a toilet stall. Fifty for a shag in the locker room. The news spread fast and all the boys wanted to fuck the hottest girl in school. The guys still looked down on me, but at least I got their dough and for a short time also their admiration. For a short time I had power over them. The girls, of course, were much worse.”

		“Yeah, I can imagine.” Nikki kissed the top of Candy’s head, buried her face in her locks for a moment, wanting to hold her, shut her up, show how much she loved her and assure Candy that she was safe now, safe and far away from everything that troubled her, yet couldn’t because she knew that Candy needed to talk, now that she finally had begun.

		“One day they cornered me in the locker room. It was ugly. I’d never thought that people whom I never had hurt or harmed, not even insulted, could be so mean. That night I left and never looked back. Didn’t even leave a note for my mom. A few years later I heard that she died in a fire when the house burnt down. I quickly found work with an escort service, although a cheap one. Learned a lot of tricks about how to make a man happy, moved around, changed jobs, but always worked as an escort. In Chicago I met someone special, TC, fell in love, got betrayed once again.” This time the silence grew and grew, until it filled the whole room. “He, too, was older than me. He knew about my job, accepted it, even. Until one day he wanted sex and I said no, I was PMS-ing. He’d had a few drinks, pushed me, one thing led to the other, a mirror was smashed, shards on the floor.”

		Nikki trailed a finger along one of the longer scars on Candy’s shoulder. “That’s when you got those scars.”

		“Yes. There was blood everywhere, his hands, my face. He tried to cut my face, too. With one of the shards. I was faster. Caught him in the side, then ran. Ran, ran, ran, all the way to Vegas.”

		Candy got up on her knees, turning towards Nikki, her eyes moist but no hatred in them, no fear or pain, either, just sadness. “I need to pee.”

		“Sure, love, I’ll be here, waiting for you.”

		“Thank you.”

		

		Watching her lover as she walked towards the bathroom, admiring that perfect, smooth, round ass, Nikki was thinking about how she could help Candy build trust in others again. She didn’t get too far until she was distracted by the frontal view of Candy’s nude body. Damn, she was so gorgeous. She looked so strong, yet she was so frail. Seemed to have so much experience, yet couldn’t use it because she didn’t let anyone get close. Or maybe she did, now. Well, time would tell.

		“In Vegas I really started to like my job. It had always been OK. I mean, it felt good to make men feel good. It wasn’t all that much sex, either. They liked to just spend time with me. I listened, I was with them, I held them, sometimes I had sex with them. In Vegas I went to school again, took lessons with a private tutor, finally learned how to be a lady at day. I already knew how to be a slut at night. I lived good, enjoyed what I did, had a few regulars, liked all of them, never loved one of them. Never loved anyone, in all those three years, avoided that at all costs.”
“Were you afraid of falling in love?”

		Candy thought about that for a while. “Partly. It wasn’t that I was afraid of falling in love, I was afraid of love and sex. The combination of the two never worked for me.”

		“Then, one night, I was crossing the street and got hit by a car. Rich old guy, had his own chauffeur. He came to visit me at the hospital. Probably because he was afraid I might sue him. I told him to beat it with his money and that he needed a better stylist and if he really wanted to talk to me he was welcome to make an appointment.”

		“And, did he?”

		“Yeah, he did. Quinn came back the day after next. We spent all day talking and I liked him a lot. He seemed like a guy who knew what he wanted and how to get it, yet wouldn’t go to extremes to get it. Determined, decent and caring. At the same time he terribly lacked grounding. He was surrounded by people who told him what they thought he’d like to hear. Me, of course, didn’t give a rat’s ass. He was just a john. I had enough of those. He was impressed with me, also liked the way I laughed ...”

		“Who doesn’t?”

		“Yeah. He liked that I made him laugh, too. Then, late in the evening, he asked me whether I’d come along to his suite and when I said I knew he’d eventually want sex he said ‘no, I just want to keep talking with you’. We went to his suite, talked through the night, I was wondering, coz usually that was the moment when they wanted sex. Not Quinn. When I asked him whether I should at least get out of my clothes he laughed and said that he’d be inhibited in the presence of a naked woman, since he was very much old school.” Candy stopped to drink some water. “The next day he left and returned a couple of weeks later, hired me for a full month. Took me to Europe for several weeks and during all that time he never once wanted to sleep with me.”

		“Hmm, I guess that’s unusual.”

		“Yeah, right? Well, I eventually asked him and that’s when he proposed to me. He said that he couldn’t have sex, ever again. That did it for me. There would be no problem with sex and love if there’d be no sex. We got married a few weeks later.”

		“So Quinn is that rich bloke and you were his ‘bimbo’.”

		“Exactly. Except that I wasn’t, really. Or at least I never felt like his bimbo. Because he never treated me as his bimbo. And then he died, all of a sudden and very unexpectedly. I mean, he was forty years older but in terrific shape, one of those guys who look like as if they will never die. But he did, while putting on the thirteenth hole.”

		Another long silence followed until Nikki softly spoke. “And now you’re afraid of loving someone because they might leave you or hurt you?”

		“Yeah.”

		“That’s not good.”

		“No, it isn’t.”

		“But there is a solution. I hope so, at least,” she added when Candy looked up at her with questioning eyes full of hope. “Firstly, I’ll be here with you and for you, because I love you. I know that won’t help, at least not in the short run. But there’s a second solution. It’s called friends. Or family. It still hurts of course if you’re bereft of the one you love, but having friends makes it a lot easier.”

		“Yeah, I guess so. Didn’t have much of them, with all the moving around as a kid I never learned how to be friends.”

		“I know. But you’re smart, you know about people, you can learn.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 10 - Chick vs Chicken

		

		“What? Are you out of your mind?” Rick couldn’t believe his ears and looked at Nikki, excepting to see a mischievous grin.

		But when he caught her eyes there was no mischief in them, nor did she grin at all. If anything, she looked tired, weary. They’d been busy cleaning tables and refilling the coolers after the last patrons had left the Wild Zone after another busy Friday night when Nikki had asked him whether he had plans for his birthday on Sunday.

		“No, not really,” he had answered and told her that he wasn’t in the mood for a party or any celebration. “I’ll probably just make myself an extra lazy day with a good book on the balcony.”

		“Extra lazy sounds good. Want to spice it up?”

		“Spice it up?”

		“Well, spice is wrong, kinda. Candy would be better. Candy with a capital C. What I’m asking is, would you like having her over. As a birthday present.”

		Rick still hadn’t gotten the point and Nikki had rolled her eyes and explained it to him.

		“Candy? My lover? The blonde bombshell? Name rings a bell?”

		“Sure. What’s with her.”

		“Omigod. Guys … you’re so thick, sometimes. You know she’s a whore, or tart, how she prefers to call herself, and I’m asking you whether you’d like to have her around on Sunday. Free of charge, of course.”

		

		That’s when he had asked “What? Are you out of your mind?” And thought that maybe guys could be thick as a brick sometimes, but then again it wasn’t all that surprising since they had to deal with women and nobody with a Y-chromosome could ever hope to understand what was going on in the mind of a woman.

		He knew that Nikki loved her blonde bombshell of a lover, it was written all over the girl’s face when she talked about her and he had seen it in the way they looked at each other and talked to each other on the few occasions when Candy had showed up for a drink or to pick up Nikki after work.

		And, in his book, people who loved each other didn’t pimp their lover, which was what Nikki was doing.

		“I don’t know,” Nikki finally answered, putting down a tray with dirty glasses and empty bottles behind the bar. “I hope I’m not. Anyway, at the moment it sounds like a good idea.”

		“But, why? I mean, she is a very beautiful, very sexy woman and I’m sure there are not many guys who wouldn’t want to bed her. Hell, I’d like to bed her. Very much, even. I also understand that she was, is, a whore. What I don’t understand is why you’re pimping her.”

		“Because she needs to feel useful. Because she loves making guys feel good. Because she needs cock. But most of all, because I want her to be happy. See, it’s all rather selfish.” Now Nikki did grin, although not mischievously. “I want her to be happy and I want her to realize that she can trust me to pick the right guys. I want her to learn to trust me. She needs to trust, much more than she needs cock.”

		“Oh.” Rick couldn’t think of anything else to say at the moment. That was partly due to the fact that he still didn’t understand why Nikki offered him her lover, partly because he was already picturing the blonde sitting on his lap, dressed only in the flimsiest underwear, her plump red lips pouting as she leaned forward to kiss him, her full breasts pressing against his chest. Yeah, he was sure she knew how to make a guy feel good, he’d seen her flirt a couple of times with some of the guys and had had the impression that somehow she’d always managed to make them feel good and special and get out of the flirting without leaving them disappointed, or even hurt.

		Nikki had finished putting all the bottles in the crates and the glasses into the dishwasher and was heading for the next table when Rick thought of the next question. “Why me?”

		She stopped, turned and smiled at him. “I leave that one to you to figure out.” And then she walked up to him, slung her arms around his neck and kissed him on the cheek. “Think about it, you big, silly boy.”

		

		Rick did think about it on his way home. He hadn’t needed to think about Nikki’s offer all that long. It felt weird, but if they both wanted it, he’d gladly accept the offer. But he couldn’t figure out why she’d asked him in the first place.

		He couldn’t figure it out on his way home and he couldn’t figure it out on Saturday and Nikki wouldn’t even give him a hint, just rolled her eyes, muttered ‘guys!’ under her breath and went about serving beers to a rowdy crowd that partied to the sound of a punkrock band tormenting their instruments.

		And so, when he woke up on Sunday and answered the door some time in the early afternoon and saw Candy stand there and smile at him he still didn’t know, but he still wanted to know.

		“Hi, Rick.” Her smile was dazzling. She also looked stunning in a long skirt, a frilly, short sleeved blouse and a light, charcoal grey coat and boots, but that was no surprise. She probably would have looked stunning in a crumpled T-shirt and baggy pants, too. Or in a potato bag.

		He felt her soft lips on his cheek when she kissed him, smelled the scent of woman and a hint of perfume and for a moment he completely forgot that it was up to him to ask her in. “Umm … hi Candy. Umm … come in, please.”

		“Yeah, that would make things easier.” She giggled as she walked past him into the hall.

		As awkward as it was to have his best employee pimp her lover, as quickly she made him forget about it. Nikki had been right, the girl had a natural talent to make guys feel good, feel at ease. Within minutes he had almost completely forgotten how she came to be here. It just was good to be with her, to talk, laugh and hear her laughing.

		“Have you any plans?” she asked, looking down at the book he’d been reading. “Oh, Brookmyre! I love him. You absolutely have to lend me this one when you’ve finished reading it.”

		Rick laughed. A tart knowing, no, loving Brookmyre, that was more than he had expected. “No, I don’t have any plans and yes, I like his books, too.”

		“Then we shall go for a walk along the beach somewhere and not talk about his books, especially not those we haven’t both read already.”

		They went in his car, strolled along the beach at Santa Monica, her hand felt wonderfully soft and warm in his and it was like spending an extra lazy Sunday with a woman he’d known and liked for years. He told her about Ruth, how it had hurt to see her slowly destroy herself, how it had been even more painful to put an end to their relationship and although she asked almost no questions he knew that she was listening intently, understanding him perfectly, too.

		

		On the pier they bought an ice-cream, looked at the waves beneath them, watched the playing kids, no need to talk, enjoying the silence, enjoying the presence of each other, when he finally asked her the question he had wanted her to ask the minute he’d opened the door.

		“Why me?”

		She laughed, much the way Nikki had laughed. She kissed him, too, but on the lips, leaving the taste of her mouth and the ice-cream lingering on his lips. “She told me you’d probably ask that. It’s really simple, Rick. Because I like you, but even more so because Nikki trusts you.”

		“OK.” He paused, looked into her eyes, his lips still tingling a bit. “I guess that’s good, eh?”

		“Yes, Rick, it most definitely ist.”

		Pulling her close he kissed her, held her close, felt her getting even softer than she already had been, moulding herself to his body as she kissed him back. “You’re a wonderful, strange woman, Candy.”

		“And you’re a nice, caring guy. But you need to let your other side out, too. You really shouldn’t hold back and be afraid of yourself.”

		“What the hell are you talking about?”

		“I won’t tell you, not now. I’ll show you. Later. Now I’m hungry.” His arm around her waist they walked back to his car, talking about food, and cooking, of which she didn’t know the first thing but was interested to hear him talk about it.

		“Let’s go buy groceries and I’ll make dinner for us,” he suggested upon reaching the parking lot.

		“Sounds great.”

		Rick hadn’t known that shopping for groceries could be so much fun. They found a deli that had open on Sundays and bought a chicken, debated which wine would go with it, what vegetables. After a while he realized that even when she had made him change his mind a couple of times it still felt as if it had been his choice and his decision.

		“How do you do it?” he asked her when they left the store, each of them carrying a grocery bag, like a couple knowing each other for years.

		“How do I do what?”

		“Make me feel as if I have chosen the wine, even if it was you who did.”

		She laughed that wonderful laugh of hers, like the first drops of a warm summer rain hitting on a tranquil lake, rippling it. “Sorry, Sir. Can’t tell you, that’s a tart’s trade secret.”

		“Fair enough. Well, as long as it feels good it is good.”

		“Yes, and as long as it is good, it is just good. Like being with you. That’s good, too.”

		

		It’s always nice to watch someone cooking, especially when it is someone who knows what they’re doing. See the raw groceries being transformed into delicious foods by quick, skilled fingers. Watch how a bag of various vegetables is cut into even morsels for a ratatouille. Waiting for the smells, with your mouth already watering in anticipation. See the muscles flex in a man’s arms as he goes about cutting the backbone out of a chicken. Candy thoroughly enjoyed herself while she sat and watched and waited for the smells to fill her nose.

		“When are you going to show me?” Rick eventually asked, washing his hands and wiping them on a towel.

		“As soon as this chicken is in the oven.” She raised her glass, toasted on roasted chicken and men who knew how to cook, swirled the red wine around in her mouth and continued to watch him.

		Rick turned towards her as soon as he had closed the door of the oven. “Done. Now you can show me.” He watched her as she got up and stood in front of him.

		“What do you want right now?” Her voice quiet, almost a whisper, with just a hint of huskiness that made it even sexier than it already was.

		“Nothing. I feel good.”

		Again that dazzling smile. “Good. And what would make you feel even better yet? Be honest with yourself.” She took a sip of wine, a tiny drop clinging to her lower lip.

		“When I see you like this I’d feel even better if those lips were kissing mine. Or if they were wrapped around my dick.”

		“Yes. I know.” Candy reached for the zipper on his jeans, pulled it down and reached inside. “I know it. You know it. And your dick knows it too. Yet you didn’t say it until I asked. Do you know why?”

		“Because …” Rick stopped as he felt her fingers around his shaft, slowly stroking it.

		“Because you’re too kind? Because you’re afraid of hurting someone? Because you think it’s impolite to tell a girl that’s what you want?” She broke off, undid the button on his jeans and took his cock from his underpants, stroking the tip and looking up into his eyes, then put her lips on his, kissed him passionately, all the time playing with his dick.

		

		“Remember, I’m a tart. If you tell me what you’d like me to do, what would make you feel better than just good, I’m going to do it. Long as it’s reasonable.” With that she sank down on her knees and wrapped her soft, warm lips around the cock, giving him the perfect blowjob. He eventually laid his hands on her head and grabbed two fistfuls of her hair, steering her and setting the rhythm.

		It was evident by the look of her eyes that she approved, that this was exactly what she had wanted him to do and hell, did it feel great, both to have this wonderful, strange woman suck him off and knowing that what he did pleased her, too. It felt so great that he couldn’t enjoy it as long as he would have liked.

		Still on her knees, still looking up at him, his cock tucked in again after she had licked it clean, jeans zipped up, she started to speak. “I can feel that you’re holding back. You’d like to take the lead, but you’re afraid. Am I right?”

		Rick looked down, reached for her hand, pulled her to her feet. “Yes, I think you are.”

		“You’re afraid to harm the one you love, the one you care for.” She didn’t wait for his reply, because it was obvious that he knew she was right. “You can’t, really. You can’t harm someone you really love and care about. If you could, it wouldn’t be love. You can hurt them, but you can’t harm them. There’s a big difference. You know, I think you should find a girl who loves to serve you, to submit to you. You’d be good at that, you could give such a girl exactly what she wants. You’d be a good Master, like you’re a good boss. Because you care, because they feel that you care and that in turns means they can trust you.”

		Another long kiss followed during which Rick wondered how this girl could possibly have seen in a few hours what had taken him years to find out and what he still hadn’t completely figured out, or at least not enough to act upon that realization. But then he thought it didn’t matter right now because right now this wonderful, strange woman was kissing him and pressing her breasts against him and it would be foolish to waste all that by thinking instead of just enjoying and so he did the only sensible thing and enjoyed her lips and her tongue and her hands and breasts. As a matter of fact, he enjoyed every last bit about her.

		

		It was a long kiss and it left him breathless and hard and her just as breathless, but wet. “Time to get those potatoes diced,” she finally said after breaking the kiss.

		He grinned and turned her around. “You do that while I start practicing not being afraid.”

		“Thattaboy,” Candy smiled and yelped when he slapped her ass and reminded her that the potatoes needed to be cut evenly.

		Then she didn’t yelp anymore but the smile never left her lips as he unbuttoned her blouse, kissing her neck and nibbling her ears. And when he unhooked her bra and let her breasts spill out of them and started to fondle them, first gently but getting firmer and rougher, she started to moan softly.

		The only time she didn’t smile was when he slowly pulled her blouse down and discovered the scars on her shoulders. She felt him hesitate, then his lips on them, knowing that he wanted to know but didn’t dare to ask.

		“You got to ask if you want to know something,” she said, reaching for the last potato and answering his question before he had asked it. “This is what happens when you don’t love somebody, when you don’t care for them.”

		Rick kissed her shoulder blades, his hands still on her shoulders. “What happened?”

		She finished cutting the potato and turned, took his hands and gently put them on her breasts again. “The details are not important, the only thing that counts is the why.”

		“Yeah, you’re right.” Rick stood back and looked at her. “Hell, you’re so beautiful.”

		“Thank you. The potatoes are ready.”

		“The potatoes have to wait another ten minutes or they’ll be finished too early.”

		“Hmm, that’s exactly what I need to know about cooking. I’d love to learn how to cook.” She stopped and thought for a moment before she went on. “I gotta talk to Nikki, see whether she’d be OK if we two made a deal: You show me how to cook, I show you how to dominate a woman. If you’re interested, of course.”

		“Sounds good. But you’re not submissive, are you?”

		“Oh yes, I am. With Nikki, I am. Well, maybe I’m not, I dunno yet. But I know that I love it when her eyes are ablaze while she pins me to the bed or tells me to do this or that. With you I could be. Or at the very least I could make you forget that I’m not submissive.” A cheeky smile flashed across her face and there was no reason why he shouldn’t believe her.

		Rick looked at her for a minute, let his eyes wander over her body, the naked, firm breasts, her slender waist above her skirt and felt himself getting hard. “I’d really love to push you onto the counter and screw you right here and now, but that’ll have to wait until after we’ve eaten or we’ll have burnt chicken.”

		“Aww, c’mon,” Candy pouted, wiggling her ass.

		“It is as I say. I call the shots, you just obey.”

		“Oh, you’re a fast learner.” The way she smiled at him almost made him forget what he had just said and screw her right there and then on the kitchen corner.

		“Yep. And you’re the one setting the table now and get out of my way.” He grinned, pushed her gently to the side and got the frying pan out while Candy started to set the table.

		

		“Hmm, that’s probably the best chicken I ever had,” Candy exclaimed and put down her fork, still licking and smacking her lips.

		“Only probably?”

		“Yeah. I think I had one that was better. In Italy, on a holiday with Quinn. We’d been on the Stromboli, watching it erupt. The way down in the dark was a bitch on account of the ground being totally black and consisting exclusively of loose ash and pebbles and by the time we arrived at the hotel I was starving. That chicken tasted even better than this one. But then again, everything tastes better when you’re starving.”

		“True.” Rick watched her finishing her plate and push it away. She was still topless, apparently enjoying to both show him her body and seeing the appreciation and lust in his face. This girl was, to put it in a nutshell, unbelievable. “Come and sit on my lap, Candy.”

		She immediately got up and walked around the table, hiking up her skirt before she straddled him. “I can’t remember a better birthday,” he said, feeling the warmth that radiated from her naked body on his face.

		“It’s not yet over, Rick. And we’ve got four more hours to make it even betterer.” Candy reached for her glass, took a sip, kissed him, held the glass to his lips and let him drink.

		“Would it be undomly to lean back, relax and tell you to make it even betterer?” Rick asked and bent down to take one of her nipples between his teeth.

		“You call the shots, Master. If you order me to make your birthday the bestest ever, not just the best ever, then that’s what I do. You order, I obey. Nothing undomly about that.” She smiled at him, gasped when he bit down on her nipple, moaned when he slid a hand up her stockinged leg, sighed when it brushed against her cunt.

		“But if you keep doing that I won’t be able to make it the bestest ever,” she complained, although halfheartedly. “You’re in a dilemma here.”

		“Not at all. Watching you enjoy yourself will contribute immensely to this being the bestest birthday ever.” His hand slid beneath her panty and he pushed a finger inside her. “But then again, someone has to clean the table and the kitchen. Now that is a dilemma: Watch you enjoy yourself now or have you clean the table first?”

		“That’s not a dilemma either: You watch me now, then watch me later, too, when I’m cleaning the kitchen, wearing nothing but a sheen of my juices on my pussy.” A series of moans followed as he slowly fucked her pussy and sucked her nipple. “Then again, if you want to be a bit mean, you could bring me to the edge of an orgasm, then order me to clean the dishes and the kitchen. Oh my, I’m such an idiot, giving you such ideas. I’m a horny girl, after all, I want to cum.” She giggled.

		Rick pulled at the zipper on her skirt. “Yeah, but it’s my decision whether you do.”

		“Yes, it is.”

		

		Pushing the skirt down on her hips as far as it would go he continued to tease her until she began to rock her hips, impaling herself on his finger and throwing back her head in her lust. It was impossible to say whether she was acting or not and he realized that this bothered him.

		“I need to know, and you need to be honest. Are you acting now?”

		Candy straightened to look at him as she answered but didn’t stop to roll her hips. “No. I’m easily aroused and I really enjoy what you do. I’ve faked orgasms, but never lust. Never, ever.” She kissed him, ruffling his hair, gasped when he added a second finger. “I promise you that I’ll never fake anything with you. Never, ever.”

		“Thank you. That should be rewarded with an orgasm.” He smiled when she beamed and thanked him in turn. “But not now. Now I want to watch you clean the table and the kitchen.”

		Candy pouted. “Aww, you’re so cruel.”

		He pushed her from his lap, enjoyed the sigh of disappointment when his fingers slipped out of her cunt, then had her stand in front of him. “Time for that skirt to go.”

		“Yes sir.” Her eyes never left his as she pushed down the skirt and stepped out of it.

		He leaned back, relaxed and enjoyed the sight of the gorgeous blonde wearing nothing but lacy black panties and high heeled boots clean the table, then the kitchen and finally make coffee.

		“I’m not sure I like the fact you’re learning so fast,” she said as she put the coffee cups on the table, then knelt beside him.

		“Liar,” Rick smiled. “You love it. Also, I got the best teacher one could wish for. Still, lying gets you a punishment.”

		“See, that’s what I mean. You’re learning way too fast,” she answered winking.

		“Over my knees, girl! And down with those panties! It’s time for a spanking.”

		Once again it was hard to keep doing what he had intended to do. As soon as she was lying across his lap, the flimsy black panties around her knees, her ass so round and firm and smooth, the pink of her glistening pussy like the nicest invitation he didn’t want to spank that ass anymore but instead lay her on the table or have her go down on all fours so he could fuck her from behind, bury his cock deep inside her hot, dripping and oh-so inviting cunt.

		But he didn’t. He spanked her, two, three, four times, not all that hard, just enough to make her jump and wince a little and redden her buttcheeks.

		“Enough for now. I like my coffee hot,” he said and had her straddle him again. They drank their coffees slowly, knowing that there were still three hours to go until his birthday was over, and that meant that they still had the rest of the night.

		“So, is it up to me now to make this the bestest birthday ever?” Candy asked after she’d put down her cup on the table.

		“Yes, babe, it’s up to you now.”

		“Good. I like a challenge.” She smiled, got up, pulled down his pants and underpants, leaving his shirt, got once more on her knees and took him in her mouth. And when he was hard again she straddled him, slipped his cock inside her dripping cunt and rode him. Rode him until she felt him nearing an orgasm, rubbed her own clit on him, brought them higher and higher, feeling his fingers digging into her ass, digging hers into his back, hurting him like he hurt her, knowing that they couldn’t harm each other because they cared for each other and finally she exploded herself just when he screamed and pumped his semen deep inside her, clenching her cunt to suck the last drop out of him. Finally she collapsed shivering onto him, buried her face in the crook of his neck and enjoyed his big, rough hands on her shoulders, making her forget about the scars because they didn’t matter. Not now, not ever again.

		

	
		

		Chapter 11 - Roasted Ducks and violent Fucks

		

		“He’s a natural, he really is,” Candy said the next afternoon. She was lying on the sofa with Nikki, her lover’s head on her lap, her dark eyes looking up at her. She’d only arrived half an hour before, after a long night which had ended with Rick and herself falling asleep, enjoying the warm embrace of the other.

		Nikki, who had spent the night alone, the first night in several weeks, hadn’t been bothered very much by the knowledge that her friend was having sex with her boss. She’d expected worse, hadn’t been sure whether she could really deal with it, but then she’d remembered what Candy had said when she had left the day before.

		She’d already gone down the stairs to the next landing when she had turned around, looked at Nikki and gone up again to kiss her once more. “I love you, Nikki. I love you, I love you, I love you.”

		That’s all she needed to know. Candy would be back. She’d still love her and nothing else mattered.

		And then her lover had returned, beaming and with a bounce to her steps Nikki had never seen before, or maybe she had just never noticed it. Anyway, she had apparently spent a good night and was doing good and Nikki knew she was happy both because she’d spent a night with a man and had gotten some cock, and because she, Nikki, had made that possible.

		And if there’d been any doubt whether she’d done the wrong thing when she had sent Candy to Rick as a birthday present that doubt would have been gone up in smoke the second Candy broke their welcome-kiss and said “I love you, Nikki.”

		

		Now they were lying on the sofa, spending a quiet hour together before Nikki had to leave for work.

		“A natural?”

		“He’s got dominance in him.”

		“Ah. Yes. I know.”

		“I told him to let it out and not be afraid of it. Was his submissive for the night.”

		“Good. I hope … “ Nikki began, then suddenly she broke off, lost in a thought that had just popped up in her mind.

		“What?” Candy wanted to know, sensing that something just had happened.

		“Nothing. Just an idea I had when you mentioned dominance and submission.”

		“What? That’s not new, is it? I mean, I’m kinda your sub, too, only we never talked about it.”

		“Yeah. Maybe we should, eventually. Make it official that your ass is mine, hehehe.”

		“I’m all yours, Nikki, not just my ass. You know that.” Candy bent down to kiss her lover. “But that wasn’t the idea you had.”

		“No it wasn’t. But it’s too early to talk about it. You’ll have to wait. Dunno yet if it’s a good idea and need to make a couple of phone calls and talk to a few people first. But as soon as I know I’ll tell you.”

		“Fair enough.”

		“In the meantime, spread ‘em, babe!” Nikki slapped her lover’s thighs, just in case that she hadn’t understood what she was supposed to spread, then went down on her, once again mesmerized by the taste and smell of Candy’s sex and even more so by her reaction. It was amazing how fast Candy got aroused and almost forget herself in her lust and passion. Yet she usually needed quite a long time until she came. That wasn’t a problem, though, since Nikki didn’t mind at all teasing her girl for hours until she finally came, especially when she herself had cum several times by then.

		The next couple of days Nikki was unusually busy. She talked to several people on the phone, and one day when Candy was going to the dentist to have her teeth checked and cleaned and then went to meet Rick to learn something about cooking while Rick was practicing to dominate a woman, she made a phone call she should have made a long time ago but had never had the nerve to make.

		Finally, when she put down the receiver, she realized that her palms were sweaty and her shirt was soaked beneath her arms. But she also realized that she felt immensely relieved, as if a heavy weight had been lifted off of her.

		

		“Whoa! Easy there!” Candy exclaimed and rubbed her ass. She was standing in the kitchen, wearing only heels and stockings and a garter belt and she concentrated on roasting the duck breasts before they went into the oven. She already had been forced to find out that duck breasts contained lots of fat and that this fat tended to get liquid and start to spritz and that it hurt when it landed on her naked skin. So when she carefully flipped the breasts over and Rick started to fondle and squeeze her ass at the same time she was less than thrilled. “I don’t mind being your training slave, but I wouldn’t mind getting out of our session on my two feet and not being carried out by the paramedics.”

		“Sorry, but this ass just screams for my hands on it.”

		“Yeah, I know. Still, take it easy, please.”

		Rick let go of her and stepped back to watch her putting the duck breasts into a casserole. The sight was fantastic, and since he knew that she’d soon put the casserole into the oven, thus bending and exposing her ass and her glistening cunt, it was bound to get even more fantastic.

		She’d been right: She wasn’t his submissive, she wasn’t his girl, not at all, but she managed to never let him feel as if he weren’t her Master. The moment she walked through the door it was as if she’d been his slave all her life. Being with her was simply fantastic, maybe even more fantastic than her tight ass, if that was possible. What he still didn’t really understand was why she did it. She wanted sex with a man, that much he knew. But she could have had sex with just about every heterosexual man. There was no need to spend that much time with him, playing his slave.

		“Fun, honey,” she’d said. “It’s fun to be with you. Simple as that.”

		But he knew that there had to be more to it than just fun. There was something beneath that easygoing, fun-loving face she showed the world. However, now was not the time to ponder such questions. Now was the time to admire that perfect piece of ass as its owner bent over and then it would be time to have much more fun.

		He was standing behind her again by the time she closed the oven, his dick already pressing against the opening of her cunt.

		“Umm, don’t you wanna wait till we’ve eaten?”

		“No. The duck stays in the oven for ten minutes, so there’s nothing else to do right now except fucking you.” Rick steered her against the counter, felt his cock slip inside her, her warm, wet folds welcoming him. “Ten minutes are easily enough,” he went on, fully knowing that while ten minutes was enough for him it would just leave her high and dry and longing for more, which was perfectly fine with him. He loved to make, feel and see her cum, of course, but he’d learned in the past few weeks that it was totally ok if he just used her for his pleasure. And so he slammed into her, pressing her down on the cold marble of the counter, one hand in her hair and the other squeezing her breast. His grip on her hair tightened as he pulled her head back so she was looking sideways up at him, her eyes conveying how much it aroused her to be hurt and used roughly. She grunted every time he drove into her cunt and pushed her against the counter. When he intensified his thrusts because he felt himself nearing an orgasm the grunts turned into little cries of pain. However, Rick knew she still loved it, which was evidenced by the fact that she met each of his thrusts as good as she could and continued to milk him long after he’d shot the last of his cum into her.

		Rick laid on top of her, his dick still in her wanton pussy, pressing her down on the marble as he kissed her. “You’re an exceptionally good fuck,” he mumbled.

		“Thank you, Rick,” she answered panting. “And this was exceptionally rough fuck. I’ll have bruises all over my hips.”

		“Yes, I know. And yet you loved every second.”

		“Uh huh. I’d have loved it even more if I had cum, too.”

		“Yeah, well, sweetheart. That’s one of the drawbacks of being a slave: You don’t get to cum whenever you want.”

		She slowly ground her hips, then felt him slip out of her and step back, pulling her upright by her hair. “But do I get to taste you and myself on your dick at least?” she asked, giving him her sultriest look and licking her lips in anticipation. Of course he didn’t deny her that request. After all, what man would stop a gorgeous girl from getting on her knees to lick his cum and her juices off his dick?

		

	
		

		Chapter 12 - Sunday Meeting

		

		Leslie finally had a date with one of the guys who had responded to her ad, but it didn’t go too well. At least they both agreed on that pretty early, parted ways after dinner and didn’t spend a whole evening which probably would have become increasingly awkward with them trying to find out whether there really was no spark between them.

		Too bad, Leslie thought, when she hung her jacket on the clothes rack upon arriving home, kicked off her boots and went to the kitchen for a glass of water. But then again, without risking failures like this there’d be no chance at all to ever find someone that suited her. No, all in all it wasn’t that bad. The guy who had written that very long, very elaborated email had turned out to be a decent guy with which she emailed at least once every week, they’d called each other, too, and talked for hours, about BDSM, dominance, submission. He had proved to be experienced, had led her gently towards exploring her own feelings without ever imposing himself on her.

		However, he was far too far away and he was probably also too old, but even if he’d never be the man she was looking for she had at least found a friend.

		She switched on her comp, not to check on her ad, which she had posted on other sites as well in the last couple of weeks, but to see whether Dan, the friend, had replied to her last mail.

		But he hadn’t, or at least not in detail. There was just a short message letting her know that he was abroad and would respond in a couple of days and wishing her a good time and a good night.

		Not tired enough to go to bed yet Leslie checked the responses without planning to respond to any of them now. She’d stopped responding to each of them some time ago, after she’d noticed that some of the more generic answers she got to her ad were sent to all the girls who put up an ad and that the guy themselves often didn’t know to whom they had sent it.

		But then she came across a message that piqued her interest. “I’m not what you’re looking for, but I might need you”, it said in the header.

		“Hello L. I’m Nikki. I know that I am not the person you’re looking for and I am sorry to eventually waste your time, but I stumbled across your ad and saw that you’re an architect. I might need someone who knows how to build a house and it wouldn’t hurt if this person knew about BDSM and was relaxed about it.

