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Chapter One


Dee’s hands tightened against her thighs, her breath quickening in the dark and silent room, her eye steady against the telescope. The boy/man she was watching had perfect skin, velvet black enhanced with an intricate pattern of ochre stripes. He was seated in the traditional position with his didgeridoo stretched out before him as he played, and against the backdrop of a colourless, grey dormitory wall he looked startling primitive. Like a time traveler.
The only other occupant of the room was a pale, naked dancer, her arms writhing above her head in a sinuous parody of the corroboree he had danced earlier that evening as his visiting troupe had performed for the graduating arts students. Her feet stamped the soft carpet in a mimicry of his dust-raising movements, her full breasts jiggling provocatively above him.
She was at one moment a striking snake with her head and arms stabbing the air, her long straight hair a swirl of arctic white. Then a hunter stalking, crouched low to the ground with the enticing curve of her buttocks thrust backwards.
The boy's gaze followed her around the room as he played, yet their eyes never met. Her attention seemed always on the intricacies of her dance. She was the hunter returning with a kill, throwing it beside the fire for the women to prepare.
Then in a side-step the hunter was gone, his power melting away to reveal a shy young lubra, touching her unkissed lips, trailing hesitant fingers down the pale column of her throat to rest on new-budding breasts. She cupped them, offering them as she finally met the boy's eyes, and on her face was an expression of such innocence, Dee caught her breath and the musician faltered, his lips falling away from the didgeridoo.
For a moment they were still. Then he scrambled to his feet and stood ready, only to have her draw back, enclosing her breasts and pubis in a chastity belt of splayed fingers. Blonde hair fell forwards as she nodded at the instrument still held in his hand.
He frowned, returning the end-piece experimentally to his mouth and was rewarded by the immediate removal of her hands. More, she raised them and shimmied her shoulders, setting her full breasts into motion. Their rolling progress mesmerised him as he resumed playing, the didgeridoo now angled sharply down to the floor, at an opposing angle to his thick black penis.
Like a gun barrel, it pointed waveringly at the girl as she danced closer, feet shuffling astride the instrument until her blonde pubic hair brushed its solid length. Hers arms wide and undulating, she rode the hard vibrating wood, pressing her pubis against it in an ecstasy of trembling thrusts. Then gradually, her gyrations became slower, more voluptuous, and her head fell back, lips parted. The musician laid his instrument carefully on the floor he knelt before her, and the girl, hips thrust forward invitingly, remained still. A virgin on the altar.
He steadied her, his fingers like black piano keys against the ivory of her hips, then he leant in, his tongue spearing out to invade the nest of blonde curls between her thighs. She trembled, then -
Thump.
Dee and she swivelled her chair to face the door, instinctively tilting the telescope she'd been using to angle it away from the student dormitories towards the night sky.
Light from the hallway flooded her office, making her blink.
"Sorry, Dr Williams."
Simms, one of the cleaners, stood in the doorway, his stooped shoulders and grizzled head haloed in light. His face was completely shadowed.
"Didn't mean to disturb you," he said, lowering his head a little as though he was squinting. "Must have knocked something down."
"I’ll fix it up," Dee answered calmly, her quickened breathing already coming under control. It wasn't the first time she'd been disturbed, although the last had been over two years ago. The book balanced on top of the door had saved her from discovery yet again.
She allowed herself a few seconds to calm the adrenalin rush before she slipped deliberately into what James called her lecturing tone. "I'm working late on some observations." She nodded towards the telescope. "My Third Years have been studying the latest Internet pictures of the Hubble telescope's observations of Europa. I wanted to reacquaint myself with the amateur view."
An escaped strand of hair had fallen across her eyes and she poked it back into her deteriorating ponytail as she waited for Simms reply. It took some time.
Finally, he said, "Right. Astronomer stuff."
"Precisely." In the ten years she'd practiced her hobby, Dee had discovered the best way to conceal something was to distract attention from it. And not only to distract, but to attack if necessary.
She swiveled back to her telescope, frowning. "I'm sure I've bumped this off target." Glancing at the luminous dial of her watch she added, "That moon will be behind Jupiter shortly. I hope it doesn't take me another half an hour to find it."
Her implication hit home and Simms started to back out the doorway. "Sorry, Dr Williams. I know I'm supposed to do the offices in the afternoon. But I had this emergency, and when I came back and it was dark in here, I thought — "
"Understandable," Dee cut him off, pretending to be absorbed with adjusting the view-finder. "The darkened room was necessary. If I don't eliminate the light it reflects off the lens, somewhat like driving with the interior lights on in a car." She kept her voice deliberately vague, listening to the shuffle of retreating feet.
"Right. Well, I'll come back tomorrow — "
"Fine." She waved a dismissing hand, continuing her charade with the telescope.
A second later the room was in darkness again, and as the door clicked softly, she allowed herself a quiet sigh. Footsteps echoed along the passageway and down the stairs, fading into silence. Only then did she move to reposition the book.
Feeling her way across the room, she retrieved the sprawled volume and eased the door ajar, balancing it atop the opening. Then she paused, her sensitive nostrils detecting a stale beer odour hanging in the air. Mr Simms' emergency had obviously involved alcohol. A wake? She was probably being generous. She’d heard the other staff talking about him, and while she felt a measure of sympathy for his loneliness, her main sentiment was relief that it had been Simms who’d disturbed her. A drunken old man was unlikely to be taken seriously if he chose to discuss her nocturnal activities with someone more perceptive than himself. Her secret was safe. But a niggle of guilt pursued her back to the telescope, marring her complacency.
You should be working, it said as she sank back into the soft leather of her chair.
Silhouetted mounds of student lab book occupied one corner of her desk, awaiting assessment, and within her dormant computer lay unfinished reports on her research project — reports that were already overdue. She should make a start somewhere. But the telescope was like a lover she couldn’t resist, so she thought instead of the couple she'd been watching. They'd shown such promise.
Unfortunately a quick adjustment of the view-finder revealed a disappointingly darkened room and Dee cursed Simms' timing. Friday night in the dorms was normally a bonanza for the avid voyeur, but a rock concert in Brisbane had all but cleared the building. And now, the only couple who'd been active had either gone out or were continuing their cultural exchange under cover of darkness.
Sighing, she scanned the rooms again, hoping for late arrivals, but the pickings were slim. It was either back to the paperwork or settle for observing of a young man alone in his room. The lab books called to her, but the solitary form lying reading on his bed piqued her curiosity. She knew this boy. He was Billy McKenzie, one of her First Years — a particularly diligent student who wrote brilliant assignments but sadly seemed to have no social life.
Her trawling of the dorms had never revealed any sexual activity in Billy's room, and for that reason she'd paid him scant heed. Tonight, however, she was prepared to make up for the oversight.
Summer had come unseasonably early, and in response to the sultry heat, Billy lay on his bed clad only in a pair of brief underpants. Slowly and with a connoisseur's attention to detail, she mapped the lineament of his body, revelling in the discovery that his campus uniform of jeans and a western shirt had disguised a magnificent physique.
In the quiet of the darkened office her breathing sounded overly loud as she watched him flicking pages, the book propped atop his ample chest. Although the overhead light was on, he had angled his bedside lamp to better illuminate the book, guilelessly casting a golden hue over his statuesque form. His knees were bent, affording her a good view of his muscular thighs, and when he rolled on to his side exposing a broad, beautiful back, she murmured appreciatively.
Adjusting the eyepiece to gain a wider view, she let her gaze drift over the curve of his waist and then down over the tight buttocks barely concealed beneath his plain navy briefs.
As a hardened voyeur, Dee was normally only stirred by physical intimacies, but there was something about the solidity, the bulky musculature of this lone body on the bed that intrigued her.
She tried to focus on the book but his shoulder blocked her view. Was it course literature? A novel? Pornography? She panned back to the taut buttocks, licking her lips as the now familiar sensations overcame her — the quickened breathing, the dry mouth, nipples that tingled and longed to be touched. She could feel the cycle starting, the wakening of a visceral pulse that would hound her relentlessly until she achieved orgasm.
Masturbation — her usual recourse, had become too repetitive to supply anything more than the gratification of releasing tensed muscles. Increasingly she craved intimacy, and tonight she planned to seduce James into providing the necessary physical stimulation. If he was 'tired' again she might need to revisit the idea of making him jealous. It had seemed disloyal, and too much like game-playing to be worthy of her intelligence, but resentment had begun to flourish and she knew that never went to a good place.
Male colleagues had been giving her interested glances for years, so it wouldn’t be difficult to manufacture an admirer. It was only her status as the Dean's wife that had saved her from more obvious overtures in the past. That, and her own apathy. For the fifteen years of their marriage sex had been a comfortable stress-reliever, a way to satisfy her normal human desire to be touched, and as James had grown older and less attractive, the telescope had been her tool for arousal.
Unfortunately the titillation of her once a week hobby was fast becoming an every-second-night obsession. At thirty-six she appeared to be reaching her sexual peak exactly at a point in James' life where he found it all a bit tiresome, and it struck her suddenly that there might be some perverse connection between the two. Could he be pushing her away deliberately, now, when she needed him the most?
Dee sat back from the telescope, and frowned. That was an unworthy thought. If anyone was to blame for not foreseeing this, it was hers. James was two decades — a whole generation her senior and he'd married for love, not some perceived future. She had, however looked to the future as an escape from her past, and there'd been no rose-coloured glasses to mar her expectations. Although in fairness to herself, fifteen years ago she could never have imagined this merry-go-round of desire and frustration taking hold of her. Not again.
She shivered, quickly suppressing the painful memory. She was in the now. Old ghosts couldn't hurt her anymore. At least that’s what she hoped, but as memories clamored inside her she deliberately leant back in the chair and dropped into the rhythm of the slow breathing the psychiatrist had taught her. Then on impulse, she unbuttoned her silk shirt and opened it, letting the slight breeze that carried the gum blossom scent up to her window caress her chest, cooling her down. It soothed, and helped her focus her mind.
She was a happily married woman, she must remember that. And her current sexual absorption was a mere phase that would, hopefully, soon pass.
But it didn't pass last time, a little voice whispered. It was stopped. And her hand fell unconsciously to cover her abdomen.
Shakily, she drew in another lungful of the fragrant night air. The past is gone.
Happily married. Happily married. She repeated the litany, staring out the window at the chequerboard pattern of lights blurred in the distance, the dorm building.
Inside that was a body on a bed — a tool for arousal.
She straightened and went back to the viewer to Billy was still reading. Blissfully unaware.
He was also tantalizingly passive, and the analytically part of her mind, the place inside her that remained aloof amid the most torrid voyeuristic scenes was critical of that. It questioned whether this form of static stimuli would be enough to keep her aroused through the inevitably slow-foreplay that would be required to coax James into an erection.
There was no denying the symmetrical perfection of Billy's back, and beyond her desire, the sensuality to his pose elicited an artistic appreciation, as though he was a sculpture she was studying. She traced it with imaginary fingertips, finding it smooth, firm to the touch, and warm. Perhaps if he moved…?
Move him with your mind.
She licked her lips, then bit the lower one. She'd made a rule. A sensible rule that said no fantasising about subjects, particularly ones you had to teach. Never create, simply observe. In that way she'd ensure there could be no emotional involvement. But tonight her reckless libido pressed her to do more, try more, insisting Billy was harmless. She might as easily fantasise about the aboriginal dancer or old Simms for all the danger it presented. There was no chance of her becoming emotionally involved with any of them.
There would be an inherent risk in fantasising about a colleague, someone who might tempt her in the real world. But Billy? He was just a boy. A boy in a man's body, admittedly. But still a boy. She stared at him pensively as the internal arguments went on, guilt and justification. Then her litany, only a body, it's only a body, repeated itself inside her mind and the angry voices faded into silence — a warm lethargic silence that whispered with sensual currents. Why fight the inevitable? Nothing short of intercourse would satisfy her tonight and if fantasising about one of her students would keep her aroused long enough to seduce James, then so be it.
Settling deeper into her comfortable leather chair she smiled to herself. Then was unsure why she had. A barrier had been broken, but why would that please her? It was strange, but the reason eluded her so she concentrated on Billy’s back, opening herself to the fantasy, imagining herself inside his room watching him from a darkened corner. He would continue to read and she would caress his bare flesh with her eyes, revelling in its texture and warmth. He might move occasionally, his muscles flexing beneath the tanned skin and she would imagine her lips over those muscles, absorbing their flow. Then after a particularly breathtaking stretch he would tire of the book and roll on to his back…
Then… what? Dee didn't want to touch Billy, even in a fantasy. That would be stretching her rules too far. She thought for a moment, then decided to invent a woman for him and watch them make love.
But who, and how?
With her fantasy stalled, Dee struggled to recall what she knew of Billy. Unlike most of her undergraduates, she did know something about him. A colleague, determined to rub Dee's nose in her hick background had told her he was from Dulacca, not far from her own home town of Taroom in Western Queensland.
At the time Dee had shown only cursory interest, taking the slur on the chin, but Billy's wheat blond hair and open, honest face had stuck in her mind, reminding her of the life she'd left behind. No doubt he'd have the slow, drawling speech pattern that identified people from the West — the same pattern she'd worked so diligently to eliminate from her own. He was a country boy then. He'd want a country girl. Perhaps a girl that rode horses.
Or… a girl that would ride him?
Yes. Dee visualised a diminutive redhead with creamy skin and ginger freckles. Dressed only in a cowboy hat and boots, she'd push him down on the bed and mount him like a jockey, her breasts swaying over him as she slid his stallion size penis into her moist depths.
Oh yes, that was good. Dee smiled to herself, warming to the fantasy, feeling her own flesh respond to the fantasy woman's actions. He'd buck but she'd grip tightly with her knees as she rode him, her long soft hair brushing his chest as he reached up to…
Suddenly Billy rolled on to his back and dropped the book to his side. Dee’s fantasy halted in its track.. An erection was straining the front of his briefs and for a disorientating moment she believed her thoughts had aroused him. She blinked a couple of times, trying to clear the fantasy haze from her mind and reconnect with reality. Billy lay rigidly straight on the narrow bed and his arms, stiff at his sides, ended in balled fists. She could see his eyes were clenched tightly shut.
She stared at the evidence of his arousal — her arousal — for the two seemed mentally intertwined. His chest rose and fell heavily, and she unconsciously matched her breathing to his. Then he dived off the bed to pace around the room, his hands gripped tightly behind his head.
"Oh, my," she whispered. He was a magnificent specimen. Michelangelo material.
He stopped at the huge picture window, his hands splaying on the glass as he stared out into the darkness, not realising that a mile away Dee could see him as clearly as though he was in the next room.
His body demanded all her attention but she couldn't tear her eyes away from the tortured expression on his face. Was there some reason he couldn't masturbate? A medical problem? A moral one? She'd been witness to the act a hundred times before and was eager for Billy to give himself the release his body craved. But for an interminable time he simply stared out at her. Unconsciously, her breathing grew heavier as she waited, hoping.
Then finally, as though in obedience to her wishes, one of his hands slid off the glass and came to rest on the top of his chest. His forehead dropped to the glass, his hair falling forward to obscure his face so she couldn't tell whether he was staring down at his erection or if his eyes had closed. He would feel completely safe standing there in the window. The bush land around the building precluded anyone from seeing him from the ground. He would be staring out into the darkness, seeing only the tops of trees, never suspecting he was her plaything.
Then slowly, so slowly that Dee felt faint from anticipation, the hand on his chest eased down to his waist. His shoulders rose and fell with his obviously laboured breaths, then as his hand paused, Dee saw the heaviness inside his underpants twitch.
Gradually the large hand slid lower until it was just above the band of his briefs, resting on the tensed muscles of his abdomen. Dee held her breath and for a timeless moment she felt connected, as though his breath was her breath, his hand was hers resting on skin that trembled with sensual expectation. Inside her mind they were one creature reaching for a pleasure they could share. And then he moved, pulling his hand away and raising it to slam his closed fist against the window.
Dee flinched, expecting the glass to shatter with the force but it held. Then he raised his head, his teeth gritted in frustration and Dee felt an alien emotion grip her. It was a total simpatico of spirits, hers and Billy's. Lust, fear and compassion churned inside her and in that instant she felt the barriers of her voyeurism collapse. She had fallen over the line, and though she tried to pull back the analytical part of her mind had shut down.
She wanted to be there with him. Really there, not just in her mind. She wanted to slip into his room and take that throbbing penis he was so loath to touch, inside of her. She wanted to feel the heaviness of his body pressed against hers, smell the warm clean scent of his arousal and taste the strength of his flesh against her lips. And above all, she wanted him to stop torturing himself.
So intense was the feeling that for a moment she pulled away from the telescope, closing her eyes against the anguish that seemed to fill her body. Somewhere inside her mind a litany was repeating, only a body, it's only a body, but it was too late, they were connected somehow. And she had to get that out of her head. He was a boy. Little more than half her age, just eighteen. She flung the hurtful words at herself, trying to punish the pain away — to sever the link between them, but in the next minute she was back at the telescope, hungry to see him, knowing her denials were a lie. He was a man. She was a woman. She wanted more of him than just to look..
For a second she couldn’t find him in the room and had to pan around until she found him by the dresser pulling on shorts and sneakers, his movements jerky and uncoordinated, and she swallowed back the lump that was forming in her throat. Stupid, school-girl longings filled her chest, the shards of desire cutting into her heart. She full of pathos, as if she was drunk.
Billy slammed out the door and she angled the sight down but the native forest between their buildings obscured the dormitory entrance, frustrating her. Seconds ticked by, then a minute. He had to be out. She panned around the building, her hands starting to tremble.
Then she found him on one of the side paths, jogging steadily towards the ring-road that encircled the Campus. She watched until he was out of sight, then stood restlessly and paced around her office, wishing she smoked. A tense feeling of anti-climax sat in the pit of her stomach but she didn't want to go back to the telescope. Watching someone else make love would be unbearable now. And neither did she want to rush home to James as she'd planned.
She wanted…
She wanted Billy. And all she had to do was go out there.
Thrusting her hands into the pockets of her trousers, she stood at her floor length window, much as Billy had in his room moments earlier. Through her opened side window a eucalypt scented breeze fluttered the edges of her unbuttoned blouse, chilling her breasts but she welcomed the sensation. She needed to cool down, to put things in perspective.
Her hormones were getting the better of her, she already knew that. And Billy's heroic self-restraint had been no more stirring than any number of sexual acts she'd witnessed over the years. It had nothing to do with her, and she wasn't involved. She had to make herself believe that.
Ignoring the dorms, she stared down into the quiet forest below and slowly, very slowly, a sense of calm did come. She let herself gaze down the path he'd taken, feeling not desire now, but sympathy. Punishing his body for the sins of his mind wasn't the answer. Experience had shown her that. It was akin to her strategy with the cleaner, it merely distracted. Her own schedule of three aerobic workouts a week, maintained over the years to keep her sedentary academic body toned, had mushroomed to an almost daily attendance. Yet even with a tired body her imagination worked overtime and her blood pumped hot, craving sexual excitement, and she had no idea how to make that stop. In fact, she was concerned that her voyeurism was just making it worse.
There was too much to lose if she stepped past the telescope, so she would simply have to maintain her self control, and routine helped that, so she glanced at her watch. It was getting late, she should leave. But the aftermath of that emotional out-flowing had left her with a post-coital kind of sadness, and a need to see the place, if not the catalyst himself, before she left.
To close the episode, she told herself. And so resuming her seat, she panned the scope back to Billy's room where, in his hurry, he'd left the light on.
It was Spartan and tidy, unlike most of the dorm rooms, with no clothes lying around and even his desk in the corner neat. There were framed photos on the chest of drawers but they were side-on. Perhaps one of them was a girlfriend? He was probably lonely for someone he'd left out West, although that didn’t explain his problem with masturbation.
Her gaze lingered on the bed for a moment, a knot forming in her stomach as she remembered him lying there. The warmth from it spread down to her thighs, tingling and undoubtedly moistening the inner flesh as though preparing her for sex. But this last review was about closure, not arousal so she forced herself on, discovering the book he'd been reading on the floor against the quilt where it had fallen. The cover faced towards her, and by heightening the magnification she could make out its title.
The Bible.
Dee frowned, wondering how the Bible could have aroused such desperate adolescent passion. The Song of Solomon, perhaps? To the side of the Bible was a picture that looked as though it had been used as a bookmark.
Half in shadow, it was difficult to make out but she could tell it was a photo of someone. The mythical girlfriend? Dark hair, pale background. Dee strained the magnification, trying to distinguish some detail. Then, quite suddenly, she recognised the border around the photo and the shadowed shape within.
" No," she whispered aloud, feeling suddenly as if life was spiraling out of her control. The picture Billy had used to elicit such a powerful arousal wasn't of his girlfriend or the latest silicone enhanced Penthouse Pet. It was an enlarged copy of a University staff biography photo.
What Billy had been lusting over was the cool academic face of Dr Wendee Williams, PhD.