		I know I’m sounding vague, but that’s because I only have a vague idea and need professional help to decide whether it’s worth following.”

		The girl had provided an email address and her phone number, which was extremely surprising because nobody ever posted their number on such sites, especially not women.

		“Hmm. Either it’s a fake or it’s rather brave,” Leslie thought. “That, and interesting.”

		She decided to call the next day from work, put down the number on a slip of paper and went to bed with a book. 

		

		The woman picked up on the second ring when Leslie called the number during her lunch break the next day. “Hello?”

		“Hi, Nikki. It’s Leslie. The architect from the dating site.”

		“Oh. Yeah, right. Hello, Leslie. Great to hear from you. I was a bit afraid that I had been too secretive and cryptic in my message.”

		“Yeah, well, you were, but I’m a curious person. So there. What’s this about?” She listened intently while Nikki talked about her idea. The longer Nikki talked, the more Leslie agreed that this could indeed be the perfect idea. Especially for someone like her. That wasn’t taking into account that she’d get the chance to build not just a house, but something big. Something people would talk about. Of course there were still a lot of questions and gaps to be filled in, but with the right persons behind it, this could actually work.

		“Well, that’s it so far. Can’t tell you more because there’s not yet more to tell.”

		“Sounds good. I’m definitely interested, but I’d need to know much more.”

		“Of course. I’m trying to set up a meeting with a couple of people next Sunday. In Long Beach, a place called the Wild Zone. No worries, it’s just a bar and it’s closed on Sundays,” Nikki added laughing. “Would be great if you could make it.”

		As most Sundays, the next one, too, wasn’t blocked in Leslie’s calendar. “Yeah, that should be possible.”

		“Great. See you then. Two o’clock?”

		“Yeah.” After a moment’s hesitation Leslie gave the girl her number, in case she needed to reach her. 

		“Thank you,” Nikki replied, knowing that she’d just been given quite some trust by a person who had never seen her. “By the way, your ad is very good. I hope you find someone.”

		“I wished I did. So far it doesn’t go too well.”

		“Sorry about that. Keep the faith, Leslie.”

		“I do. Bye, see you Sunday.”

		“Yep, bye.”

		She put down the receiver and wanted to get back to work but she was too distracted. That could indeed be the chance of her life. And Nikki had sounded like someone who might not have much of a clue, but knew how to fill the gaps in her own knowledge. This could be great, and if it didn’t she might at least get to know a couple of interesting people. Spending her day off alone certainly wasn’t going to achieve that.

		

		Nikki’s idea turned around in her head the rest of the week and when she got into her car to drive south on Sunday morning she realized that she was quite giddy to get to the Wild Zone and meet the woman.

		The door was closed when she arrived but she heard the key being turned before she had time to look for a bell or start to knock.

		“You must be Leslie,” the petite black haired woman said, smiling brightly as she welcomed her in.

		“Yes, and judging from the voice you’re Nikki.” Leslie wasn’t surprised to see that the girl was small. She’d come to know a few petite women and most of them were full of energy and had a pretty good idea of how to get their way, albeit some weren’t all that nice and polite in the ways they went about getting it as Nikki was. Must be something they learned to make up for their shortness, she thought.

		“Guilty as charged. Come in, Leslie, we’re still waiting for someone, but the way I know her she’ll be right on time.” Nikki led Leslie to a table where a gorgeous blonde sat across a man who looked like … like the man she always pictured in her fantasies. 

		She shook the blonde’s hand when Nikki introduced them, but she never really got her name or if she got it she immediately forgot it again, because she was simply mesmerized by the guy. The guy’s name was Rick and when he flashed her a warm smile she thought she might swoon.

		“Want something to drink? We’ve got everything, as you can imagine.”

		“Sorry? What?”

		“A drink? Coffee? Tea? Coke? Anything?”

		“Oh, just plain water, thanks.” Leslie sat down, determined not to make a fool of herself by drooling over a guy she’d only just met for the first time ten seconds ago. 

		Nikki quickly returned with a jug of water and several glasses, filled them, then sat down and looked at the clock behind the bar. “Three minutes to go.”

		“Till what?” the blonde asked.

		“Till we’re complete, honey,” Nikki replied. “At least if the person I’m expecting hasn’t completely changed in the last three years.”

		The person they were expecting apparently hadn’t changed completely in the last three years and knocked on the door at exactly 2 p.m. 

		“I knew it,” Nikki said and got up to open the door. Rick, Leslie and Candy watched as a tall woman in high boots, wearing a leather skirt and a leather coat above a white, high-collared blouse strode in, stopped, looked down at Nikki, broke into a wide smile and lifted the petite girl literally off her feet to hug and kiss her for a long time. “Nikki! So good to see you. Even better to see you’re doing good. It’s so great to hear that you still know to use your brains to get things done.”

		“Hello, Gina,” Nikki replied and when Gina put her down she actually looked even smaller than she was, unconsciously assuming a deferential posture. “Come and let me introduce you to my friends.”

		“Gina, this is Leslie, an architect. Leslie, meet Gina. Pro Domme and my ex-lover. The guy looking as if he just got out of bed is Rick, my boss.” Gina greeted them, then turned towards Candy.

		“And last, but not least, Candy, my …”

		“… your love, judging by the way you two look at each other,” Gina said, smiling at Candy. “You got yourself one of the best. I must know, she was mine for much too short of a time.”

		“Hello Gina, pleased to meet you. And yeah, she’s one of the best,” Candy replied. 

		

		“OK, most of you know what this meeting is about. Rick doesn’t, and Candy doesn’t, either. But I figured that Rick hadn’t anything else to do anyway on a Sunday afternoon and Candy, well, Candy does what I tell her and period.” She beamed at Candy who stuck out her tongue but nodded deferentially at the same time. “Watch your tongue, girl.”

		Gina couldn’t suppress a giggle. “I see you’ve changed sides. Hope you haven’t forgotten everything I taught you.”

		“I would never dare to forget anything you ever taught me, ma’am,” said Nikki and although she made it sound like a slight mocking, it was still clearly visible that she held Gina in high regard and still considered her as her mentor, if not her Mistress. “Well, to come to the point. Some time ago, Rick said something that at the time didn’t have too much meaning, at least not to me.” Rick looked at her expectantly as she went on. “He said he’d like to run a hotel. Something with a theme, not just a normal hotel. Then, a few weeks later, a gorgeous, funny, and hellishly sexy blonde woman - that would be you, love,” she said, pecking a kiss on Candy’s cheek, “walked into this bar, owned a couple of guys at a game of pool, just to get the chance to talk to me and well, the rest is, as the saying goes, history. As it turned out, she owns a huge patch of land near 29 Palms. I’ve seen it. It’s far away from everything, remote, surrounded by hills. Not much to it besides dust, rocks and shrubs, as you can see on the pictures, but perfect for what I have in mind.”

		She spread a couple of pictures across the table. “Where’d you get those?” asked Candy. “I can’t remember you taking pictures when we’ve been there.”

		“No, I haven’t. However, I got my means. And the mobile number of a cute, freckled redhead who lives right next to the land we are talking about.”

		“Ahh, yeah. Lynn.”

		“Yup. Lynn. Bright young girl. I asked her to come, too, but she’s moving to LA today and can’t make it. Too bad.” Nikki stopped for a moment as if she needed to remember where she’d been. “Anyway. Then, one day when I was talking with Candy, about BDSM and stuff, I had this idea. There’s this land nobody knows what to do with. Secluded, beautiful and large. Then there’s a large number of people into the lifestyle who can only go to parties for a night, maybe the odd event that lasts a weekend, such as fairs and the likes. But I’ve never heard of a place where people can spend a couple of days, a week, or even longer, and live their kink. Thus, the Palace of Pleasure and Pain. Which, of course, has yet to be built and get running. Which is were you guys come in.”

		

		Nikki beamed at all of them in turn and waited for their response. To her own surprise it was Leslie who spoke first.

		“You know I like the idea. Especially the part you left out.”

		“Yes, you forgot to tell us a quite important part.” Gina glared at Nikki. “Because, bright as she is, she doesn’t just want to offer a dungeon and a white room and hotel rooms outfitted with ringbolts and hooks. She wants to have residents. People who live there, for an extended time or for as little as a few days, as slaves, or subs, or whatever they want to. Which, to be honest, is brilliant. There are thousands of such people out there.”

		“Yep, that’s the part I was talking about,” said Leslie, then blushed a bit when she realized that it was pretty obvious that she’d like to spend some time as a sub, or a slave, or whatever, in such an establishment herself.

		“Nothing to be ashamed of, my dear,” Gina said. “Quite to the contrary, a person doing that should get everybody’s utmost respect for standing up and facing their deepest desires.”

		“Thank you, ma’am,” Leslie said and blushed even deeper when she looked across the table at Rick.

		“Yeah, OK, I left that part out. Well, that’s the general idea. Now to the problems. First, money. I have no idea how much such a building would cost and where to get that money, but ...”

		“But I’ve got a pretty good idea,” Candy said quietly.

		“You do?”

		“Yes, I do. You could have just asked me. I mean, you knew I was married to one of the super rich. I didn’t get all of his wealth, but maybe enough for a Palace of Pleasure and Pain.”

		“Yeah, you’re right. I should have asked you. I’m sorry.”

		“Then again, I could have told you. Money just never seemed important enough to talk about. Especially since we had much nicer things to do,” Candy said, smiling at the memory of the previous night when she’d knelt naked behind the door as Nikki had gotten home from work. “Well, I got four millions, plus everything I put on the side when I worked. Quinn invested it wisely and now it’s almost three hundred.”

		Rick whistled, Nikki’s jaw dropped and Gina smiled at Candy, thinking that this was exactly the kind of girl for Nikki, not because of the money, but because she knew how things worked and would keep her grounded when Nikki had one of her phases when she wanted to fly up into the sun.

		And Leslie, professional as she was, dug into her bag and brought forth a folder with a couple of papers. “I’ve done some research and calculations and based on that I can say that this should be easily enough. I haven’t taken into account the distance from the nearest water pipes and electric lines, but I guess that won’t cost all that much.”

		“Perfect, thank you very much, Leslie. The next question is: Is it legal, Gina?”

		“Yep. As long as nobody charges for sex or takes a profit out of it, it is.”

		“Hmm, not good. I mean, those working there need to live, too. Like, Candy, our designated chambermaid,” Nikki said with a wink towards the blonde.

		“That’s not a profit, that’s a salary,” Rick chimed in. “A profit is what is left after I paid all your wages and all the bills for booze and stuff and after taxes. That would have to be reinvested.”

		Gina nodded. “Exactly.”

		

		“OK. Does that mean there are no problems at all?” Nikki asked, grinning because what she had thought to be the two biggest obstacles to make her dream come true had just ceased to exist.

		“No, that doesn’t mean there are no problems,” Leslie pointed out. “First, it might seem like a small problem, but it needs to be solved. 29 Palms has severe water problems. No big surprise there, since it’s situated in a desert. They’re very restrictive with building concessions due to that. We’d need to make sure that this isn’t going to be a problem. Water recycling, for instance.”

		“Oh, we’ll have to drink our pee?” Nikki pulled a face.

		“Basically, yes. Except once it’s recycled it’s not pee anymore, but water. I can look into it, but I can already say that it won’t be very cheap. On the other hand, if it’s done properly it could save a lot of money in the long run. I’d need to discuss this with someone who knows more about it, though.”

		“Thanks, Leslie. That would be cool.”

		“There are more problems, too,” Gina chimed in quietly. “Who owns everything? Somebody’s got to pay a lot of taxes. Who carries the risk if it doesn’t work, if not enough people are willing to pay to stay there?”

		“I do.” They all turned to look at Candy. “I like this idea so much, I’m willing to risk it.”

		“Stop talking bullshit, honey.” Nikki said. “Nobody wants …”

		“I’m not talking bullsh …”

		“Yes you do and you stop it. Now!”

		“Nikki is right, Candy. You mustn’t do that,” said Gina and everybody else agreed. “What if it where a cooperative?”

		“I’ll look into that and talk to a poker friend of mine who knows about such things.” Rick glanced at Leslie. He’d noticed that the girl was looking at him whenever she thought he didn’t notice. Could she be the girl he wasn’t even looking for anymore? Could he be that lucky? Only time could tell, but he made a mental note to talk to her in private and make sure he’d have her number, even if all this came to nothing.

		

		“Cool. Now, what we need is a plan on how to proceed and then ...”

		Rick interrupted her. “No, Nikki. What we need is an idea about who’s going to do what. For instance, you’re a marketeer, right? You could go about finding out if there really is a market for such an idea. Leslie obviously has already enough to do. So do I. Gina could start with a layout about what such a place needs so Leslie has something on which to base her calculations.”

		“See, that’s why I got you all here. I’d begin at the end and do it all the wrong way,” Nikki stated, very pleased with the outcome so far. “Of course that leaves you, Candy. You could make yourself useful by getting a bottle of champagne and five glasses.”

		“Yes, Mistress, it’s a pleasure,” Candy said, bowed with a loving smile, and went about to do as she was told.

		“I’m so very happy for you, Nikki,” said Gina as they both watched Candy’s perfect ass moving towards the bar. “I know people who would kill for that ass alone, not to mention everything else. You’re not her Mistress, though.”

		“No, not really. I mean, we’re fooling around and she enjoys to submit, but I can never be a Mistress. But it’s OK for the time being.”

		“That is good. But I disagree. You can be a Mistress. Her Mistress. I don’t know if it’s the right thing for the two of you, but I firmly believe that you could be a Mistress. And now, tell us why you really want to create all this.”

		“Huh? I told you why.”

		“No, I know you, Nikki. There must be another reason. Coming to think of it, wait till Candy is back. I’m sure she’d like to know, too.”

		“You know, I always hated the way you could read my mind, Gina. Not once could I keep anything from you. Not a single freaking time.” Nikki tried to sound indignant but she failed hard.

		“That’s one of the reasons you loved me, remember?”

		“Hell yes,” Nikki laughed. “Except that I still do.”

		“Yes, I know. But now you got her to look after.”

		“Huh? What? Who needs looking after?” Candy asked, putting down the tray with the glasses and handing the bottle to Rick, mentioning that she never managed to open champagne without spilling half of it.

		“You do, Candy. Nikki said that she still loved me and I said that she’s got you to look after.”

		“That’s right, but it shouldn’t stop her from loving you.” Candy and Gina looked each other into their eyes for a long time and Gina saw everything in those eyes she needed to know.

		“OK, let’s toast on a great idea,” Rick said and handed everybody a glass. They toasted, drank, toasted again, this time on Nikki. 

		“Now would be a good time to tell us, Nikki!” Gina said when everybody had put their glass down and they all heard that her tone had changed and they also could see the change in Nikki’s demeanor.

		“Well. Some time ago Candy and I talked. I realized that she needed not just someone she could trust. What she needed, what we all need, is friends. A family. I thought about ways how to achieve that, not just for her, but for me, too. And then I had this idea and knew this could be a way to create something like … well, like a family, a close-knit circle of friends. I know it can go wrong, but it’s worth a try.”

		Leslie looked around, knowing that she was the only one who didn’t really fit in. “OK, so you asked those you know, those you love and trust. Where do I fit in?”

		“I don’t know,” Nikki replied sincerely. “I saw that ad and had a good feeling. I can only hope that you will fit in, eventually.”

		“I think you will. You’ll fit in because you’re the right person. You will also fit in because it is what you’re looking for,” Candy said. “But right now that doesn’t really matter at all because right now all that matters to you is Rick,” she added with a grin, then they all broke out in laughter, except Rick and Leslie who both blushed deeply.

		“Come on, girls, don’t be cruel,” Gina said, still chuckling. “Let’s get something to eat and leave those two alone for a couple of minutes.”

		

		“I knew that she still loves you. I saw it in her eyes and heard it in her voice when she talked about you,” said Candy to Gina when they waited outside the bar for Nikki, who had gone for a potty run. “What I don’t understand is why she broke up with you and went away.”

		“She was afraid of losing herself if she stayed with me. Silly girl. Such a strong woman as Nikki can’t lose herself. I told her so, but knew she couldn’t do much about it. So I let her go because I loved her.”

		“You still do.”

		Gina smiled at Candy. “Of course, I always will.”

		“That’s good. Because, as she has said, she needs a family. Just like I do. Like we all do.”

		“Yeah, she is awfully smart, isn’t she?”

		“Hell, of course I am,” Nikki said upon emerging from the Wild Zone, having heard only the last sentence. “You did talk about me, right?”

		“As a matter of fact, we did,” Gina said. “We’ve got a lot to talk about. But not now. Now I want you two to tell me how you gonna please me later.”

		The two girls looked up at her, surprise in their expressions, until Gina laughed. “I was joking. I’m staying at a hotel and no, I don’t even think about spending my night with you. And because I know Nikki I won’t listen to anything until you two have talked, slept on it, talked again, slept on it again and then come to a mutual conclusion.”

		They both answered with “yes, ma’am” and giggled until Gina rapped them both on their head.

		“Sheesh, you’re so silly. This is a serious matter, girls.” That was undeniably true, but Gina still couldn’t help herself and started to laugh along with them when they both said “yes, ma’am” once more and broke out in laughter.

		

		In the meantime, Rick and Leslie sat silently, both feeling increasingly foolish until Rick started to laugh, too. Leslie quickly chimed in.

		“I guess we’re behaving like teenagers, huh?” Leslie finally managed to say.

		“Yeah. Guess it was very obvious.”

		“Uh huh. OK, look, you heard about that ad. I ... oh damn, I have no idea what I could say.”

		“Then say nothing.”

		“And let you talk?”

		“I don’t know what to say, either, except that I like the dimples on your cheeks when you laugh.”

		Leslie smiled. “Yeah, I like them too.”

		“That I like even better.”

		“What?”

		“That you can say that you like them too. A lot of women find it almost impossible to like something about themselves.”

		“What do you like about yourself?”

		Rick didn’t need to think long. “My hands.” He looked at them, held them up for her to see and spread his fingers. “They get things done.”

		Leslie reached for his right hand, looked at it, saw the callouses and the little scars on the knuckles. “Yes, they look as if they get things done.” She paused, looking up at him again. “There’s one thing I need to tell you about me. I dunno where you stand with all this BDSM-stuff, but I know that I don’t even know if it’s my thing. The ad Nikki has seen ... well, I was merely trying to find someone with whom to find out where I stand.” She blushed, smiled weakly, then her smile widened until the dimples in her cheeks showed.

		Rick didn’t say anything. Instead he got up, leaned across the table and kissed her, right on the dimple on her left cheek. Then he recoiled, as if he was startled about what he was doing. “I’m so ...” he began, then corrected himself. “No, actually I’m not sorry. It had to be done, I just had to kiss that lovely dimple. I wanted to, too.”

		Leslie smiled and reached for her cheek, still feeling the touch of his lips, a warm feeling spreading from her cheek through her body. 

		“As for that BDSM stuff: I don’t know myself. I’ve spent some time with Candy and quite enjoyed myself dominating her, or trying to, but I think it’s hard for a guy not to enjoy himself with her, no matter what the circumstances.”

		“Yeah. I can imagine. Well, I just wanted you to know. I’ve learned that it can’t hurt if people know.”

		“No, it can’t. Funny, we talk to each other for five minutes and I already tell you that I’ve tried dominating a woman and enjoyed it.”

		“It’s not funny. For me it’s the spark I’ve been missing for so long. Does that make me sound desperate?”

		“No, that does make you sound as if you’re feeling the same way I feel.”

		“Do you think we should kiss?”

		Rick, remembering Candy’s words, answered. “Yes, I do think we should kiss. I think you should come here and sit on my lap and let me look at those dimples up close and kiss you.”

		

		Leslie blushed, but much less than earlier, got up, sat on his lap, let him admire her dimples from up close and then, overcoming that last shyness, that awkwardness that always seems to precede the first kiss, she slowly moved forward, savoring every moment, until her lips touched Rick’s. That was when she started savoring every moment ten times as much as before. It was everything she hadn’t felt in a long time. And when Rick laid his strong, large hands on her flanks that felt also exactly the way she had imagined during all those lonely days and nights. They were still kissing when the others returned, carrying bags with food.

		“Oh, that was fast,” Nikki said quietly to the others, so as not to disturb them. 

		“Yeah. That was fast.” Gina didn’t talk quietly, but neither Leslie nor Rick let themselves be disturbed.

		Candy put down her bags on the nearest table. “You know, even if the whole project ends in the gutter and leaves me piss poor, it still would have been worth it. If only for this.”

		Nikki tut-tuted. “Watch your language, young lady.”

		“I’m older than you, remember?”

		“Yeah, but unlike me, you know how to behave like a lady and since you know it I want you to do it. So there.” Nikki turned towards the kissing couple. “Ahem! Do you think we could get you interested in a full range of super-delicate meze or would you prefer to be left alone?”

		Leslie and Rick took their time to disengage but finally they managed to unlock their lips. “Meze? Sure, I guess we could take a short break for meze.”

		“If we have to,” Rick added, never taking his eyes off Leslie.

		“You have to, if only because this is much too much for us to eat.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 13 - Will there be Sex?

		

		In the next few weeks all of them had something to do. Except Candy, that is. She didn’t even have the time with Rick anymore to occupy her. And despite being excited and giddy about Nikki’s plan and helping Nikki to establish whether such a hotel, or a BDSM-vacation center, would actually be welcomed by the community, she was getting a bit bored.

		She contacted a broker and met with her at her condo in Santa Barbara and the woman said that it would be no problem to rent it and yeah, she’d love to find a trustworthy tenant and handle the paperwork, which didn’t surprise Candy all that much because the woman would skim a neat twenty percent of the rent. However, that, including emptying the condo of her personal belongings, was done in two days and then she was back to being bored.

		She thought about asking Rick whether he got a job for her, but then working together with Nikki might be too much, and working other shifts than Nikki did would mean that they’d never get to see each other. Apart from that, she didn’t know what to do. Except starting in her old line of work again. The thought kept coming back and eventually she talked to Nikki about it.

		“But why?” Nikki asked.

		“Because I need to do something and that’s what I do best.”

		Nikki wasn’t so much troubled by the idea of Candy having sex with strangers but she feared that she might get involved with the wrong persons. She wouldn’t ever forgive herself when she allowed her girl to pursue her line of work and get hurt or harmed. And Candy certainly had met a few people she shouldn’t have, the scars on her back gave testimony to that. But then she figured that she couldn’t expect Candy to trust her if she didn’t trust her also. “OK. You may have two clients, max. And I want to know all about them before you meet them in private. That means, you will only meet them in public places until you got a good feeling about them. I know you can judge people like nobody else I know, but I want you to take your time doing that.”

		

		A couple of days later Candy was sitting at a table drinking a coke at a mall after having bought a couple of clothes and some make up. Glancing around and looking at people she noticed a man and after watching him for a few minutes she instinctively knew that he could be the perfect client. He sat on a bench on the other side of the plaza, his right side turned towards her. Something about him had caught her eye and at first she didn’t see what was special about him. She took a closer look and saw that the people walking past him never looked at him. It seemed as if they also tried to put as much distance between themselves and the man. And he knew it, too. Her curiosity was awakened but she couldn’t see from where she was sitting why people reacted like this. He seemed to be perfectly normal. Just your regular grey haired guy sitting on a bench in a mall, although much better dressed.

		At long last she got up and walked slowly across the plaza towards him. He didn’t look at her when she walked past right in front of him and he only turned his head a little bit when she sat down on the bench. It was an ugly sight, his face. Badly burned some time ago, the skin red and raw, the left eye bloodshot, glinting wetly from a slit, almost shut, no lashes left, the ear only a raw rim of flesh. 

		Candy looked at his hands. Big and rough they were the hands of someone who didn’t mind to get them dirty but still knew how to take care of them. One of them was also burned, two fingers missing almost completely, giving it the look of a claw.

		“It sucks, doesn’t it?” she finally said. 

		At first the man didn’t reply. And when he finally did there was cautiousness, even a hint of hostility, in his voice. “What sucks?”

		Candy waved her hand at the people walking past, averting their eyes, except the little children who stared openly, only to be yanked ahead by their mothers. “This.”

		Now he turned and looked at her, the cautiousness gone, replaced by a weary unfriendliness. “What the heck would you know about it?” But he kept looking at her, probably because she was the first person in a long time whose eyes didn’t flinch, didn’t long to look at something else, anything but this destroyed face. 

		“There are many reasons why people can treat somebody like a pariah. It doesn’t really take scars like yours.” She kept his gaze, smiled a little bit, waiting for his reply, thinking that once he must have been a handsome guy with even features and good skin, one of those guys who still catch the eyes of women as they get older, long as they don’t get their faces messed up like this one had.

		Slowly his gaze softened and then he nodded. “Can’t see it happen to a doll like you, but I guess you’re right,” he finally said and then took the hand she offered.

		“Candy, pleased to meet you.”

		“Max, likewise.” He kept her slender hand in his big one, pressing it firmly and she couldn’t help but think about how they would feel on her back. “And now, young lady, tell me why you sat down besides me and what you want from me. I might look like the hunchback of Notre Dame, but I ain’t nobody’s fool.”

		“Yes, I didn’t assume otherwise. I sat down here because I got time and because you’re the only thing, person, actually, that interests me in this whole mall.” Candy made no attempt to pull her hand back.

		“And what would be so interesting about me? Except ... this?” he said, indicating the left side of his face.

		“That’s not interesting, sir. Oh, I’m sure there’s a story about it, but I’m not interested all that much in how it happened. What’s interesting, at least to me, is what this scar has done to you.” 

		“It ruined my life, that’s what it did.” Max finally let go of her hand, but she left it still lying in his, on his upper thigh.

		“Uh huh, I bet it did. There is another reason why I sat down and started talking to you.” She raised her hand, then stopped. “Can I?”

		For a second the hostility flared up once more in his good eye, then that faded and he broke into a lopsided grin. “Only if you tell me what the other reason is.”

		Candy softly touched the scarred tissue of the man’s cheek, trailed her fingertips across it, for an inch, let them rest again. “I think we could help each other.”

		“Help each other? How?”

		Now it was Candy’s turn to grin. “I can tell you or I can let you figure it out yourself. Telling you is faster, the other way is more fun.” She put her hand in his again and watched him thinking.

		“Playful girls have always been one of my weak spots,” he finally said, pressing her hand again. 

		“That’s my man,” Candy exclaimed and got up. “Then let’s go so you can start figure it out.”

		

		“Where are we going?” Max asked once they reached the parking lot.

		“I would like to just walk. Not sit in a car but just walk for some time.” They left the mall behind, walking hand in hand, her shopping bag in his right, down the street towards the park, without talking at first until he suddenly stopped and turned to face her at an intersection. “Are you a ... a whore?”

		“Yes I am. But this isn’t about the money. If you think my time is worth some money you pay me whatever you deem fit. If not, I won’t starve either.”

		Once again he smiled while he slowly shook his head. “I’ve met some strange people in my time, but you’re in a league of your own.”

		“Oh no, I’m not. I’m just a tart who knows her qualities.”

		“What does that mean?”

		“That means that I am pretty sure you’ll pay me a fair amount for my time. Probably more than I would ever dare to ask for.”

		“It’s a thin line between self-assuredness and arrogance, Candy.”

		“I know, but I think I’m still on the right side.”

		“Yes, maybe you are right. And if you’re not, it’s not my problem. May I?” He laid her arm around her waist when she nodded with a smile and they headed on and entered the park, stopping a little bit further on, watching the kids on the playground for a while.

		After a while Max started to talk. “I like kids. They sometimes just walk up to me and ask why I look like a zombie. That is, if their parents don’t yank them away before they can ask.”

		“Yes, I can see how that’s different.”

		“It’s been ages since I’ve just stood like this and didn’t think about how things could be if ...” he eventually said, then stopped when she hushed him.

		“Not now. Max. Besides, it’s time to get used to it.” She padded his hand. “Time to get something to eat, too.”

		“Right. I’m hungry, too.” He held up the plastic bag. “What’s in here?”

		“Girl’s stuff.”

		“Sounds interesting,” Max said and Candy thought that he’d changed significantly in the last hour. Her feeling had been right, he was indeed an interesting person.

		“If you want, I can show you later. C’mon now.”

		

		Max watched her as she ate, noticing the way she dabbed at her lips with the napkin, rather than wiping it, every time before she picked up her glass. He hadn’t come very far yet with figuring out how he could help her. It was obvious how she was helping him. He did enjoy her company, which man wouldn’t? She was, after all, a very beautiful, very sexy young woman and she knew much more about many more topics than he would have expected. 

		But, as she had explained to him, that was part of her job description. He was pretty sure that she hadn’t talked about the money when she had said they could help each other. Judging from her clothes which looked expensive and from everything she had told him she didn’t need the money. And so far there was no reason not to believe her. 

		“What?” she finally asked with a glinting in her eyes, after he had looked at her for a full five minutes. “Is there some Béarnaise on my chin? Snot on my nose? Lipstick smudged? Puleeeze tell me, I beg you.” 

		Max smiled and shook his head. “No, there isn’t, not at all. I was just trying to figure out what you’re getting out of this.”

		“I’ll tell you as soon as you ask.” Candy dabbed her lips again, then put the napkin on the table. “If you’ll excuse me for a minute, please.”

		“Sure. And no, I’m not asking. Not yet.” Then he enjoyed the sight of her shapely butt swaying towards the ladies’, along with all the other men in the restaurant.

		He enjoyed the sight of her as she crossed the restaurant on her way back just as much. He wouldn’t have been all that surprised had she walked right past their table. It did feel unreal to be here, dining with this beautiful, sexy woman, who turned a lot of heads wherever she went and whatever she did. But the click-clack of her high heeled boots stopped on the other side of the table and she sat down opposite him, giving him that dazzling smile. He’d kept searching in her eyes and in her smile whether there was anything fake about her demeanor, but if there was she was much too good of an actress for him to find out.

		He ordered coffee, then leaned back, feeling at ease. With her, he never once felt like he wanted to hide his face. He thought about how she’d look like naked. “Will there be sex?” he eventually asked.

		“Sex is an option, not a necessity. Well, not for me, anyway. And I have a hunch that it isn’t for you, either.”

		“So you don’t think I would enjoy spending time in bed with a beautiful, sexy woman like you? I’m not that old.”

		“Sure I think you’d enjoy that. As would I. But I also think that you won’t rush anything because you know this won’t be the last time we two meet.”

		Max didn’t say anything to that for some time. But she was right, this didn’t feel like being with a hooker, more like a date, except that it was very comfortable to know that if he wanted sex, he could have sex. It was also more comfortable and relaxed because neither of the two tried to impress the other. 

		“Yeah, you’re right. I’m enjoying your company much too much.”

		

		They were standing besides her car, ready to say their good byes, when he finally asked. “I still don’t have the slightest idea what’s in it for you. Tell me, please.” He pulled her close, their faces only a few inches apart, smelling a hint of perfume and the scent of woman.

		“It’s simple, really. Simple, and very selfish. Making people feel good is the only thing I’m good at. Seeing you enjoying yourself makes my day. Also, I like older guys. Older guys and younger women,” she added with a smile.

		“Ah. I see.” But he didn’t, really, as he well knew. “Can I ask you a question?”

		“You know you can ask me anything. I might even answer.”

		Max chuckled. “Is there someone you love? I mean, it would be an awful waste if someone like you didn’t love someone or wasn’t loved by someone.”

		Candy paused, then stood on her tiptoes and kissed him on the lips. “That was maybe the nicest thing a man has ever said to me. And yes, there is someone. Although I’m afraid I don’t love her as much as I should. But I’m trying to do my best.”

		His lips still tingling he handed her the shopping bag. “You know, you never showed me what’s in here.”

		“Oh. Yes, that. Right. Just some girl’s stuff and underwear. Know what? I’ll wear it the next time we meet. Unless you’d want me not wearing any, of course.” She winked and opened her car. “And in case there will be a next time, too.”

		“You know that there will be a next time, Candy.”

		“Yes, I know. Good night, Max.”

		“Good night, Candy. Thanks for a wonderful day.” He fumbled for his wallet, but she held him back.

		“No. Not today. Please.” Once again she kissed him on the lips, this time longer, then she got into her car. “Call me, Max.”

		

		***

		

		Nikki knew that something had happened the moment Candy entered the bedroom where she was already lying in bed. There was something radiant about the girl and the realization that this radiance might have been brought to her girl by some man made her jealous for a moment. Which was silly since it had been Nikki who had started that whole business, Nikki who had pimped her lover to her boss because she felt that she couldn’t make Candy as happy as she deserved to be. But even if she knew that she was being silly she still didn’t like the idea of Candy working as an escort.

		“How was your day, love?” she finally asked when Candy had joined her in bed and snuggled up to her.

		“Fine. I’ve met a man.”

		“Oh? Do you really ...” she broke off. “Sorry. I need to think about that.” Candy waited patiently while Nikki sorted her thoughts and feelings. Truth was, she was both surprised at how quickly Candy had found a man who wanted to spend quite a lot of money to be with Candy and at the same time she was bothered by Candy’s professional activities, even if she told herself that she wasn’t. On the other hand, she saw that Candy was more relaxed and calmer since she got her permission to look for and meet clients. “I don’t know anymore whether I want you to do that. I want you all for myself and at the same time I know I mustn’t have you all for myself. I just don’t know ...” Candy remained silent and trailed a finger along Nikki’s spine, stopping at the beginning of the crease of her butt and kissing her neck. “Why does it have to be so difficult?”

		“I don’t know, Nikki. Maybe because love is never simple.”

		“I mean, I know you love me and that you enjoy what you do and I can see that it makes you feel ... whole, sort of. But still ...” Once again Nikki broke off. She propped herself up on her elbow and looked down at Candy, pushing her leg between those of her blonde lover. “Maybe I should just shut up and take out my frustration on your lovely ass,” she finished with a grin.

		Instead of answering her, Candy pulled away the covers, turned around on her belly and presented Nikki her perfect ass. She never expected her to actually hit her. Until now their kinky playing had been restricted to tying each other up on a couple of occasions and use blindfolds. And so she was totally taken by surprise when she felt the stinging pain spread through her buttcheek and couldn’t stifle a yelp which was cut short by the next slap on her ass. A third blow followed the second, and then another one and another one, until Candy thought her ass would erupt in flames. 

		

		Nikki collapsed on top of Candy, pressing her down onto the mattress, her hand still on Candy’s glowing, scarlet ass, both of them panting and their hearts racing.

		“Oh my G ...” she began apologetically but was immediately cut off by Candy.

		“Shh. Do not apologize. Just don’t, OK?”

		“OK.”

		“That’s my girl.” Candy turned her head as good as she could and kissed Nikki on the cheek. “It actually feels good, you know.” 

		“Huh?” Confusion flickered over Nikki’s face for a moment, but then she smiled and raised herself. Still not sure what to make of Candy’s words she was nevertheless sure that now wasn’t the time to talk. Now was the time to make love, tender love, ravishing love, loving love. Their juices mingled, their bodies melted together, their minds followed. Tongues dipped into dripping pussies, fingers fucked cunts, teeth bit down on nipples, hands caressed buttcheeks.

		“All it takes is one word from you,” said Candy afterwards, her head lying on Nikki’s belly, “you know that.”

		“Yes, love, I know. I’m just not sure what’s more important to me: Seeing you being happy or having you all to myself.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 14 - Buzzing Eggs and twitching Girls

		

		Leslie unfolded the plans and laid them out on the table, then stepped back and waited while Rick studied them, standing back at times to see the whole picture, moving closer at others to take in a detail. It was difficult to look at the plans and not at the woman beside him. Just like it had been difficult to think of anything else but her for the past two weeks. Two days ago, on Friday, while the Wild Zone had been teeming with partygoers enjoying a concert, Nikki had needed to nudge him to wake him from his daydreaming about Leslie.

		“You can fantasize about her being tied naked to your bed later, boss. Now I need seven beers, two tequilas, three vodka Red Bulls and a Caipirinha. And make it fast, eh?” By the time Nikki had darted off again, schlepping a heavy tray, he’d already been envisioning the slender brunette again, although, to his credit, not tied naked to his bed.

		“Yeah, that looks great!”, he finally said, smiling at Leslie. “What’s that here?” He pointed to a drawing of a little house, or hut, with a wide roof and small windows. There was somethings written at the top of the plan but Leslie’s handwriting was too scrawly to decipher it. 

		“That’s the dungeon. Or party room, if you want. Where the helpless victims get to be tied to all sorts of contraptions and ... well, yanno.” Leslie somehow managed to look lasciviously and blush at the same time.

		“Oh. Why is it separate?”

		“It isn’t the dungeon, really. It’s the tool shed. I just said that because ... well, because it was fun saying it.”

		“But not as much fun as being one of those helpless victims yourself?” Rick folded the plan and smoothed out another one, on which Leslie had sketched the whole complex of buildings. He wasn’t all that interested in looking at them, they’d do that later, when Nikki and Candy would show up. Gina wasn’t going to come today, but Leslie had emailed her the plans. Nope, the plans didn’t catch his attention. What he was interested in was Leslie. Having her tied to his bed, helpless, naked and eager, waiting for him to do whatever he wanted. 

		

		What had Candy said that day? Don’t be afraid of yourself, do what you think is right. He straightened and turned towards Leslie who was still watching him. What would she say if ... what would she do if ...

		“Ah, to hell with it,” he exclaimed, reached out for her, pulled her close and kissed her on the mouth, plundering it, invading it, taking possession of it. For a second she went rigid and he thought that he had blown it all, but then she slung her arms around him and held him as close as he held her. She arched her back to give him better access when he tried to slip his hand beneath the waistband of her long skirt, kissed him even deeper while he felt the sheer silk of her panty under his touch, gasped softly when he slid his other hand beneath her blouse on the back, feeling the heat of her naked flesh, feeling every bone of her spine, the muscles moving on either side as she moulded her body against his.

		“I was beginning to worry you’d never do it,” she whispered when he let go of her mouth and lips and tongue and started to caress her neck and throat. Then she didn’t say anything anymore, was busy unbuttoning her blouse and ruffling his hair, felt him fumble with the clasp of her bra for a moment, then the cups falling from her full breasts, the nipples already hard when he took them between his lips.

		By the time he pushed her back against one of the tables, her skirt around her feet, panties pushed to the side, she still wasn’t saying anything, but her moans and cries got louder every moment.

		He kept licking her cunt and sucking her clit while she begged him to come and fuck her, her hands in his hair, pulling on his head, wanting him to join her in her ecstasy. But he just kept licking, licked her until she locked her legs around him, arched her back, thrust her cunt into his face and came with a long, guttural cry.

		

		Only when her last spasms had subsided, only when she lay panting on the table did he stop and join her on the table, kissing her on the mouth again, letting her taste her own passion and lust on his lips.

		“I intend to do that again and again and again,” he whispered after he’d broken the kiss.

		“Sounds good.”

		“Feels good, too. And tastes even better,” Rick said, licking his lips. “Besides, tying you spreadeagled to the bed and pleasing you for hours, until you beg me let to you cum or stop sounds rather dominant to me, too.”

		Leslie whimpered at the thought and felt her pussy starting to tingle again.

		“But then again, since I have you here beneath me, all naked and wanton and longing for my cock, I guess I should do the sensible thing and fuck you.” He smiled at her and moved a bit away so she could open the fly of his jeans.

		“Sounds even better.”

		That was the last thing either of them said for a long time. There was a lot of grunting, moaning and gasping, followed by louder moaning and crying until they both lay on the floor, neither of them remembering when and how they had managed to let go of each other long enough to move from the table to the hardwood floor.

		Leslie had her legs around Rick, feeling him still twitching inside her, his breath tickling her neck. “There must be a hole in the floor, judging by the way my pelvic bone feels.”

		“Oh? Damn, I was hoping I had fucked us right through the floor to the basement.”

		“No. You didn’t. We’re still on the ground floor.”

		“Hmm … Got to work on that.”

		“Yeah.” Leslie paused, looking up at him. “It hurts, too.”

		“I know. But you don’t want me to stop.”

		“No, Rick, I don’t want you to stop.”

		

		Eventually they had to stop, though. They just about managed to stop and get more or less dressed before Candy and Nikki showed up. Leslie’s pelvic bone hurt like a bitch and Rick had rug burn, or hardwood floor-burn, as was the case, on his knees, but the buzzing between their legs and the feelings of love and satisfaction were strong enough to make them forget the discomfort.

		“Hey, you two little love birds. Had a nice afternoon?” Candy kissed Rick on the cheek, then did the same with Leslie. She sniffed the air like a dog taking up a scent. “I smell sex.”

		Leslie blushed but Rick didn’t miss a beat. “Yeah, I tried to fuck us through the floor down to the basement.”

		“Cool,” said Nikki and greeted them too. “You know there ain’t no basement in this building, right?”

		“Hehe, guess he got you there, eh?” laughed Candy, winking at Leslie. “Anyway. We got a little present for each of you,” she went on, handing Leslie and Rick a little gift wrapped box each.

		“Thank you,” Leslie exclaimed and started to unwrap her gift.

		“Don’t say your thanks before you know what it is. Right, Candy?” Nikki asked and looked at Candy who jumped a little and began to grin broadly.

		“What’s that?” Rick held a little black box in his hand.

		“Just wait.” 

		“Mine makes a sound,” said Leslie. “It hums, too.” 

		“Oh yes, it does.” Nikki reached inside the pocket of her coat.

		“Hmm, now it stopped.” Leslie opened the box and looked at the egg-shaped chrome object lying inside. “Is that a ...”

		“Yes, it is exactly what you think it is. And guess who’s got the remote.”

		Rick grinned, Nikki smiled, Candy beamed and Leslie ... Leslie blushed. “Come on, love, in it goes,” Nikki urged. “You know what’s the funny thing? We both can control your vibes.”

		Leslie turned to Candy. “You got one ... there?”

		“Yep. If by ‘there’ you’re referring to up my pussy, then yes, I got one ‘there’. It’s fun.”

		Leslie obviously wasn’t too keen on the idea of having to be with them all while she had a bullet vibe shoved up her pussy. Or maybe she was afraid that she wouldn’t be able to concentrate on the plans and answer their questions. But then she made up her mind, grinned a somewhat embarrassed smile and hiked up her skirt. She did, however, turn her back towards them as she pushed the egg inside her.

		“Eep,” she yelped, as soon as Rick turned it on. Candy merely twitched. “Tee hee, that feels nice.”

		“Yeah, I got addicted to it in two minutes flat, too.”

		“How about a little challenge for our lovely ladies? The first to lose her vibe gets her butt spanked,” said Rick, his arm around Leslie’s shoulder. “OK?”

		“Sure,” said Leslie, much to all their surprise. 

		

		That being settled, Candy hurried behind the bar to get some tea and biscuits while Leslie smoothed out the biggest of her plans, the one with the layout of the whole complex. It wasn’t one of those CAD-Designs but was drawn by hand and she had even taken the time to color it with water colors. 

		“It’s just a rough sketch, to give you an idea. I thought it would be good to have all the maintenance buildings and offices and the likes separated from the main building.”

		The main building evoked images of a medieval monastery, complete with a cloister surrounded by a wall. Two stories high and only with small, arched windows in the front, it was rather wide, its wings making up the whole width of the complex. “In here we have the reception, a refectory, the kitchen, play rooms. And a dungeon, too. It’s not underground, though.”

		“Why not?” asked Nikki.

		“Too expensive. Extensive earth-moving costs a lot. There is a basement, but it isn’t high enough for a dungeon. I’ll show you the details later. This here,” she indicated a smaller building at the back of the cloister, also two stories high, “is where the guest rooms and suites are located. Ten of them. There’s also the passage through to the maintenance shed and the back office. I ... eep!” she yelped again as Rick fumbled with the remote. “Can we cut that out for a moment, please? I’m trying to concentrate here.”

		“No we can’t.” He looked at Leslie, his brows twitching while she returned his gaze and finally nodded.

		“OK, I guess I’ll have to get used to it.”

		“Either that or cum. I’m opting for the latter,” Candy chimed in.

		Leslie grinned at her and went on. “The material is mostly monzogranite from a quarry nearby. Of course it will be properly insulated, both against the heat in summer and the cold during winter nights, but I thought the cloister with its pillars and the wall itself should be raw granite slabs, like they used to do it in that region for centuries.”

		“I think it looks great,” Candy said, pressing her legs together as she bent down to look at a detail on the plan. The others agreed. “I can’t wait to see it for real, to walk along the cloister ...”

		“... and be tied to one of the columns,” Nikki chimed in, turning the vibes off.

		“That, too,” smiled Candy. “Anyway, where do we live? In the guest rooms? Isn’t ten of them too few?”

		“No, there are other rooms. Here, let me show you.” She put the plan on another table and unfolded the one of the main building. “Here in the center is the reception. Right behind it the dungeon, or large play room. It’s two stories high, with a couple of pillars and beams and french windows leading into the cloister.”

		“Oh, wow. Cool!”

		“Thank you. To the left we have the kitchen, the refectory and the toilets. To the right a salon and four different play rooms. Here’s the stairs to the upper floor. Another six rooms, somewhat smaller than those for the paying guests ...”

		 Candy interrupted her. “Where are the stairs?”

		“Huh?”

		“The stairs. Long and winding, so I can make an entrance like Scarlett O’Hara. Yanno, sashaying down the stairs in a beautiful robe.”

		Leslie was about to open her mouth when Nikki spoke. “Hard to make an entrance in a robe when you’re already kneeling in the hall, wearing nothing but chains. And nipple clamps.”

		“Huh? Why would I do that?”

		“That’s what resident slaves do.”

		“Resident slaves? What are you talking about?”

		“Well, actually it’s resident slave, singular. Aka you. It’s the perfect position for you.”

		Candy fell silent, watching her lover for a minute, searching for signs that Nikki had been joking. But there were no such signs. 

		“Really, honey, think about it. I just thought of this right now and it makes a lot of sense. To me, anyway.”

		Candy thought about it, while being watched by the others. Finally she nodded. “Maybe. But I still think there should be a long, winding stair, if only so I can kneel at the base and watch you sashaying down in a beautiful robe.”

		“Yeah, but I’m not exactly the sashaying in a robe kind of woman.”

		“Well, if you think there should be a long stair, it should be possible to add one. But I think it should lead to the refectory or the dungeon. Maybe if the dungeon is set half a story in the ground ...” Leslie pondered the idea, then quickly added a few notes and lines to the sketch with a pencil. “Yeah, I think you’re right. Stairs ... some kind of balcony or gallery, leading from the hall into the dungeon ... hmm ...” She chewed on the pencil, lost in thought and watched by the others, until Rick turned the vibe to full power.

		Startled by the sudden buzzing in her pussy, Leslie let the pencil fall to the floor, followed by a louder thud, as Candy’s vibe hit the hardwood planks. 

		“Uh oh,” Candy said and grinned at Nikki who echoed her “uh oh”. 

		Rick looked at Leslie. “You know, I would have bet my left eye that it would be you.”

		Leslie blushed, stammered, then she reached for the hem of her skirt and lifted it high enough so they could all see the lacy black panties. “I ... umm ... I guess cheated ...”

		“Mwahahaha,” laughed Candy, joined by Rick who had assumed that Leslie hadn’t bothered with her panties when they’d dressed in a hurry. “That’s fucking great.”

		“Watch your language, young lady. And bend over that table.” Nikki’s eyes followed Candy as the blonde walked to the table she had indicated and rested her underarms on it. “Up with that skirt.”

		Candy reached back, lifted her skirt and held it on her hips, all the time looking over her shoulder, grinning at Leslie.

		“You should join her, Leslie.” Rick’s voice was low, more a request than an order, but Leslie didn’t hesitate a second and joined Candy. Looking back at Rick and winking at him she reached back, hiked up her skirt and pushed her panties to her knees.

		The two girls giggled nervously as they presented their firm, smooth asses. 

		“Hmm, a sight to behold,” said Rick.

		“Yep, very much. Have you ever gotten your ass spanked, Leslie?”

		“No, never,” the architect replied truthfully. “But I have fantasized about it for a long time.”

		Rick pulled out a chair. “I think we should sit down and enjoy the sight for a while before we start.”

		“Sounds like a plan.” Nikki sat down and both satisfied themselves with looking at the two asses before them, knowing that the girls both felt uncomfortable, yet at the same time got aroused by the situation. Rick played with the remote control and they both laughed when Leslie suddenly jumped, following by a metallic “plonk” as her vibe fell to the floor, too.

		“Ain’t that easy without cheating, eh?”

		“No Sir.”

		“Shall I put it in again?”

		“Yes, please do, Sir.”

		Nikki bent down and picked up Candy’s egg. “Please push that in, too.”

		“It will be my pleasure.”

		“Yeah I know.” Nikki kicked out her feet and watched smiling as Rick took his time pushing the vibes into the girl’s pussies. Of course he made sure to tease them extensively and there was of course also much squirming and moaning and gasping, as well as a lot of giggling. She got a warm and fuzzy feeling all over, and it wasn’t just the hot scene unfolding before her, or the knowledge that there was a woman who didn’t hesitate to stick out her ass and wait for it to be spanked by Nikki. It was much more than that. If this project went well, they hadn’t only created something unique in the world of BDSM, they would also have created a home for several people who needed a home. Or a family. If they succeeded, of course.

		

		“Ma’am, your girl is ready,” Rick announced towards Nikki, all the time caressing Leslie’s buttocks and teasing her sex. The brunette wasn’t looking back anymore, but staring at her hands on the table, whether in concentration, fear of what was to come, arousal or, most likely, a mixture of all those things wasn’t clear. Nikki got up and while she crossed over to them Rick gave Leslie two hard, fast spanks, one on each buttock. She yelped, startled, and just about managed not to reach back to rub her buttcheeks, on which the imprints of Rick’s hand could be clearly seen.

		He reached for her and pulled her upright to kiss her, one hand on her butt, again caressing it. “Want more?”

		“No Sir,” Leslie replied, “but I could take more if I had to.”

		“I know. But that was enough. Now let’s watch Candy.”

		“Oh yeah, I think I like it better when I can watch someone else’s butt being spanked.” But Leslie soon learned that watching someone else’s pain can hurt just as much as feeling it herself. She flinched with every slap, even more than Candy did herself. It wasn’t a hard spanking, but it still left Candy’s ass glowing red and a sheen of perspiration on her face.

		Candy, too, was pulled up by Nikki, but she didn’t rub her ass gently. Instead, she fingered her until Candy softly began to beg her for release, which she wasn’t granted, though.

		“You want to cum, love?”

		“Yes, Mistress, please.”

		Nikki shook her head. “Not now. We’ve got work to do. And you look just too lovely when you’re all wanton and needy.”

		“Pretty please.” But Nikki once again shook her head and finally Candy pouted but followed her Mistress to the table where Leslie and Rick had sat down again.

		In the next two hours they discussed the plans in detail, commented on this, asked about that, made changes here and had new ideas there. Finally, they all headed to a nearby Indian restaurant, two of the girls walking a bit awkwardly, eager to keep their bullet vibes inside them, their wet cunts tingling and buzzing and the scent of aroused woman heavy around them. 

		

		Back at his apartment Rick wasn’t sure whether what he experienced was reality or just a very nice dream. He resisted the urge to pinch himself and concentrated on the woman before him. Having initially blushed at his order to strip, Leslie had quickly started to peel out of her clothes, hastening in the beginning, then taking it slow, making a show out of it. She knew she wasn’t much of a dancer and there was no music to dance, to, either, but somehow she managed to convince herself that this didn’t matter. Rick would love to watch her anyway, would love to see her unhook her bra, watch her breasts fall free, would love to see her shake her hair, letting it fall over her shoulders. And he would love to see her wiggle out of her panties which she had put back on in the restaurant, after having him asked for permission. 

		And of course she was right. He loved every single second and even when a few times she was a bit clumsy, like when the waistband of her panties snagged on one of her heels, he just loved it. And which man wouldn’t have? She was a gorgeous woman, she had a beautiful body and on her pretty face she wore an expression most men would have found irresistible; a mix of shyness, embarrassment, pride and lustful anticipation. The only thing he worried about was whether he was up to it to give her what she wanted. Whether, to put it in a nutshell, he was the Master she needed and deserved.

		He was smart enough, though, to know that an insecure guy was about the last thing she wanted and so he put those doubts aside and just did what came to his mind and what he wanted to do.

		When she finally stood naked before him, resisting the urge to cover herself, he sat and looked at her for quite some time. “You’re beautiful, Leslie. Very, very beautiful.” She blushed a little at this, but didn’t say anything. “Now if you stuck out your chest and straightened your back and put your feet apart, you’d be even more beautiful.” She did as she was told, smiled at him, blushed a little more.

		“Yes, like this. Perfect. Now come to me.” She walked slowly, never taking her eyes from his, until she stood right in front of him, her glistening pussy almost level with his eyes, only inches from his face. Rick looked her over once more, then laid his hands on her hips, thumbs on either side of her sex, pulling her labia apart.

		Leslie flinched, tried to pull back, clearly uncomfortable with the situation.

		“What’s the matter?”

		“I ... umm ...” she stammered, blushing deeply now. “I ... let me wash myself quickly.”

		He looked up at her and frowned. “You’re worried because you smell?”

		Biting her lips Leslie nodded.

		“First: I know that you smell. Second: I’d be rather disappointed if you didn’t, after all this teasing and arousing. Third: You smell wonderful. The rich smell of a lovely woman. Fourth and last: If I don’t worry about you smelling, you shouldn’t, either.” He looked at her and waited until she quietly said “yes Sir.”

		“Good girl. And now I’m gonna check whether you taste as good as you smell.” He put the vibe on high, parted her even more with his thumbs and slid his tongue slowly along the length of her sex, letting it rest on her clit for a moment, flicking it softly. “Hmm, yes, perfect, just perfect.” It didn’t take him very long to get her to cum, after all the teasing she’d experienced. And with every minute she tasted better, smelled nicer, moaned louder.

		Finally he grabbed her buttcheeks, pressed her against himself and buried his face in her pussy, feeling her shiver and tremble as she flooded him with her juices.

		Still tasting her on his tongue, the smell of her even stronger than before, he let himself sink back into the backrest of the sofa. Her eyes had that dreamy look of a woman who had just been satisfied, but that dreamy look was slowly giving way to something else. Surprise, maybe, curiosity.

		“What?” he finally asked.

		“I didn’t know that dominant men go down on their girls.” It was apparent from her expression that although she hadn’t known, she certainly didn’t object to getting her pussy licked.

		Rick smiled, reached out, took her hand in his and pulled her on top of himself. “To be honest, I don’t know all that well what dominant men are supposed to do with their submissive girls, but if being dominant means I don’t get to taste your sweet juices and don’t get to bury my face in you dripping pussy then I’d rather not be dominant. However, until we find the official rulebook for dominant men and their submissive girls, I intend to do whatever the hell I like and whatever the hell I think you’d enjoy, too.”

		She wanted to say something, but he sealed her lips with his and kissed her passionately, long enough for her to forget what she had wanted to say. She squirmed a little when he pressed his finger against her asshole. “Still a virgin back there?”

		“Yes, but if you ... I mean ... I would …”

		“No, sweetheart. Not when I want. But when you beg me to.”

		The thought of having him to beg to fuck her ass made her shiver and at the same time it made her pussy tingle. If this went on how it did so far and how she hoped they continued to do, then begging him was what she’d do, sooner rather than later. Not tonight, though. She nodded, blushing, then yelped when he slapped her on her ass and told her to go get ready for bed. 

		However, Rick’s self control wasn’t good enough to wait until she was ready for bed and so he parted her legs and slipped his cock inside her while she was still standing at the sink, brushing her teeth. He slowly fucked her while he brushed his own, then simply lifted her up by her hips, still impaled on his cock, and carried her to the bedroom, where he fucked both their brains to mush.

		

		Candy, at the same time, fared much worse. Nikki felt especially evil that night and denied her lover any relief from her yearning and need. Instead, she had her between her legs for a long time, made the blonde lick her and please her for hours, then, when she was fully satisfied, she pulled Candy up again, hooked two fingers in her pussy, listened to her begging for some time and finally told her to shut up because she wanted to sleep.

		Candy pouted, moaned, tried to rub herself on Nikki’s fingers, then finally relented. “Why don’t you let me cum, Nikki?” she asked silently.

		“Because I can.”

		“That’s not a good answer.”

		“No, it isn’t. But it’s all the answer you need. Besides, it makes you tingle all over with the realization that it’s true. Right?”

		“Right.” Candy fell silent again, her hand on Nikki’s breast, her lips on her throat. “You’re absolutely right. And I absolutely love you.”

		“I love you too.”

		

		15 - What’s your Story?

		

		A couple of days later Candy was lying on her side, feeling Max’ body pressed against hers, his sticky penis embedded between her buttcheeks. It was that peaceful moment after having made love, their senses still overflowing but the rush of the emotions already waning. 

		“I knew your hands would feel good,” she whispered, slowly rubbing her bum against his groin. “They feel like a working man’s hand.”

		“I was a working man most of my life.”

		“Yeah, I know. They’re builders hands. Hands that create.”

		Max caressed her flank, felt the softness of the side of her breast, the smooth curve of her waist, the silken skin beneath her hip bone. “Too long I haven’t built anything.”

		“At least you’re producing goose bumps on my skin.”

		He smiled and kissed her shoulder blade. “Yeah. You’ve got nice skin.” He had seen the scars on her back, had wondered about them, but so far hadn’t asked. It was obvious that those scars and marks weren’t what worried her. The scars that did scare her, the scars she hid, where those deep inside her. He kissed her shoulder blade. “If I had known that being with a tart was like this, I’d gone to one long ago. But then again, I reckon they aren’t all like you.”

		“I don’t know, I’ve never been with one myself. But I’m glad you enjoy it.” She wiggled from his embrace and turned to face him. “I do, too.” She could see the questions in his eyes. Was she telling the truth? Or was she just saying this to make him feel good?

		“You haven’t cum, though,” he said eventually. “Why didn’t you fake it?”

		“Why should I? To cheat on you? Would you enjoy it better if I cheated on you? Would it make you feel better if I had cum too? You know, sex can be good even if there is no orgasm.”

		Max looked at her, then let himself fall back onto the pillow. “I bet you must be the weirdest, most extraordinary tart to walk this planet.”

		She laughed and touched his cheek tenderly. “Now don’t get all sentimental on me. I really did, still do, actually, enjoy being with you. If I didn’t I would have left by now. So, as long as I’m here and as long as we’re meeting again, you can be sure that I enjoy your company, OK?”

		“OK.” He let a strand of her hair run through his fingers and watched it fall across her face. “Now what?”

		“Now we go for a walk and you tell me about building things. Then I invite you for a coffee.”

		

		They walked aimlessly through the neighborhood, her hand in the pocket of his coat, his thick, strong fingers closed around hers. He told her how he had always liked to build things, even as a boy. He had started as a carpenter, had soon specialized in restoring historical buildings. One day, while polishing the beams of a bay, a task that had to be done manually, he had had an idea on how to build a machine that could polish concave wooden structures.

		The patent for this invention was bought by a tool company for a lot of money, money he invested in his own firm, soon becoming the leading company for restoration and rebuilding historical buildings.

		“I like that, restoring old things,” Candy said, smiling at him. “Sounds like a great thing to do.”

		“Yeah, it was. I always liked doing it.”

		They continued uphill, until they reached the woods beyond the last houses where they stopped and turned and looked over the vast expanse of LA, or at least that portion of it they could see from their vantage point. “How about family? I got the feeling that you’re a family man.”

		He remained silent for some time. “Yeah, I am. Had a wife, two sons.” She pressed his hand in his pocket, no words needed. “She passed away soon after our older son died of an overdose.” His voice was hoarse, the pain imminent as he kept talking about how it had felt as if they’d failed, watching their son sink into the muck of drugs, trying to help him, even giving him money until they finally realized that with every Dollar they gave him they pushed him deeper into the mess.

		“It was like shoveling his grave, actually. But it took a long time until we realized that.” One day, they’d gotten a call from the police. His girlfriend had found him, choked to death on his vomit. Soon after, his wife was diagnosed with breast cancer. Operations, radiation therapy, chemotherapy, the whole works. All useless, except to prolong her agony. For a moment Candy thought of Steven and made a mental note to contact him asap.

		“I take some comfort in knowing that I was with her till the end, that I could say good bye to her and hear her tell me one last time how much she loved me.”

		Candy stopped and pulled her hand from his pocket to hug him. It felt a bit awkward to feel this big, strong man soak her shoulder with his tears and for a moment she wished she could cry with him. “I often wondered if it would have been better if I had had the opportunity to do the same with Quinn. I just hope he always knew how much I loved him.”

		“I’m sure he did,” Max said, blowing his nose.

		“Yeah, I tried to let him know,” Candy replied as they started walking again. “And the other son?”

		“He left as soon as he had finished his studies. Met a woman in Calgary and stayed there. We haven’t had much contact in the last years. Grown apart, I guess. Maybe he’d had enough bad news from me. Can’t blame him.” They resumed their walk, both of them quiet for a while until Candy once again stopped, softly touching his scarred face. “And this?” 

		“A high voltage electric arc. Paramedics first thought I was dead. For a long time I wished they’d been right.”

		“But not anymore.”

		“No, not anymore.” He paused, looking at her, his good eye wide and glazed over. “Can I ... can I kiss you?”

		“You can always kiss me when we’re together.”

		Max kissed her, held her close, for a minute or two, losing himself in the illusion that she wasn’t a tart, that she really was his woman. “But you’ll never be mine,” he stated, surprised that it didn’t hurt more to acknowledge the truth.

		“No, Max, I don’t think so.”

		“Well, but at least now you’re here with me.”

		“Yes, now I’m here with you.” Once again she took his hand as they continued uphill.

		He kissed her again. They arrived at a restaurant on the top of the hill with a terrace overlooking the city.

		“Time for coffee,” she announced and pulled out a chair from one of the tables, then went inside to get two lattes.

		

		“And what’s your story?” he asked when she had sat down beside him, facing the sun, her hand in his other pocket now, fingers closed around the stumps of his fingers.

		“The usual. Never really had a home, ran away, met the wrong people, managed to survive. Finally I thought I had found someone who loved me, and he did. But then he died and I was alone again. But at least this time I didn’t have to sell myself.”

		“But you do sell yourself.”

		“Do you get the impression I’m selling myself?” she asked, turning towards him.

		“No, not really.” Max remained silent for some time. Then he lightly brushed his hand against her shoulder, feeling her twitch. “And ... the scars? How did you get them?”

		The pause that followed was even longer than the one before. “Someone who couldn’t stand that I had my own mind. Someone who thought that if he can’t have me, nobody should. Smashed me against a mirror, then pressed me into the shards. Tried to cut my face, too. I was quicker.”

		He pondered this for a while and when he spoke again, his voice was low and soft. “And you still do what you do? You’re not afraid that someone like me could think the same?”

		Candy took a sip of coffee. “No, not anymore. I have learned to pick the right ones. Or, rather, I’ve learned to trust my gut feeling. At least I hope so.”

		“What if it’s wrong? Your gut feeling?”

		“So far it’s never been wrong. But let’s talk about something else. Are you interested in a job?” He looked at her questioningly, wondering what kind of job a woman like Candy could possibly offer him. “I don’t know about payment, but I got the feeling you could be very helpful.” She continued to tell him about Nikki’s idea, how they had already found an architect who had drawn the first sketches, what kind of hotel it would be and he listened with growing interest.

		“I like that idea, even if all that BDSM-stuff isn’t my thing. Who’s was it again? Yours?”

		“No, a friend’s.” Candy paused, looking at him. “Well, she’s more than just a friend. Much more.”

		He nodded. “She knows what you’re doing?”

		“Yes, of course. She doesn’t like it but she accepts it.”

		Max squeezed her hand in his pocket. “You should do everything in your power to keep this woman.”

		“I know. I do my best.”

		“You should also give her my best regards and my thanks for allowing you to do this.”

		“I’m not sure she wants to know. Anyway, if you want that job you’ll get to meet her soon enough.”

		Max laid his hand on her thigh, squeezed it. “Baby, I wouldn’t want to miss this opportunity to be useful, not for anything in this world.”

		“Cool!” Candy cried and leaned towards him for a kiss. “I’ll let you know when we meet for the next time, so you get to know them.”

		They sat in silence, watching the people walk past, enjoying the sun and the notion that neither of them had to say anything because it was a comfortable silence, not one of those that needed to be filled with words.

		“Do you have to go soon, Candy?”

		“No, not at all. I want to go pick up Nikki when she’s coming off work, but that’s still hours away.”

		“Good. I’d hate it if you had to go right now.”

		As an answer, she laid her hand in his once again, feeling the stumps of his fingers close around it.

		

		***

		

		“Whoa, shit, you look tired. Worn out, too,” Nikki giggled when Rick arrived at the Wild Zone at six in the afternoon. “Makes one wonder how Leslie’s doing.”

		“She’s doing fine. The rest is none of your business.”

		“I’m sure she’ll tell me when I ask her. In colorful detail, too.”

		“Wench! I’m sure there’s work to be done, guests to be served. I don’t pay you for gossiping.” 

		“Yes, boss.” She laughed and disappeared through the doorway that led to the room in the back where a band was getting their instruments and equipment ready. She didn’t return for some time, but instead he could hear a slide guitar, playing a rather wicked, although also rather imperfect, version of Stevie Ray Vaughn’s ‘Pride and Joy’. When he went to look where Nikki was he found her sitting on the edge of the stage, playing the guitar. He watched her for a while, until she looked up and smiled at him, then she put the guitar away. The musicians of the band sat around a table, listening to her and sipping on their beers.

		“You’ve got talent. With a little practice you could become a real good guitarist,” one of the members of the band said as she put the guitar on its rack.

		“No, stop talking rubbish,” Nikki said, got up and reached for her notepad.

		“You’re better than him,” one of the musicians said, pointing at the band’s guitar player. “Not that it takes a lot, hehehe.” His colleague boxed him in the ribs.

		“Hold on, guys. The fistfights and brawls aren’t scheduled for the next three hours yet,” Nikki said, then asked them whether they wanted a sandwich and went to the tiny kitchen to fix a couple when they said yes, they wouldn’t mind.

		“She’s really got talent,” the bandleader said to Rick when he’d asked them whether they had everything they needed and they’d replied that yes, everything was peachy, mostly thanks to the cutie who had taken care of everything. 

		“Yeah, she’s got lots of talents. Unfortunately she wastes most of them,” Rick replied and left them to drink their beers, hoping they’d still be sober enough to play their instruments.

		

		They were and they played them loud and surprisingly well and, despite it being a Wednesday evening, they also attracted quite a crowd. Rick and Nikki were being kept busy by the patrons yelling for more and more beer.

		Nikki was longing for a break and some fresh air but there was simply no time to go outside for a moment. Whenever she went to the little hall in the back, she came back with her head buzzing with orders and finally she decided that she wasn’t going to try to remember all of them, but simply filled a case with cold Buds and handed them out, pocketing the money in return, while walking through the crowd. Whenever somebody wanted something else than beer, she told them to get their drink themselves at the bar.