Chapter Two


Five minutes after Dee had finished her lecture on Radiation Physics she was back in her office gazing out the window, wishing for the first time in a long time that she was some one or some where else.
It wasn't just Billy. She was sensible enough to realise her attraction to him would fade in time. But her deteriorating relationship with James filled her with an insidious melancholy that was gradually leeching the joy from her life. Oh, she could function — going through the motions with colleagues and students, with James himself. They had meals together and made pleasant small talk, but nothing real, nothing that even skirted near the truth. Nothing that could help.
Even her dreams were filled with hopelessness. Only the previous night she'd dreamt she was on the Titanic, dining at the Captain's Table. For reasons known only to her subconscious, she'd been the lone guest aware of the imminent danger. There'd been people all around her, laughing and eating and dancing while she'd sat mute, her eyes wide with a terror no-one seemed to care about. The Captain, who’d looked suspiciously like James, had smiled benevolently at her and she'd tried to speak, but before she could prise her lips apart he'd moved on to mingle with his guests. She'd become a little girl, too frightened of the censure she'd receive for being impolite enough to shock him with news that his ship was sinking.
And it was sinking. Dee could feel the icy chill of deep water swirling around her ankles.
She'd made no sexual overtures towards James since the Billy incident, and as a consequence he hadn't touched her once in the whole lonely fortnight. She wondered if he ever would again. Or if she even wanted him to. In retrospect, their lovemaking seemed empty and meaningless, like the perfunctory rituals of his good-morning kiss on the cheek, and the solicitous hand on her arm when they were out. Duty and convention, but no… passion.
Had there ever been?
Once, long before James, she'd felt passion but those exultant memories had been crushed by the pain that had followed.
All in the past.
She closed her eyes briefly, trying to draw on some hoped-for inner reserve of strength. Most marriages went through rocky patches. And nothing had actually happened to precipitate her turmoil, all the problems were in her mind. James appeared happy with the status quo and she must simply adjust herself to it. Because what was the alternative? Life as a single woman in the jungle of academia was fraught with difficulties, not the least being the unwanted advances of every male on campus. And would she be happier alone? Would James?
Gradually the soft morning sunlight streaming through the window seeped into her bones and the view soothed her troubled mind. Amid the quiet bushland setting, the pace of activity below her was familiar and peaceful. Students ambled from lectures, some couples with arms around each other, all young, eager, and open to what life had to offer them.
She'd been like that once, but that time was dead, and the girl she'd been with it. As it often did, the painful memory intruded on her consciousness, but this time she paused in the act of suppressing it. Perhaps in the replaying of that memory she could recapture the strength that had helped her move on. She needed it now.
So she closed her eyes and cast back…