		The case was empty within minutes and when she returned to the bar for a refill she saw herself facing a person out of a horror movie. Except that he was looking very peacefully towards the passage in which the loos were located and he was also smiling, although rather lopsided. One side of his face was badly scarred, his left ear almost gone. She immediately was ashamed for her initial reaction, even when he hadn’t seen it. Then she wondered what a guy his age would want in a bar like this. She was pretty sure he hadn’t come for the music. 

		However, there was more important business to attend to than to contemplate the reasons of his presence at the Wild Zone and by the time she was schlepping the next case away she’d already forgotten about him again. And so she was even more surprised on her return a couple of minutes later to see Candy walking towards the table where he was seated, carrying a coffee and putting it down on the table in front of him. At first she thought that Candy had arrived to pick her up from work, seen that they were in somewhat of a mess and had lent Rick a hand behind the bar. It wouldn’t have been the first time. But then she sat down beside him, only to jump up again and hurry towards Nikki when she saw her.

		They kissed, but Nikki couldn’t help but look at the man as soon as Candy had said hello. 

		“This is Max. I wanted him to meet you, but I see that you don’t have time right now.”

		“He ... is he ...?”

		“Yes. And yes, I know that you don’t want to meet my clients. Ah, shit, I thought it would be more quiet so we could talk. Can we, later, please?”

		Nikki couldn’t believe that her lover was bringing one of her johns to meet her. What a fucking idea was that? But then she looked at Candy and realized that if Candy was doing exactly this, there was probably a rather good reason. “OK. Later.” She looked at Max, gave him a nod, then went about her work. A minute later she was joined behind the bar by Candy.

		“Can I help?” she asked after greeting Rick.

		Nikki pointed at the case of beers. “Yeah, take this, go to the back and sell them for a fiver each.”

		“No problemo.” Candy grabbed the case, planted a loving kiss on Nikki’s cheek and hurried away. 

		

		The band soon came to an end, but it still took two hours until the last guests had left. All the time Max sat at the table, apparently happy to just sit and watch.

		Eventually, Candy went to get him to sit at the bar, so they could talk while still working. “Nikki, this is Max. Max, meet Nikki, the very special person I told you about.”

		Max extended his hand across the top of the bar and Nikki shook it, after a moment’s hesitation. “Hello, Nikki, pleased to meet you.”

		“Hello Max. Sorry, but I’m just not sure whether I am pleased, too.” She glanced at Candy.

		“Yeah, I understand, and I’m sorry, but we just happened to pass by the bar and ... well, Candy had the idea to introduce me.”

		“Uh huh. He wants to help with our project. He’s a carpenter, had his own business and knows a lot about buildings and construction work. That’s why I brought him. Oh, here, that’s Rick, he’s a partner in our project, too,” she went on when Rick returned from the loo.

		“Hi, Max. Yeah, although I’m not all that sure what my job is,” Rick said and let himself fall onto a chair. “Jeez, should have asked Jazz to come working, too, but I didn’t expect such a crowd. Thanks, Candy, your help is much appreciated.”

		“You’re welcome,” the blonde replied. 

		Nikki was still looking at Max, studying his face, wondering for a moment why Candy would pick a guy like him. But it was obvious, wasn’t it? “So, you know how to build houses and stuff?”

		“Hmm, no, not all that much, to be honest. I mostly did restoration and carpentry. But I know the tricks of contractors to screw you out of your money.”

		“Ah. And you know what the project is about?”

		“Yes. Of course. Candy couldn’t be stopped, once she’d begun to tell.”

		Nikki laughed. “Yeah, I bet.” She looked at him for another full minute, then decided that he was a decent guy. Besides, if Candy trusted him and brought him here, he couldn’t be such an asshole. And as long as she was allowing her girl to meet men, she’d have to live with that decision. “OK, I guess I’m pleased to meet you, after all.” This time it was her who held out her hand. 

		

		They were sitting in Candy’s car, Nikki and Candy, late in the night. They both were tired and longing to go to bed and sleep, but it wasn’t time to sleep, it was time to talk.

		Candy put the key in the ignition but didn’t start the car yet. Instead she turned and kissed Nikki on her cheek. “Thank you, Mistress.”

		“What for?”

		“For accepting Max. For allowing me to do what I do. For everything. Mostly for being you, though.”

		Nikki remained silent for a while and watched the raindrops splattering on the windshield. Finally she took a deep breath. “He seems to be a good guy. That’s good. I guess it’s easier when I know you’re having sex with good, decent guys.” She paused again, holding Candy’s hand in her lap. “Yeah, it’s easier.”

		“I’ll stop,” Candy suddenly said, much to Nikki’s surprise. “I’ll busy myself with something else. Maybe I could ask Rick if he ...”

		“No!”

		“Huh? What? Why not?”

		Nikki let go and held her lover’s head with both hands so they looked into each other’s eyes. “Because I don’t want to see anybody feeling you up without your permission.”

		“I can deal ...”

		“Shhh. I talk, you listen.” Nikki waited until Candy nodded. “I know that you can deal with that. Probably better than I do. But I still don’t want to see it. I’d rather have you sleep with someone you picked yourself, even if that doesn’t make much sense. But that’s the last reason why I don’t want you to stop. I’ve seen how you looked at Max, how you care for him. I could feel that you enjoy spending your time with him and I think it does you good. You two, you’re good for each other. And finally, but that isn’t the most important reason, I saw him when he was waiting for you while you were on the toilet. He looked happy, even when he knew that those few hours every week are all he will ever get. I don’t know whether he deserves you, but if you think he does, then I don’t want you to stop seeing him.”

		For a long time they just looked into each other’s eyes. At last, a tear rolled down over Candy’s cheek, followed by many more, but those Nikki couldn’t see anymore because she was cradling her girl in her arms, holding her tight as she sobbed and cried until there were no more tears left.

		“I love you so very much I’m afraid that my heart might explode any moment,” Candy eventually whispered, still choked by sobs.

		“I know, love. I love you too. Much more than I did this morning, but not as much as I will tomorrow.” They lay in each other’s arm for another thirty minutes, then Candy straightened, turned the key in the ignition and drove them home.

		“Say, how much did he pay you, if I may ask?” 

		Candy was rather surprised by that question. So far Nikki hadn’t ever asked about the details of her hooking. “You can ask me anything, always.” She reached into the pocket of her coat, produced a couple of bills and put them on the table. They were all new, crisp hundred dollar bills.

		“You didn’t count it, did you?” Nikki knew that it was a rhetorical question even before Candy shook her head. “Uh huh. Thought so. You don’t know what to do with it, either.” 

		But this time Candy surprised her. “Yes I do. I want you to take it.”

		“Stop being silly. I’m not your pimp.”

		“No, you’re not. You’re my pimpess,” Candy said giggling. “Joking aside, I’d like you to take it and buy a new guitar. I’d buy one myself for you, but I don’t have a clue about guitars.”

		“How do you ... oh ... Rick has told you, right?”

		“Yes. I’d like to ... it would be nice if you played here, too.” Candy looked at the broken guitar in the corner. 

		Nikki picked up the bills and counted them, whistling softly. “Shit, I gotta haul a lot of beers to earn that much. But of course I won’t take it.”

		Candy looked at her and realized that Nikki would never, ever take that money, not in a million years. She stepped closer and took the bills from Nikki’s hands. “Yes, you’re right. Sorry, I shouldn’t have said what I did. Shall we go to bed now?”

		

		“You know what was the highlight of my day, Candy?” Nikki was lying on top of Candy, the blonde’s nipples poking her own breasts.

		“Yes, I think so.”

		“You do?”

		“Yes, I called you Mistress for the first time.”

		“Yeah, you did.”

		“And I fully intend to do it again. And again. And again. And ...” but if Candy had planned to continue like this until the sun came up, she was cut short by her Mistress’ lips on her own. And then those lips were replaced by another set of lips, much wetter, but just as hot and sweet and soft. 

		“I don’t think it can get any better than this,” Candy whispered afterwards, Nikki’s taste still on her tongue, the smell of sex heavy in her nose.

		“Yes it can,” replied Nikki and slid two fingers inside Candy. “See?” But Candy didn’t reply anymore. She didn’t see, either, but she felt. Even while she slept she felt her Mistress’ fingers inside her and it made her feel wonderfully safe.

		

		The clerk in Norman’s Guitar Shop on Ventura Boulevard couldn’t remember ever having seen a hotter chick pushing open the door to the shop. It was a quiet Thursday morning and he was alone as the blonde strode up to the counter and laid a battered old Gibson down upon it.

		“Good morning,” she said, flashing him a warm smile.

		“Good morning, ma’am. What can I do for you?”

		“Can you repair those … thingies?” Candy asked, pointing at the machine heads of Nikki’s guitar.

		“The machine heads? Sure. Won’t be cheap, though,” the clark replied, although he figured that with a woman dressed in such expensive, or at least expensive looking clothes, one hundred bucks wouldn’t be all that much. “Also, to be honest, I don’t know if it’s worth the effort. No offense meant, but this is a rather cheap guitar.”

		“Oh? Well, it isn’t mine, so I don’t know. I guess I still want it to be repaired.”

		“Of course. No problem. If you want, you can have a look around. We have a wide range of guitars, as you can see.”

		“Uh huh. OK. Are they … what’s the difference between them? Except that they’re all in different shapes and colors? I mean, is there a difference in how they sound?” Candy soon regretted having asked. They guy started to talk about the differences, made her hold and strum several guitars until she finally laughed and said that she really wasn’t the right person to talk about guitars. “But if you could repair it till tomorrow I’m bringing a friend. I guess she’ll understand at least some of what you’re saying.”

		The shopkeeper said that yes, it should be possible to replace the machine heads and that he’d be here the next day too.

		And so, the very next day, Candy once again came through the door of the shop, this time with Nikki in her wake, or rather, being pulled along. She hadn’t told Nikki where they were going.

		“Hello again, it’s me,” she greeted the clark who was already fetching Nikki’s black Gibson.

		“Here, good as new.”

		“Oh, wow. Cool,” said Nikki, picking up her guitar. “Not good as new, though. It was old when I bought it second hand.”

		“Uh huh, but look at all those guitars here,” Candy said. “I say we won’t leave until you’ve picked one.” She winked at the clark while Nikki protested. “Time to do your job, eh? This woman needs a good guitar and she needs it today and if she says no, you just don’t listen to her, OK?”

		Nikki wanted to glare at Candy, but Candy wasn’t looking. Furthermore, the guitars did look nice and she liked to play it and, well, basically Candy was right, it would be a shame not to play and practice. She immediately fell in love with a black and white Fender Stratocaster. It looked good, it felt good in her hands and once the clark had plugged it into an amplifier and she had picked a few notes and struck a couple of chords she also knew that it had just the right sound to it. Then she saw the price tag and quickly put it away again. But Candy had watched her all the time and wasn’t easily fooled.

		She stepped up to the wall where the guitars hung, took the black Fender down again and handed it to the clark. “We take this one. And a case, too.”

		“No, we don’t,” protested Nikki and tried to stop the guy.

		“OK. She’s right, we don’t buy that guitar.” Candy shot Nikki a quick glance then directed her attention at the clerk once more. “But I do. That’s how much?” It was a bit more than three thousand dollars. Candy smiled sweetly at the clark when he made her a discount, then dug out her credit card and handed the guitar to Nikki, who was shaking her head.

		“Just so you know, Mistress: This isn’t money I got from whoring. This is from the inheritance.”

		“You’re crazy, Candy, just crazy.” Nikki was still shaking her head but as soon as they were back in the car she got the guitar out to play it again. That night Nikki plugged the Fender into her amplifier and played, sitting on the sofa while Candy went about cleaning the flat.

		“Sounds good,” said Candy, her hair held back by a scrunchy and wearing rubber gloves.

		“Yes, the guitar sounds good. It’s got a full, warm sound. My playing sucks, though.”

		“No it doesn’t. Well, maybe it does, but I still like it.”

		“I haven’t practiced for ages and I’m not inspired.”

		“Can’t do nothing about the practice but I’m pretty sure I could help you getting inspired, Mistress.” Candy was already stripping, then went about to clean the windows. It was indeed an inspiring sight, her buttocks clenched and the tits stretched as she stood on her tiptoes to reach the top of the window. It didn’t get much less inspiring when Candy bent down, her breasts hanging heavy and her ass sticking out.

		And when Candy was done with the cleaning and sat on a chair opposite Nikki, massaging Nikki’s feet on her lap, her own between Nikki’s legs, slowly and tenderly toeing her pussy, it was all the inspiration Nikki needed. In the end, she let her lust and passion flow through her hands and finally her orgasm was converted into sound.

		“Whoa, dunno if that was the first time ever a girl played her orgasm on a guitar, but I sure wished I had recorded it,” said Candy with a loving smile. Nikki didn’t say anything but put the Fender away and beckoned Candy to sit on her lap, where she continued to thank her for the orgasm, and the guitar.

		

	
		

		Chapter 16 - The Importance of having wooden Beams

		

		The next meeting didn’t take place in the bar but on the lawn at Max’ house in Anaheim. Rick, Leslie and Candy had arrived together while Nikki had gone to the airport to pick up Gina. While Leslie and Rick sat on a wicker chair, kissing and fondling, Candy was helping Max in the kitchen because “I finally want to start learning to cook and Rick doesn’t have time to show me anymore since he’s glued to Leslie all the time.”

		Max didn’t mind, of course, although he considered himself not the best cooking mentor ever. “No, Candy, like this you’re going to chop your fingers, not the onion. You don’t want them to look like mine.”

		“Yeah, indeed.” Candy watched as he peeled and sliced an orange. He was surprisingly able, considering that all the fingertips of his left hand were missing. It really looked like a claw, but she knew that it didn’t feel like that at all when he touched her. Then she returned to chopping the onions, concentrating on doing it right. “What now?” she asked, when she was done.

		“Now you go to your friends while I finish here.”

		“But I want to know how to make that sauce. What’s the name again?”

		“Bordelaise, as in ‘from Bordeaux’.”

		“Have you ever been there?”

		“Yes, many years ago I took a holiday and went to Europe with my wife.”

		“I’d like that, too. Paris must be wonderful.”

		“It is, except for the Parisians.” He finished with the oranges, arranged them on a platter and started to slice dates. “You’re still young. You and Nikki, you can do anything you want. But don’t go to Paris.”

		“Why not?”

		“Paris is a city for lovers, that’s true. But not for young lovers. Go to Berlin. Or Hamburg, Amsterdam. I’ve heard that there’s a good queer scene in Zurich, too. And don’t forget to visit the Alps. Doesn’t Nikki like to climb?”

		“Yeah, very much.” Candy wondered how Max would know about whether a city like Zurich has a vibrant queer scene. But then again, he took an interest in almost everything and he had lots of time to read and surf the web.

		“There you go. Now please go and ask Rick to get the barbecue ready.” 

		

		Nikki scanned the crowd of people exiting through the glass doors. She was nervous but didn’t know why. It wasn’t like she’d done anything wrong, it wasn’t that she was still Gina’s slave, or even girl. She owed her nothing and she didn’t have to prove her anything. Except that she did. Or at least she felt as if she wanted to get Gina’s approval. She wiped her palms on her pants for the fifth time as she paced the arrivals hall when she finally saw her.

		Wearing her trademark black and white and trailing a small suitcase she strode towards Nikki, stopped, bent down, kissed her on the cheeks, beaming. “Hi, Nikki. Still wearing your trademark baggy pants and sneakers, huh?”

		“Hello Gina. Yes. I went shopping the other day with Candy, hoping she could give me some advice, but she said that it suits me.” Nikki reached for the handle of Gina’s case and Gina handed it to her, not because she couldn’t pull it herself but because she knew that Nikki longed to serve her.

		“Yes, it does.” They went to the parking lot, paid the ticket and got into Candy’s car. “What?” Nikki asked, when Gina chuckled as she pushed back the passengers seat to make room for her legs.

		“This car is so totally wrong for you. You’re a dented and rusty VW Jetta kind of girl.”

		Nikki grinned. “Yeah, I guess I am. But it’s the only car we’ve got. Plus, usually I got my personal chauffeur.”

		“Yep, and the cutest one ever, too.”

		“Indeed.” They rode in silence for a while, until Nikki said that they hadn’t talked yet. “I’m sorry, but there had been other things to discuss. And other things to do.”

		“What kind of things?”

		With a side glance and a giggle Nikki said that a lot of brains had needed to be fucked to mush.

		“Well, in this case you’re excused. And now tell me what’s bothering you.”

		“Is it that obvious?”

		“Yes, to me it is, love.”

		And so Nikki told her about Candy and the men she met, that she, Nikki, didn’t like it but knew that it was important to Candy, in a way, to do what she was doing, that it made her feel good. “Max, the guy we’re going to meet, he is one of them.”

		“I see.” Gina pondered this for a while. “It’s easy, really, isn’t it?”

		“What?”

		“What you two should do. It’s easy, but you have to figure it out yourselves.”

		“You’re cruel, Gina.”

		“No. I’m wise for a change.”

		

		Nikki was still thinking about Gina’s words by the time they arrived in Anaheim. She parked the MG behind Rick’s Volvo on the street and they made for the door, which was opened before they could ring the bell.

		“Hello Nikki,” Max greeted her, then turned to Gina.

		“And you must be Gina.” 

		“Hello Max. Pleased to meet you.”

		In the garden, the barbie was already hot and waiting for the steaks. Rick had complained about it being a charcoal barbie “this is caveman technology. It’s the 21st century after all. Gas or electric grills were invented decades ago!”

		“Yeah, right. But if you want a good steak, nothing ever beats charcoal,” Max had replied and that had been that. And as they soon found out, Max had hit the nail on the head. The steaks were fantastic, the sauce and roasted potatoes as well and the salad of green beans was equally yummy.

		“If the BDSM theme doesn’t work we still could hold cooking contests between you guys and sell tickets to the event,” Candy said, spearing a potato with her fork.

		“And why shouldn’t we do that even if the BDSM theme works?” asked Leslie, looking at the round. “The guests get to vote, the loser gets chained to the cross and gets his ass whipped.”

		“You wouldn’t enjoy that if it’s Rick’s ass getting whipped.” Nikki laid her fork down and took a sip of wine.

		“Yeah, right.” Leslie blushed.

		“I hope you never stop doing that, love,” said Rick, kissing her on the cheek.

		“Never stop doing what?”

		“Never stop blushing.” Leslie blushed even deeper. “There, such a good girl.”

		

		An hour later they were still gathered around the table, but this time to look at the plans. Gina had brought her copies, which were full of her own notes, as were those Candy had given Max. It was Leslie’s turn to be nervous. So far the only feedback had been that of Nikki, Candy and Rick, and although they had had some good ideas, they didn’t really knew much either about construction nor the requirements for a kinky venue.

		“OK, I suppose we should start with what you have to say,” she said, looking at Max and Gina.

		“Yup. Gina, please?” Max leaned back and listened while Gina started.

		“First, I totally love the basic layout. That will work, especially in this climate. I guess it should be possible to be outside in the patio most of the times, even in the evenings. Also, the idea of using local rock is very appealing. But then again, I like massive rock, especially when there are lots of ringbolts screwed into it to which a willing slave can be chained.” Gina let her gaze rest on Candy and Nikki, grinning and thinking about how their pussies were buzzing right now while they pictured themselves chained to a boulder, naked and splayed and helpless. Well, maybe Nikki’s arousal was also due to fantasies about Candy chained to the rock, eager yet a bit afraid while she was waiting for Nikki to have her way with her. It didn’t really matter, as long as pussies were buzzing.

		

		“Can’t really comment on the technical stuff, of course,” Gina went on, “but I guess Max will have a few good suggestions about that. So far I got one major problem with those plans.” She looked at Leslie who stopped tapping away on her notebook where she was taking notes and looked up. “The layout of the main building. It’s wrong. You have the lobby here and the dungeon right behind it. That doesn’t work. Also, it’s too far from the dungeon to the toilets.”

		“I ...” Leslie started defensively but was stopped by a Gina.

		“No, Leslie. You had a lot of very good ideas and I’m sure the basic layout works. Do not explain and you certainly shouldn’t be sorry. You should be proud. OK?”

		She smiled when Leslie nodded and blushed. “Good. She’s lovely when she blushes, isn’t she?”

		“Yep, very,” said Rick who was very proud of Leslie, too.

		“OK. I suggest you put the reception here. Just a small reception with a lounge where new guests will be greeted.” Gina pointed at the plan. “Here, an additional toilet is needed and another one right next to the dungeon. All the other rooms follow on the right hand side, with the dungeon being the last. I like the idea that all those rooms are accessible from the courtyard. Of course that means there will be more dirt to be mopped up, but I reckon there will be enough slaves to do that while at the same time providing lovely sights because they’re wearing racy maid’s costumes.” She smiled at Candy and for a moment everyone pictured the blonde in a french maid’s costume. It was indeed a lovely picture.

		“Finally, the dungeon. It’s got to be here, with entrances both from the courtyard and the hall. Also, it isn’t high enough. You need a couple of feet more for a suspension bondage or if you want to hang a girl from her tits.” She chuckled when Nikki shuddered. “Not you, Nikki, yours are too small. Hers would be perfect.” This time they all laughed out loud when Gina looked at Candy who inadvertently folded her arms over her breasts. Her attention returning to Leslie she continued. “OK, joking aside, that’s my opinion.”

		“Thank you, I guess that’s right.” Leslie was tapping away again, then she picked up a pencil to draw on the plan on the table. “What about the guest rooms?”

		“Nothing. They’re perfect. I’m sure Max has suggestions about the interior designs. You can’t ever have too many beams,” she said, winking at the carpenter.

		

		Max took up the cue. “Yes, beams are always good. I had about the same ideas regarding the general layout as Gina, especially about the whole complex of buildings, which I like a lot, too. So I’ll skip that part.” Indicating the guest tract he went on. “I’d make that roof here, in front of the guest rooms, larger, so the guests can sit on their own little terrace in the shade. Dunno if they need to be separated from each other, if people want some privacy?” He looked at Gina who shook her head.

		“That could be done with simple blinds. But I guess they won’t be used much. If, say, a couple really wants privacy, they go inside. But privacy isn’t why they come to spend their time at the Palace, they can have that where they live.”

		“Right. OK, then the courtyard. What we need is shade. We’re in the middle of the desert and I assume that people wouldn’t be wearing hats and shades and clothes from head to toe. I suggest a wooden structure - big surprise there, eh? - and semi-transparent netting. You could also put in a few solar panels, but I reckon that there’s enough space for that on the roofs.”

		He went on for another couple of minutes, all the time making pauses so Leslie could follow making notes. “OK, that was it. And Leslie?”

		“Yes?”

		“Congratulations on a job well done. I know experienced architects who couldn’t ever come up with such good ideas if their live depended on it.”

		“Thank you, Max. I just ...”

		“Stop!” said Rick suddenly, his voice loud and clear. Leslie turned towards Rick as he went on. “Just accept that you’re doing a fantastic job, OK?”

		Once again Leslie blushed, then nodded. “OK. Thank you, Max and Gina.”

		

		Next to report was Rick. “OK, I talked to this friend of mine. There are several options, all of them have their pros and cons. A cooperative means that all members have equal say and are jointly responsible. The drawback is that all members can be held liable with all their assets.”

		“What does that mean,” asked Candy. She already knew, having learned about such things during her marriage with Quinn but wanted him to spell it out for everybody.

		“That means that in case the project goes belly up every member of the cooperative has to stand up for the losses with all their assets. It means that you could be stripped naked. Not literally, unfortunately.”

		“That’s not an option, then.”

		“Why not?” Nikki wanted to know.

		“Because I don’t want anybody being stripped naked,” Candy replied firmly. “Well, at least not financially. I don’t care if my money goes up in smoke, but I don’t want anybody else to be ruined. And no, love, that’s not negotiable,” she quickly went on when Nikki tried to argue. “That’s my last word. What are the other options?”

		“An individually controlled company. Obviously that’s exactly what it says it is. One person investing money, the same person being responsible. Decisions still can be made by a group, but basically there’s this one person who has the final say and responsibility.”

		“Not an option, either.” Candy’s verdict was quick and final and agreed upon by everybody.

		“Last, a shareholder company. Jack, my friend, suggests we do that, even if it’s expensive and requires much more detailed bookkeeping, among other things.”

		It was Gina who wanted to know what would be the benefits. “Shareholders can’t be held liable for corporate debts. There is a board of directors required by law, thus power is spread among several individuals by default. I guess that’s what everybody wants, especially Candy.”

		“Yep, that’s right. And four millions would be enough?”

		Rick smiled at the blonde. “Candy, four millions is plenty enough.”

		“Actually, it’s closer to five and a half.” They all turned towards Max. “I’m willing to invest a large chunk of my money, too. Not all, like Candy, but then again, unlike Candy I can’t start from scratch again if I lose everything.”

		“But ...” Candy started to object, only to be cut off by Max.

		“No but. I sold my company for a lot of money and my wife had a very good life insurance. I don’t need all that much and my son doesn’t need it, either. Besides, if I don’t invest it in that company I might end up spending it all on tarts.” He winked at Candy. “Or tart, singular.”

		

		Candy tried to argue, but she was quickly outvoted and then it was Nikki’s turn. “OK. Marketing. I’ve posted on a few websites, mostly local ones. And Candy’s been to two munches. So far, the reactions are very positive. Looks like there are many people who would enjoy spending a week in a hotel where they can parade their slave on a leash, wearing nothing but nipple clamps. Quite a few people also said that they’d like to spend some time as live-in sub. Most of the women said they wouldn’t want to be with some random Dom but that is apparently less of a problem with male submissives.”

		“Could have told you that, too,” said Gina. “Let me guess: The females either want to just take a look or hook up with someone only after getting to know them. Or they’d be OK with serving a couple.”

		Nikki looked at her ex-Mistress and raised an eyebrow. “And why did we have to waste hours on the net and on munches when you already know everything?”

		“Because I wasn’t sure. And because you didn’t waste your time but also made valuable PR.” Gina stared hard at Nikki, a stare that made the petite woman blush and her sex tingle.

		“Right. Well. Next. Advertising. Might seem a bit early, but I reckon it can’t hurt if we already start. I’ll write a blog about the whole endeavor, post pictures of the construction. Also, I found a real talented designer who will work on a corporate design, leaflets, a website and whatever else is needed.”

		“Is that talented designer a cute, freckled redhead?” Candy wanted to know.

		“Yep. She also is interested in staying there for a while. She’s a very open minded young lady, Lynn is. She also proposed you go to a photog so she’ll have thousands of pics of a helplessly bound beauty to work with.”

		“Me?”

		“Yes, honey. You. And that’s not a suggestion, either.”

		Gina watched this little exchange with much delight. It was lovely to see those two interact, lovely to see that Nikki instinctively knew when to issue an order without making it sound like an order and when to seek her lover’s consent. “You should go with her, Nikki. Someone’s got to bind her.”

		For a minute Nikki just looked at Gina while everybody waited, sensing that something was happening right here and then, something they didn’t really understand, except for Candy. “I take it this isn’t a suggestion, either,” Nikki said at last.

		“You’ve always struck me as a very smart girl, Nikki,” Gina said lovingly and kissed her on the cheek.

		

		“Well, so far, so good. I guess everybody knows what to do next. I see only one problem right now,” Max concluded, trying to drive the image of a helplessly bound and naked Candy from his mind.

		“And what’s that?” Gina wanted to know.

		“Leslie. Well, obviously not Leslie herself, but she’s the one who’s got the most work to do in the coming months and she lives in Santa Barbara and has a job.”

		“Yeah, right.”

		Nobody was surprised by Leslie’s blushing, but they were all very much surprised by what she said. “Actually, I resigned.”

		“You did what?” Rick wanted to know, although she’d been rather clear.

		“I resigned. On Wednesday. I don’t have to go back to work. I was hoping some of you might have a spare bed so I can stay here and don’t have to commute to see you.” The color of her cheeks changed from rosy to scarlet. “I was thinking of the bed you tied me to the other night.”

		Rick beamed. And kissed her. It was Max who broke his fantasies about having a girl tied to his bed 24/7. “You’ll have to move to 29 Palms as soon as construction starts,” he said to Leslie.

		“Why’s that,” Candy inquired while Leslie nodded and said that she was fully aware of that.

		“Because somebody has to keep an eye on the contractors. If you don’t, they screw you whenever they can. I can spend some time up there, too, of course. Might make things easier for Leslie, because it can get tough for a young lady on a construction site.”

		“Yep, that makes sense,” conceded Rick.

		“Now what?” Candy looked around the table, feeling home and comfortable with these people, who were already much more than mere business partners.

		“Now it would be very kind of you to go and make coffee, fill this pitcher with fresh iced tea and also bring a bottle of champagne,” Max answered.

		Candy got up and disappeared inside. 

		“She’s a fantastic woman, and I’m not referring to her perfect ass,” Gina stated as soon as said perfect ass had turned out of sight. “And I think it’s good that she has someone looking after her,” she continued, looking at Nikki.

		“Yeah,” Nikki answered, once again thinking about what Gina had said in the car. And then it suddenly made sense to her, too. “Excuse me for a moment.” She got up and went inside. “I want you to stop meeting men,” she said to Candy in the kitchen. “All of them except Max.”

		Candy looked up from shoveling coffee into a cafetiere. “Yes Mistress,” she answered without missing a beat.

		“To keep you busy, you’ll hook up with Lynn, you’ll help Leslie whenever she needs help and you’ll deal with all the official stuff that needs to be dealt with.”

		“Oh no, please. Not that.”

		“Yes, that too. That’s the perfect job for you.”

		“Can’t we leave that to Rick?”

		“No. Rick’s got a bar to run, remember? You’ve got time and I can’t think of anybody better suited to talk with officials and get all the necessary permissions. That’s your job, period.”

		Candy continued to look pleadingly for a moment, then nodded. “OK. I love you.”

		“I love you too.”

		“And Nikki?”

		“Yes?”

		“Thanks.”

		“For what?”

		“For telling me to stop meeting clients before it really gets between us. And of course also for allowing me to continue seeing Max.”

		Nikki nodded, glad that she’d put down her foot and even more happy that Candy accepted her decision, kissed her girl and went to the toilet.

		Having everything prepared on a tray Candy leaned against the kitchen counter for a moment, pondering what Nikki just had said. She didn’t mind her veto concerning the clients at all, but wasn’t too fond of being in charge of all the official stuff. There was no denying that she had the time and the skills, although not exactly the knowledge to do that job, though. Thinking about the project and her role in it some more she had an idea and quickly stripped out of her clothes. She hoped that nobody would mind, picked up the tray and went to the garden.

		Five people stared open mouthed as she approached them, put the tray on the table, then stepped back and straightened. “I ... I thought I could practice being the resident slave,” she said with a slightly embarrassed grin. “Also, I’d like to ... well, really feel like Nikki’s girl. I hope nobody minds.”

		Nobody did, and so Candy served coffee and refilled glasses, all naked, then went to kneel beside Nikki. “There’s one thing left I need to say.” She turned towards Max. “To you, Max. Nikki said I have to stop meeting guys. Except for you. But I have a condition on my own.” Max didn’t reply, just thought that Candy wasn’t the only fantastic woman around here, that Nikki was just as exceptional while waiting for her to explain her condition. “You’re not allowed to pay me anymore.”

		“Yes. Of course, I understand.” Max turned towards Nikki, the gratefulness evident in his expression. He would truly have missed the time he spent with Candy. Not just the sex, but that, too. “Thank you, I am very honored, ma’am,” he said, bowing slightly.

		“So am I, Max, believe me. Now that all is said that needed to be said, I think we should toast on ... well, on whatever.”

		They all brought out a toast on whatever and each had their own idea of what whatever entailed, but all those reasons where closely related to a great idea and to a group of people who would make it work, no matter what. 

		

		“Can we bring you to the hotel?” Candy asked, much later, after Leslie and Rick had left, holding hands and apparently eager to head home and start sharing the bed for more than just a night or two.

		“No, thanks, Candy. Max has offered me the guest room, so I guess I’ll stay here for a couple of days.” They were standing in the kitchen, Candy still naked, still enjoying that intensified feeling of belonging, even if Nikki wasn’t anywhere in sight coz she was outside, talking with Max. “We’re meeting with Leslie tomorrow again.”

		“Uh huh.” Candy apparently had something on her mind, but hesitated for a moment.

		“What is it?”

		“About you and Nikki.”

		“Yes?”

		“We ...I know she still loves you and I know she yearns to serve someone.”

		“But you haven’t talked yet,” Gina stated matter-of-factly.

		“No, we haven’t.”

		“Then you should do that. And then I want you both coming to me and tell me to what conclusions you have come and what agreement you have reached.”

		“Yes ... but ... I mean, will you move to 29 Palms, too? I mean, when the Palace is open?”

		“I don’t know yet, Candy. I like what I do in San Francisco, the people I know there, the network of friends in the community, but I think it should be possible to do about the same in the Palace. But I don’t know yet.”

		“OK. Just so we know what the options are.”

		Gina reached out and held Candy by her chin, looking into her eyes. “Promise me that you don’t agree to anything you’re not fully OK with.” Candy promised after she’d returned the look for a couple of seconds. “Good. I wouldn’t want to be the cause of any problem between you and Nikki. I love her much too much to allow that, even if it hurts.”

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		“Good girl. Now haul that perfect ass of yours to your Mistress and then go and make sure her brains get as mushy as can be.”

		“Yes, ma’am.”

		Gina looked after Candy as the blonde darted away, sighing and thinking that it would be easy to have them both as her own slaves. One word would be enough, but it could also ruin everything in the long run. Still, the sight of that ass, freely displayed or helplessly bound and presented and the thought of having her way with it while at the same time being pleased by Nikki made her pussy more than just a little bit damp.