"Don't talk about it, Ma," she'd whispered, her throat painfully dry. "Just… please." The general anaesthetic had worn off and she'd awoken to whiteness and sharp odours; disinfectant, a penicillin-like smell, and the metallic scent of the blood she felt oozing from between her thighs.
First the surgeon, and now her mother wanted to talk, but Wendee couldn't bear to hear it.
The throbbing of pain in her body she could cope with. As long as it didn't invade her mind and her heart. Not yet.
"It needs to be talked about, my girl, and I'm too busy to be waitin' on your moods," her mother said, pushing Wendee's legs aside to settle her large frame on the end of the bed.
The wrenching movement sent a sharp pain through Wendee's abdomen and for a moment she thought she'd pass out.
Was she going to die here, in a strange hospital miles from home, with her life barely started? What of the dream? Would it never be realised?
Through the haze of pain, the dream stood out like a beacon, drawing her back to life, to reality. Gritting her teeth, she forced the pain out of her mind, ignoring its razor edge as she inched further across the bed, away from the overpowering stench of sweat and stale beer emanating from her mother.
"…and if you'd told me sooner about havin' a bun in the oven, you wouldn’t’ve ended up here." The thin, grotesquely crimson lips twisted in scorn. "Spreadin' your legs for the teacher. Did you think he'd marry you? Stupid girl. 'Course he'd run back to the city…"
A nursing sister padded silently into the room, taking up a position at the end of the bed. After listening to the tirade for several moments, she met Wendee's eyes over the top of her clipboard and any embarrassment Wendee might have felt about her sordid history being revealed was erased by the older woman's sympathetic smile. Her eyes were warm and dark like the fur of a possum and her calm olive-skinned complexion gave her the air of a peaceful Madonna. Wendee wished she could smile back, but there was no smile inside herself to give.
Her mother finally paused for breath, giving the sister an opening to cut in loudly from behind her, "I'll give you ten minutes, Mrs O'Connor…" Her mother's huge frame lurched in fright. "…then our young patient will have to rest." The bed rocked as her mother swivelled, narrow eyed, to see who the intruder was and Wendee experienced fresh pain.
"She's my girl and I — "
"Ten. Minutes," the Sister repeated with such authority that even her mother was quelled, turning back to Wendee with a surly glance as they listened to the sister's rubber heels retreating across the linoleum floor.
"Bloody sneaky wogs," her mother said. "Wouldn't let one of 'em touch me." But of course, in her mind it was quite all right for a 'dirty wog' to touch Wendee. She was already soiled. "They come over here and get a bit of learnin' in 'em then they take all the best jobs. I've seen plenty of 'em in my time. Filthy dirty they are. Never wash…"
Wendee closed her eyes, wishing above hope that the lovely sister with the understanding eyes was her mother instead of this fat, ugly, wicked, spiteful…
"…and you with your smart maths brain," the acid voice jeered. "Couldn't even work out your monthly was late. Now look at you."
Wendee swallowed in a dry throat. She should have asked the sister for a glass of water. Her mother would never get her one. Her mother would prefer her to suffer for the embarrassment she'd caused, and Wendee was sure the suffering was just beginning.
She'd never be allowed to forget. Never be allowed to become anything other than a stupid girl with her brains between her legs.
"It's your fault old Doc Wesson messed up," her mother continued. "If you hadn't left it so late…"
Her mother went on and on and Wendee squeezed her eyelids tightly shut to hold back the tears. She'd always wanted to have a child of her own, a child she could raise the right way, with love and respect. Not a slave given nothing but an ever-increasing list of chores and no time for school work. Wendee tried to swallow again, wondering how she'd ever been naive enough to believe her mother would sympathise with her desire to keep the child. In her whole life she couldn't remember a single time her mother had sympathised with her about anything.
The fault had been with Wendee since the moment she'd been born; her fault that she'd been a girl instead of a boy — that her mother had been unable to have more children — that the farm had failed and they'd had to move into the nearest country town looking for work. Her fault that her father had died and left her poor mother to raise such an ungrateful child. And now, her fault that the alcoholic old doctor her mother had recruited, with his foul breath and unkempt fingernails, had botched a simple abortion and mangled her insides.
"…so don't you be thinkin' you'll be doin' anything about that scholarship nonsense."
Dee felt her heart stutter to a standstill inside her chest as she raised her eyes to stare at her mother. "Why, Ma?" she asked slowly.
"Because you'll be paying me back for all this disgrace is why."
Her mother stared into her face with such obvious cruelty in her pale eyes Wendee actually shuddered. "You'll forget about this Astro… this star nonsense and work with me, in the Hotel, so's I can keep an eye on you. Make sure you don't get…" she trailed off as they stared at each other, the unspoken words hanging between them.
But there could be no possibility of Wendee repeating this mistake. The surgeon at the hospital she'd been rushed to had told her the truth as gently as possible the moment she'd woken from the surgery. There'd be no further accidents — the organs required to make a baby had been irrevocably destroyed. At the tender age of eighteen, Wendee O'Connor's hopes for a family to compliment her planned career were as dead as her baby.
She stared up at her mother, working her tongue to moisten her mouth. "Don't visit me again, Ma."
"Wasn't going to," her mother said, dismissing the subject of her daughter's mutilation and her part in it without a second thought. "Got better things to do than drive fifty miles to see an ungrateful child," she grumbled as she rose, rocking the bed so violently, Wendee felt faint from the pain. "Don't know why they had to fly you here anyway," she added, grunting as she retrieved her hat and bag from the visitors chair.
"Because she would have died otherwise, Mrs O'Connor," the sister said briskly as she strode over to the bed. "Good day."
Wendee watched her mother's piggy eyes narrow before she turned away, lumbering out like a large, ugly beach ball.
"I don't want to hurt your feelings, dear," the sister said kindly as she took Wendee's pulse, "But your mother is a cast-iron bitch. I hope you don't have dogs because I'd hate to see what she'd do to them if she treats a daughter like that." She passed Wendee a paper cup of water and some tablets from the tray she'd brought and Wendee gulped them down, swallowing the liquid greedily. "Must be a difficult life for you," the Sister added sympathetically.
They looked at each other for a moment, allies against the enemy.
"I hate her," Wendee said aloud for the first time in her life.
The sister nodded, as though she’d expected no less. "Coming out of the anaesthetic you were babbling about winning a physics scholarship to a Brisbane University. Is that true?"
"Yes. I'm…" Wendee faltered for a moment, feeling the gut-wrenching pain of loss, permanent loss that no painkiller could touch. She'd had part of the dream torn away from her, but not all of it. "I'm going to be an Astronomer," she said softly, her voice carrying the absolute conviction only a driven person can know. A person driven by hate.
She would succeed. And she'd never look back.
"I've got a niece, Marie, who lives in Brisbane," the sister had said, looking at
Wendee speculatively. "She's got a spare room…"

Dee opened her eyes, blinking against the unexpected sunlight, totally disorientated. Her body had returned to the present, but her consciousness still lay on that hospital bed, hurting.
An insistent ringing in her ears unsettled her further.
She blinked again. The sound, like the buzzing of a mosquito heard through the groggy layers of sleep took her a moment to identify. The telephone. Still staring out the window, she reached behind herself, fumbling to retrieve it. Her arms felt leaden and her fingers thick and clumsy, as though she really was asleep and unable to wake herself.
Her lips moved sluggishly. "Hello."
" Dr. Williams?"
"Yes."
" I've got a student here with a problem. You're the Convenor of First Year at the moment, aren't you?"
"Yes."
" Are you busy right now?"
"No."
" Thank you."
The caller hung up, and Dee slowly replaced the receiver, feeling herself slide through the last of the barriers, back into the present. She was in her own chair at her own desk. She had been gone, but now she was back. Gradually the sensation of losing herself passed. The area below her window was deserted, but she continued to stare down at the paved paths. Thinking. Feeling.
The dream had certainly driven her to achieve her career goals. She'd become a respected Astronomer. And more importantly, the mistakes of the past had not been repeated. But was that the best she could expect from life? Should she count her blessings and be satisfied with a marriage in name only? Or was there more?
One thing she did know — the nightmarish memory hadn’t brought her the inner strength she’d hoped it would. Conversely it had, if only briefly, rekindled all those feelings of insecurity, hopelessness and the desperate need to be loved. Like a dream that was so realistic it took hours to shake off, Dee knew she'd be feeling vulnerable until she could rebuild the emotional barriers that protected her from her past.
She needed to be alone, at least for the rest of the day, and the sooner she got off campus and away from everyone the better. Despite her attachment to her hobby, she would take the night off, and possibly the next day as well. She could work on her project from home if she wanted to, and there were no lectures scheduled for her tomorrow. She'd just pack her notes and…
There was a soft knock on the door.
"Dr Williams?"
Dee frowned, suddenly remembering the phone call. What had she said she'd do? She swivelled her chair to face the door.
"The secretary said she called you."
Dee blinked at her visitor in shock.
It was Billy McKenzie.



Chapter Three


"But if you're too busy…"
Dee simply stared, her lips parting as she absorbed the warmth of his tanned skin, the soft texture of his flannelette shirt and his eyes — the same milky grey as the fierce thunderclouds that had heralded the electrical storms of her youth. She remembered them distinctly, building up along the Western plains. They'd been terrifying in their intensity, but the young Wendee had felt only exhilaration, running wildly through the paddocks as lightning arrowed down around her, knowing that for a brief period of time she was truly alive.
Exactly as she felt now.
"Dr Williams?"
Even his voice was dangerous. Deep. Needy. She struggled to contain her childhood recklessness, damping it down with her adults fears. She was Dr Williams now, not Wendee.
She straightened her shoulders. "Yes?"
"I didn't want to bother you. It's just, I have this problem…" he glanced around her office, either out of curiously or nervousness, she wasn't sure. "The secretary said to come to you."
Dee nodded, seeing the pieces fall into place. The Convener of First Year. She remembered the conversation now. As convener it was her responsibility was to listen to any first year student's problems, either with their work or personal dilemmas, then refer them on to whomever could help. It was a small responsibility she'd been unable to evade, but for which there'd been little call in any case.
Yet now, the one person she wanted to avoid, Billy McKenzie, was calling on that responsibility. Could it possibly be a coincidence? Or had he known she was the convener?
And why now, today?
He'd never spoken to her personally before, merely been one of many in her lectures or tutorials. What force had brought him to her right at this moment in time when her resistance was so low? Two weeks ago she'd imagined herself to have aroused him with her carnal thoughts. Had she drawn him to her now with her guilty longings? She stared at him, feeling the chaotic churn of desire raging just below her surface calm.
He was dressed in faded Levis and an unbuttoned shirt over a navy singlet of the same blue as the briefs she'd seen him in that night — briefs that had strained to confine his erection. Unconsciously, her gaze drifted to his crotch as that scene replayed itself in her mind. She remembered his tight abdominal muscles, the large tentative hand…
"Dr Williams?"
Her attention shot back up to his face, her heart hammering inside her chest. "Come in." The words came out as a croak. She coughed and tried again. "Come in. Sit." She gestured to a chair in front of her desk.
She needed to focus. He had come with a problem. She would listen and deal with it, then after he'd gone she could fall apart if she had to. But not before. There was no need to feel panicked. Nothing could happen in an office in broad daylight.
But she hadn't expected him to close the door behind himself. He was big, at least six foot two, and as he stepped across to the desk she felt cornered, swamped by the awesome sexual pull of his body.
Intellectually, she knew he couldn't be this attractive to all women, and a month ago she'd have said he was a nice looking boy. Yet now, inexplicably, he'd become a fatally attractive man. It was psychological, she was sure, but she could think of no way to negate it.
He sat across from her, looking vaguely nervous and Dee knew she should say something, but all she could manage was a tight swallow. His yellow blond hair, combed back from his forehead, was damp, and the clean smell of him enveloped her. To make matters worse, his billowing shirt had given her a good view of his magnificent chest beneath the thin cotton singlet. Up close he was devastating, and she had a flicker of imagining herself leaning across the table to get at him. Then she cleared her throat. The best thing to do was to get it over with as quickly as possible.
"You've got a problem, Billy?" she asked, in as professional a voice as she could muster.
He looked surprised, then smiled shyly. "You know my name."
Idiot, she castigated herself as she scrabbled for an excuse. "I'm training my memory. I've memorised all my students names," she lied, then was furious at how devastated she felt when the glow faded from his eyes. "The problem?" She only just stopped herself adding Billy. Damn, she wanted to say his name over and over. She wanted to hear him say her name. What was wrong with her?
"Yeah." He looked down at his large hands clasped together on the desk. Dee looked at them too, wondering if they were soft and sensitive, or callused from years of farm labour. "I can't seem to concentrate on the work," he said softly and Dee felt the skin on the back of her neck prickle. Dear heaven, what was he going to say?
"It's too hard?" She couldn't stop staring at his hands, wanting to touch them. Wanting it so badly her own hands trembled until she clenched them into fists.
"Actually…" He glanced up at her from beneath his lashes. "It's… the math."
That wasn't what he'd intended to say.
"But you're brilliant at math, Billy," she said without thinking. "Your assignments are perfect."
"How could you know that?" He was looking at her as though she'd just given him the most precious gift and Dee found herself slipping. He was so young, so keen… and she was so stupid. Now he'd think she was interested in him, which of course she was or she wouldn't have looked up his old reports. She have to bluff her way out of it.
"It's my job to keep track of my students’ progress," she said, then added gently, "It's not the math, Billy."
"No." He glanced out the window behind her, biting his lip in a way that made her stomach twist. "I guess not," he said softly.
"Then why are you here?" She held her breath, wishing she hadn’t said that and yet crazily desperate to see if he’d admit he desired her.
"Because…" His grey eyes slid into contact with hers, and she felt a sexual pulse, like a pre-orgasmic flutter. But it was more than sex. Much more complicated, and infinitely more volatile. "…it's personal," he admitted, looking back down at his hands.
She swallowed tightly. "You have a personal problem?" Hell, she sounded like a psychoanalyst, parroting back at him, but she couldn't think of another thing to say. Why hadn't she just let him talk about math?
"You see I'm in — " he said in a rush, then caught himself on a hiccupped breath. For a suspended moment he simply stared at the top of her desk, as though memorizing her scattered collection of pens, then he stood so quickly his chair threatened to fall over backwards. "Actually I'm late and I have to go," he blurted, still not looking up. "I'm sorry to have bothered you, Dr Williams." He edged around his chair, still looking at the carpet.
Dee knew with painful certainty that he wouldn't be back, and inside herself an emptiness yawned so deep and wide she was afraid to move in case she fell in. She'd been a fool, denying the obvious. Now that Billy stood in front of her in the flesh, she could admit she wanted to be unfaithful — admit she wanted to forget her husband and give herself up to the voluptuous pleasure of Billy's magnificent body. She wanted to touch him and kiss him, and she wanted to watch the wonder in his eyes as he made love to her.
"Thanks for your time," he said softly, backing out, his head down. Some of the wet fringe had fallen forward to veil his eyes but he was blinking and Dee felt her shock deepen as she imagined he might be about to cry. "I know you're busy," he whispered, and Dee lurched up out of her chair and stepped around the desk, knowing she couldn't let him go without…
She reached out her hand. "Good luck, Billy."
He raised his head, and at the same moment as his large hand enclosed her slender fingers, their eyes met. It jolted her — not so much her body, but through her soul and her peripheral vision narrowed down until his face was all she could see. Warm skin, hungry eyes, a tentative smile. She was at the nexus then, her own personal decision time. One step towards Billy and she'd slip out of her world and into his. It would be a deep world, rich with sensations and fraught with emotional insecurity.
Or she could stay in the world she knew. The world of James and her work, where the pleasures were shallow and the dangers known.
What would she do?
Billy's smile had disappeared under the crushing intensity of the tension surrounding them. "Goodbye, Dr Williams."
But neither of them broke the connection and they stood for the longest time staring into each other's eyes. Dee felt her grip on reality slipping as the warmth from his hand, with its slightly rough skin, seeped up her arm.
"Billy." It wasn't a question, or even a plea. She just said his name. This was the moment, the jumping off point.
The phone rang.
Billy flinched and pulled his hand away as though he'd been bitten, but Dee wasn't as quick to react.
"Thanks, Dr Williams," he said backing out, and was into the hallway with the door shut behind himself before she could even think to lower her hand.
The phone continued to ring for what seemed like minutes before she could motivate herself to turn and lift the receiver. Even then she held it mutely, unable to move past what had just happened.
Hello?
James! She forced her lips to move. "Hello."
Oh, hello Dear. I'm sorry this is sudden, but I'm afraid I'll have to fly out this afternoon. That wretched administrator's conference has been brought forward to this weekend.
"Oh. Right." Dee swallowed past the sick taste in her mouth.
Are you well, Dear? You sound odd.
"Mmmm?" She went to her chair and sat down, her gaze drifting to the closed door.
Wendee?
"Yes…"
Are you ill?
"No…"
Perhaps I shouldn't -
"No. I'm fine." She pulled herself together. "It's just the phone. I'm having trouble with it."
Shall I call maintenance for you?
"No, I…" She closed her eyes. "I'll sort it out."
As you wish. I'll see you early Monday then. Have a nice weekend.
"Right…" She added a lame, "See you Monday," but he'd already hung up. He'd have several other calls to make before he could leave, and she'd long gotten out of the habit of wondering what priority hers had been given.
Reaching across blindly, she replaced the receiver, rattling it against the body of the phone before it fell into its cradle. Then there was quiet in the room, and into that silence one word kept repeating itself over and over again inside her mind. The one word she'd never been able to understand.
Love.

Outside her door it was all Billy could do to fall back against the wall, his trembling legs barely keeping him upright. She hadn't treated him like a school boy or a dumb bush-bunny. She'd listened to him, actually looked at him, and for a agonisingly exquisite moment she'd touched him, and he was sure he'd seen more than sympathy in her eyes.
She was so beautiful. So sexy. All that shiny dark hair that he knew would fall past her shoulders if she'd only let it loose, those eyes that could make you hard just by looking at you, and that mouth…
Billy groaned softly, levering himself off the wall to shuffle uncomfortably down the hallway towards the toilets. Once inside the tiny white cubicle he let himself think about her mouth, really think about it. How soft and red it looked. How her tongue came out and touched her top lip when she was thinking. How it moved so seductively when she was eating, especially icecream. He knew she liked rum-raisin icecream and every time he bought one for himself he thought of her.
He was sure she'd never seen him watching her. He was careful to keep in the background, never following her off campus and only in the daytime when there were groups of other students around. It was easy really, although he knew it wasn't right.
She belonged to Dean Williams, and she was faithful to him. That was another thing Billy loved about her. The other blokes talked about her, and Billy was hard put not to tell them to shut up sometimes, but one thing he'd gleaned was that according to the campus grapevine she'd never been unfaithful. She was as virtuous as she was beautiful, and so incredibly sexy that Billy would willingly give ten years of his life just to kiss her.
Of course he never would, but the familiar aching warmth suffused his body as he imagined her nestled in his arms, her soft lips against his and that pink tongue of hers sliding into his mouth, her breasts pressing against his chest as he stroked her soft hair…
" Oh God," he groaned, then looked down in shock to find his idle hands had been doing the devil's work.
"God," he repeated blankly, blaspheming again as the precious seeds of creation, his seeds, trailed down the stained white tiles at the back of the cubicle. Then he trembled as the reality of what he'd done hit him full in the face.
"Oh, God. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," he whispered hysterically, stuffing the sinful organ, still pulsing, back into his pants. "Please, God. I didn't mean to do it." He snatched handfuls of toilet paper and scrubbed frantically at the wall. "Don't send me to hell."
Billy knew as sure as he was a sinner that Dr Williams wouldn't be going to hell. She'd be going to heaven and he couldn't bear the thought of spending eternity separated from the one woman he truly loved. He'd have to read his Bible. He'd have to write to his mother and go to church twice on Sunday to make up for what he'd just done.
In a hurry to get away from his transgression he dropped the sticky paper into the toilet and flushed it, then he went to the sink and scrubbed his hands over and over again with soap. Only then did he rejoin his fellow students, keeping in the pack for as long as he could, unable to bear the thought of what he might do if he was alone.
He was dirty and untrustworthy and he'd have to keep away from Dr Williams or he might corrupt her as unconsciously as he'd corrupted his own body. Besides it'd take all of his attention to work on repenting his sins.
He should never have gone to see her, but the from the moment he'd discovered she was the Convenor of First Year he'd been unable to think of anything else. To see her up close, to actually talk to her. Touching her had been beyond his wildest expectations, but he was sure now that he'd had time to think about it, what he'd taken as interest on her part must have been something else.
She'd probably been busy and he'd distracted her from her work. He wouldn't do it again. He'd also stop thinking about her lips and pray his love for her was pure enough to wish her happiness in her marriage. She deserved that. Unfortunately, that afternoon as he'd heard a fellow student talking, Billy realised his good intentions would never work and that he was hopelessly beyond redemption.
Pog, a short Lebanese boy whose obsession with American slang consistently grated on Billy's nerves, was relating a story to an avid group of undergrads. The details of his latest adventure had been of no interest to Billy until he'd heard Dr Williams name mentioned.
Apparently Pog had been helping with the family bottled water business by making weekend deliveries to gymnasiums. He'd just entered an exclusive Gold Coast health club when he'd seen 'Legs' as they called Dr Williams, emerging from an aerobics class wearing lime green leotards that, hugged those curves like a Ferrari, dude.
"What about her tits? Has she got big tits? You can never tell under those baggy suits she wears?" another had asked.
"Well she ain't no Dolly Parton, but they ain't pimples either. A good handful," the smarmy bastard had replied, his eyes taking on a far-away look. "You should have seen her, dude. All hot and sweaty in those leotards the same colour as her eyes, just clingin' and stretchin' over those high tits and that tight ass. And those legs. Oh man…"
A collective sigh rose, and Billy found he had to leave. Not only was he likely to put Pog in hospital if he heard another filthy word come out of his mouth, but he was seriously in danger of bursting into tears. Back in the dorms he turned his shower on cold and stepped under it fully dressed, but the pain inside his mind wouldn't go away. Tears coursed down his cheeks and he knew no amount of running or reading or praying was going to save his soul.
He didn't just love Dr Williams, he wanted to pull that slender body against his and hold her. He wanted to take her clothes off and see those beautiful curves for himself and he wanted to touch her and kiss her and…
He wanted to fuck her.
" Nooooo," he wailed, smashing his head against the tiles, cracking them, then softer, "No," as he slid to the bottom of the shower, blood mingling with the water that ran into his eyes. "No. Please," he sobbed. "What am I going to do… God?" If only he could hear the voice inside his mind as his mother did. God always listened to her, but then, she wasn't corrupt like Billy.
"Don't let me hurt her, God," he prayed, hugging his knees as the icy water ran over him. "Just make it stop. Make it stop."