		

		While Max, Gina, Nikki and Candy where still talking and enjoying the sun in Max’ garden, Rick and Leslie had arrived at his place. Still not all that self-assured in his role as her Master, Rick wondered about how to proceed. Maybe a ritual would be good, something she could do to realize that she was his. Yeah, that would help both of them.

		“Strip!” he ordered her as soon as he had locked the door behind him. Leslie didn’t hesitate and got out of her clothes in no time, neatly folding and piling them on a chair. As soon as she was naked, she sank to her knees, proud when she saw the appreciative smile on his face. 

		“You will do that whenever one of us arrives home.”

		“Yes Sir.”

		“I don’t mean you have to wait on your knees, you’ve got other things to do, but as soon as you hear my car in the driveway, you strip and kneel.”

		“Yes Sir.”

		“Good girl.” He told her to wait, went to the bathroom where he rummaged around for a moment in search of clothes pegs. Standing before her, he attached one to each of her nipples, smiled faintly when she inhaled her breath, then pulled on them lightly. “Also, you put those on your tits every other hour when I’m at work and you’re home. No idea for how long. Until you think it’s enough and then some.”

		She nodded. “Sir?”

		“Yes, love?”

		“Thank you. May I please have permission to suck your wonderful cock?” She cast down her eyes and looked at his crotch, seeing that he’d already gotten hard.

		“Let me check how much you want to give me a blowjob.” He bent down, reached between her legs, finding her cunt already slippery and offering no resistance when he slid two fingers inside her. He teased her for a while, until she moaned softly and laid her head agains his penis, then straightened again. “Permission granted.”

		“Thank you.” 

		And how fucking good was that, to have a gorgeous, naked girl kneel before you, then hear her ask whether she could suck you and finally even thank you when you gave her permission? It was as good as it possibly could be, that’s how good it was. Except that Rick was wrong, as he soon found out when Leslie closed her soft, wet lips around his cock, her eyes showing him exactly how much she loved what she was doing.

		

		“What the fuck?” Nikki cried, when Candy pinned her on the bed as soon as they’d both entered the bedroom after arriving home. 

		“Payback time, love,” Candy replied, still leaning onto Nikki’s forearms with her hands. “Also, I’ve been ordered to make sure your brains are being fucked to mush tonight.”

		“By whom?”

		“By Gina. And no, I don’t take orders from anybody except you, but this one seems like one worth following. Besides, it was a suggestion, not an order. But I still believe I should heed it and fuck your brains to mush.” There wasn’t anything wrong with that reasoning and Nikki was definitely smart enough to realize that and so she remained silent and let her slave do what she had to do.

		Which was to slowly undress Nikki, with lots of teasing and caressing and even more kissing and whispering how much she loved her. Finally Candy pulled several stockings from her bag and tied Nikki to the bed. But when she knelt astride her Mistress and looked down at her once more, she realized that this was wrong. Or maybe, it wasn’t wrong, but it felt wrong, at least to her, if not to Nikki, who apparently didn’t have a problem with being tied helplessly to the bed. Candy stripped out of her top and her skirt, then unhooked her bra, but left the black silk briefs in place. Next she loosened the knots on the stockings again. “I know you can lie still. Please do and let me worship your body, Mistress.”

		“Felt wrong, huh?”

		Candy nodded.

		“I knew it would.” 

		Another nod. Bending down, Candy pressed her breasts against Nikki’s, hard nipples teasing the other’s flesh as their lips met, tongues curled and danced with each other. It’s not all that easy for two women to rub their pussies against each others without interlocking their legs and while kissing, but somehow Candy managed to do it. Not perfectly, but enough to feel her own and Nikki’s wetness soak her panties, and also enough to get at least as aroused as Nikki already was.

		

		Finally Candy broke the kiss, reached for Nikki’s ass, put one of her own legs between Nikki’s, pressed her cunt down and at the same time lifted Nikki, moving her as she herself rocked her hips, grinding their pussies against each other hard, feeling Nikki’s pubic bone press against her own. They kept fucking their pussies on each other’s until Candy saw that Nikki was nearing an orgasm. That would be too soon, though. Too early. She wanted to drive her friend crazy with lust and passion, then watch her when she completely lost control. She remembered when Nikki had whipped her with her own hair, back in the 29 Palms Inn, and thought about doing the same. 

		But then she had a better idea. Much softer and it also would take her a long time to arouse Nikki to the state of arousal she aimed for, but she knew that her friend would love every second and they had lots of time. All their life, even. 

		She quickly stripped out of her soaked briefs and laid them on Nikki’s face. “You won the jackpot, love, you get to smell both of us.”

		Nikki smiled. “I know that I’ve won the jackpot, but it hasn’t much to do with smelling us on your panties.”

		“True. Now, are you ready?”

		“For what?”

		“Utter, endless ravishment, Mistress.”

		“Don’t be silly and bring it on already, girl.”

		“Yes Mistress.” And Candy brought it on. Teased Nikki with her long, wavy blonde hair, let it softly trail across her body, caressing her breasts, tickling her cunt, just fleeting touches and brushings that left Nikki yearn for more. She took her time, knowing that there was no need to rush. Every now and then she took a nipple between her fingers, rolled it and pinched it or flicked her tongue randomly at Nikki’s body, her navel, her thigh, her axle, a nipple, her flank, her clit. Nikki never knew which part would get her girl’s special attention and found herself moving slowly, trying to anticipate, trying to feel the touch of the tongue, the hair, anything, on her molten, dripping sex. But Candy was too skilled to let her Mistress divine where she’d kiss her the next time.

		When Nikki asked her the first time to make her cum she pressed a thumb against her pussy, enjoying the bucking of Nikki’s hips, the longing to be penetrated, but keeping her thumb just out of reach, yet covered with juices. Then she pressed it against Nikki’s rosebud and let the girl impale herself, evoking a long, drawn out sigh of pleasure.

		It didn’t take Nikki long to ask for release a second time, already more urgent, but not yet urgent enough. Candy answered with brushing her nipple against Nikki’s clit while sucking and nibbling on one of her nipples. “Shh, lay still,” she said when she felt Nikki buck her hips. “You promised.”

		“I can’t.”

		“Liar.”

		“Yeah. Punish me if you can,” Nikki giggled and then she cried when Candy bit down on her nipple, harder than she thought her girl ever could.

		“Don’t tempt me.”

		“Tempting each other is what it’s all about.”

		“Uh huh. Right.” Candy slid down on Nikki’s body, until her mouth covered her cunt. Her thumb still spread Nikki’s ass and she could feel it clenching and unclenching as she pulled it out a bit. She licked the pussy a few times, flicked the clit, bringing Nikki yet closer, always closer. Then, taking Nikki completely by surprise, she shoved the thumb back in her ass and two fingers deep into her cunt at the same time, evoking a stifled cry of lust and surprise. She left the fingers inside, leaving it to Nikki to get as much out of with her cunt and ass as she could.

		

		What she had in mind was probably not going to achieve what she intended and it required quite some precision, but it was something she’d wanted to try since she’d felt it for the first time herself, although on her cheek, not on her clit.

		Letting go of Nikki’s breast she spread her flesh, exposing the swollen bud at the top of her sex, breathing on it softly, knowing that the sensation was driving Nikki wild, but not yet as wild as she wanted. Looking up at her face she saw that her briefs still covered Nikki’s face, moving slightly with every breath she took, dispersing their perfume, the essence of their sex filling her nose.

		Slowly and carefully she brought her eye to the glistening clit, all the time blinking her eyes until she could feel her lash brushing against it, hoping it would be enough to kick Nikki over the edge.

		It was, but it took some time. It wasn’t much time, but still much more than Nikki liked, except that she enjoyed every fraction of a second it took her until she came, enjoyed it immensely, that most fleeting of touches on her clit, Candy’s lashes brushing against her nerve endings, teasing them, letting them fire and send tiny jolts of pleasure to her brain, which in turn made her clench her muscles in her ass and pussy, again and again and again until she exploded in blissful agony, her senses overloading and her scream shrill enough to wake the odd neighbor. 

		She forget about laying still, couldn’t anymore, reached down, grabbed Candy by her hair, hard, much harder than she was aware of, and pressed the face of her wincing girl onto her cunt, bucking wildly, rubbing Candy’s face on herself, then turned around without letting go of Candy’s hair and started to ride her lover’s face and fuck herself on it. On and on she bucked and fucked until the spasms finally ebbed away and left her completely spent, Candy’s face still hot on her even hotter cunt.

		It was quite some time later when Nikki finally spoke in a hoarse whisper. “Whoa, girl, you just committed yourself to eternal sexual slavery.”

		“Yay! My plan worked,” Candy replied, somewhat muffled because she was still lapping up her Mistress’ juices.

		“Yes, it was an excellent plan and excellently executed, too. Now come to me, so I can taste myself on your lips.” 

		Nikki soon fell asleep, her hand between Candy’s buttcheeks, two fingers buried in her pussy, to let her slave feel where and to whom she belonged, while Candy herself lay awake for a long time, thinking about a lot of things, but mostly about how much she loved the woman whose fingers she felt between her legs.

		

		It was already mid-morning when Nikki stirred from her slumber. The bed beside her was empty, but she could hear sounds from the kitchen and soon she also noticed the alluring smell of fresh coffee.

		The arrival of the alluring smell was followed by the even more alluring sight of Candy in her birthday suit, carrying a tray, placing it on the bed beside Nikki. They ate in silence, Nikki’s foot between Candy’s folded legs, idly teasing her with a toe.

		“Let’s go to the beach,” she said after she’d speared the last bite of pancake and drunk the last sip of coffee and slipped out of bed. Showered and refreshed they drove out to Huntington and started to walk down the sandy beach. It was almost deserted on this Monday and for once the famous Californian sun was elusive. But the two women didn’t care as they walked along the water barefoot, hand in hand.

		“We need to talk about Gina, you and me,” Nikki started, but didn’t really know what to say after that.

		“Yes,” agreed Candy. “I know what I want.”

		“And what’s that?” Nikki was obviously relieved by the fact that at least one of them knew what she wanted.

		“I want you to be happy. As happy as I am. And I got the strong feeling that you need to submit to her to be truly happy. I’m not sure, but I think you also need to feel pain.”

		“What does that mean exactly?”

		“That means that it’s more important to me that you are happy than what you exactly do with whom. Like you feel about me and Max.”

		This didn’t come as a surprise to Nikki. She’d pretty much expected that, but she had needed to hear it from Candy herself. “Thank you, Candy.”

		“There’s nothing to thank me for,” Candy went on and laid her arm around Nikki’s waist. “You’re doing and feeling the same for me.”

		“Uh huh. It’s not that simple, though. Gina would want the whole package, and if she moves to 29 Palms that would mean it’s not just us anymore.”

		Candy stopped and pulled Nikki close, close enough that her Mistress had to look up to her. That always felt a little bit strange to both of them, even if they both knew that height didn’t, or shouldn’t have anything to do with their role. “With all due respect, Mistress, but you’ve got to stop talking bullshit. If the Palace ever gets off the ground, and I’m convinced it will, there is no ‘just us’ anymore. Well, there is, but this ‘us’ isn’t just you and me, but a whole family. You said so yourself. That’s what it is about, remember?”

		“Yeah, but it will be different with, say, Leslie than with Gi ...”

		“Yes, of course it will be different. I don’t expect we will have group orgies with everyone and everybody and I don’t think either Leslie or Rick would be comfortable with that. But we will be together. You will be my Mistress and maybe Gina will be both our Mistress, if that’s what we all want. Or maybe you just play with her from time to time. Or whatever works best. We don’t need to know now. We can try out, too. We shouldn’t be afraid to do so, though, if you think it’s important enough for you.”

		Nikki never blinked as she looked at Candy, not even when a tear rolled down her cheek. “I ... I’m just afraid I might lose you. It’s intense, with Gina. I lost myself, didn’t feel myself anymore when I was with her, as if I only existed through her.”

		“Yes, she said so. But it’s different now. Now it’s not just you. Now it’s you, me, the family.” She hugged Nikki tightly and then kissed her passionately. A few passing teenagers hooted, but they didn’t even hear them. “Besides I really want to see how beautiful you are when you look at her, all helpless and bound.”

		“Not as beautiful as you, love. And don’t even think of arguing with me, or else?”

		“Or else what?”

		“Or else I lift your skirt right here and spank your ass.” Just to prove her point, Nikki did exactly that, although only once, yet hard enough so Candy had a reminder for the next ten minutes of what would happen if she was foolish enough to argue.

		

	
		

		Chapter 17 - No more Whoring

		

		They met Gina two days later at Max’ place, after Gina, Max and Leslie had put their heads together, working on the plans for the Palace. Gina was going to take a late flight to San Francisco and the three woman went for dinner on the way to the airport.

		Sitting in a booth, nipping on mineral water and waiting for the waiter to get their order, Nikki and Candy sitting opposite Gina and both rather nervous, Gina looked at each of the girls. Although she saw in their eyes what she needed to know, she still wanted them to tell her in their own words. But neither of them spoke and the silence was beginning to get oppressive, let alone boring.

		“Somebody cut out your tongues?” Gina finally asked, an amused smile playing around her lips. “You’re not usually that quiet, Nikki. Not that I sometimes wished.”

		She winked at Candy who grinned while Nikki cast down her eyes. When Candy finally spoke her voice was firm and clear. “Me, I have made up my mind. I’m willing to go along with any agreement involving the three of us.” She looked at Nikki, then at Gina and there was no need to ask either why she was willing to do that nor whether she was really sure about her decision.

		Gina nodded and smiled. “Thank you, Candy. I can’t say I’m surprised.” She turned to Nikki. “And you, what about you, love?”

		“I’m not as sure as Candy. All I know is that being a Mistress isn’t enough. I need to submit, too. I want to submit to you, be your slave, but I’m afraid that I get too confused or that the same thing happens that happened last time.”

		“I know, sweetheart. I worry about that, too. But this time it’s different, isn’t it? First, you’ve got a lovely slave to take care of. Then, we can easily make it part time, until we know how it works. I don’t plan to permanently move to the Palace, at least not right from the start.” The girls nodded, although they were a bit disappointed for they had hoped Gina would be there and be in charge of all the kinky activities. But then again, this was understandable. She had a business going, had a living to make and starting again from scratch if the Palace wasn’t a success would be very tough. “So, my idea is, you come up to San Francisco for a week so we can have some really serious fun,” at that she smiled a wicked, yet loving smile that induced a buzzing between the girls’ legs, “and also can take those pictures your friend requested.” She leaned back, smiling when the two nodded and agreed to this. “And now stop looking so subdued. This isn’t the Holy Inquisition and it isn’t the end of anything but the beginning of something that could be really great. At worst, we realize that it doesn’t work and then I’ll stay out of your lives. But even then I will have had the two most devoted and gorgeous girls serve me for a week.” This time her expression was even more loving and wicked and two pussies started to soak the panties they were clad in.

		“Yes, Mistress. Thank you,” Nikki said at last.

		And Candy asked whether she had to call Gina Mistress, too.

		“No, love, not until it feels right. In the meantime, how about calling me ‘oh yes, yes, yes, please let me cum, I beg you, please, please!’” Gina had been talking rather loudly, unaware of the waiter standing next to her, pencil poised on the notepad to take their order.

		

		He was young, in his early twenties, and he blushed deeply, looking from Gina to Candy and Nikki and back again, blushing even more when they all started to giggle.

		“I’ll have the penne arrabbiata,” said Gina, without missing a beat. “And those two lovely women will have the same. And tell the chef he shouldn’t hold back on the chillies. Oh, and a bottle of Montalcino. That would be all, thank you.”

		“What if I didn’t like arrabbiata?” asked Candy when the waiter had departed after stammering a thank you.

		“You do. You’re one of those who like it hot and spicy. And if you didn’t, you’d still eat it, simply because I ordered for you. Just as you would do the same if it had been Nikki ordering. Amirite?”

		Candy smiled and nodded, then she leaned towards Nikki and kissed her. “I’m beginning to understand what you were talking about when you said she’d want the whole package.”

		“Yeah, right? But in return you get the best Mistress you can ever imagine.”

		Candy rolled her eyes. “Honey, I already got the best Mistress possible.”

		Gina had of course followed this little exchange. “You should listen to your girl, Nikki. On this topic Candy is the expert and the only person that counts.” And towards Candy she added. “No worries, girl, she will one day realize. You just need to tell her over and over again.”

		Nikki smiled. Yeah, they were probably right. She might not be as evilly wicked as Gina, might not have as much experience, not her imagination. But if Candy said she was the perfect Mistress, then that should be enough. “Yeah, just like I need to tell you both over and over again that I love love love you.”

		There wasn’t much left to say after that and so they didn’t say much, but ate their very spicy pasta, toasted on each other and then all piled into Candy’s car, heading to the airport.

		Nikki had tears in her eyes when Gina walked towards the security check and when she wanted to wipe them away Candy pinned her arms to her body. “Let me kiss them away. Let me kiss all the tears you ever cry away.”

		

		Everybody was were very busy during the next couple of weeks. Leslie often stayed at Max’ during the day, working on the plans, talking to experts on heating, solar power, water treatment or checking prices. The two of them got along very well. At first Leslie had been worried that it might be too soon and too much to move in with Rick, but since she was busy working the days and he was usually away in the evenings she didn’t even get to be with him as much as she wanted. But she thoroughly enjoyed to strip whenever she came home, regardless of whether he was there or not. And she enjoyed even more to hop out of bed when she heard his car in the driveway, kneel behind the door and wait for him to enter, bend down, kiss her, then either just look at her and admire her beauty or gently pull her up to feel her warm, soft, naked body. Yes, those were the best moments of Leslie’s day. Not too surprisingly, it were the best moments of Rick’s, too.

		Nikki also had lots to do. She texted for the website, wrote on their blog and tossed ideas with Lynn.

		But it was Candy who was the busiest. She’d taken to get all the paperwork done and to secure all the necessary permits with a vengeance. Sometimes Rick went with her and more than once he was surprised how she managed to smooth the waves and ease away bureaucratic problems. Other times he was awed how she dealt with people who treated her as a dumb bimbo, particularly one banker. 

		“Where did you learn to remain so cool with assholes like that?” he asked when they sat in his car again. “I was close to punch him in his face.”

		“I sometimes accompanied my husband to meetings. Usually when he thought a little bit of distraction couldn’t harm to get what he wanted. It often worked and I always listened and learned. Also, I’ve been treated like a dumb bimbo most of my life. You get used to it and learn to deal with it.”

		She met with Rick’s friend Jack to set up contracts. The first she needed was an employment contract for Leslie. Having no clue what an architect might earn, she left that part blank, called Leslie and asked her to meet her at the Wild Zone later that day.

		“How much did you earn at your job?” she asked when they sat opposite each other, the bar only half full. 

		“About forty.”

		“Hmm. That’s not much. Certainly not enough. How does fifty sound?”

		“Are you serious?”

		“Yes.”

		“It sounds good, of course.”

		“Yeah, OK. Fine. Fifty it is then. Plus another ten for health insurance and all that crap. I want to keep it simple. Anyway, it’s just for the time being, we’ll have to get you a new contract as soon as the corporation is set up. Until then you’re my employee.” She paused, looked at the papers in front of her, then back at Leslie. “Ha! Who would have thought that a tart like me would ever employ her personal architect. Feels good, very good.”

		“Yeah, feels good to be hired by you, too,” Leslie responded, watching Candy write the numbers into the blank spaces, then sign the two copies. “What about all the others? Max, you, Rick and Nikki?”

		“I tried to talk to Max about it, but he told me to shut up and never ever talk about it again. Held my mouth close when I kept talking about paying him, too.”

		Leslie smiled at the image of Max’ big hand on Candy’s mouth, keeping her from babbling. “Yeah, I can see him being very adamant about that. He’s incredibly helpful. And somehow he manages to cook the best meals without me noticing that he’s even gone to the kitchen.”

		“Yeah, if I had more time, I’d take lessons every day. You know probably better what Rick thinks about the subject of payment than I do, which leaves Nikki.”

		“What did she say?”

		“Nothing for a while. She just glared at me. And then she told me to strip naked and fetch her a belt.” She rubbed her ass, winced and looked across the bar at Nikki who was busy drawing beers behind the bar.

		“Ouch,” Leslie giggled. “Sounds wonderful.”

		“Yeah, it was,” Candy agreed. “Anyway, you’re the only one currently who’s getting paid. Which is perfectly fine because everybody else either has a job or enough money on the side.”

		

		***

		

		It was Saturday morning, two weeks later and they were nervous like little schoolgirls on their first day at school as Rick brought them to the airport. That is, it was mostly Nikki who was nervous while Candy was merely giddy with anticipation.

		They said good bye to Rick, went through the security check and soon were sitting in the plane, waiting for take off. “This is going to be great,” Candy whispered as the engines roared to life. 

		“Yeah,” mumbled Nikki, not yet convinced.

		“You’re such a lucky gal. Hell, I’d give anything to bury my face in a sweet pussy while having mine expertly licked.”

		“And who’s saying you won’t?”

		“I don’t know. I assumed I’d please you and you in turn pleased Gina.” As it turned out, Candy had been wrong with her guessing but exactly spot on with expecting the week to be great. Each of the three got all the pussy they could ask for and all the attention they craved for their own. Strangely, or maybe not so strangely, it was a very quiet moment Candy would remember as the best moment of their stay with Gina. They’d gone to her studio and Gina had played roughly with Nikki, working on her with floggers and crops, leaving her body scarlet and striped with dark red welts. It was right after Nikki had cum so powerfully that Candy wouldn’t have been surprised if Nikki had torn apart the leather cuffs with which she’d been fixed to two vertical beams. Gina and Candy had unfastened the cuffs, then Gina had helped Nikki to sit on her lap on a low bench, cradling her and kissing her and soothing her.

		It had been a moment of pure intimacy and caring and Candy hadn’t even noticed the tears on her cheek as she knelt and watched them, naked and highly aroused herself, yet content to just watch her two Mistresses, friends and lovers.

		There were also times of which she had almost no recollection, because her mind had completely shut off. Like that time when she’d been the one who had been played with, first by Gina, then by Nikki and finally by them both. By then Candy had figured out that she didn’t like pain all that much, at least not as much as Nikki did, but she had yet to learn that there was pain she didn’t like and there was pain she didn’t like that much, either, but which still made her cunt drip and her brains get all mushy. She didn’t remember that her cunt had been flogged, for instance, but yet when they all stepped into the shower and Nikki sponged her it felt all raw and sore and later she saw that it was swollen and bruised. 

		

		All in all it was a good time and of course it passed much too quickly and all too soon it was time to fly back to LA. But before that, on Friday night, Gina took them out to a private party held by a couple of her friends. 

		“Nervous?” Gina asked, sitting in the back of a limousine, her two cloaked slaves on either side of her.

		Nikki, who had been to such parties before and knew what to expect, shook her head. “No, Mistress. Not with you. Well, not very much.”

		“And you, Candy?”

		“Yes.”

		“Good. I like it when my girls are alert. I’m sure you’ll make a lasting impression on everybody. I’m also sure that you two will be the best possible advertisement for the Palace.” She didn’t tell Candy that she was supposed to deliver a speech, figuring that this would only make her more nervous. No, the girl would do perfect and even if she didn’t deliver a straight speech, the fire and the passion with which she’d talk about it would be much better than anything she could ever manage with a carefully prepared speech. Besides, people would mostly see a very devoted, very beautiful slave, her beauty even enhanced by the chains Gina had wrapped around her body, a body she would display with pride. Yes, Candy would do her best and that would be much more than just enough.

		She was right. They mingled with the other guests, they talked and discussed and watched and listened, both Nikki and Candy hanging back, polite and respectful as could be expected from well mannered slaves, earning their Mistress lots of compliments and even more admiration. Sometimes Gina also got envious glances from other guests. Gina was sitting on a comfortable seat, a slave kneeling on either side of her when Robert and Sylvie, the hosts, addressed their guests.

		After a few words Robert announced that he was very pleased to welcome Candy who would talk about something he, Robert, would wish he’d thought of himself. “Because it’s probably the best thing connected to our lifestyle except for my wife.”

		“What?” gasped Candy, looking at Gina. “Me?”

		“Who else? Go and talk about it. We’ll be here and we’ll be proud of you. Go now, love. Go. You’ll do great.” She gently pulled Candy to her feet and pushed her forward until she stood next to Robert, feeling exposed in her nakedness, but also remembering Gina’s words. She turned, scanned the crowd, about 25 or 30 people, most of them at least a couple of years older, just one young male slave about her age. That didn’t bother her at all. What she also saw was that they all looked at her with friendly interest.

		“Hello ... I ... umm. I’m a bit surprised and well, I feel very naked and kinda exposed right now, hehe.” She paused while some people laughed. “Yes. I’m not prepared for a speech. I can only guess as to why I’ve been picked to talk to you, but then again, I’m sure Mistress knew what she was doing when she sent me up here to give you a little speech.” A long, loving smile towards Gina further captured her audience. “But now to the topic of my speech.” She went on to talk about the Palace and as Gina had anticipated, she did so with such eloquence and painting such a vivid image of what the Palace would be about and what it wouldn’t that the people gathering around her applauded for a long time after she finished. Candy looked around and saw Nikki beaming proudly. “Oh, sorry, I forgot a very important thing. It was Nikki, my Mistress, who had the idea. So that applause should really have been going to her.” Another applause rose as people turned towards Nikki who blushed deeply, much to everybody’s delight.

		

		“How about booking?” one Dom asked. “Can we book yet?”

		Candy smiled at him. “I’m afraid that’s not possible, Sir, not yet. We hope to be able to open next spring. But if you leave your number I will contact you personally.”

		“Only if I can carve it in your lovely ass,” he said with a mocking leer.

		“You’d have to talk to my Mistress, Sir. It’s her ass, not mine,” Candy replied. 

		“It’s not lovely, either, Michael. It’s perfect,” Gina said, nudging the Dom.

		The next to speak was Robert. “One more question, my dear, before you return to your Mistress: You said that you will have live-in slaves. I think that’s a fantastic idea. Who of us doesn’t know of a young woman or a young man who would jump at the possibility to explore their kinkiness in a safe, sane and consensual environment as this hotel. I can think of at least five persons right now whom I’d recommend such a place. But what about live-in Dominants.”

		“We’ve thought about that and decided against it, at least not in the beginning,” Candy replied. “So, it’s for Dominants only with their slaves, but singles need to identify as submissives.”

		“Why?” That was Michael again.

		“Because we believe that it might frighten away the inexperienced subs and those who don’t know yet what they want.”

		Robert turned to Michael. “Also, you know how many idiots and posers are out there. It would be very difficult to keep them off the premises. And one idiot is all it takes to give the whole idea a bad name.”

		“Yeah, I know. Just to make sure, I think it’s the right decision. And I think your Mistress is right, your ass is indeed perfect.”

		“Yes, it is,” said Robert, then thanked Candy for her contribution. She thanked him too and just when she was about to turn away and head back to Gina, he laid his hand on her shoulder and stopped her. “I want a suite for the opening party and the following two weeks. No matter when it opens and I don’t care about the price, either.”

		“Yes Sir, it will be my honor, Sir.” Candy curtsied and returned to Gina.

		“No, love, it will be ours,” Robert said quietly, admiring her smooth ass in the twilight until Sylvie, his wife and slave nudged him. 

		“It might be perfect, Master, but it still isn’t polite to stare.”

		He sighed, then pulled her close and kissed her, at the same time kneading her ass, which wasn’t as young and smooth as Candy’s, but still perfect, because it was the ass of his wife and slave. “Yes, you’re right. But yours is perfect too and now I’m going to improve it even further.”

		“One can’t improve perfection, Master.”

		“But one can try.” He led her towards the play area, once again glancing at Candy’s behind. “For instance, Candy’s ass. It’s perfect, but it would be even hotter if it were streaked, the way yours will soon be.”

		The object of this little exchange and the person attached to it had in the meantime rejoined her Mistresses. Several people walked up to them, complimented Gina on her slaves and asked them more questions, a few said that they’d very much like to be there for the opening too.

		“Two more of these parties and we’ll have a full house on the opening day,” said Candy.

		“Don’t worry about the opening party. It’s the years after you should be concerned about,” replied Gina. “But not now. Now we want to have fun. Now I want to see you writhing and hear you shrieking in blissful agony. Come, my lovely slaves.”

		

		“Ouch!” Nikki exclaimed when she parked her ass on the plane’s seat the next afternoon, then boxed her girl when Candy giggled. “Be careful, slave. One day you’ll find yourself strapped to a cross, your perfect ass on display and begging for the kiss of the whip.”

		“I’m not so sure, Mistress. It looked awfully painful.”

		“Yet you were totally transfixed and mesmerized while you watched. You wondered all the time how it would feel to be in my place.” She pressed Candy’s hand in her lap. “Am I right?”

		Candy turned towards her, grinning. “Yes, of course you’re right.”

		Nikki nodded. “One day you’ll beg. Mark my words.” Then she leaned back and closed her eyes, trying to catch up on sleep before she head to go to work later. Candy watched her during the whole flight, her pussy tingling whenever she thought about her Mistress strapped to the cross and tingling even more at the thought that eventually it would be herself on that cross.

		

	
		

		Chapter 18 - Fuck like Rabbits

		

		Two weeks later the PPP Corporation was founded, with a capital of four million $, one of which was Max’, the other three coming from Candy’s inheritance. The board of directors consisted of all those working on the project, but there was a lengthy discussion as to were should preside over it.

		“Do we really need one?” asked Nikki.

		“Yep, the law says so,” answered Candy while Rick and Max nodded.

		“Then I think it should be you, Candy.”

		“Huh, why my?”

		Rick didn’t have to think long. “Because it’s mostly your money and you and Leslie are doing most of the work.”

		“That’s so not true. Max does much more. I’m all for Max.” That was a weak argument as Candy was fully aware of, but she definitely didn’t want to be the chairman.

		Apparently everybody had their favorite person and good reasons for that, the reason mostly being that somebody else wasn’t them and nobody wanted to be the boss and so they discussed for another quarter of an hour until Nikki had enough. “This is just silly. I mean, are we really wasting our time about something trivial like this. I don’t care, to be honest, as long as it isn’t me. I don’t want to be in charge. Period.”

		“You know, Nikki, that statement alone makes you the most suitable of us all.” Max winked at her. “Never give someone power who seeks it. So, you don’t seek it, that’s why you should get it.” He looked at each of them. “Am I right?”

		Everybody agreed. It was put to a vote and shortly thereafter Nikki found herself elected chairman of the board. She sighed, pushed back her chair and pouted. “What’s my job as the boss anyway?”

		“Well, first you could tell your girl to go and bring us a bottle to celebrate.”

		“Yeah, Rick, right.” Nikki rolled her eyes. “As if I needed to be director to do that. Candy!” She motioned towards the bar with her head and Candy immediately got up, but not without pulling a face at her Mistress. “I saw that.”

		“Looks like someone needs a spanking,” Leslie piped. 

		“Traitor!” called Candy from behind the bar, laughing. “By the way, who’s coming to 29 Palms for a few days? I got an appointment with the Mayor next Wednesday.”

		

		Nobody except Max could, but he was adamant about not accompanying her to her appointment. “He sees my face and the project’s toast,” as he put it. And so it was Candy all on her own who was led into the Mayor’s office a few days later. Mr. Chapman was big and almost completely bald and smiling with friendly anticipation when he rose from behind his desk and walked around to greet her. Candy recognized him immediately but of course she didn’t say anything.

		She explained the project, focusing on the themed hotel angle and only fleetingly mentioning that that the theme had something to do with an alternative lifestyle. However, Mr. Chapman didn’t seem to be too interested in what the hotel was about but rather in the fact that it would bring a few much needed tax dollars and maybe even a couple of jobs. The only thing he really was concerned about was the question of water.

		“As you can imagine, this is quite an issue in these parts. We’re skirting dangerously close to a water shortage and cannot afford to waste any more water,” he explained, forcing himself not to stare at Candy’s tits.

		“Yes, Mr. Chapman, of course. We’re fully aware of that. That’s why we’ll be recycling and reusing every single drop.” She went to explain the concept in detail, having been briefed by Leslie the day before.

		Chapman was very pleased to hear this. The meeting lasted for another hour and when Candy said her good bye she knew that he’d do everything he could to get them the necessary building permissions as soon as possible. And it had absolutely nothing to do with the fact that she had given him a blowjob - and much more, later on that same day - in a hotel room in Las Vegas a few years ago while he’d switched through the channels and finally settled on a rerun of “What’s eating Gilbert Grape”. Because, when he said that she looked familiar and asked whether it was possible that they’d met before she just smiled sweetly and replied that she didn’t have the slightest idea.

		

		“How did that feel?” Max asked her later, as they sat on the porch of the bungalow they’d rented in the 29 Palms Inn.

		“How did what feel?”

		“Negotiating with someone you’ve met ...” Max didn’t finish the sentence.

		“... as a tart?”

		“Yes.”

		Candy shrugged. “It doesn’t make much of a difference, I guess. It was a business transaction. I sucked him off and he fucked me and in exchange I got his money. That’s all that is to it.” She looked at him. “That was when I couldn’t yet be too picky when it came to johns.”

		Max didn’t seem to be convinced. “And what if he had recognized you?”

		Laughing she replied that he might have remembered her tits since that was what he’d most looked at and that would have required her to bare them during the meeting. “But even if he’d recognized me, for me it would have been the same. We had a business transaction in which I rendered a service and he paid good money, period.” She got up and took his hand. “Come on, let’s go out and take a look at where we’ll build the Palace. You haven’t even seen the place yet.”

		The sun was about to set behind the mountains, casting their shadows over the floodplain and painting the rocks on the eastern side a bright orange. 

		“Wow, this is much better than on the photos,” Max exclaimed after they’d climbed up the rocky outcrop. He stood and looked, his hand on the small of Candy’s back. “You know what I would like to do now?”

		“I think I’ve got a pretty good idea, judging from where your hand is now and what it’s doing.”

		“Yes?” Max kneaded her buttock some more.

		“Yep.”

		“I might surprise you, Candy.”

		She turned her head to look at him. “OK, what do you want to do?”

		“Go fetch a pullover at the hotel, buy some food, a bottle of wine, come back here and have a picnic beneath the stars.”

		Candy was quiet for several minutes. “Yeah. That’s a good idea. And you did surprise me. Let’s go.”

		

		Three hours later they still sat on the outcrop, Max propped up against a boulder, Candy lying on the ground, her head in his lap. It had gotten rather cold and they had pulled a blanket over them to protect themselves from the chilly air.

		“Would you want to have sex here?”

		Candy didn’t have to think long. “Yes.” Turning her head to look up at him she continued. “But the first time to make love on this outcrop should be with Nikki.”

		He gently pushed a lock from her forehead. “Yeah. You’re right.”

		“But I’d like to go back to the hotel now and fuck like rabbits till the sun rises.”

		“I’m an old man, Candy. Gotta take it easy with me.”

		She stood, folded the blanket and took hold of the basket. “Honey, easy is my middle name.”

		“Uh huh ... right,” he said. “Gimme that basket.”

		“No, that’s OK. You’re old and frail and I want you to be all rested and in shape. So there.”

		“Feeling cheeky, do we?”

		“Yes. I’m still hoping you’ll one day spank my ass.”

		“When hell freezes over.” He followed her down, clambering over boulders and finally jumping to the flat ground of the campsite. “Say, Candy, have you ever had anal sex?”

		She stopped and turned, squinting at him in the dark. “Yes. Would you like that?”

		“I don’t know. I’ve never done it. My wife, well, we both, we’ve never experimented much.”

		She walked up to him. “If you want, we can do it.”

		“But you’d rather not, right?”

		She shrugged and turned, knowing that he would never ask her after this little exchange and for a second she regretted that she hadn’t said that she enjoyed it, thus denying him the chance to find out what it was like. But on the other hand, she’d said that she would never lie to him when it came to sex and truth was that she didn’t like anal sex. “But if you want, I could tell you what I intend to do once we’re back at the Inn.”

		Max shook his head and smiled, his face a torn mask in the night. “How do you expect me to last till the sun rises when you start teasing already?”

		“I got my ways.” That was, as Max knew, absolutely true. He also couldn’t resist the temptation of having her tell him in detail what she would do, if only because he loved to listen to her voice that much. 

		

		By the time Max unlocked the door to their bungalow Candy had merely finished telling him about the foreplay she had in mind. Once inside, she gently pushed him down onto the bed, then she stripped naked and knelt between his legs, looking up at him.

		“Then, and only then, I’ll unzip your pants and pull them down,” Candy went on where she left off upon arriving at the hotel. Bending down she stopped when her mouth was just inches from his belt. “I might try doing it with just my mouth.” She tried and almost succeeded but had to use her hands to open the button on his slacks. Then she pulled them down over his legs, planted her hands on either side of his hips, leaning forward. “Just the pants, the boxers stay in place, I want to see how your cock strains against the cotton as it longs to be freed and touched.”

		Max reached for a pillow, then for another, to prop up his head so he could better see her smiling lips, glinting eyes and her full breasts framing his own cotton-clad erection. He knew better than to say something or take the initiative. He’d learned that whenever she wanted to take the lead it was a special treat. It was also nice if she remained passive, let him do what he enjoyed. However, he never could help the feeling that she was never fully satisfied when he did, even when she said that she was satisfied and even if she weren’t it wouldn’t be the end of the world, because it was still very nice and enjoyable.

		“You guys put too much importance in orgasms,” she once had said. “You’re too much goal-oriented. I think most women would agree with the statement that sex can be wonderful even if they don’t have an orgasm.”

		He felt her kiss the tip of his cock, her hair brushing against his skin, her nipples poking his thighs. Her fingers where busy unbuttoning his shirt. “I’m not sure what I’d like next. It would be nice to feel you inside me, rock you slowly, telling you how good your cock feels in my cunt.”

		She smiled naughtily when Max’ eyes widened at that word. He couldn’t get used to it, had asked her to stop using it several times, but she kept calling it a cunt. “Yeah, you’re fabulous cock would feel great in my wanton, hot cunt. But then again, we’ve got all night, and I guess we should take it a bit easy. Maybe some kissing and being close.” She laid on top of Max, their naked bodies touching, her nipples poking his chest while she pressed her dripping cunt on his dick and covered it with her juices. “Especially since you’re such a gifted kisser.”

		They kissed for a long time and eventually Candy lowered herself onto his

		But despite Candy’s determination they didn’t succeed in making love, let alone fuck like rabbits, until the sun rose. “I told you I’m too old. Also, as perfect as it would be, I don’t want to die while having sex with you,” Max said and held her tight, his cock still twitching inside her. That was hours after Candy had taken off his boxers, but still sunrise was quite some time away. “There are a few things I still want to see yet. Like the Palace. And I’d also like to see Nikki play with you.” 

		“You’d have to talk with Nikki about that.”

		“Yes, I know.”

		“OK, OK, you geezer. I’ll let you get some rest. But first I want what is mine.” 

		“And what’s that?”

		“The taste of you and me, mixed on your cock,” she grinned and rolled him off of herself and onto his back. While she licked their juices off of him, Max lay there and shook his head in silent amazement. 

		“Can you ever get enough, Candy.”

		“No. Do you mind?” she asked, rather rhetorically, as she snuggled up to him.

		

		They stayed two more days in 29 Palms. Candy had a few more meetings the next day and they spent the second day hiking in the desert. Basically that was all that was left to do at the moment, except to wait to get all the permissions.

		“That might take a few months. Maybe more if someone has a complaint,” said Max as they headed back to LA.

		“Yeah, Leslie said so. Dammit, that’s so long,” Candy complained.

		“Yeah. But there’s also very much to do yet.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 19 - I ... ugh ... dunno ... ugh

		

		Max was right: There was a lot to do. Candy found herself looking at professional kitchens, discussing what beds they wanted in the guest rooms with Leslie and Nikki (they decided on a model called Jailhouse Fuck, mostly because it had iron bars on both ends to which people could be tied but of course also because of the name), leafed through catalogs with bed linen and toilets, among many other things.

		“Whoa, this stuff is killing me,” she said one night to Nikki as she came home, kicking off her shoes and letting herself fall onto the sofa next to Nikki. “It’s tiring and so ... so mundane.”

		“But important. And someone’s got to do it.”

		“Yeah, I know. But still.”

		“Then maybe you’ll find next Monday and Tuesday to be a pleasant change from ... mundane things.”

		“What’s then, Mistress?”

		But Nikki only smiled sweetly, reached out for a handful of Candy’s hair and gently pushed her to her knees. “You’ll love it, that’s all I can say. And now you may please me. Both with your uber-skilled tongue and by being all giddy with anticipation.”

		“Aww, Mistress, that’s so unfair. Monday is still four days away,” Candy complained, already unbuttoning Nikki’s tight jeans.

		“And who said that it’s got to be fair?” 

		Candy stopped what she was doing and looked up at Nikki. “Me.” She paused, thinking. “Maybe I don’t. Maybe I it’s more important to get a nice buzzing between my legs whenever I think about next Monday than it being fair.””

		“Yeah, maybe. And maybe it just doesn’t really matters what you think about the topic.”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“Oh, forgot something. I got a little present for you. In my bag.”

		Candy got up and went to fetch Nikki’s bag. After looking inside she produced a plastic bag with a harness and two dildos. “Oh, a strap-on?”

		“Yep.”

		“And that’s a present for me?”

		“Yep.”

		After glancing at Nikki over her shoulder Candy examined the harness and the dildos closely. “And who’s going to wear it?” she asked, as neutrally as she could. 

		“You.”

		“Oh.”

		“You will wear it and then you’ll do your duty and the cock inside you will get you all hot and aroused, but nothing more.”

		“You’re evil and wicked, Mistress,” Candy replied, unbuttoning her blouse und pulling down the zipper on her skirt.

		“Yep. Just the way you want me to be.” She watched Candy strip naked, then push the smaller of the two dildos inside her pussy. “Seems to go in real easy. Guess you were already wet.”

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Very good. I love my slave wet and horny.” Candy locked the other dildo to the front of the harness, then stood before Nikki. “Hmm. Looks weird and unusual, but OK. Now walk up and down.”

		

		Walking up and down Candy felt the dildo move inside her. It felt good enough to arouse her even more but she knew that it would never be enough to make her cum. Which probably was exactly what Nikki had in mind.

		“How does it feel?”

		“As if I’ve got a dick inside my pussy, moving, well, weird. Not as it’s supposed to move. But nice, kinda.”

		“So it’s arousing?”

		“Yes, Mistress. A bit. The thought of, hehehe, screwing you with it is more arousing, tho.” 

		Nikki got up, reached for the dick protruding from Candy’s crotch and pulled her towards the bedroom. “Hold that thought. And now come to bed.”

		Candy soon learned that “holding that thought” didn’t mean that she was going to screw her Mistress with the strap-on but had been meant quite literally. All the time while she lay between Nikki’s legs or next to her, pleasing her Mistress, the dildo poked her pussy, leaving her wet and wanton and longing for more. When Nikki finally had been pleased enough and held her close and kissed her good night Candy could just about refrain from asking “and what about me?” It was obvious what Nikki had in mind. And as Candy learned, it worked perfectly. Whenever she moved that night the dildo poked her and her subconsciousness used the stimulation to create very vivid dreams and whenever she woke she barely could keep her hands off of herself.

		

		By the time she woke she was even more aroused than when she’d gone to sleep. For a moment she lay still beside Nikki, looking at her lover, listening to her breathing but soon she got restless and moved closer, knowing that the movement of the dildo inside her would only worsen her predicament when the outside dildo brushed against Nikki but also feeling that she was too horny not to do it. 

		A few kisses later Nikki opened her eyes. “Good morning, love. Had a good night?”

		“So and so.”

		Nikki grinned, reached beneath the sheets and pulled and twisted on the dildo until Candy closed her eyes and began to moan. She let go of the artificial cock again and got up. “Don’t move, I’ll be right back.”

		When Candy heard the sound of Nikki peeing she was reminded that she should go, too, but she didn’t move and waited. A flushing of the toilet and washing of her hands later Nikki joined her in bed once more, straddling Candy and placing her cunt on the strap-on. And then she fucked herself in a wild, rough ride, digging her fingers into Candy’s breasts, leaving bruises, rocking and rolling her hips without caring at all about Candy .

		The cocks filled them both, but only one was big enough to provide enough stimulation to get off and so Candy once again found herself utterly aroused, on the brink of an orgasm she knew she couldn’t get, when Nikki collapsed on top of her, shrieking her lust and pleasure to the world, or at least into Candy’s ears.

		

		“I so love to use you for my pleasure, love,” Nikki panted, still rocking slowly, then covered her lovers face with kisses.

		“And I love it when you use me for your pleasure, Mistress,” Candy replied in a husky voice. 

		“You shall be rewarded, too, for being such a good slave.” She pulled out of Candy, unbuckled the harness but left the dildos in place, then held them to Candy’s lips, watching as the blonde licked all the juices off the silicone cocks. Next she inserted the smaller dildo in her own cunt, fastened the harness and led Candy to the bathroom.

		They stepped into the shower where Candy first sponged Nikki from head to toe, then washed her hair, finally was told to put a leg on the rim and brace herself.

		“I’m gonna fuck your brains to mush.”

		“Oh, goody. Can I pee first?” Candy asked pleadingly.

		Nikki shook her head, plunged the strap-on in Candy’s molten sex, evoking a gasp, and started to fuck her girl roughly. 

		“I ... ugh ... dunno ... ugh ... if I ... ugh ... can ... ugh ... come ... ugh ... without ... ugh ... ugh ... peeing first,” moaned Candy after a moment, interrupted by Nikki’s powerful thrusts.

		“Your problem, kiddo,” Nikki replied, turned off the water and held Candy by her asscheeks to get a better grip so she could pound into her girl even harder.

		Candy knew she was fucked. Well, she obviously was being fucked by her Mistress, but she was also fucked because she knew she couldn’t come as long as she needed to pee that bad and she couldn’t pee as long as she was being fucked and aroused that much. She tried to relax enough to let go, even if she hated the idea of peeing on her Mistress, she tried to think of something else and concentrate on cumming, but it was to no avail.

		Nikki let go of one buttcheek and wrapped Candy’s wet hair around her hand, pulling her close to kiss her, at the same time slipping a pushing into her girl’s asshole, all the time fucking her and rubbing her own nipples against Candy’s breasts.

		She herself hoped that Candy would either come soon or if not then pull away, beg her to stop, because her own cunt was beginning to hurt and feel raw and she could only imagine how Candy’s felt after having the dildo poke her for the whole night and during the rough assault after waking up.

		But her hopes were in vain and if it hadn’t been for Candy’s bladder they might still be fucking right now. But said bladder was full to the brim and eventually it just emptied itself, overruling Candy’s control and sense of shame. And as soon as she began to pee the first wave of a powerful orgasm washed over her and if she hadn’t already been clinging to the shower rack and been held by Nikki she probably would have fallen. The way it was, she reached for Nikki’s ass and pulled her close, pressing the dildo as deep inside herself as was possible, her cunt clenching around it as if it never wanted to let go again while at the same time clenching her rosebud on Nikki’s finger. She stood impaled by the artificial cock for a long time, shuddering and twitching, without realizing that her pee was still running down her legs.

		Finally that stopped and she stopped shaking and trembling, too. “Ugh ...” she said, blushing deeply. “I’m so sorry, Mistress.”

		“No you’re not.”

		“OK, you’re right. I’m not. This was ... different. Very good, though.”

		“Good. I’m glad I could show you something you hadn’t known before.”

		“Nikki, every single touch, every kiss, every time I just see you it is new to me.”

		“Aww, that’s so sweet, love. But I still like to surprise you,” smiled Nikki, turned on the water and they once again washed each other from head to toe.

		

		“I wouldn’t have thought I’d be able to come from simply being screwed with a strap-on,” said Candy when they stood in the kitchen some time later. 

		“Yeah, that’s why I didn’t want to simply screw you.” Nikki jumped up and held onto the fingerboard she’d mounted above the kitchen door, changing between hands and fingers as she did a couple of pull-ups.

		“A friend asked whether I want to join her on a trip Saturday to Joshua Tree for some climbing. Lynn’s coming, too. What about you?”

		“Hmm, dunno. Only if you promise me that I don’t have to climb.”

		“Sure. Great. You could help Lynn taking pictures. Oh, and we’ll sleep in 29 Palms. Just you and me and myriads of stars.” She glanced down at Candy who watched the flexing of the muscles in Nikki’s arms and hands. There didn’t seem to be one ounce of fat on the girl.

		“Talked to Max, huh?”

		“Yep. About a lot of things, actually.”

		“Let me guess: You won’t tell me.”

		Nikki blew her a kiss from high up. “Smart girl.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 20 - Defying Gravity

		

		The weekend was great. All in all there were eight people, seven of which climbed. Candy stuck to watching them and doing a short hike on Saturday, glad that she had firm ground beneath her feet and not just a tiny crack in an otherwise smooth face of rock to stand on. In the late afternoon she, Nikki and Lynn all piled into Candy’s car and drove to 29 Palms where they passed by Lynn’s parents to drop her off. Nikki and Candy had planned to head back to the Inn and have dinner there before they “deflowered” the rocky outcrop on Candy’s plot of land, but Lynn’s mother wouldn’t have any of that.

		“You’re Lynn’s friends, you have to eat with us. Besides, Lynn here told me that you’re the one who bought that horrible patch of land. I still feel bad about my husband ripping you off,” Mrs. Doka continued, shooting her husband a glance as he came through the back door.

		“You really mustn’t be, Ma’am,” replied Candy. “It wasn’t my money and if my late husband hadn’t bought that land, which I think is anything but horrible, it would all have gone to his greedy family.” She turned to greet Doka. “Hello, Mr. Doka. Pleased to meet you.”

		Lynn’s father either was uncomfortable in the presence of three young beautiful woman or he was one of those persons who didn’t enjoy talking. He shook Candy’s hand, then greeted Nikki without much more than a grumbling hello before sitting down at the dinner table where his daughter was busy setting two more covers. Lynn gave her friends an apologizing glance, then asked them to sit.

		“I hear you’re going to build a hotel?” Mrs. Doka asked when she brought a huge plate with roast potatoes, chicken legs and green beans.

		“Yes, that’s the idea.”

		“Hmm, I wonder what kind of people would want to spend their holidays between rocks, dust and chollas.”

		“Normal people, mom,” replied Lynn. “People like them, or me.”

		Mrs. Doka shook her head while she piled heaps of food on everyone’s plate. “I don’t understand it, but then again, I don’t understand why we’re living here, either. Just rocks and dust and too much sun.”

		Mr. Doka looked up from his place and looked at Candy. “Say, is it true that you’re going to make the guests drink their own pee?”

		His wife let her fork fall onto her plate and looked appalled first at Candy, then at her husband. “Do not use such language at this table, my dear.”

		“But it’s true. Chapman said so.”

		“He’s a ...” they never knew what Mrs. Doka thought the mayor to be, because Nikki interrupted her before she could say.

		“Actually, nobody will be forced to drink anyone’s pee. We will however recycle the water we use. But once that is done it’s just clean, fresh water.”

		“You and your buddies ... “ Mrs. Doka shook her head once more, shooting her husband a disapproving look.

		Lynn giggled, poking her father. “Chapman probably couldn’t stop telling you about it being a young, gorgeous woman, either.”

		“No, actually he didn’t. Said if all who wanted something from him were as well prepared as she was his job would be much easier.” He glanced at Candy, then resumed to shovel food in his mouth.

		“Can I ask something, Mr. Doka?” Candy said, then went on to ask how he came to own that land in the first place, when he considered it useless.

		“Ah, that. My grandfather bought it, when there were rumors about the marine base coming here. Thought it might get worth something, eventually. The fool.”

		“Guess he wasn’t such a fool after all,” Nikki laughed and the three women all joined in. 

		Even Doka managed to crack a smile. “Yeah, guess you’re right.”

		“Sorry ‘bout my dad. He’s just a grumbly guy,” Lynn apologized, standing beside the car, the two lovers already strapped into the seats.

		“No worries, Lynn. No harm was done and the food was excellent.”

		“OK. Good night. Have fun.”

		“Thanks. We will. Good night to you, too. Pickup time is eight sharp.”

		“Yup. Good night.” Lynn remained standing in the same spot for several minutes, watching the taillights of Candy’s car head up the slope towards the hills, then vanish behind the rocks, all the time wondering whether she’d like to be there as well. 

		

		It was exactly eight in the morning when Candy stopped in front of the house again, a broad satisfied grin firmly fixed on both her and Nikki’s face as Lynn stepped out onto the porch, carrying big mugs of coffee. “Thought you’d like one.”

		They all sat on the porch while they drank, looking up the long, gentle slope, thinking how it would look once the hotel was finished.

		Eventually Lynn turned to face Candy. “Today you could help me take pics. And take some of me, too.”

		“Yeah, sure. Long as I don’t have to get up on some rock.”

		“Umm ... I was thinking of that, actually.”

		Candy rolled her eyes but eventually nodded. “OK. If I have to.”

		“You have to,” Nikki chimed in, smiling sweetly.

		“Uh huh. Right. Know what would I order you to do if I were your Mistress?” Nikki shook her head and Lynn listened intently as Candy went on. “I’d tell you to climb naked, without any harness and ask Lynn to take pictures of you. I bet those would be fantastic. You’re so beautiful when you climb.” 

		“Shit. Yeah. That’d be awesome,” Lynn said, but Nikki only shook her head.

		“No worries, Lynn. We keep picking on her long enough she’ll eventually do it. If all else fails, we ask Gina to tell her,” Candy whispered when Nikki went on a potty run into the house.

		“Hehehe, yeah, perfect.”

		“What’s perfect?”

		“Your ass, oh mighty Mistress,” Candy giggled, then yelped when she got a very hard spank on her ass.

		“Liar. You’ll pay, and I already know exactly how.” Nikki smiled the sweetest smile she could manage, then winked at Lynn. “You’ll enjoy it, too.” Lynn beamed while Candy wondered whether she’d just crossed a boundary and made a real mistake. 

		“I’m sorry, Mistress. I was just joking. You know I wouldn’t keep anything important from you.”

		“Yes, I do, love. Don’t worry about that. Worry about the punishment instead.” This time the smile was even sweeter and left Candy whimpering and her pussy tingling at the same time.

		

		Candy wondered about the punishment until she found herself stripping out of her clothes in the afternoon. Nikki and Lynn had climbed all morning, at times Lynn had taken pictures of Nikki and her friends, at others she had handed the camera to Candy who then took pics of her. Then all the climbers had taken off their harnesses and they’d eaten lunch, after which Nikki had excused themselves, saying that they had to leave because they had an appointment in LA that evening. But of course they hadn’t, Nikki had just wanted to have some privacy at some remote piece of rock.

		As soon as they had hiked from the parking lot to the rock she commanded Candy to strip, watching her while she sat on a boulder and while Lynn was unpacking her Canons. It slowly dawned on Candy that her plan to get pics of her Mistress climbing naked was backfiring terribly and when Lynn said that she was ready, already training the lens on Candy, her worst fears where confirmed when she heard her Mistress’ order. “Climb. Just here, near the bottom.”

		Candy looked at the rock, then at Nikki and back at the rock again. It wasn’t a big one, maybe twenty feet high, but almost vertical, with a few cracks and ledges, making it a good place for a beginner or anyone who just wanted to exercise. Lynn was already snapping pictures when Candy placed the ball of her foot on the rock, then reached up with her hands. 

		“She’s all yours, Lynn,” said Nikki and fell silent, content to lean back against the warm granite and watch her lover climbing and her friend photographing and giving instructions, knowing that she would immensely enjoy looking at those pics.

		

		An hour later Candy just couldn’t hold onto the rock anymore. There was simply no strength left in her fingers to hold herself and as soon as she put her weight on one of her feet her leg began to shake uncontrollably. Her body was covered in a sheen of perspiration and her damp hair stuck to her face and shoulders. Nikki thought that she was more beautiful than ever. She also knew that Candy would try to get up that rock again if she wanted her to, but there was no use in asking for the impossible.

		“That’s enough, love,” Nikki said and handed Candy a bottle of water, then laid her arm around her shoulder, kissed her and led her to the rock on which she had been sitting. “You’ve made me very proud, girl. You were very beautiful.”

		“Whoa, shit,” Candy panted, “I hope these pics are worth all the pain.”

		“Don’t worry about that, Candy. They’re great,” replied Lynn, looking at some of the pics on the display of her camera. She’d taken pics from every possible angle; laying on the ground, from the top of the boulder, from far away, up close, details of Candy’s body, hundreds of pics. She already had a few favorites.

		“Now me,” announced Nikki after she’d climbed up on the boulder and scanned the surroundings for other people. After all, nobody wanted to get into troubles for indecent exposure. But there was no soul in sight.

		“What?” asked Candy, stopping to pull her pants up, and Lynn at the same time, then watched speechless as Nikki quickly dropped her pants and panties and pulled her top over her head. 

		“You were right, Candy. I think I’ll love to see these pictures too,” Nikki said, wrapping tape around her knuckles. Lynn was already taking pictures. Nikki walked to another boulder not far away, one with an overhanging cliff about twelve feet off the ground on one side. She quickly began to climb, warming herself up, moving fast and gracefully upwards and sideways, getting a feeling for the rock.

		After a while Nikki moved towards the overhanging part and Candy found herself holding her breath. It wasn’t very high up, but still enough to break a couple of bones or get seriously hurt. But Nikki stopped right beneath the ledge, wedged her fingers into a crack and leaned back, then studied the overhanging rock for several minutes, before she climbed down again. 

		For the next couple of minutes she and Lynn stood beneath the rock, looking up and discussing moves and where to put which hand and how to proceed. It was mostly gibberish to Candy, but she listened nevertheless. Finally Lynn turned towards her, motioning her to follow her.

		“She really wants to climb that?” Candy asked when they had reached their backpacks, shooting a worried glance towards her Mistress.

		“Yep. And I want you to take this and film her while I take pics.” Lynn handed Candy her second camera and quickly explained her the basics.

		Nikki still stood beneath the overhanging ledge, her eyes on the rock above her, her body slowly moving, completely oblivious to everything around her.

		“What is she doing?”

		“Climbing it in her mind.”

		“I’m not sure if I want to watch her doing it for real.”

		“Yes you do,” Lynn smiled. “If only because she wants you to watch her.”

		Candy sighed and followed Lynn back towards Nikki, who was still climbing the boulder in her mind, but now with her eyes closed. At long last she snapped out of her self-induced trance, asked Candy to bring her climbing shoes and wedged them onto her feet, lacing them as tightly as she could. Then she took a deep breath, waited for Lynn and Candy to get ready with the cameras and started to climb.

		

		It looked beautiful through the viewfinder of the camera in Candy’s hand. Nikki moved quickly, her slender body pressed close to the rock as she went up to the ledge, then paused for a moment before she started into the overhang. It was highly erotic and it would have been highly erotic even if Nikki hadn’t been naked except for the shoes, at least in Candy’s eyes. 

		Nikki was fully concentrated and didn’t even hear the sound of the shutter on Lynn’s camera. She liked that, this moment when there was just her and the rock. The next grip, the next crack, that tiny protrusion of rock where you could find a little bit of support for your foot, to know that she could hold herself steady, even if her full weight hung from only two or three fingers. The secret to success was to never stop the flow of movements, to keep moving and find another crack to hold on to before those two or three fingers couldn’t hold her in place anymore. She knew that the crucial part was where the overhang arched upwards again. There she’d have to let go, reach around the ledge, find the grip which she couldn’t see but had seen from below, find it on the first try and quickly follow with the other hand, then her foot. If she’d been a bit taller it would have been much easier, but the grips were too far apart to still hold onto the last while reaching for the next. And if she didn’t, she’d fall. But that wasn’t a possibility she was pondering while she let go, swung around – and missed.

		Candy cried and hadn’t it been for the strap around her neck the camera would have smashed onto the rock on which she was standing, Nikki cursed, Lynn kept snapping pictures, knowing that as a good climber as Nikki was always prepared to fall and as long as you expect it to happen you could usually make sure that you were falling in a controlled way.

		It all happened so quickly that by the time Candy had turned to look, fully expecting to see Nikki lying on the ground, bleeding profusely or with her limbs at odd angles, Nikki had already landed on her feet and made a backwards roll on the rough gravel. She remained sitting, still swearing, her back scratched from the rock but otherwise unharmed.

		“Shit, that was lousy. I was too far to the left.”

		“Yep,” Lynn replied. “Distance and height were perfect, just an inch or two on the left.”

		Candy watched in disbelief as her Mistress got up, brushed the dust off her buttcheeks and approached the rock once more. “You ... you try again?”

		“Of course. What did you think?”

		“Umm ... I guess I thought you’d quit after you’ve just about avoided breaking your neck.”

		“No, sweetheart. If you fall, you try again. Everything is easier the second time around.”

		“Not everything. Watching you risking your neck isn’t.”

		“You don’t have to.”

		“Yes I do. Guess it’s a matter of trust.”

		

		Nikki smiled and walked up to Candy to hug and kiss her, then got into her trance once more, memorizing her moves, the rock, everything she needed to know to climb that ledge. And then she went, moved gracefully and even if at times she spread her legs wide, exposing her shaved pussy, it never was pornographic, it wasn’t even sexual, but just beautiful, a beautiful, skilled person defying gravity as she clung to the rock. This time she didn’t miss, brought up the other hand, hung in the air for a second, her body swinging above the ground until she used her own momentum to bring her leg up, place it were her hand had been a fraction of a second before, already reaching up for another, wider ledge. Two seconds later Nikki sat on top of the rock, smiling and yoohoo-ing with the knowledge that once again she had overcome her own fears and pushed her limits.

		“Fantastic,” cried Lynn, still taking pictures.

		Candy didn’t say anything. She just stood there, the camera at her side, glad that she hadn’t peed herself, torn between relieve that her Mistress was safe, although not entirely sane, at least not according to Candy’s definition of sanity, for it couldn’t be really sane to climb an overhanging ledge without any safety measures and wearing only a pair of climbing shoes. The other emotion that raced through her mind and her heart was that she couldn’t remember having ever seen something so beautiful as this.

		Candy watched Nikki climb down on the side, then pick up a water bottle. At last she put the camera down. “Can we go now? I think I need a drink.”

		Nikki laughed, spilling water all of her perky tits. “Yes, love, we can go now.”

		

		“See you tomorrow,” said Nikki three hours later in front of the dorm in which Lynn lived on the campus as Lynn swung her backpack on her shoulders and started towards the building. 

		“Yup.”

		“What?” Candy was getting tired of not knowing what was being talked about. Then she remembered the surprise Nikki had announced for Monday. “Then again, I guess I don’t need to know.”

		“Yup, another surprisingly accurate guess.” Nikki laughed and kissed Candy passionately for quite some time, drawing a fair share of stares, some disapproving of this public display of lesbianism, some clearly admiring and quite a few jealous ones.

		

	
		

		Chapter 21 - Shutter Frenzy

		

		The next morning Candy followed Nikki across the street and into a business building in northern Santa Monica, schlepping a heavy bag Nikki had handed her before they left. Nikki’s phone rang and she held it to her ear, saying “yes, OK, see you in thirty” and disconnected again. Traffic had been heavy and they were a bit late when they arrived on the third floor and walked down the hall until they stood in front of a door with a brass plaque with A.S. engraved on it. Although desperately curious to know what was going on, Candy remained silent when Nikki entered. 

		It didn’t look what it was, but then again, Candy didn’t have much of a clue as to what it was to begin with. They came into a little reception hall, not much unlike that from a small hotel, with a clothes rack, a small sofa, a desk, all very elegant, clean and inviting. It was empty and before Candy had time to take a proper look Nikki pressed on, pulling her girl through another door into the next room on the left. Now it wasn’t very difficult to figure out where they were. It looked exactly like Candy would have imagined the studio of a professional Domme, except that it was much too bright and there was nobody tied naked to the big cross in the back of the room.

		Instead of naked slaves and leather clad Dommes there was only a handsome guy in his early thirties with a blond ponytail behind a tripod measuring the light. He looked up from what he was doing, let his eyes wander over the two women and smiled.

		Nikki stepped up to him. “You must be Rip. Hi, I’m Nikki.”

		“Yep.” They shook hands, then the guy turned to Candy.

		“Rip?”

		“Yeah, I prefer Candy myself, too.” He grinned as he glanced down at her cleavage. His Australian accent was unmistakeable. 

		“Uh huh.” She straightened and stuck our her chest. “Sure. Rip as in R.I.P.?”

		“No, rip as in a strong current. At least that’s how we call them where I come from.”

		“Ah. You’re a surfer, then?”

		“That, too, but I got the name when I got carried away by a rip as a kid.”

		“Oh. Glad you made it.”

		“Yep, me too.”

		

		Candy looked at everything, the equipment of the Domme’s studio, the cameras and reflectors and cases with flashes and lamps while Nikki went to the loo and Rip returned to get the equipment ready. She knew her question was rhetorical even before she asked it, but she did so anyway. “So, what’s that all about?”

		“You and me,” replied Nikki, reaching for the bag Candy had carried. “Today we’re gonna take pics for the website.”

		“OK. And he is ...?” Candy went on, looking at Rip.

		“I’m a friend of Lynn. She says I’m brilliant.” He managed to grin even wider than before.

		“And, is she right?”

		“I’d say I’m pretty good, yeah. Not sure if my work qualifies as brilliant, though. Where is she anyway?”

		“She just called, said she’ll be here in twenty minutes.”

		“Good, that gives us time to get ready.”

		By the time Lynn arrived everything was ready. That is, everything was ready except Candy. She was still in her cutoff jeans and top, waiting for Lynn to bring the outfits she should put on. The only thing that was obvious was that whatever she was going to wear, it wouldn’t be much. More an enhancement of her nakedness than anything else. Nikki had already changed and wore tight, short leather pants, net stockings with holes, laced up red trainers like those boxers wear, except made of shiny patent leather and with low heels and a lose fitting red leather vest. Her lips were charcoal and she had made up her eyes with kohl, making them appear much bigger and giving her a somewhat evil gothic look.

		Candy wasn’t sure whether she liked that look, but she knew better than to voice her concern. Besides, Lynn was all over herself as soon as she arrived and laid her eyes on Nikki.

		“That’s brilliant, Nikki. Exactly what I had in mind. Now you, Candy. First, the not-so innocent schoolgirl look.” She dug into the bag, produced a checkered pleated skirt, white stockings and a white blouse and handed everything to the blonde.

		“Wow!” Rip exclaimed when Candy stripped out of her panties and stood naked. “Sorry, but ... wow!”

		“That’s OK, no offense taken.” Candy went about getting dressed, aware that she was being watched by everybody.

		“Well, the first set I have in mind is the innocent schoolgirl and the evil witch. They’ll mostly be black and white.”

		The next hour went by quickly. Once again Lynn was taking hundreds of pictures, along with Rip, only occasionally stopping to give directions or check the pics. Then, suddenly, as Candy was crawling towards Nikki, her white silk stockings torn now and her hair disheveled, Rip cried out. “Stop! That’s crap.” Both Candy and Nikki looked at him in surprise. “Sorry, not you. You guys are doing great. But the whole scenario is crap. I thought it might work. It could, too, with another background. Somewhere in a dark forest with mossy stones, maybe. But not here.”