Chapter Four


"… so help me, God."
"Amen," Dee intoned, her voice joined by twenty others in the small campus chapel.
Coming in late, she'd slipped into the back row, hoping to avoid recognition and for once luck was on her side. There wasn't a single staff member present. Only one face was familiar amid the congregation, and he sat three rows ahead of her, unaware of her presence.
"Now we shall sing," the dour faced Minister instructed and Dee felt around for the hymn book on the seat beside her. The congregation rose in unison and Dee with it, but the book stayed idle in her hands. The hum of muted conversation, the fluttering of pages, stark stone walls softened by a stream of yellow light flooding through the stained-glass windows all gave the impression of worshipping inside a beehive. It should have been distracting, but Dee was oblivious, caught in the grip of a remembered moment of discovery: standing with his back to her and bathed in the golden light, Billy was flicking the pages of a book she couldn't see.
His head was bowed, elbows tucked in, pulling the fabric of his pale blue shirt tight against the muscles of his back. Muscles that were engraved on her memory. Her gaze dipped to the darker blue trousers, tracing the curve of his hip and the long thighs, lingering on his taut buttocks. Her lips parted on an involuntary sigh, which was masked by the wheeze of the organ's introduction. The book trembled in her hand.
A moment later a discordant blend of voices rose around her but Dee's unfocused eyes were mesmerised by Billy's back where muscles seemed to ebb and flow like ripples on a milk-blue sea. His hair was the soft foam topping the waves, and she was floating, drifting, forgetting the deadly undertow she'd been fighting for two days.
The undertow.
She tried to focus on it.
This morning it had been a palpable entity. She'd fought it for hours, dressing and then undressing in a emotional merry-go-round of guilt and recriminations. Yet strangely, in Billy's presence, the memory of that anguish was faint, and in its place a tranquil, almost euphoric bliss permeated her body, leaving her mind free of misgivings.
Even a memory image of her husband, with his benign face and leonine mane of grey hair wouldn't appear to her. James had been gone a mere two days and was apparently forgotten. She'd remember him tomorrow when he returned, but not now. Not when she was so close to Billy.
And that was the danger, of course. The proximity. It was addictive.
This morning as she’d lingered over make-up and perfume she'd told herself she only wanted to see him out of curiosity. Not to talk, or to touch. Just to see. And she'd accomplished that, with no damage done. But to stay longer would only be inviting trouble so she glanced around. The hymn, with its ritualistic drone, was lumbering to an end. This was the time to slip out, while the congregation was reseating itself. She bent and exchanged the hymn book for her purse, pausing to smooth down her tight, white linen skirt. Then she straightened, pushing back her shoulders to resettle the matching jacket. The hand that touched her throat trembled.
Should she risk a final glance at Billy? She'd probably never have the courage to see him like this again. Just quickly, she told herself.
So for a precious few seconds she drank the perfection of his body, imprinting his physiology on her brain, trying to encapsulate the emotions his presence evoked in her. The aliveness, so like the lightning of her youth. Then the moment was over. She was about to leave but before she could move, a car backfired outside the Chapel. The congregation jumped, and Billy turned.
Instantly, as though he'd known she would be there, his eyes locked on to hers and Dee couldn't break away. The fresh bruise on his forehead caused a flicker of distraction, a moment to wonder, and then she was lost in his eyes. Murmurs of annoyance rose from the people around her at the sound of another, quieter bang before the offending vehicle roared away, but they were all peripheral. Exactly as it had been in her office with her hand in his, the totality of her being was absorbed by his presence. The nexus was upon her again and she was just as unprepared for it as she'd been the first time.
The congregation settled back into their pews and the Minister cleared his throat, but Billy didn't move, and neither could she. Her palms grew moist. She knew people were staring but she was trapped in a waking dream where she wanted to turn, wanted to run, but was unable to move. It was terrifying, and yet wonderful because underlying the superficial embarrassment she was revelling in the sensation of being hypnotised by her own desires — of being out of control. And the look in Billy's eyes sharpened her hunger.
Then it was over. The Minister's voice cut through their visual intercourse as righteously as though it were God himself speaking.
"Let us pray," he intoned, and Billy shuddered, snapping of the trance. His gaze dropped away from hers and he turned obediently back, but his shoulders remained rigid with the shock that had been written all over his face — shock, mixed with helpless desire.
Around her, people were bowing their heads, as though cowed by the Minister’s words, but Dee was experiencing a revelation. Billy couldn't challenge authority. That's why he hadn't pursued her. She was a woman he desired, but he also saw her as an authority figure, someone to obey, and that one factor created a vast shift of power in their tenuous relationship.
Except for one tragic occasion in her past, Dee had never let herself be dominated by anyone — James, the University Board, or even God himself. She'd been strong and she hadn't known it. But now she did. Her desire wasn't helpless. It was deliberate. She'd chosen to watch Billy, to fantasise about him, and now, to follow him. It had all been in her power and she could unchoose just as simply. If she wanted to.
Of course, freedom came with responsibilities, and she needed to consider the repercussions of any actions she might take. But there was no rush. James was coming home tomorrow. And besides, Billy wasn't going anywhere. He'd been smouldering along quite nicely for some time now. Another week or two wouldn't alter his feelings.
She needed to think this through first.
So not caring to wait for the end of the prayer, Dee edged past the family in her pew and stepped out into the dappled sunlight of the tree-lined carpark. There was no urgency in her now. No rush to escape.
Her black Jag waited patiently, but the thought of her empty house held no appeal. Voices from the church, now raised in song, drifted across to her and on impulse she offloaded her purse and jacket on the back seat and relocked her car.
Picking a direction, she strolled off down one of the bush paths, not for any reason other than that she simply felt like a walk. In her present mood, that was reason enough.
Taking deep lungfuls of the sweet air, still dewy and redolent with the crushed-green fragrance of decomposing leaves, she wended her way into the native forest. Cooler air touched her bare arms and budded her nipples into prominence, creating a delicious abrasion as the sheer silk of her camisole top adjusted to the movements of her body. Her breasts themselves, although not large, felt heavy and sensual.
She became aware of herself in a way she'd long forgotten. The gentle swaying of her hips as she strolled along and the rubbing of her inner thighs created a tingle that wormed its way upwards through her body like little internal fingers stroking her skin from the inside. She ached to be out of her clothes, to lie naked and still in the sun. Then to glide through silk-smooth water, feeling it caress her like a lover. A lover who would know how to please her.
She smiled, hugging her shoulders, feeling inordinately strong. That lover was herself. She'd do all those things later when she returned to the privacy of her home, but for the moment she was content simply to walk a while longer.
In the deepest section, where the sunlight was all but blocked out but the thick eucalypt canopy she paused to breathe the fragrance of a gum blossom, fingering the hard nut case that housed the delicate puff of yellow strands. It was sweet, almost cloying, and she closed her eyes the better to capture the scent. But as she opened them again, her eye caught a large brownish shape moving in the underbrush a few metres away.
A wombat? She'd never heard of one in the campus grounds before, but the movement she'd seen had been nothing like the lope of a koala or the scurry of a possum.
Leaving the track, she ducked under a branch, her high heels spiking into the leaf-litter as she skirted a pair of eucalypts to reach the bracken fern under which the shape had disappeared. Cautiously she reached forward and lifted a frond, then screamed in shock as a large, ugly feral cat poised to spring at her. It hissed loudly but Dee was already back-peddling, slamming into the tree and making loud fear-noises as the animal bolted in the opposite direction.
She was winded, panting, but trying to quieten down when Billy appeared out of nowhere and grabbed her shoulders. She screamed again.
"Dr Williams. It's me. Billy," he was saying, staring into her wild eyes, looking almost as frightened as she was. "Did something hurt you? Are you all right?"
Her breath came in short gasps and she couldn't think how to answer him. Her knees were buckling and he was leaning in to support her — then she smelt him, the fresh, golden smell that drifted off his skin and the decision was out of her hands. She plastered her body against his, throwing her arms around his neck and kissing him, letting him taste the fierce emotions swirling inside her.
She'd remember later that there was no hesitation on his part, as though he'd been ready for anything she might do. But at the time she was only aware of him kissing her back, groaning against her lips, his body — the body she'd imprinted in her brain — imprinting itself against hers.
It was pagan, almost brutal the way she groped at him, without finesse, and she was on fire with it. Her hands were on his shoulders, then in his hair, cradling his head, holding it so she could plunder his mouth. And she felt his big hands on her back through the cool silk, pressing her against the length of him.
His erection was hard against her belly and she longed to touch it, to touch and taste every part of him. She was delirious with greed, wanting all of him now, but not wanting to move away from the mouth that was giving her so much pleasure.
And yet she did. She pulled back and leant against the tree, panting, her hands on his chest, her eyes meeting the bewilderment in his. "Kiss me, Billy," she said. "Kiss me and touch me the way you've been wanting to."
He shook his head slightly, seeming to come out of it, but Dee merely grabbed handfuls of his shirt and tugged. "Anything you want. Everything you've desired," she promised, her voice husky with her own needs. His gaze moved to her lips and so she licked them provocatively. But it was her hair he touched first, his eyes going wide with wonder, then closing in a sort of primitive ecstasy as the long strands slid through his fingers.
"Do you like my hair, Billy," she whispered, straining to keep herself still as he explored its softness and texture. "What else do you like?"
She watched his face, eyes still closed as his hands drifted down from her hair to her shoulders, then eased down to cover her breasts. She could feel the slightly rough grain of his skin through the silk and it drove her mad with its gentleness. Her own hands released his shirt and kneaded the firm flesh of his chest, rubbing her thumbs over his nipples until they too were erect. She wanted him to mirror her action but he was content merely to rest his palms over her breasts.
That wasn't enough. Blood pounded inside her temples, driving her, inciting her, and she pushed her breasts against his passive hands. Dizzying pleasure spiralled through her then like nothing she'd ever experienced, and in that moment she knew they'd make love. No analysis. No moral considerations. Only lust and fulfilment.
Her hands on his chest moved downwards, pressing hard against him, feeling the muscles tense. She was breathing heavily, watching his closed eyes as she slid one of her hands down past the belt at his waist to cover his erection, grasping it firmly through the fabric of his trousers.
His eyes snapped open then and stared into hers, his fingers squeezing convulsively over her breasts as he groaned. Dee felt warm stickiness against her hand.
Her eyes must have widened. She must have evinced surprise. Her experiences with James had been the polar opposite of this… enthusiasm. But in her shock she hadn't time to articulate her thoughts. She merely stood there, her hand falling away as they stared at each other.
And Billy took her silence as a condemnation. He turned away from her and crashed blindly through the undergrowth before she could think to stop him. Perhaps she should have called after him — should have tried to reassure him. But she closed her eyes and leant back against the tree, listening to the sounds of his distress as he ran from her. Her breaths were deep and even now, her mind clear.
Had Billy not run away, she would have lain on the forest floor and made love to him. She would have committed adultery. And she yet would. In her mind, the deed was as good as done and the guilt already laid to rest. She'd have to be careful, but James need never know.
After all, a sexual relationship with Billy couldn't go anywhere. Someone of her own rank might be a threat to her marriage, but not Billy. The revelation she'd experienced earlier had shown her what she wanted from him. Sex and control. She might feel compassion for him, but there was no companionship, no meeting of the minds. Take away the sex and they'd having nothing in common. But Dee didn't intend to take away the sex. She was going to wallow in it.

The next morning James arrived back but Dee barely noticed, filled as she was with the euphoria of her own desires. Her hair was down, literally now, and she took to wearing no underwear. Whether the people around her discerned any change in her behaviour was unimportant. She was too engrossed in her seduction of Billy to care.
Within a week she'd managed three 'connections'. Once after a lecture, there'd been a split second behind the stage curtain where she'd brushed her lips against his and rested a hand over the bulging erection straining his jeans. A couple of afternoons later she'd found him watching her in the cafeteria, and had licked and tongued her icecream with such blatantly sensuality, she'd excited herself probably more than she had him.
Then, there was the pool. She'd known it was his afternoon for swim training, and had secreted herself in the nearby bushes to watch him with binoculars. When she'd arrived, his team-mates had been leaving the pool, all apparently worn out, yet Billy continued to lap, seemingly effortlessly, for a further quarter hour. Then he'd levered himself out.
Water had dripped from his hair, and his skin had been tinted by the late afternoon light, giving him the appearance of a great golden otter. He'd shook the water off himself, then glanced over his shoulder with a furtive, hunted look. Dee had known then that she'd do something reckless.
She'd followed him into the empty change-rooms, ignoring his stuttered protests as she pulled him into a cubicle and pushed him back against the door, already panting with the desire to have him. And he'd simply stared at her, that helpless desire in his eyes that she found impossible to resist.
She'd drawn out the moment as long as she could, but it was probably only a couple of seconds before she'd thrust her hands into his hair and pulled his mouth down to meet hers.
His hands had hung limply at his sides, as though he were fighting her passively, but it only lasted a matter of seconds. Then he'd groaned and pulled her close, kissing her back, frantic to take whatever she was offering, as though frightened it wouldn't last.
And it hadn't.
Although to be fair to him, it would have lasted longer if she hadn't provoked him. But she had, slowing the kiss from brutal to voluptuous as she'd moved in on him, pressing her belly into his heavy erection and grinding against it in slow, circular movements. She'd known he'd be helpless to prevent his ejaculation, and exactly as before he'd been embarrassed and ashamed by its prematurity.
But Dee had kissed him sweetly and told him she'd done it deliberately to excite herself, and not to worry. She'd promised him that when the time came for them to make love, he'd be fine.
Then she'd slipped away unseen but the look of shock on Billy's face as she'd said the words, "when we make love," had stayed with her a long time. It made her wonder where he'd thought their relationship was leading, if not towards sex.



Chapter Five


In a corner of his room, Billy sat in the dark, rocking. He ignored his empty stomach and the stubble that grazed his forearm to stared out the window, unable to think of anything but her.
When we make love. The words mindlessly repeated themselves inside his mind — the same words he'd been hearing for days.
He couldn't hide forever. And part of him didn't want to. That wicked part wanted her to find him, to kiss him again and to make him come. But the next time would be the time she didn't stop. He knew that. Then it would be all over.
If only he could go back time.
It wasn't at all the way he'd imagined it would be. She wasn't the way he'd imagined. The virtuous, almost virginal woman of his fantasies had always been pliant in his arms, allowing him plenty of time to kiss her gently, to realise what they were doing was wrong. And to stop. But this woman, this… voracious temptress was like a whirlwind, giving and taking without time for second thoughts.
Although, in all other ways she had lived up to his expectations. She was more beautiful than he'd imagined, and sexier than he could have believed a woman could be. And what she did to him…
Billy bit his lip as his penis stirred to life again, and he damned it. Damned her.
She was like a runaway train, dragging him around sharp bends, racing him down steep slopes, scaring him half to death — and then showing him heaven's door. It felt so good, but it couldn't be right. Wasn't right.
He'd turned into a rabbit, always looking over his shoulder, wondering when she'd pounce on him next, and the anticipation was agony. But worse was the knowledge that he wanted her to pounce, and when she did, he couldn't get enough of her. At least he wasn't fooled by her euphemisms. Her actions betrayed her. She didn't want to make love with him, that was what she did with the Dean. She wanted to fuck Billy, and God help him, he wanted to fuck her so badly his body ached for it.
If only he'd never gone to her, never spoken to her. She must have looked past his clumsy words that day and seen into his heart. He'd deliberately tempted her to adultery and to his eternal shame, she'd succumbed. The corruption of his soul had infected her, and now he was responsible for her sins as well as his own.
It was almost more than he could bear and he began rocking again as a sob welled up within him. But it was forestalled by a loud knock.
His head jerked up in time to see the shaft of light beneath his door blocked for a second. He heard a sliding noise — something pushed through, then the shadow was gone.
"Go away," he whispered, staring at the intrusion. It was probably an invitation to another dorm party he'd never attend. Why did they keep asking him? Couldn't they see he didn't want to be disturbed. Nothing was more important than Dr Williams and what he'd done to her.
But after a moment he stopped rocking and crawled forward, his hand patting the floor blindly until it touched something. A letter.
He crawled back over to the bedside table and switched on the lamp. The sudden brightness stabbed at his swollen eyes and it was a moment before he could see to inspect the envelope. Then he was surprised. It was a courier delivery. His name and dormitory address were clearly marked on the front, together with the name of the courier company, but there was no return address.
He read the front again. Billy McKenzie. Not the 'Mr W. McKenzie' of his mother's letters, or the rarer 'William R. McKenzie' of his only other correspondent, his mother's great friend, Rev Marsh.
Then who was it from?
A faint scent drifted up to him from the letter, a subliminal fragrance that marked the sender as unmistakably female and Billy felt a sickening lurch in his stomach. His heart raced as his blunt fingers fumbled with the seal.
Then it was open, and as he tilted it to shake out the letter, a lock of mahogany hair slid out into his hand. He stilled instantly.
Outside in the corridor people were talking and laughing, but in the vacuum of his room, Billy was isolated from reality. A premonition whispered to him, tonight, Billy.
He stared at the shiny lock of hair in his palm, imagining her cutting it, putting it in the envelope, then sending it. Her hair. Her beautiful hair. He lowered his head to sniff at the soft mass, feeling his stomach lurch again, this time with a stab of desire. I'm going to fuck her, he thought, but the concept still seemed unreal. His hands shook as he closed his fist around her precious gift and reached inside the envelope with thumb and index finger.
His thick digits were too clumsy at first to extract the delicate piece of rice paper, but eventually he had it out and open. The lettering was bold and yet elegant, exactly what he'd expect her writing to be like. It said simply, Be ready at midnight. Dee.
Dee? She wanted him to call her Dee?
He read the note again, at least four times. All his dreams. All those fantasies he'd tried to suppress. And now, tonight. There could be no question of his denying her, no arguments. She'd come to him, and he would… He would break God's sacred commandment.
Thou shalt not commit adultery.
Slowly he turned his head sideways to look at the bedside alarm. Eleven-fifteen. He had forty-five minutes. To prepare.
Methodically, he folded the lock into the letter and secreted both in the back of his Bible. Then he walked slowly from wardrobe to dresser, gathering clean clothes for his shower, forcing his mind to blankness. But inside the tiny ensuite, the trembling hit him.
He remembered the silky feel of that lock of hair in his palm. How soft it had been, how slippery, and how like his imagination — the imagination that in the desperate loneliness of the night had pretended his hand was the silken warmth of her body closing around him. He remembered how he'd touched himself, remembering her touch, sobbing, but unable to stop.
"It's wrong." He fell back against the door, squeezing his eyes shut. It was wrong. She was a married woman, and she'd still be a faithful wife if he'd left her alone.
It was all his fault.
"Just talk," he whispered brokenly. "Please God, let her be coming just to talk."
He repeated those words as he levered himself off the door and went through the motions of stripping and cleansing his body, but the more he soaped and rinsed, the dirtier he felt. He just couldn't get clean. Then he knew. He knew he'd always be dirty — sinful and dirty, and people would know just by looking at him. His mother would know.
A numbing coldness settled inside his chest as he abandoned the shower to stand in front of the mirror, a towel wrapped around his hips. Slowly and with exaggerated attention to detail, he lathered his face. Then he picked up his razor and inserted a fresh blade. He always used a fresh blade when he wanted to look especially good, and tonight he had to look his best. For Dr Williams. For Dee.
Taking even breaths he raised the sharp instrument, carefully. He mustn't cut himself. Dr… Dee might not like blood. Billy didn't like blood.
He brought the razor closer to his face and found his gaze drawn to the sliver of sharp steel within. It glinted evilly under the bright florescent lighting, and as it stilled in the air before his face, it appeared like a serpent poised to strike.
Billy stared at it unblinkingly, then addressed it directly. "I love her. That can't be wrong." In his trembling hand, the gleaming strip appeared to stare accusingly at him. Billy stared back, his gaze becoming unfocused.
God is love. Billy heard his mother's words echoing hollowly inside his mind. You must obey God.
"Dr Williams is love," Billy whispered to the serpent. "I must obey her." The serpent winked. Then it moved, and Billy watched its glinting silver eyes as it eased, not to his cheek for the first downward stroke, but towards his throat. He closed his eyes as it came to rest against his carotid artery.
"Here?" he whispered, and felt a sudden calm wash over him. He would listen to the voice. He would obey the voice. It was God's will.



Chapter Six


Dee sat in her car, wrists against the steering wheel, watching seconds tick over on the luminous dial of her watch. She was parked behind the student dormitories, two minutes up the back stairwell from Billy's door, and it was almost time. Ten minutes. Not to waste arguing with herself. She was done with that days ago. This was ten minutes to be spent in delicious anticipation. She’d decided to brazenly do it in his room, where she’d first watched him near-naked. That would be the ultimate turn on, and fitting, because after all, her first foray into adultery was a monumental occasion.
The only other monumental sexual occasion in her life had been almost two decades ago, and it had left scars that defied healing. All the gentleness, luxury and companionship James had offered over the years, even the satisfaction of her own career successes — none of it had been able to wipe away the stains of that encounter. And now Billy had opened the wound.
It had been almost twenty years since that first awakening, and hardly a week went by that she didn't remember it, re-experiencing the terror and the sickening excitement. Would it be like that for Billy tonight? No. Billy probably wasn't even a virgin, and the only power she held over him was his desire for her. She could never be cruel to him. Demanding perhaps, but not cruel.
The dark man of her memory, the one who had controlled her had been all-powerful and she'd been helpless in a way Billy could never be. The way no man would ever be. That was what cut the deepest. The injustice.
She focused on the watch again. Five minutes. Then she'd have to get out and start walking. To Billy. And when he let her in? Would she fulfil his fantasies, or her own?
Her mind drifted back to her last year of high school. There had been no question of fantasies then. There had only been orders and obedience. And pleasure…