		He fell silent, pondering options. “OK, we can stay here until late, make the best of it. Lighting’s good and we’ve got a few good outfits for you both, too. I propose we shoot details and bodyscapes today and do the rest tomorrow.”

		Candy and Nikki shrugged and changed into different clothes while Leslie and Rip discussed ideas.

		“What we lack is a guy,” Nikki said suddenly. “If it’s all girls on the pics some people might be put off.”

		Leslie pondered that for a moment. “Yeah, indeed. Anybody know of a male model we could hire tomorrow?”

		“I do,” said Rip. “Not sure if he does nudes and kinky, though.”

		“Can you call him and ask?”

		

		Rip could but they could see on his expression that he wouldn’t have good news. He snapped his phone shut and shook his head. “He’d be interested, but he already has a job.”

		“What about you?” 

		“Me?”

		“Yes you.” Candy explained the idea she had. “You don’t have to be nude. In fact, it would be better if you were dressed in a sharp suit. Tie and cuffs and all. A whip in your hand or something like that, a nude woman at your feet. That’s how I see the Palace. Well, except that I picture myself with Nikki, of course.”

		Rip looked at her and started to grin. “Can’t say I don’t like the idea of you naked at my feet.”

		“Yeah, I can imagine.”

		“I like that idea,” Nikki said. She turned back to Rip. “Do you have a good suit?”

		“Umm ... not really.”

		“Candy, got your credit card?”

		“Yes, Mistress.”

		“Then you two hurry. Shouldn’t be too hard to find a suit for him here in Santa Monica.”

		“Yes, good idea. But I don’t think we’ll do that shoot here today but tomorrow. Still, don’t take too long, I’ll work with Nikki here but we might need you soon, Candy.”

		In the elevator Rip mentioned that he hoped that his teasing didn’t bother them too much.

		“No worries, Rip. I don’t easily take offense and Nikki is pretty easygoing, too.”

		They walked to her car and drove downtown where they were lucky and found a parking spot right next to the pedestrian zone in Third Street where all the shops were located.

		“Shouldn’t be too difficult, you seem to be one of those guys who can buy clothes off the hanger.” They turned into Third Street and soon arrived in front of Stefano’s. Candy steered Rip inside and explained to the salesgirl that he needed a full outfit.

		“It should be elegant and classy and totally sharp.”

		Rip blushed a little as he followed the girl to one of the racks with suits. The first one he tried on wasn’t what Candy had in mind. “No, not like that. That’s too ... schoolboyish.” She smiled at Rip, then looked at the salesgirl again. “I’m not looking for schoolboyish. I’m looking for ‘this guy makes my knees get all wobbly’. If you know what I mean,” she added with a wink.

		The girl smiled, too. “Yeah, I guess I know what you mean.” She looked around, making sure her boss wasn’t anywhere close. “I call it ‘this guy makes me wanna drop my panties’, though.” She grinned and blushed a bit at her own boldness.

		“Yep! That’s it.”

		

		Candy waited another five minutes sitting in one of the comfy leather seats and when Rip returned and her knees got all wobbly and her panties damp she knew that they’d found what they’d been looking for.

		“Makes you wanna drop your panties, eh?” she whispered to the girl after she had declared him to be the sharpest dressed man in a very long time and decided that they’d buy this suit and the shirt and tie the girl had chosen. Rip was in one of the changing rooms again, changing back into his jeans and shirt.

		“Yeah. He’s cute.”

		“Yup. He’s not my bf. Just so you know.”

		“You don’t happen to have his number, do you?”

		“No, but I think you should ask him.”

		“Doesn’t that make me look desperate?”

		Candy shook her head. “No, it doesn’t make you look desperate. It makes you look like you’re interested in a date with him, that’s all. Nothing wrong about that.”

		“Yeah, I guess you’re right. Thanks.”

		“It’s my pleasure.” She watched as the girl hurried away to get the clothes and got them ready to go.

		“She’s cute,” Rip whispered as he joined Candy.”

		“No, she’s not just cute, she’s gorgeous. Smart, too. Good sports. I guess she’d like to date you.”

		“You think?”

		Candy shrugged. “Ask for her number.”

		“Hmm, dunno.”

		“C’mon. A no is the worst thing that could happen. But I got a hunch she won’t say no.” Candy got up and went to the counter to pay for the suit, then she took the clothes hanger with the suit and the bag with the shirt and tie and left to wait outside, leaving the two to exchange their phone numbers.

		Rip’s “she said yes” was quite superfluous, because his joy about the girl’s answer was all written over his face when he joined Candy on the street two minutes later.

		“I hope you haven’t set a date for tonight or if you have you’re both not first date-fuckers.”

		“Nah. She can’t tonight, but I’m gonna see her tomorrow.”

		“Good.”

		“Yeah. You knew, right?”

		Candy just smiled sweetly, hooked her arm in his and pulled him along the road towards a shoe shop. “Shoes. You need shoes.”

		

		When they returned to the studio Lynn was lying on the floor, taking pictures of Nikki’s ass as the girl held a crop, pulling it against her flesh. She was wearing white garters and frilly white lace panties and when she heard Candy and Rip enter she turned and shot Candy a glance that let the blonde know she’d pay dearly if she just as much as thought of making a comment.

		Nikki’s outfit was so totally beyond anything even remotely like Nikki, Candy could just about suppress a chuckle. But Nikki undoubtedly had an extremely nice ass and her pale skin along with the white lace made for a very nice contrast with the red of the braided leather crop.

		Lynn snapped a couple more pictures, then she got up and Nikki turned around.

		“Got it?”

		“Yup.” Rip brandished the bag with the shoes and the coat hanger with the suit, covered by a thin plastic foil.

		“Perfect,” said Leslie. “What do you think, Rip? Here or in the warehouse?”

		“Warehouse.”

		“Yep, these pics might need space and distance.”

		“Uh huh.”

		Lynn turned to Candy. “OK, time to get into some nice closes. Or maybe just some chains. Yeah, let’s do some bodyscapes with chains.”

		In the following three hours Candy was photographed both by Lynn and Rip in various poses while Nikki draped chains around her body, sprayed her with water and oil to produce an effect of wetness. In between Nikki hurried to get some curries because they were getting hungry. Finally the photographers were satisfied and called it a day

		“Whose studio is that?” asked Candy when they sat in the car again, heading home.

		“A friend of Gina’s. She didn’t need it today and let us use it for free.”

		“Cool. And tomorrow a warehouse ...”

		“Yeah, and a surprise.”

		“Gina?”

		Nikki smiled and kept looking at Candy’s face illuminated by the dashboard lights. “Smart girl.”

		“Cute frilly panties.”

		“Scarlet ass.”

		“My favorite color.”

		But Candy’s ass didn’t get scarlet that night. The two girls were too tired and just had a shower, then went straight to bed so they’d be rested the next day. 

		

		When they arrived at the warehouse Lynn and Rip had already set up the equipment and were waiting for them. 

		Lynn had apparently thought about how she wanted it. “Candy should be naked. Just a collar and heels, nothing else. Makes for a better contrast with Rip in the suit.”

		“Yeah, OK,” answered Nikki while Candy was already stripping.

		“No face, remember?” said Rip. 

		Lynn did the best Australian accent she could. “No worries, mate.”

		And then they started. Candy on the floor, looking up at Rip. Candy still on the floor, on hands and knees, crawling beside him as he led her to and fro on a leash. Candy kneeling at his feet as he sat in a comfortable seat, her head on his lap, again looking up at him. Candy kneeling as he stood, her face buried in his crotch. Candy kneeling, again looking up as Rip tapped lightly on her chin and breasts with a riding crop. They were nothing new, those poses. Hundreds of fetish photographers had done them, but they were still special because Candy managed to look at him as if he were her Master of several years, the reason why she existed, the very air she breathed.

		Later, when Nikki would look at those pictures, she’d feel a quick stab of envy, until she remembered that when Candy looked at her it was with even more feeling and love. Still, one could have thought Candy and Rip were a loving couple if one had just looked at those pictures.

		“Do we need more explicit pics?” Candy asked but everybody thought that this wasn’t necessary.

		“Can’t have cock or sexual activities. We don’t even have your pussy. Well, obviously we’ve got tons of pics with it on them, but we can’t use them.”

		Rip bent down and helped Candy to her feet. “Wouldn’t want that anyway. Not when I’ve got a date later today.”

		She nodded. “Yeah. I know. Too bad, eh?”

		He blushed a little and she stood on her tiptoes to kiss him. “Gosh, you’re so cute when you blush. And now I leave you alone.”

		She went to sit on the sofa, drinking a coke and wiping the grit off her knees and hands. They were still taking a break when they heard a car roll up outside. Nikki went to open the door, then disappeared outside.

		Everybody held their breath when Gina strode in, followed by Nikki trailing a huge suitcase. Gina was in her full Mistress-regalia. Tightly laced boots whose stiletto chrome heels glinted in the lights, a leather skirt with lacing on either side, allowing glimpses of her upper thighs whenever the black leather coat flapped open as she strode towards them. Beneath the coat she wore a white leather corset. But her outfit wasn’t what made them hold their breath. It was her presence and the expression on her face that sent a shiver down Candy’s spine which culminated in a very intense tingling right between her legs.

		

		“Hello everybody,” Gina said, shaking Lynn’s and Rip’s hand before she turned towards Candy. The blonde couldn’t help herself but sink to her knees and lower her head.

		Gina bent down, an approving glint in her eyes, kissed Candy right on the face and straightened again, pulling Candy to her feet. “Is everything ready?”

		“Yes, we’re ready,” Lynn replied.

		“Good. We need a few minutes to dress the girls properly.”

		As it turned out “dress properly” had been somewhat of an euphemism. They weren’t exactly dressed, it was more a thing of pointing out their nakedness without it being vulgar, though. Candy was wearing a fine gold chain around her waist from which hung two even more delicate chain mail ‘loincloths’, covering her sex and the crack of her ass but of course allowing more than just the occasional glance at either as soon as she moved. Her nipples peeked through a matching bra and on her feet she wore high heeled sandals with golden straps reaching up to her thighs.

		Nikki’s outfit consisted of nipple clamps with a connecting chain and a leather harness which beautifully framed her firm asscheeks and her vulva, pushing it out. Her wrists were adorned with leather cuffs, to which Gina locked a short chain. Both girls wore matching leather collars.

		

		“Now we’re ready,” announced Gina, smiling at the two naked slaves. The next four hours were exhausting, at least for the girls. Gina managed to make them forget that they were here to take pictures, even when every once in a while Rip or Lynn gave directions. For the girls, it was just a session with their Mistress, as if they were back in her place in San Francisco. Their cunts were dripping and their nipples hard as bullets and they both could think of nothing else but get release by the time Rip announced that they had much more than they needed.

		“You were fantastic,” he said to Gina. “And you are fantastic, too,” he smiled at the girls. Nikki stood chained spreadeagled between two pillars, her ass striped with red welts, her sex engorged and glistening, Candy was kneeling behind her, hands tied on her back with rough rope, kissing her Mistress’ ass.

		“Yes, they are fantastic,” replied Gina, glancing at the girls and motioning them to remain were they were, which, at least in the case of Nikki, was quite superfluous since she couldn’t move much without being unchained first. “And you were, too. I’ve taken part in other shoots and usually it was much less fun.”

		“Thanks. I’d love to stay but unfortunately I’ve got to go now,” Rip went on, putting the camera back in it’s case.

		“Rubbish,” Candy exclaimed, peeking from behind Nikki. “You can’t wait to get out of here and meet lil Miss Drop her Knickers. Coming to think of it: You will wear that suit, do you?”

		“Umm ... actually ...”

		“You got to. Believe me. Have fun and enjoy. And give her my regards.”

		Rip nodded, said his goodbyes and left. 

		“What was that about?” asked Lynn, camera still in hand.

		“He’s got a date with the salesgirl where we bought the suit.”

		Nikki craned her neck as good as she could towards Candy. “You fixed them up?”

		“No, I just made sure they weren’t dumb enough to miss out on each other.”

		There was a moment of silence until Gina spoke next. “I propose a short break before the real fun begins.” She started to free Nikki of her restraints, then saw that Lynn was beginning to pack her equipment. “You don’t have to go. I’d be honored if you stayed and took pictures ... or ...” she left the rest to Lynn’s imagination, having noticed that the redhead’s interest in the photoshoot had been much more than just professional. 

		Lynn stopped, blushed, then straightened and said that she didn’t know.

		“Then let’s have a sandwich and a coke first and look at those pics.”

		

		The pictures were fantastic. Simply fantastic, as they all agreed. However, they were also completely wrong. Lynn and Nikki had planned the whole session but forgot to mention that the pictures would be for the website and when Gina asked and Lynn told her she just shook her head.

		“You can’t do that.”

		“Why not?”

		“Because people will see it. People in 29 Palms. This might work in San Francisco or New York. Or maybe somewhere in Europe, where people are a little bit more relaxed about tits and asses and dominated girls. But not here.”

		It slowly dawned on Nikki that her whole marketing strategy was going down the drain. “Fuck!” she cried, then she yelped when Gina whacked her with the crop she still held in her hand, to remind her girl to stick to proper language. “I’m sorry, Mistress. But ...” She bit her lips, on the verge of tears.

		“Yeah, that’s right. I didn’t think of that, either.” Lynn stopped flicking through the pics and looked up. “So much money spent on so many pictures and now we can’t use them ...”

		But Gina had already thought ahead. “Yes, you can. Just not on the official website. But you could have a restricted site, too. For those who have stayed at the Palace. And you could use some of them on your blog, too.”

		“But ... but how will I go about advertising the Palace?” Nikki was still down beaten.

		“I don’t know either right now, but I know you’re smart enough to think of something. I’d say discretion would be good, at least in the beginning. After a year or two, when people in 29 Palms realize that the guests aren’t a horde of perverted sickos, they’ll be more relaxed about it.”

		Candy had been following the exchange silently thus far. But now she had an idea. “We just keep doing what we’ve done so far. Be present on kinky websites and social networking sites.”

		“Don’t forget about personal appearances, like you did at that party in San Francisco. I still get compliments for ‘that lovely slave who talked about this wonderful project’,” Gina said and kissed Candy on her cheek.

		“Yeah, that’s good. In the meantime I’ll create a website that’s neutral so people have an address to go to and can also start making bookings.”

		“Perfect, Lynn. And now let’s make the best of the rest of the evening.” Gina got up and then she made the best of the evening.

		

		Pussies buzzed, asses glowed, faces glistened with juices, eyes glinted with lust and love and the warehouse was filled with cries of passion and pain and moans of pleasure. Lynn didn’t join in but kept taking pictures. However, at one time she disappeared and went to the small toilet in one of the corners, blushing deeply when Gina smiled at her upon returning. Neither Candy nor Nikki noticed, they were too much caught up in the throes of passion and lust to notice anything at all.

		It was past midnight when Gina rose from the sofa, her two girls still half dazed. Lynn had stopped taking pictures some time ago and had just sat and watched, her own pussy buzzing with desire. She’d wanted to join, but had been too shy and now she already regretted it. She watched Gina as she walked towards her, then sat down next to her.

		“If you ever want to know how it feels, I’ll be here for you.”

		Lynn looked at Gina whose gaze was fixed on her two naked slaves. “Thank you. I ... I don’t know.”

		“Yes, I know. I guess today it was too much, with three of us. Those two,” Gina said, motioning towards Nikki and Candy, “they’re special. I’ve known Nikki for years. And Candy ... well, Candy is just Candy ... probably the most sensual and sexual woman ever.”

		Lynn chuckled. “Yeah, I guess she is.”

		“It would be different, of course. Anyway, that’s my offer. However, if you find someone you love, I’d say you should explore with them.”

		For several minutes neither of them said a word. Candy and Nikki remained almost motionless on the sofa, cradling each other in their mutual post-orgasmic bliss. “I just don’t know how to go about it,” Lynn finally whispered.

		“That’s no problem, Lynn. You just do what you want to do and when you’re not sure about something you know who to ask and hopefully also whom to trust. That’s more than most people have when they start out.”

		“Yeah, right. Thank you.”

		“You’re most welcome.”

		“It looked wonderful ... what you did with them.”

		“It was, Lynn. I didn’t do much but mostly let it happen.”

		Lynn looked at her watch and got up. “I’ve got to get the stuff in Rip’s car. Got an early lecture tomorrow.”

		“Wait,” Gina replied with a wink, holding the redhead back. “Wait and see how quick those two beauties will have done that, given the right incentive.” She strode towards the two naked girls, looked down at them while they looked up dreamily. Then she got them in gear with two light swats with the crop on their asses.

		“Quick, move your perfect asses. You have five minutes to load all the equipment into the car. If you succeed, you may please me later. If not ...” She left the consequences should the girls fail unsaid, knowing that they’d already do their best to get the reward.

		By the time she started the stopwatch on her phone and told the girls that time was running, they were already scurrying. 

		“Four minutes thirty two seconds,” Gina declared when Nikki slammed the trunk of Rip’s car shut. “See, I told you the right incentive will get the job done asap.”

		Lynn laughed, then said goodbye to everybody and drove into the night. Gina sighed theatrically. “Such a skilled young woman. And decent, too, unlike others I could mention.” She glanced at the two girls on her side who were still naked.

		“With all due respect, Mistress, you wouldn’t want us to be decent. Well, not always anyway.”

		“Yes, Candy. You’re right. And now let’s go and be very, very, very indecent.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 22 - The long and winding Stairs

		

		Two months later the construction of the Palace of Pleasure and Pain finally began. It was a sunny but rather chilly day and a cool wind was blowing, whipping Candy’s hair about her face as she struggled to break ground. “Ughh, should have brought a couple of sticks of dynamite,” she complained. She tried once more to force the spade into the ground while Lynn was taking pictures and everybody else was beginning to laugh at her futile efforts to dig a hole in the hard baked dirt, then she threw the shovel away and asked Max to hand her a pickaxe. She swung it high over her head and into the ground and managed to wedge lose a couple of pebbles in the hard packed dirt, then everybody took their turn until there was a small hole in the ground. Into this Leslie put some earth and a tiny Californian fan palm. It would be one of several to stand, and hopefully grow, in the future patio. Then they all posed for a group picture and soon left for the 29 Palm Inn where they had a table reserved for a celebratory party.

		“Somehow I still can’t believe it’s really happening,” Candy said as they rolled towards the highway.

		“Me neither,” replied Nikki from the backseat. “I’m glad the construction workers have excavators, though.”

		“Yeah, me too. By the way, Max, I cannot help but get the feeling you knew I’d fail with that spade when you proposed that little ceremony.” 

		Max, who was riding shotgun, only smiled and remained silent.

		“He’s getting cheeky with me,” Candy complained, looking at Nikki in the rearview mirror.

		“Yeah. That must be because he spends too much time with a cheeky gal like you.” Nikki leaned forward and laid her hand on his shoulder. “You hereby get my official OK to spank her if you think she needs to be put in line.”

		Max turned and thanked her. “You know, the thought has crossed my mind.” Truth was that even if the thought had crossed Max’ mind he’d never lay a hand on Candy. He probably wouldn’t do it if she begged him to, and they all knew it, too.

		“Eh, c’mon guys, what’s that? It’s my ass you’re talking about. Don’t I have a say on the matter?” Candy cried.

		“No!” came the simultaneous reply from both Nikki and Max.

		All of them returned to LA that same evening, except for Max and Leslie who stayed at the Inn where they had rented a bungalow with two rooms for the next couple of months.

		Max had been right, it was necessary to be present on the construction site as much as was possible. But apart from a few minor problems it all went smooth and it didn’t take long for the buildings to take shape.

		Candy remained busy during the time the Palace was being built. She usually drove to 29 Palms on Tuesday afternoon for her time with Max, stayed all of Wednesday, often just sitting on the rocky outcrop with him or else sitting there watching him and Leslie. On Fridays and Saturdays she worked the bar at the Wild Zone so Rick could take some time off to spend it with Leslie. And in between and when they found time she and Nikki were active on the web and talked to people at parties and munches, which proved to be the best and cheapest way to get to their audience, although also the most time consuming. 

		The website was up and running, the pictures Lynn and Rip had taken were being used on Nikki’s blog and on the ‘kinky site’, to which people got access as soon as they had made and confirmed a booking. 

		

		One sunny Wednesday afternoon Candy sat on her favorite rock above the construction site, watching a couple of carpenters work on the roof of the main building, when Leslie clambered up the small hill and sat down beside her. 

		“Looks good,” she said, holding out a frosted can of coke to Candy and leaning back against the rock and stretching her legs.

		“Yeah,” Candy simply replied. Then, out of the blue, she started to cry. And for the next ten minutes tears ran over her cheeks and fell onto Leslie’s shoulder as they hugged each other. “Jeez, I’m such a sissy,” Candy sniffled. “But ... it’s just so way beyond good. All this.”

		“Yes, it is.”

		“Are we still within the schedule?”

		“No, we’re almost a week ahead so we should have two full weeks to get everything ready for the opening.”

		“Cool. I can’t wait for that.”

		“Me neither. Rick’s taking me shopping next weekend.”

		“Oh, really? Way cool!”

		“Yeah. Apparently Gina’s given him a whole list of good fetish stores and also a lot of ideas.”

		“I wonder what Nikki has in mind for me.”

		Leslie giggled and hugged her friend again. “I could tell you that I know but am not allowed to tell you, but that would be cruel, wouldn’t it?”

		Nudging Leslie and rolling her eyes Candy groaned: “Why is it that everybody teases me all the time?” She let out exasperated sigh and shook her head.

		“Because we all love you,” Leslie stated matter of factly and paid dearly for her honesty, for she had to lend Candy her shoulder for another bout of crying. “PMS?”

		“Yeah, I always turn into a crybaby during that time.”

		“Better than getting cranky.”

		“Yeah, I guess.”

		

		Leslie got up and held out her hand to Candy. “Come, I want to show you something.” They clambered down, walked where soon a wall would enclose the patio, then went into the main building through one of the back entrances and stood in what would be the refectory. As usual when she was inside one of the buildings, Candy couldn’t imagine how it would look when it finally was all finished and furnished. The barren, raw rooms looked lifeless, almost hostile, not like something that would be filled with life in a matter of weeks.

		But Leslie didn’t stop to contemplate the refectory and pulled her along into the hall and to the left. The door to the dungeon was of course not yet in place, there was just a large, arched doorway, through which Candy could see more barren, raw walls. But when she stepped into the doorway she saw what Leslie had wanted to show her. Stepping through the door, one stood on a platform, a little bit wider than the door itself and about six or seven feet long. From this platform a stairs led to the left, getting wider as it turned outward towards the room. The stairs was supported by several crude pillars but when finished there would remain just two pillars cut out of the local granite. It hadn’t yet any railings, but Candy could still see that it would be exactly as she had imagined it all the time.

		“Oh my ...” she whispered. “That’s ... that’s perfect.”

		“Yeah. I like it, too.”

		“Can I?” Candy asked, looking pleadingly at Leslie.

		“Long as I’m not held liable in case you stumble I’m fine.” Leslie watched Candy slowly step down the stairs and out onto the floor of the dungeon where she stopped and turned and looked up.

		“Yeah. It’s perfect.” Candy sank to her knees, never taking her eyes from Leslie. “Now it’s even more perfect. Thank you, Leslie. Thank you so very, very much.” 

		“It’s just a stairs, Candy. And it was your idea,” Leslie replied, blushing a bit.

		“You know that I wasn’t just referring to the stairs. Although those alone would earn you my lifelong and utter adoration.”

		They went outside to the patio again. That, too, still looked like a construction site and not like a place where people could enjoy themselves, have parties or just relax on a beach chair, reading a book or doing nothing. But Leslie assured her that although the plants would of course still be small when they opened it would look much, much better in no time at all. 

		“Oh, I almost forgot one thing,” exclaimed Candy when they crossed the patio. “I need a small spot where I can plant something.”

		“Anything special.”

		“Yeah. Special to me. White lilies.” Once again she felt tears well up in her eyes as she thought of Quinn, but this time she blinked them away. “And what’s that?” Candy pointed at a large tent from which the sound of a grinder could be heard. It stood next to the tract with the guest suites and she hadn’t noticed it before.

		“That’s Max’ makeshift shed. Wait, he said I’m not supposed to let you in before checking with him.” Leslie hurried away, leaving Candy shaking her head and wondering when exactly someone wouldn’t keep something secret from her. But so far all the surprises had been more than just pleasant, so it wasn’t all that bad.

		“OK, you can come,” Leslie shouted after a minute, peeking at her from between the flaps of the tent.

		

		Max was covered with sawdust from head to toe and sweating profusely. It was hot in the tent, even though he had rolled up two of its sides. The smell of sawdust and freshly cut wood filled Candy’s nose. “Hmm, I like that smell,” she said, stepping closer to see what Max was working on.

		“Yeah, me too,” he replied, looking at her. 

		“What’s that going to be?” Candy pointed at the massive beam on two sawhorses on which Max had been working.

		“You’ll hopefully be the first one to find out.”

		“Cryptic much today?”

		“It’s part of the St. Andrew’s cross.”

		“Oh. Kewl, looks beautiful.” Candy let her fingers trail along the dark, reddish wood. “A bit intimidating, too.”

		Leslie chuckled and also touched the wood. “I take it that’s a desired effect with those crosses.”

		“By the way, there are the designs for the handrail to the stairs,” Max went on, pointing to a couple of sheets on a workbench. He looked at Candy and said, “I took the liberty to think of you when I designed them.”

		Both Candy and Leslie started giggling as they studied the drawings on the paper. They showed the same woman, assumedly Candy, in three different positions. Once spread wide as if tied spreadeagled between two pillars, with cuffs on ankles and wrists, once kneeling, hands bound behind her back, head tilted back, swallowing a dildo or a cock, the drawing wasn’t clear on that, and finally presenting herself with her hands behind her back and her feet apart.

		“How did you know about those positions?” Candy enquired.

		“I asked Lynn for some pictures.”

		“Oh. Right. Guess I should get used to the idea that everybody can look at my most private parts whenever they wish.”

		“Yes, you should get used to that idea. You should also get used to the idea that those parts are very, very nice to look at, as is the rest of you and that those pictures lead to a lot of good feelings with many people.”

		“Well done, Max,” said Leslie. “But isn’t that a bit too much?”

		Max got serious again. “No. There will be only seven of them, and I will do them in light wood. The stairs isn’t all that long, after all. We’ll mount glass panels in between.”

		“Huh, why?” asked Candy.

		“Because you can’t have a rail with no bars or glass panels or anything else to prevent people from falling down between the handrail and the steps of the chairs. Building inspectors would never tolerate that.”

		“Oh, right.” She pondered that for a moment. “Know what’s real cool about you guys?” She looked at Max and Leslie and when the both shook their heads she went on. “It’s real cool that you actually have an idea about what you’re doing.” 

		“And you haven’t?” asked Lynn.

		“No, me and Nikki, we haven’t much of a clue. We’d be completely lost without you guys.”

		Max gently stroked Candy’s cheek. “You got the most important part right, though.”

		“And what would that be?”

		“Putting together the right group for this project.”

		“He’s right, Candy.” Leslie picked up her folder and waved at them. “OK guys, I leave you now, got to make a few phone calls. See you later.”

		“Yeah, later, Leslie.” Candy watched her cross the patio and go inside again, then she turned to Max again. “You look as if you enjoy yourself.”

		“I do, Candy. Very much so. Now that I’m here working with wood again I wonder how I could ever have stopped.”

		He finished what he was doing, took her by the arm and led her to another workbench. “I’ve talked to Gina and we tossed a few ideas. I’m going to build most of the implements you freaks seem to need for your perverted activities.” Opening a large folder he showed her several drawings of benches and stocks and contraptions she couldn’t make much out of. 

		“Eek,” Candy said when she looked at one contraption that looked particularly nasty and evil. “I’ll hold you responsible when I find myself strapped to one of those.”

		Max chuckled. “Yeah, I know.” Then, while he looked at her as she studied the drawing from up close, he suddenly had an idea. “Got your phone with you?”

		“Yes, of course.”

		“Good, I can’t find mine right now. I need to talk to your Mistress.”

		“Sure.” Candy speed dialed Nikki’s number, then handed Max her phone. 

		“Leave me alone for a minute, please.”

		“Oh, more secrets?”

		“Yep, just one more.”

		

		Candy went outside to watch the carpenters on the roof. When Max joined her a few minutes later and handed her the phone back he seemed to enjoy himself even more than before.

		“Are you two done talking about me and making decisions about me behind my back?”

		“Yes. I hope I haven’t thought of it too late. Might be tricky to get it done in time.” He leaned against a pile of palleted tiles and also watched the carpenters for a while. They were young, tanned guys and every once in a while one of them would leer at Candy. “I still don’t fully understand why you’d want to spend time with an old, ugly fart and not with one of those guys. You could have them all. They’d stand in line to spend time with you.”

		“Yes, I know.” She lay her arm around his shoulders, pulled him close and kissed him. “It’s because I’ve got the hots for old, ugly farts like you. That enough of an explanation? Also, I’m staying the night. Anything else you want to know?”

		“Yes. But I can’t ask you.”

		“Why not?”

		“Because it would spoil the surprise.”

		“Yeah, right. Want to know a secret?”

		“Sure.”

		“I’m going to utterly enjoy being with my favorite old, ugly fart tonight.”

		Max smiled and hugged his arm around her waist. “That’s not a secret. That’s what you always do.”

		“Yeah. I know. I fail when it comes to keeping a secret. I suck at secrets.”

		Not much to Candy’s surprise, Max refrained from any comment to this remark, which actually was one of the many reasons why she enjoyed his presence in her life. Instead he got up, stretched and said that he needed to get back to work.

		“Anything I can do to help you?”

		Max pondered this for a moment. “Yes, actually, there is. You could finish polishing the beams for the cross so I can start working on something else.”

		For the next three hours they worked in silence. Candy used the grinder on the beams, then Max showed her how to varnish them. Once both beams were varnished she stepped back and looked at them. “I liked them better when they were raw.”

		“Yeah, me too. But Gina said everything that gets in contact with skin or body fluids should be varnished.”

		“Huh, why?”

		“So it can be properly washed.”

		“Ah. Right.” Candy fell silent for some time, watching Max drilling a hole into a short piece of two by four. “Hell. This wouldn’t have been possible without all the right persons. There’s so much to think of.”

		“Nope, it wouldn’t. Are you done?” 

		“Yeah.”

		“OK, then you can polish all those parts here.”

		The workers had already left more than two hours ago when Leslie returned. “Guys! Time to go and have dinner.” She looked Max and Candy over and added, “and a shower, too.”

		Candy looked at the clock on her phone. “Wow. Almost eight. I didn’t even notice it was so late. But this is cool.” She motioned at the workbenches, the wood, the machines, everything. And then she suddenly had an idea. “Say, Max, could you show me how to build something myself? That would be real cool.”

		“Sure. Not before the opening, though.”

		“I thought you wanna learn to cook?” asked Leslie, helping Candy to put the equipment.

		“Yeah. That too. But now I’m not so sure what I’d like better. Either way, I hopefully have enough time to do both.” She stepped back and run her hands once more along the cross as Max locked the toolbox. “Max, couldn’t you have workshops for the guests in which they could build their own kinky contraptions?” 

		“Yeah, that’s a good idea,” Leslie said. “I’d come, too.”

		“I’ll think about it.” Max turned and pocketed the keys, then followed the two girls outside. Candy knew why he was reluctant. He was still afraid of rejection, although he had loosened up considerably since they’d met for the first time. But she knew better than to urge him, at least not right then. 

		“Good. Now for dinnger, I’m starving.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 23 - Spank it, kiss it

		

		And then, one Tuesday afternoon, everything was finished. Floors had been tiled, the kitchen had been delivered and installed, the water treatment plant was running, the gardeners had finished planting plants and laying stone paths, toilets and tubs had been connected to the pipes, the power guys had finished laying lines and installing WLAN in every room, windows and doors had been fitted, lights mounted on the ceilings. All those hundreds and thousands of things that needed to be done for a hotel to be more than an empty shell had been finished. There had, of course, been problems. Like the platforms for the tubs, those had been the wrong way around so that the water didn’t run out properly. But all in all it had been rather smooth, surprisingly smooth, even, according to Max. 

		Leslie and Candy had stayed on the site continuously for the past three weeks, even on weekends, since a couple of craftsmen showed up on Saturdays and Sundays to finish their job in time and get the bonus they’d been guaranteed. 

		But the Palace was of course still far from being ready. The next morning two huge trucks rumbled up the road and delivered beds, tables, chairs, lamps, all the necessary furniture. Following those trucks was a pickup with four guys who took to carry everything to the appropriate room and put it together. Candy gave directions, fully aware that she was being leered at, doing her best to overhear their comments on her ass and boobs. She’d learned to dress down and not wear her usual short skirts and tight tops, but it didn’t help much. 

		Then it was a van full of laundry and one with kitchen implements and this and that and the stuff began to pile up high in the hall and even though Leslie, Nikki, Rick, Candy and Max worked from sunrise to sunset and then some, it didn’t seem to end. But nobody complained. They ate sandwiches sitting on the floor in the refectory, crashed into bed at midnight, only to crawl out again at six in the morning, shuffled to the kitchen, eager for coffee, wolfed down a roll or a bowl of corn flakes, then went about to get everything the way they wanted it to be.

		

		Rick took to the kitchen, Max worked on the huge table for the refectory, together with a friend of his, Leslie and Candy managed the final outfitting of the guest rooms, Nikki was on the phone, taking bookings and placing orders for whatever was still needed. Lynn showed up for the weekend and helped wherever help was needed.

		They all sat out in the patio, drinking cokes and water and eating sandwiches when Nikki came out from the reception, beaming. “We’re full. Last room was just booked.”