"Yes, that's it, little one. Suck it hard like that, up and down and then flick it with your soft little tongue. A bit more. Lick the top, as though it was a lolly pop and you loved the flavour of it. What's your favourite flavour?"
"Strawberry, Sir," Wendee murmured from around a mouthful of slippery penis.
"Mmmm. Strawberry. Pretend it's a strawberry lollipop that you can't wait to eat. Lick it all around so you can get all the flavour off and then suck the top of it again. Oh yes, Wendee. That's good. I've taught you well."
Under the desk Wendee could feel the familiar tightening of his penis inside her mouth. She prepared herself for the unpleasantness that was to follow, but the penis was suddenly withdrawn and she sat back in surprise.
"Come with me, Wendee," he said, his hand reaching down under the table to pull her out. It was getting late, almost dark and Wendee dreaded her mother asking why she was so late, again. Why hadn't he let her finish and go home?
"We're going to the store room. I've got something to show you." He led her out of the classroom with his penis protruding from his dark grey pin-stripped trousers and Wendee felt an almost hysterical urge to giggle. It looked like a pale wobbly snake that had crawled into the wrong place and was trying to escape.
If only the parents who doted on his 'proper, authoritarian method of teaching' could see him now, they'd probably die of a heart attack. They certainly wouldn't believe Wendee if she told them what he'd asked her to do. She’d already been ostracized by her classmates, two years older than they were, held back twice in primary school because her mother had made her spend so much time helping on the farm.
And yet she knew she could say 'No' to him at any time, and remembering that gave her some small measure of control. Unfortunately, if she wanted to be given the marks she deserved, the marks she'd earned, she would do as he asked.
"Come in here and we'll finish that test," he said, holding the door open. Inside the small room were shelves of books and stationery, a stool and an old photocopy machine on a wooden table. It smelt of dust and ink, and as she stepped inside she felt a claustrophobic foreboding.
The door clicked and rattled behind her, then she felt, rather than saw him edge around to stop in front of her, his large shadow blocking the feeble dusk-light that filtered through the dirty window. A powerful sensation of entrapment gripped her, and goose-bumps prickled her bare arms.
"Good girl," he said softly, his voice oddly disembodied. "Now, take your panties off and give them to me." He moved slightly and she heard a creak as he leant back against the table to give her room.
Her heart began to beat more quickly.
"My panties?" Her voice sounded small and frightened in the darkened room.
In the past he'd only wanted her to stay back after school to touch him, to suck his penis and to stroke it with her tentative hands, hiding under his desk while he pretended the rest of the class were still there. Once she'd even heard him murmur, 'Never mind what I'm doing, Sally Wentworth. You get on with your reading,' a second before the hot, salty fluid had spurted into her mouth. He'd never wanted more than that, and yet now he wanted her to take her panties off.
Surely he wouldn't…
"You don't want to… put it in me, do you?" she asked, genuinely frightened by the thought. She'd never considered he might want to go that far. Her mother's litany of complaints on the subject of 'the ugly business', as she called sex, had created a terror in her daughter that had suppressed any natural curiosity. Wendee had been prepared to suffer unpleasantness in the pursuit of her scholarship, but actual pain…
"Take them off and come to me," he ordered, more forcefully this time.
"I'll do the other thing. I'll do it twice if you want me to," she whispered, backing up to the door, reaching around for the handle.
"You can't get out without the key," he said, holding up something that glinted dully in the faint light. "Now be sensible, Wendee," he turned and put it up on a high shelf behind himself as he spoke, "and take those panties off or you're going to be really late."
She stood her ground, and after a moment his voice dropped into a coaxing tone. "You did so well on that maths test, Wendee. You deserve an A, but you know you'll get a D unless you do what I want. Don't you?"
"Yes, Sir." She stared at the pale silhouette of his penis, visible against the dark background of his trousers. It suddenly seemed larger than she'd remembered.
"Just this little test, and then if you're good next week after the chemistry exam you'll get that scholarship you want and it'll all be over. Now take those panties off, and do it quick. I'm starting to lose my enthusiasm."
Wendee paused a second longer. She could say no and be reasonably sure he'd release her, but then everything she'd done before would be for nothing. He'd said there was only this time and one more. And she'd promised herself she'd do anything to achieve the dream. At some point in her life she had to have sex. Why couldn’t it be now? It all sounded logical but the very idea of it curdled her stomach, and that wasn’t helping. She must think of this as a test of her body's strength, instead of her brain's. She could do it. She quickly slipped her panties off.
"Good girl. Now give them to me."
Wendee handed over the faded pink bloomers, tugging her pleated skirt back down, wishing it came below the knee. She watched his pale hands fondling the panties for a moment before he brought them to his face and breathed deeply, staring at her over the edge of them.
"Nectar," he said softly. "Waiting for the bee."
Fear stabbed at her then, but mingled with it was a strange sickly excitement. "Don't hurt me."
"You shouldn't have teased me, little one, if you didn't want to spread those pretty legs. But don't worry, it won't hurt and you'll like it. I promise."
"It will hurt," she said, her gaze flicking from his huge penis to the shelf where the key lay. "And I won't like it." But inside herself something was stirring, and when he reached across and touched her breast, she shuddered as much with surprised pleasure, as with revulsion.
He smiled. "We can stop if you want and I'll unlock the door." His hands caressed both small breasts before moving to undo her shirt buttons. "But I don't think you want to do that. Do you, Wendee?"
Flattened against the door with his penis hard on her belly, she felt her shirt come open, but instead of fear there was only the wonder of this new tingling awareness that suffused her body. The tightness behind her breasts seemed to have strangled her blood supply, making her oddly light-headed, and behind her closed eyelids she imagined she could see with her skin.
He pushed the shirt over her shoulders, his movements more urgent.
"Take it off. Take off the bra," he ordered, and she struggled to comply, her hips writhing against his as her arms fought their way out of the sleeves. Then he leant in, his arms on the door above her and she was forced to press her breasts against his chest as she reached behind herself to undo the bra. Fumbling, she managed to get it off and drop it to the floor on top of her shirt.
But even with her cold back against the door there was no escape. Through the thin fabric of his shirt she could feel his coarse chest hairs chafing her tender breasts, his hot breath on her forehead.
He tilted his head to whisper in her ear. "That was good. Rub against my cock some more."
The angry red shaft lay half on her skirt with the glistening tip touching her bare skin and she was loathe to move in case it spurted on her, but so strong was the habit of obeying his commands that she did as he asked, resting her weight on the balls of her feet and shimmying up and down and around.
An unexpected sensation of power touched her as she listened to his moans of pleasure, and felt on her skin the slight stickiness she'd come to associate with the moments before his seed erupted. She should have been repulsed, or at least uncomfortable, but instead she felt… dizzy.
" Yes," he whispered on a sibilant hiss and despite her excitement, she stilled. His voice worried her. It was… different.
He pulled away to look down at her, his eyes slightly unfocused. "Pretty little tits," he murmured as he cupped her them with his palms. Then he squeezed, and deep inside her stomach Wendee felt the fluttering evolve into something unrecognisable. Her cheeks flamed, her mouth went dry and the darts of pleasure arrowing around her body from where he was touching her breasts seemed shockingly intense, as thought he'd caused her pain. But he hadn't, he wasn't.
"You like that, don't you, Wendee?" He reached up to release her ponytail and coax her thick hair down around her shoulders. Then he lowered his body and latched his mouth on to one breast, his tongue rough and hot as it laved the tiny pink nipple. He sucked it hard and she felt her knees weaken. It was so…
"Do you want to stop, Wendee?" he asked, teasing the painfully hard tip with his tongue.
"I'm frightened," she managed to whisper past numbing lips. Her brain felt as though it was alight.
One of his hands slipped under her skirt, brushing against her downy pubic hair and she lurched in his arms then went still, quivering as his mouth slid across to the other breast and his fingers explored the virginal territory even she wasn't familiar with. She began panting, only to jump again a moment later.
"So tight," he said, "but don't worry. We can work around that." And his clever fingers went back to stroking and teasing, sliding through the gathering slickness as Wendee lay panting against the door, her knees buckling and her brain filling with white noise. She felt sickened and explosively excited at the same time. I can stop. I can stop, she told herself.
Then he drew back. "Suck me again."
Obediently she collapsed to her knees, knowing they wouldn't have held her much longer. Her thighs trembled, as did her hands as she fumbled in the darkness to grasp his penis and close her lips over it.
"Suck it hard," he ordered harshly. "All the way to the bottom."
Wendee complied, feeling the tip press against the back of her throat, almost gagging her.
"Harder." He grabbed hands full of her hair and bucked against her mouth twice, then shuddered as the hot seed sprayed against the inside of her cheek and slid down her throat.
Wendee felt tears running down her cheeks, not knowing if they were from fear, revulsion, or the terrible excitement that still throbbed inside her. She sat back on her haunches and scrubbed her eyes, feeling her breasts tense and ache from the movement. They wanted to be touched. She wanted them to be touched. She was so confused.
"Stand up," he ordered, his voice surprisingly harsh considering how pleasant he usually was after she'd completed her test. "You've been very bad, Wendee," he said. "You didn't do that properly."
She shook her head in confusion. "I'll do it again if you — "
"So bad," he said loudly, "that I'm going to have to spank you."
"No." She backed up against the door again, her gaze flicking up to where she knew the key lay. He was mad. She had to get out. "My mother will come looking for me," she said, glancing down at the pale mound of her shirt and bra on the floor, wondering if she should make a grab for them.
"Your mother won't come for you because she's bad too, but I don't want to punish her," he said, his voice suddenly sly. "I only like to spank young girls bottoms. And I won't hurt you, Wendee. You know I already promised that. In fact, I'm sure you're going to like it." He moved to sit on the stool and reach out a hand. "Just a little smack on that soft pink bottom. All right?"
He was sitting in a pool of faint light and she could see his penis was already starting to stiffen again.
She'd never known an adult to change their mood so quickly — from happy to angry to sneaky — not even her mother. It was frightening. But she remembered that he'd never hurt her. And her breasts ached to be touched. "All right," she said and took his hand, letting him arrange her across his lap where she felt his penis prodding her belly. Then he lifted her skirt and exposed her bare buttocks.
"Perfect," he whispered, and slid his fingers gently across the soft cheeks, kneading with both hands before gliding one down into the cleft, parting her thighs to caress her in the spot he'd found earlier. She bucked and bit her lip as a wave of pleasure shot through her. "All so new to you isn't it, little one? I told you you'd like it," and he stroked her there again and again, making her writhe and moan aloud. Then without warning he withdrew his hand and cracked it down hard on her tender flesh.
The pleasurable noises choked in her throat, and in the silence of the darkened, dusty room all that could be heard was the steady rhythm of his hand against her reddening flesh and her strangled sobs.
After several minutes he asked, "Do you want me to stop now?" but by that time his other hand had slid between her thighs again, and she spread them, willingly, wantonly as his fingers found the mark and caressed her in slow strokes that matched the rhythm of her pain.
"No. Please," she whispered, too full of the blinding sensations to question the depravity of the act she was involving herself in. The sickening excitement was building, gaining momentum and when he paused and asked her again, she couldn't help herself. She begged him, pleaded with him to go on, offering him her body, her mouth, anything he wanted, but don't stop.
The large hand crashed down, harder now as the other stroked her relentlessly. "What a bad girl you are. What a dirty little slut," he rasped, "You wanted to suck my cock. I knew it the first moment I saw you. You wanted to suck it, didn't you?"
"Yes, yes," she cried, her hands clutching his ankle as the fire raced through her. It was surging, pulsing, centring where the pain and pleasure gathered. Her legs trembled uncontrollably and she heard herself begging him, "Hurt me, hurt me," and then the waves peaked and she cried out as it ravaged her, exploding inside her mind as it spasmed around her body, making her shudder so much he had to grab her to stop her sliding off his legs.
Behind her eyes throbbed red, whether from over-excitement or hanging upside down she wasn't sure, but for a long time she lay still, feeling the hot sting of her flesh under his now gently caressing hand.
She'd expected pain, and she'd certainly felt that — still felt it, but her mother's dire warnings hadn't prepared her for the shock of that mindboggling thunderbolt of pleasure.
Lying across him, she savoured the memory of it still travelling in tiny firebursts through her veins. But only for a moment. With the chill of early evening came reality, and in the aftermath of pleasure, came wariness. Was the game over or did he want more?
"Pretty, pretty," he was crooning, his hand sliding away from the destruction he'd wreaked to dip down and caress her sensitised flesh again, causing another small shudder that ached more with pain than pleasure.
She was filled with the urge to gather her clothes and flee, to be alone to consider the implications of what had just happened to her, but she had to be sure she'd passed the test. "Can I go now?" she whispered. "It's late."
"Nearly," he said, the sly voice back, and despite his gentle hands she felt a tremor of apprehension.
"I've done what you asked," she said, wriggling a little to see if he'd let her go — not sure if her legs would support her if he did. "My mother really will come looking if I'm not home to do my chores."
It was entirely dark now, and only a faint light filtered through the dusty window from the streetlight outside. She wished she could see his face.
"Just one more thing." He pushed and she slid off to stand between his legs, her own shaking so badly he had to grasp her naked thighs to support her. Below her hoisted skirt, her genitals were visible to him and they seemed to interest him greatly. "Pretty little pink flower," he said softly, leaning forward to sniff her. The very tip of his nose brushed against her soft pubic hair and she felt the aftershock shudder through her body.
"I want you up here," he said, manipulating her towards the table and lifting her carefully to sit on it.
She cried out as her bruised buttocks touched the coarse grained timber, but he was insistent.
"Now lie back, little one," he said, crooning and stroking her thighs, reaching forward to brush and tweak her responsive nipples.
"You promised not to hurt me," she whispered as she obeyed.
"I know I did," he replied as he spread her legs and moved in to look down at her, one hand twining in her hair as the other fiddled at his pants. "But you begged me to hurt you. Don't you remember?"
And then she felt a stab of pure pain.
"It's only the bee, little one," he said deep in his throat as he slid the length of his penis inside her. She gasped, feeling as though it would push her stomach up into her throat. But with the pain was another, diffuse sensation that was harder to identify.
"It stings a bit…" he withdrew partially, groaning as he pushed his way back in, "…but every flower needs some pollen." And then he closed his eyes and began rocking his hips against her, setting up a pounding rhythm that he punctuated with soft grunts. One of his hands still clutched her hair, making it impossible for her to move, while the other groped at her breasts, kneading them until she felt the little darts of pleasure racing up into her brain. It was crazy — she hadn't wanted this, and yet when the pain had subsided into a sharp sting as he'd predicted, she could feel the incredible pressure of his penis inside her and the stiff fabric of his trouser fly rubbing against her with each thrust, right at the point he'd sensitised earlier with his fingers.
She felt the heat enveloping her again, her brain filling with static. It was so good, so good…
"You're so bad," he said as he let her hair go to clutch at her buttocks, lifting them to thrust into her more forcefully. "Such a slut. Such a whore. Such a naughty, naughty girl," he groaned, and in that last mammoth thrust Wendee felt the exquisite agony burst over her again, wrapping her in a warm, numbing cocoon, isolating her from his callousness as he dropped her thighs on to the table and backed away.
A moment later he said, "Well done, Wendee," in a near normal voice that carried only a trace of breathlessness. "You've passed your test with flying colours. This work most definitely deserves an A."
She closed her eyes, blocking the sickness from her mind. There'd be time enough to wallow in it later. Right now, she needed to get away.
"Let's hope we have an even better result next week, shall we?" he was saying, straightening up from the adjustment of his pants.
"Yes, Sir." Despite the disgust she felt, his words stirred something dark inside her, a longing she'd never experienced before. She tried not to think what he'd want of her the next time.
She struggled to sit up, then slid painfully off the table to grope around the floor for her clothes. Warm stickiness trickled down her legs and she wondered if there could be blood. She'd heard there was blood the first time.
"Hurry, Wendee," he said, handing her the panties. "We don't want your mother to suspect, do we?"
"No, Sir," she replied, fumbling with her clothes in the dark, hoping she wasn't staining them. "I'm ready now," she said a moment later, stepping aside as he opened the door and let her out.
"Very good then." He picked up her school case and handed it to her. "I'll see you Monday morning, Wendee."
" Yes, Sir…"
Dee opened her eyes, found her knuckles white on the steering wheel. Sickening excitement still gripped her but there was no time left to calm it. Billy was waiting.
Slipping out of the car, she negotiated the stairs unseen and arrived at his door exactly on time. The hallway was empty and the hood of her navy silk trench coat shadowed her face, but she was careful to knock quietly.
No response. She knocked louder, then after a minute, frowning, knocked again. Voices echoed up the stairwell and after frantically knocking a fourth time, she tried the doorknob. The door swung open at her hand and she ducked inside, shutting it behind her.
Then she looked around.