		“Woohoo!” “That’s fantastic!” Great!” they all cried.

		“Aaand ... I just talked to a lady who says she and her husband are all bored since their children moved out and they want to explore the lifestyle and could we take them in as residents for a month or something like that?”

		“Yeah, and? What’s so special about that? I mean, we’ve already got a few of those.” Candy clearly wasn’t impressed.

		“They’ve run a lodge in British Columbia for 32 years.”

		“OK, that’s cool.”

		“That’s what I figured, too. I offered her the fare from Vancouver if they could come early and help us get organized but she said they didn’t need that. Anyway, they’ll arrive tomorrow at noon. Someone’s got to pick them up.”

		Everybody looked at Candy. “Huh? Why me?”

		“Because you’re the obvious choice, honey.”

		“Yeah, she’s right,” added Rick. “You’re eloquent, well-mannered, well, at least usually, you got that gift of making people feel at ease and, last but not least, you got that awesomely perfect ass.”

		“Which you can kiss,” she retorted, giggling.

		“No he can’t. It might be attached to you, but it’s my ass. Nobody is allowed to kiss it except me and Max.”

		“Right. Rick’s not allowed to kiss any ass except mine, anyway,” Leslie chimed in. Rick pulled her close and kissed her, then slapped her on her butt.

		“But I prefer to spank it.”

		“No, you prefer to spank it, then kiss it.”

		“Works for me, too,” said Nikki.

		

		Rose and Bill proved to be the perfect addition to the team. She was a smallish, resolute woman in her early sixties who immediately started to look around to get an overview on what needed to be done as soon as Candy had shown them to their rooms. Bill was a few years older, with the tanned skin of someone who had spent a lot of time in the open, very quiet and seemingly a little bit uncomfortable with the whole BDSM-theme. Nobody was very surprised when he spent most of the time with Max, first helping him with the last pieces of equipment and then starting to move them from the tent to the dungeon or wherever they belonged.

		It was on Wednesday, in the late afternoon. Max was in the dungeon, working on fixing the cross. It was erected now, almost hanging from two thick steel cables and all that needed to be done was to fix it to the floor.

		Nikki had suggested they have it hanging, with a winch to pull it up and tilt it, but Max had convinced her that it was much too massive for that. She’d settled for the option of tilting, without actually lifting it off the ground.

		He had built a much lighter rack instead which could be raised and tilted with a couple of pulleys.

		While Max was screwing the last screws into the ground, Candy was busy polishing the bar at the other end of the dungeon, between the curving stairs and the large glass door leading to the terrace and the patio beyond. Humming a tune and every once in a while glancing with mixed feelings at the cross she finished the polishing and was just about to put three candlesticks on top when suddenly a loud voice pierced the silence of the large room.

		“Kneel!”

		She looked up and saw her Mistress on the platform and felt her jaw drop. So far Nikki hadn’t ever put much thought into her outfits. Her clothes just didn’t interest her all that much as long as they were comfy and fit her style. Apart from that one time when they had taken the photos Candy hadn’t ever seen Nikki dressing up as a Domme and so far she hadn’t missed it. It didn’t really matter whether Nikki was wearing baggy pants, faded Converses and a tank top with ‘Ramones’ written on it. Nikki was her Mistress and period, no matter what.

		But now, seeing her made up, her hair done beautifully and wearing clothes that suited her perfectly and at the same still looked special on her, and probably making her feel special, too, she couldn’t help but think that she should have taken Nikki on a shopping spree a long time ago.

		Gone were the laced up trainers, gone was the tank top and gone were the baggy pants. Instead she wore a dark green, shimmering satin corset and tight, low riding leather pants with lacings on both sides. Her feet were bare, though, the way Nikki usually preferred when inside. It was unusual, to see someone in such a sexy outfit and not wearing shoes and most petite women would probably have opted for high heels. But Nikki had decided against it. She would always be smaller than Candy and they both knew that dominance had nothing to do with height. Besides, she couldn’t walk with heels anyway and she figured that going barefoot and feel confident with that would always beat staggering clumsily along on five inch heels by a mile.

		Candy had immediately dropped to her knees, aware that she herself wasn’t properly dressed for the occasion, whatever the occasion might be. She was wearing a yellow, stained summer dress, her hair was tied back with a white silk scarf and, like Nikki, she was barefoot. Having worked all day she could smell her sweat and her face was smudged where she had wiped the sweat with dirty fingers. But that didn’t bother her much. She knew that Nikki loved her regardless whether she had stepped from the shower, the scent of soap and shampoo wafting about her or whether she was covered in sawdust and smelly with sweat.

		However, it wasn’t Nikki’s clothes or lack of the shoes that was awing her. It wasn’t the crop she nonchalantly swung in her hand as she stepped down, either. Not with slow, measured steps, but fast and determined, her eyes fixed on Candy, much like a bird of prey rushing towards the ground to claw its talons into its prey.

		It was the expression on Nikki’s face, her whole posture. It said, no, screamed, rather “I want you. I want you now and I want you forever and you’ll be mine forever and don’t you ever forget about that.”

		

		Candy’s pussy started to buzz and her nipples stiffened but she didn’t notice any of that. All she could feel was love for Nikki and all she could think was “yes, yes, yes! I want to be yours forever”.

		But she didn’t say a word, she just followed Nikki with her eyes, unconsciously straightening her back and pushing out her chest.

		Nikki stopped in front of Candy, only inches away, looking down into the eyes of her slave. They stood like this for a long time, all the time watched by Max who had long ago put down the battery powered drill. He wasn’t sure whether he should stay or sneak out, so as not to interrupt the two, but then he remained, kneeling half behind the cross.

		Not one word had been spoken after Nikki’s first command, yet Max could sense that they were communicating right now. Right before Nikki bent down to kiss her slave, Candy nodded very slightly, almost imperceptibly, and a single tear ran down her cheek and fell into her cleavage.

		To Candy it felt like the first time they had kissed, way back on that day when they’d first met, both unsure what they wanted but that didn’t matter because it just felt good and warm to feel the other’s lips against their own. It seemed to be a lifetime away, that evening on the sofa in Nikki’s flat, yet it hadn’t been even a year ago.

		The kiss grew longer, more passionate, Nikki’s tongue appeared between the blonde’s lips which eagerly parted, longing for the touch. Passion became ravishment as Nikki pushed the scarf from Candy’s head and closed her fist about the silky blonde hair.

		At long last Nikki broke the kiss and pulled Candy to her feet. She placed the crop between Candy’s lips and smiled when Candy obediently, albeit a bit reluctantly, closed her mouth. Still holding her firmly by her hair Nikki ripped both straps of her dress, then tore it off her body. The bra followed swiftly, then the panties.

		Naked, with quivering lips, erect nipples and a pussy that was quickly changing from merely damp to dripping wet Candy followed Nikki as her Mistress steered her towards the cross.

		Max got up and turned to leave as they got closer.

		“No, Max. Please stay if you like to.” She glanced at the cross. “Is it finished?”

		“Yes, just this moment.”

		Nikki smiled at him, giving her hand a little twist, evoking a gasp from Candy. “Thank you very much, Max.” Once again she kissed Candy, this time on her exposed throat, then whispered in her ear. “Hold on to that cross, love and don’t let go.”

		She took the crop from Candy’s mouth, stepped back and let her eyes wander over her lover’s luscious body, letting the tip of the crop follow her gaze.

		Candy moaned softly when the leather caressed the sensitive underside of her breast. She pouted her lips to kiss it when Nikki brushed it against her lips and when she felt it on her sex she involuntarily rocked her lips.

		A smile crept over Nikk’s face and she settled her eyes on Candy’s. “Say it, love.”

		

		Candy apparently knew what Nikki expected her to say, thought Max, although he himself had no clue. He didn’t know what the whole scene was about, either. But he felt that something had slightly changed between the two.

		However, even if Candy knew what Nikki had to say and probably longed to say it herself, it took her some time to utter the words.

		“Kiss me, Mistress. Please.” Her voice was hoarse and shaky. “Kiss me with that crop. Kiss me with anything you want. Do as you please for I am yours forever.”

		“You want to feel that crop on your body? Do you want to feel it stinging your breasts? Your thighs, wherever I deem fit?” Nikki kept tapping her slave’s sex with the crop. “Even on your cunt?”

		Candy bit her lips. It was only a crop, but she still was afraid of it. The thought of feeling it on her cunt made her cringe inwardly. “Yes, Mistress. Even on my cunt.”

		The tapping got a bit heavier, but not yet painful. Candy’s moans got louder, both with the feeling of the crop and with the anxiousness of what she was sure would follow.

		Candy didn’t flinch when Nikki pulled her arm back, now looking straight at her pussy, taking aim. She didn’t flinch when the arm moved quickly forward, although it cost all her self-discipline. She anticipated a painful impact and gripped the handles of the cross with all her strength, but the painful impact never came and her pussy never exploded in sweet and torturous pain. Well, not right then anyway.

		Instead, Nikki wrapped her arm around Candy’s neck, kissed her and fingered her and pushed two fingers inside her cunt. She enjoyed the hot wetness of Candy’s mouth and her equally hot and wet cunt, feeling the girl getting hotter and hornier every second. She only stopped when Candy had cum on her fingers, drenching Nikki’s hand with her sweet juices.

		Max watched and thought that he had never seen anything so beautiful, but he was wrong. Candy was just as beautiful when she had sex with him, he just didn’t see it because he was too busy feeling good himself.

		“I’m very proud of you, my love,” she whispered in her flushed slave’s ear. “I’m proud of your trust and I’m even more honored by your love. But I haven’t come to hurt you. I have come to discuss something with you two.” She looked at Max and bent her fingers which were still inside Candy, enjoying the girl’s renewed moaning. “Well, actually I want to discuss something with you. I already know Candy’s answer.”

		If Max was surprised he didn’t show it. He nodded and followed them to the bar, where Candy quickly filled three glasses with tonic water, then carried one of the stools behind the bar and sat down to listen. She liked what she heard. Very much. And her Mistress had been right, the answer Candy gave to Nikki’s question was indeed what Nikki had anticipated.

		But then she was dismissed as once again Max and Nikki talked about her and kept secrets from her. However, she knew that whatever the secret was, she would soon know and she also knew that whatever it was, she would like it, love it even.

		

		“Oh no! Please! This is ridiculous!” Candy couldn’t believe what she saw as she stared at her reflection in the mirror in their apartment on the first floor, right above the dungeon.

		“Yes I know. But you look soo cute,” Nikki giggled and plucked on the ribbons of Candy’s little white apron. She peeked around her slave and smiled at her in the mirror. No, the little french maid costume didn’t look ridiculous at all. Very cute, yes. A little bit funny, yes. “And hellishly hawt, too. Looking at you gets me totally hungry.” Nikki reached around, slid her hand beneath the very short and rather frilly black skirt and cupped Candy’s sex. “I might have you for breakfast.”

		Candy groaned and rolled her eyes. “Yes, Mistress. I know. And I’d love being your breakfast. But let me point out that there’s lots to do yet.” She once again shook her head, looking at the black see through blouse with the short puffy sleeves and the rather big cleavage, the frilly skirt that ended right where her buttcheeks became thigh, the little white apron with the bow on the back, the fishnet stockings with the garters and the mandatory high heeled fuck me boots. It was very “fuck me” and ridiculously cliché. It was also hellishly hawt, that much she had to admit.

		“Yeah, unfortunately. Let’s go, I’m starving. I hope someone has made some coffee.”

		They were lucky. Leslie and Rick were already in the kitchen preparing breakfast, as were Rose and Bill. Max was in the shed behind the guesthouse, doing some last adjustments to whatever he was working on.

		“Whoa, chica, make sure to always bend at the waist,” Rick whistled as Candy stepped into the kitchen. He was wearing a suit and already starting to sweat.

		“Sure, you should know I’m a good girl,” she replied smiling, doing a curtsy including lifting her skirt a little bit. It wasn’t much, but definitely enough to flash her freshly shaved and lotioned pussy. “You guys go and sit down and let me serve you.”

		Leslie stayed behind with Candy while everybody piled out to the refectory. “That’s so cute,” she said to Candy, eyeing her maid’s uniform. “But I’m too shy to wear something like that.”

		“You look gorgeous in leather, too,” Candy said, eyeing Leslie in her short leather skirt and the matching studded bra.

		“Yeah, but it would be nice to … well … I don’t know, I just think in a way I’d like to be somehow … hmm … more naked.”

		“It’s easy, actually,” Candy replied and put toast and butter and jam on a tray while Leslie broke eggs in a bowl. “Well, I’m obviously used to show off and be naked. But that wasn’t always the case. In the beginning when I worked as a stripper I used to think of what I’d do the next day off. I was flashing my pussy, smiling at the guys and the whole time I was thinking about the cupboards that needed to be cleaned. In your case, I’d simply concentrate on Rick.”

		“You think?”

		“Yes. Whenever you feel exposed and naked you look at him, think of how proud he is of you right now. That should make it easier. Not too easy, hopefully,” Candy added with a wink. “I like the way you blush much too much.”

		“Hehehe. Right. That’s what he says, too.” She poured the eggs into the pan, poked at them with a wooden spatula, then she seemed to make up her mind and undid the zipper on her skirt and undid the knot of the bra. She was naked in no time, with only her shoes and her pearl earrings still in place. “Might just as well try it now.” She reached for one of the large, Bordeaux-red aprons and tied it around her hips, then turned around and wiggled her ass.

		“That’s my girl,” Candy piped appreciatively.

		

		That was exactly the same as Rick said a couple minutes later when they entered the refectory, carrying trays. And Bill, with a very wide grin on his face, said “yeah, that’s my lifestyle,” but fell silent when he got nudged and glared at by his wife.

		They ate, talked and laughed, discussing last details, but most of them weren’t as relaxed as it seemed. Nikki was especially nervous and couldn’t eat a thing. Finally Gina, who had arrived the previous evening, put down the knife, finished her coffee and stood.

		“Come, Nikki.”

		Nikki immediately got up and followed Gina out to the hall, watched by everybody.

		“What’s that about?” Rick asked.

		“No idea,” answered Candy. “But she usually knows what she’s doing, especially when it comes to Nikki.”

		That proved to be true. When they returned a quarter of an hour later, Nikki was rubbing her ass but she looked relaxed, at ease, even. Gina smiled at Candy. “It always surprises me how a sound spanking helps her to relax and concentrate. You look absolutely gorgeous, by the way.”

		“Thank you, Mistress. You do, too.” It was true. Gina once again looked stunning in her trademark black and white. It wasn’t overly sexy, but elegant and classy.

		She and Leslie would man the reception, while Candy and Lynn were the designated bellhops. Rick, Rose and Max had taken to the kitchen, preparing the first meal for the guests and of course were already working on the big banquet that would be held the next day.

		

		The first guests to arrive were Robert and Sylvie, the couple at whose party Candy had held her little improvised speech and also the fist to have placed their booking.

		He clearly approved of the two girls greeting him in their maid’s uniforms. But then again, which heterosexual man wouldn’t have? They were gorgeous, they showed a lot of skin and they were beaming and looking very happy, which in fact they were.

		They curtsied nicely, having practiced for the last half hour, with much giggling and laughing.

		“Enchanté, mes demoiselles!” he exclaimed and kissed their hands. After checking in, which was merely a formality, he and Sylvie followed Lynn to their suite in the guest tract

		“This looks fantastic,” Sylvie said and stopped to look at the large courtyard as they walked beneath the arches that shaded the passage along the wall.

		“That was all Leslie’s planning.”

		“And you, what was your part in all this?” Robert wanted to know.

		“Taking some pics is all I did,” Lynn replied modestly. “The ones you probably have seen in the lobby. There are more in each room. Well, and now I’m here to find out whether I’m as kinky as I think I am.”

		Sylvie turned to look at her. “That’s a very good idea. I wished I had done the same at your age. Anything specific you want to try out?”

		Lynn pondered this for a moment, then shook her head. “No, not really. I mean, I don’t know. I’d like to …” she broke off. “Well, I guess I’d just like to meet someone who could … well, lead me, sort of.”

		“I see.” Sylvie said, glancing at her husband. “I’m sure this is the perfect place to meet someone like that.”

		“Yeah, I guess so, too.”

		

		They resumed their way and Lynn showed them their suite. Robert looked around appreciately, smiling when he saw the rings in the walls at the head of the bed and the snap links bolted into the bed’s posts. “Yep, that’s how it’s supposed to be. Guess who’s going to be sleeping chained to the bed?” he grinned at Sylvie.

		“Me, I hope.”

		“That’s something I’d like to try,” said Lynn, opening the door to the bathroom to show them. “Sounds like something I could like. Just in case, there’s WLAN everywhere. You find the password in your nightstands.”

		“Say, Lynn,” Robert said, after watching the girl for a while as she opened the shutters on the windows to let in the sun, “would you be interested in photographing me and my wife?”

		“Umm … yeah, sure.”

		“That would be great. Of course I pay you.”

		“No, pl …” Lynn started to object but was quickly interrupted by Robert.

		“Sure we will. Gina told me that you’re going to college, so I assume you can do with some money.” His voice grew firmer and his look stern when he continued. “Besides, I’m the Master and you’re the maid, so ‘no’ isn’t an appropriate answer. Never!”

		Lynn felt rather exposed and naked all of a sudden. She gnawed her lip, looked at Robert and blushed, until he broke out in laughter just when she started to stammer an apology.

		“I was joking. I’m not your Master and you’re not my maid, so you can say no whenever you want. Still, I’d want to pay you if you take pictures.”

		Lynn glanced at them both, then finally nodded, thanked them and departed, still a bit confused.

		When she was gone Robert turned to his wife, smiling. He knew exactly what she was thinking. “I give you permission to go ahead and ask her if you want.”

		“Thanks, Master,” Sylvie replied and then they both undressed and headed to the bathroom to refresh themselves after their trip and do a lot of naughty things two people can do when they love each other and have a few hours on their hands.

		

		Candy literally crashed into bed that evening, still damp from a shower and tired from a long day of attending to guests and serving at the informal dinner which had been served out in the courtyard. “Ugh … finally … “ she groaned, leaving it to Nikki’s imagination what she meant with “finally”. Could be that she’d been looking forward to lie down or maybe she was glad to finally embrace her lover and spend a few minutes alone.

		Nikki didn’t reply. She was tired, too, like she’d been for the past couple of days. She was also nervous again. She just wrapped her arms around Candy, pulled her close and kissed her for a long time. Her hand wandered aimlessly over Candy’s body and finally came to rest on her sex.

		“Umm … Mistress … I’m awfully tired,” Candy said with a yawn, but parted her legs nevertheless.

		“Me too. But I’m still wired and I need to hear you scream and I need to cum to calm down.” They fooled around and Nikki got to cum but she never heard Candy scream because she fell asleep as soon as the last waves of the orgasm had ebbed away. Her face still covered with her Mistress’ juices Candy slid up, kissed Nikki’s lips, then laid her arm around herself, at the same time cupping her Mistress sex.

		“I love you so very much, Mistress,” was the last thing she whispered, then she fell asleep too.

		“I love you so very much, Mistress,” was the first thing she said the next morning. “And I love what you’re doing there.”

		“This?” Nikki asked and flicked Candy’s clit with her tongue once more.

		“Hmm … yes!”

		“And how about this?” She pinched Candy’s nipple.

		“Yes, that’s good too.”

		“What if I kiss you?”

		“That would also be … hmmm …” Candy broke off when Nikki closed her mouth with her lips.

		“Yeah, that would be hmmm!” Nikki whispered, then lay on top of Candy, her thigh pressing her hand down on Candy’s cunt, two fingers inside her. She started to hump Candy’s body, grinding her own cunt as her hand ground Candy’s, all the time playing with her breast and kissing her. This time they both screamed, they both came, too, and then they went to the bathroom where they washed each other and made sure that the orgasm they just had hadn’t been the last for the day.

		

		Nikki stood in the doorway to the bathroom and watched Candy sitting on the bed. “Stop!” she ordered her slave.

		Candy stopped rolling up the stocking over her leg.

		“No. Today you’ll be just you. Naked. Not even shoes. You’ll be wearing a bit for the party. But until then I want everybody to see how incredibly beautiful you are.” Stepping into the room she asked Candy to get up and present herself, then circled her. “Yes, fully naked is just perfect for you,” she said, then stooped to kiss the scars on Candy’s shoulders, noticing how her girl didn’t flinch anymore when she touched them as she had often done before.

		“Mistress?”

		“Yes, slave?”

		“May I ask for a favor?” Candy asked in a soft, low voice.

		“Yes, you may.”

		“Then I would like you to give me a few swats with a cane or a crop.”

		Nikki stopped and looked into Candy’s eyes. “Has it got anything to do with those scars on your shoulders?”

		“Yes. I know that people stare at them. I don’t mind all that much. But I’d like them to stare at the welts on my ass instead.”

		Pondering this Nikki once again walked around her slave and looked at her backside. At last, she shook her head. “Sorry, Candy. I can’t enhance perfection. And you looking perfect to me is all that matters.”

		“Yes Mistress, I understand.”

		“Good. But since you asked so nicely, I’ll allow you to wear this.” Nikki opened a drawer of her nightstand and pulled the top off a small box. Inside was what looked at first glance like a necklace with a golden pendant, but turned out to be a golden ring in the shape of a conch. It was a bit less than an inch in diameter and there was a little golden ball dangling from the top of the conch. Attached to it were two golden chains.

		Nikki locked the longer chain around Candy’s hips, pulled on the ring until it lay directly on her clit and finally pulled the second, shorter chain between her labia and her buttcheeks and locked it to the first chain in the small of her back. The ring pulled on her clit hood and exposed the pink pleasure knob and the ball would touch it lightly whenever Candy moved.

		Candy looked down at herself and smiled at Nikki. “I cannot help but feel even more naked now.”

		“Wait till your juices are running down your legs. Also, I will check occasionally and if I think you’re not aroused enough I’ll add a small butt plug, maybe also an egg.”

		“You’re wicked, Mistress.”

		“Yes, I know.”

		

		Her body jewellery did arouse Candy but what got her even hotter was that Nikki walked up to her several times during the day, sometimes when people where watching, then without hesitating pushed a finger deep inside her dripping cunt, fucking her a few times, leaving her moaning and whimpering, then either licking the sweet juices from her fingers herself or holding it to Candy’s lips.

		The nicest time was during dinner. Everybody had arrived, all the guest rooms were full, the guests had gathered in the patio for a get together before dinner, had nibbled amuse-bouches and drunk Champagne or one of the fancy, colorful but non-alcoholic drinks Gina was mixing. Lynn and Candy walked around with platters of finger food and trays with glasses, drawing admiring stares.

		Lynn was wearing the french maid’s dress Candy had worn the day before and she looked just fantastic. In the beginning she’d been awfully self-conscious, but after she’d received a lot of compliments she began to enjoy it and she found herself bending over teasingly much more often than necessary. She was leaning against one of the pillars which supported the sunscreen, taking a short break, when Sylvie approached her.

		“You look gorgeous, my dear,” the older woman said with a friendly smile.

		“Thank you, Sylvie. You do, too.” It was true. Sylvie was wearing a corset and a tight skirt. Fine chains ran from her collar to her nipple rings and there was the soft sound of a bell beneath her skirt whenever she moved.

		“Thank you. I could say that I’m just an old, wrinkly woman with a sagging ass and it would be true, but it would also get me in a lot of troubles with my Master,” she laughed. “But I’m not here to discuss my posterior. I wanted to ask you whether you would like to make your first experiences with Robert and me.”

		Lynn looked at her and broke out in a wide grin. “Yes, yes I would like that. To be honest, I was thinking about asking Gina how to go about asking you the exact same thing. I … I don’t know anything about all … this, though,” she finished, waving her hand at the crowd.

		“Yes, we know. That’s absolutely no problem. As a matter of fact, it’s one of the reasons I’m here talking to you. It’s always a treat introducing someone to BDSM for the first time.”

		“Great, just great! Thank you very much.”

		Sylvie smiled and shook her head. “No, Lynn, it’s us who should thank you.”

		

		Nikki was yet again extremely nervous as she stood a bit apart, looking at the throng of people, a lot of them in slave’s attire, showing a lot of skin, or even, at least in Candy’s case, all of her skin, including her clit. What if one of the guests misbehaved? What if one of the guys couldn’t resist the temptation and started to feel up one of the naked or almost naked girls? What if …?

		“Relax, sweetheart,” Max whispered in her ear, laying his heavy hands on her shoulders. “It’s good. Everything is good. Look at your girl and you’ll see that everything is good and will be good.”

		“He’s right,” echoed Rick, his arm around Leslie. “This isn’t the Wild Zone and you’ve done a good job selecting the guests.”

		Nikki took a deep breath. “Yeah, I know. But still …”

		“No but,” Gina chimed in from behind the table where she was mixing drinks. “One more but and it will be butt with two capital T’s.” She smiled sweetly at Nikki, but it was obvious that she meant business.

		“Yes Mistress.”

		“Coming to think of it, it will be butt with two capital T’s anyway.”

		Nikki nodded her head. “But … err … I mean yes, Mistress, after I’ve done what I need to be doing.”

		“Of course, love.”

		They all mingled with the guests again, talked and laughed and thanked them for all the compliments they got, on the food, the drinks, the layout of the Palace but mostly for the idea they had made come to life.

		

		Max had been right. Candy was indeed having a wonderful time. Being naked among closed people didn’t bother her at all and whenever she got a compliment she accepted it modestly, saying that she would pass it on to her Mistress.

		Eventually they all moved inside to the refectory where Rick, Max, Rose and Bill had put up a large buffet with Mediterranean foods. Max and Rick had an unofficial contest going who of the two was the better cook but when they finally asked Leslie and Lynn to give their opinions on which food they had liked best it was those who had been prepared by Rose.

		“Hmm,” Rick said to his girl, pulling her close. “You failed me. Someone’s got to pay. I think it will be you.”

		“How, Master?” Leslie asked. She was wearing a school girls uniform and felt her white cotton panties getting damp.

		“By eating all of my cock all night long, so you learn what’s good for you.”

		“And how’s that supposed to be a punishment?”

		“It’s not punishment. It’s education,” Rick said, kneading her butt and kissing her mouth.

		“That’s what you get by playing schoolgirl,” Max shrugged, then continued to watch Candy moving about. It was right then when she was standing beside Nikki, making the rounds with a large jug of iced water. Nobody expected her to refill glasses, since there were several jugs on the table, along with a few bottles of red wine which went largely unnoticed, tho. But she liked to serve, enjoyed the looks on her naked body and of course she also liked to feel the little ball caress her clit.

		She was bending down to refill Nikki’s glass when her Mistress laid her arm around her hips and pulled her close, slipping a finger inside her, then pressing it against her exposed clit.

		“Do you want to cum, Candy?” she whispered, aware that a few people were already watching.

		“Yes Mistress. But not here, please.”

		“Oh, modest, eh?”

		“Yes. I’ve never cum with so many people watching,” Candy replied, bending yet a little bit lower.

		“Well, tough luck girl. Because you will now. And you will stand proud and look at those people, so they can enjoy all your beauty.”

		Candy blushed, which was a rather rare event, then straightened and stuck out her chest, soon moaning and sighing with pleasure as Nikki gently rubbed her clit. For a moment she wasn’t sure whether she could come with all the people watching, but she soon realized that the hours of teasing had left her so wanton and longing for release that it only took Nikki a few minutes to get her to cum.

		

		Candy managed to remain standing, resting her hip against Nikki, her body trembling and shivering, her face blushing an even deeper shade of rosy. When Robert and Gina who sat opposite Nikki started to clap their hands and were joined by the whole audience she bit her lips, felt a tear roll down her cheek, then she fell to her knees and buried her face in Nikki’s crotch, thanking her and wrapping her arms around her body.

		“I’m so proud of you, my love. So very, very proud. But not as proud as I will soon be.” With that Nikki pushed her chair back and took Candy’s face in her hands. “Go to Max now. Just go. I’ll see you soon in the dungeon,” she added when she saw Candy’s confused look.

		Candy got up, looked at Nikki, then bent down and kissed her passionately. “I love you, Mistress.”

		“I love you too, slave. More than a minute ago but not as much as I will when I see you in a few more.” She dismissed her girl with a slap on her ass, already missing her when Candy’s perfect ass turned around the corner in direction of the kitchen.

		“You know you’re one helluva lucky gal,” Gina smiled across the table.

		“Yes, I know,” Nikki replied. “But!” she added, grinning at Gina, “but it gets much better yet: I’m not only going to collar the perfect, most beautiful and loving slave ever, I’m also going to have my butt getting taken care of by the perfect, wickedest and most loving Mistress ever.”

		“Yes you will, girl, and this wicked, evil Mistress says that it’s time to move to the dungeon.”

		They got up and Nikki announced that the party would now move to the dungeon where Gina would have a little speech, “but not very long, we don’t want to keep you from seriously enjoying yourselves, after all.”

		

		As soon as they all had gathered in the dungeon, Gina stepped up on the little platform on top of the stairs. “Ladies and Gentlemen, guests and friends, it is a great honor for me to be standing here. A very great honor indeed. What we are celebrating here isn’t just the opening of a unique hotel where people can enjoy being themselves. What we celebrate here is a dream that has come true. Cum, even, considering the lovely scene we’ve just been allowed to witness.” She made a short pause, while people smiled at the memory of Candy’s orgasm.

		“A lot of people have worked very hard to make this dream come true. I want to thank each and every one of them. But most of all, I thank those two women who first have dreamed that dream. They were hurt women, harmed, even. One of them didn’t know what to do with her life. She was afraid to love for love had always betrayed her, love had scarred her, both her soul and her body. The other was afraid of losing herself if she opened herself to her deepest desires.” Once again she paused, this time to look at Nikki.

		“Maybe it was fate that got them together, maybe it was their destiny, maybe it was just coincidence. It sure had something to do with one of them being an awesome billiard player, that much I know. However, they met and they started to love each other and they had a dream. They didn’t just have a dream, they did everything to make that dream come true, because they knew that although it wouldn’t heal them, it would at the very least comfort them. And of course, it would be tons of fun. One of those women is Nikki, the other is the lovely slave whose beauty we have just been blessed to witness a few minutes before. Thank you, Nikki, and thank you too, Candy, even if you can’t hear me right now. Thank you for letting us be a part of that dream.”

		She waited until the applause died down and walked down the stairs all the time looking at Nikki who had sunk to her knees and was crying. “No, Nikki, don’t kneel, get up on your feet.” She pulled Nikki to her feet and kissed her. “Thank you so very very much, my love.”

		Gina turned to the audience once more. “And now I’m happy and honored to say that we all are invited to witness Candy receiving her Mistress’ collar.”

		

		The gathering once again applauded, then looked up towards the platform on which Candy stepped right then, guided by Max.

		“Fuck, she’ so beautiful,” whispered Lynn to Rick.

		“Yeah, she is.”

		“And such a beautiful collar,” added Leslie, glancing at the blue velvet cushion in Lynn’s hand, upon which the collar laid, covered by a black silk cloth.

		“Yeah. She’ll love it. Maybe one day I’ll wear one, too.” Lynn looked across the room and smiled at Sylvie, at the same time nervous and giddy at the thought that she’d do the first steps in this lifestyle under the care of this warm and loving woman. Maybe she’d even get to have a threesome with her and Robert one of these nights. The thought made her pussy tingle as she stepped forward and stood at Nikki’s side, a little bit back.

		Max and Candy had in the meantime reached the floor and Max was now leading Candy towards Nikki, stopping when he was only a feet away from her.

		Candy knelt down and looked up at her Mistress, savoring the taste of Max in her mouth and smelling her own arousal. For a moment nobody said a word. They had agreed that it would be a short, simple ceremony, without much fussing about, but she didn’t know any of the details.

		Finally Max spoke, laying Candy’s hand in Nikki’s. “Ma’am, it is my great honor to present you your girl.” He paused and looked down at Candy. “There isn’t a better one in the world.”

		Nikki smiled at him. “Yes, I know, Max. Thank you.”

		Max stepped back and looked at Candy’s slender neck. He thought of how happy Candy had been a few minutes ago as they had waited in the kitchen, she on her knees, her eyes blazing as she was giving him head and looking up at him. And then he realized that he was just as happy as she was, and it hadn’t very much to do with having been sucked of by Candy a few minutes ago but a lot with just being here and knowing all those wonderful people.

		

		Lynn stepped forward, presented the cushion with the collar to Nikki and lifted the silk cloth. Nikki picked it up, looked at it and yet again turned towards her girl, holding the collar out for her slave to see. It was a simple, plain wooden collar, unlike anything Candy had ever seen before. Just two pieces of beautifully colored and grained wood with a hinge made of the same wood and a notch on either end that would engage with the notch on the opposite piece if they were pressed together. Very simple, very unusual and without a lock. But there didn’t need to be a lock, they both knew that Candy wouldn’t ever take it off without her Mistress’ permission. “Max has made this collar from Tasmanian Huon Pine. He says it is the most durable wood that exists.” She smiled at Max who returned her smile. “Are you ready to wear this collar as a sign of my ownership, Candy? And will you wear it until I either take it off or until it rots off your beautiful neck?”

		“Yes Mistress.” Candy’s voice was hoarse and barely audible, but the only person who needed to hear her answer heard it perfectly fine.

		“Then you shall wear my collar and be my slave. Forever.” Nikki bent down and laid the collar around her slaves neck. A tear fell from Nikki’s cheek onto Candy’s breast as she pressed it together until the wooden collar fastened with a soft click.

		

		THE END

		

		More of my writings, including free stories: http://www.smashwords.com/profile/view/lucyinthesky

		Contact me at mailto:lits82@gmail.com if you want to give feedback.
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