Chapter Seven


"So, Mrs Williams — "
"Dr Williams," Dee corrected out of habit, staring down at the blood-stained hands in her lap. It, the blood, was all over her — her face, her legs, her feet, her hair, and smeared all over her coat. On her lap, where she'd cradled his head, its warmth had seeped through to the bare skin beneath, matting her pubic hair and oozing down to mingle with the fluids of her previous arousal. The thin silk of the coat was stuck to her thighs, creating an uncomfortable sensation, and she forced her mind to concentrate on that.
"Right. Dr Williams," said the gravelly voiced detective standing beside Billy's bed. He was hugely obese, and her peripheral vision could detect other people — probably the ambulance officers, having to edge around him in the confines of the tiny dormitory room.
The detective was watching her, she could feel that, but she couldn't look at him. And she didn't want to listen. She wanted to snuggle down into Billy's bed and go to sleep, and never wake up. But she couldn't seem to move, so she remained still, propped against the thin pillows that had cradled Billy's head so many nights. And now, never would again.
"I need to ask you some questions," the detective said, a little more gently, "Are you up to it?"
Dee closed her eyes. The next thing she felt was his vast weight settling on to the end of the bed. The mattress rocked and a memory sparked inside her mind, but it was just as quickly blanketed by the layers of cotton wool that had emerged to protect her. "Dr Williams?"
"Yes."
"Your husband will be here in a moment to pick you up. Can you answer some questions first?"
"Yes," she said dully, not even able to dredge up some trepidation about the coming encounter with James.
The detective cleared his throat, his voice dropping into the impersonal tone Dee imagined they all used for routine questions.
"All right, Dr Williams. What time did you find the deceased?"
"Midnight."
"Exactly midnight?"
"Maybe a couple of seconds after."
"That's pretty precise. Was that coincidence, or was the deceased expecting you."
"He was," she answered, then found herself saying, "Would you mind not calling him 'the deceased'. His name was Billy. Billy McKenzie."
There had been no grief or remorse in her voice. Simply respect for the dead.
Dead.
Behind her closed eyes, she saw again the stream of blood that had flowed from his ensuite into the bedroom, soaking the beige carpet. She remembered standing with her back against the door she'd just burst through, not wanting to walk over and look in that small bathroom. But her feet had moved of their own accord.
There had been a horrible squelching as her shoe had pressed down on that blood-soaked carpet and then…
She opened her eyes to find her head had swivelled of its own accord to face that doorway, and the stain. It was so vivid, and yet so innocent. Like virgin's blood…
"I know his name, Dr Williams," the detective said softly, but his voice seemed to come from a long way away. She was lost — back at the moment she'd stood in that doorway. She didn't react to the detective’s gentle touch on her arm. Nor did she answer any more of his questions. Except one. Just before James led her away, the detective said, "I have to ask you this, Dr Williams. Did you kill him, or was it suicide?"
Dee looked up then. She said, "I killed Billy," but he didn't believe her and neither did James. No-one would believe her. Not that it mattered anymore. Nothing mattered anymore. Not even James' request for a divorce. His embarrassment over her 'indiscretion' and the scandal that surrounded her involvement in Billy's death left her unmoved. She was lost between worlds, unable to enter Billy's and rejected from James'. The idea of a world that contained only herself and the memory of what she'd done was too horrible to contemplate.
The withdrawal of funding for her research project came two days later, and at James suggestion she resigned her post at the University. Uncaring, she signed everything away, scribbling her name on the bottom of anything placed in front of her. Everything she'd worked her adult life for was gone within a week. All except the money.
James' old-world patriarchy had seen to it that every cent she'd ever earned had gone straight into her bank account. He'd been the provider in their marriage, and even at the end of their relationship he took perverse pride in the fact that thanks to him, she would be financially independent. He spoke much of her 'starting a new life', but Dee thought only of escape. The numbness was starting to wear off, and she knew one day soon her emotions would reactivate. An instinctive part of her demanded distance. She had to be far away from the scene of Billy's death before she tried to come to terms with it. Or it might engulf her.
Besides, the Gold Coast had never felt like home. It had always been James ' University she'd worked in, James ' house she'd lived in, James ' car she'd driven. The cumulative effect was claustrophobic. And so one achingly beautiful morning while the butterflies were dancing over her roses and James was out shopping, she'd left his house with only the clothes she wore and her handbag. A taxi had taken her to the airport where she'd boarded the first flight north, arriving at Cairns terminal to blinding midday heat and oppressive humidity.
She'd been dazed for a time, but the taxi driver who'd pounced on her had requested a destination, which in turn had forced her mind to function. Where? She had no idea. But the habit of luxury, fifteen years ingrained, came to the fore.
"Take me somewhere comfortable. Secluded."
The drivers choice turned out to be a private resort. The main hotel complex was huge and almost hedonistic in its appointments. Her bedroom was all soft whites with drifting voile curtains and a canopy over the bed — the bathroom, a dazzling combination of marble and gold. She purchased the clothes she needed from a boutique in the foyer downstairs, and discovered everything else she needed could be provided by room service.
Her days became a routine of breakfast, lunch and dinner in the downstairs Restaurant. Between meals she spent her time exercising in the gym, swimming in the Hotel pool or lying on her bed. Occasionally she'd sit on the balcony, but she preferred the privacy of her room.
One day she'd have to return 'the real world'. She knew that. But the knowledge was a fuzzy thing, hidden behind the other things she couldn't look at yet. She was marking time. One day blended into another and each day Billy's face faded a little more in her memory, as did the horror of that blood and the split-second of soul-destroying guilt she'd experienced before her automatic defences had shut it down.
Isolated from everyone she knew and any help she might have received, a lesser person might have cracked, or at least sought counselling, but Dee was a survivor. She'd learned long ago to rely on herself, and an inner knowing told her that even this wound would heal, given enough time. And solitude.
So she kept to herself, avoiding other guests and discouraging conversations with the staff who came to respect her need for privacy, leaving her free to dwell on her own thoughts.
Mostly they were about James, strangely enough. She found herself missing the intellectual conversations they used to have, the quiet camaraderie she'd 'deliberately and wantonly destroyed'.
What a pompous old fool he'd been in the end. So intent on saving face. At the time she'd been too shell-shocked to care, but as she slowly thawed, she couldn't help thinking about it. In those long afternoons lying on her bed, she wondered whether he'd really ever loved her. Or whether his 'successful' marriage to a 'successful' Astronomer had been nothing more than window-dressing on his already 'successful' life.
And did it make a difference, she'd asked herself one night as she'd lain in the darkness of her room trying to find sleep. Did it matter whether he'd loved her or not? If she'd felt loved at the time, surely that was the important thing, the belief of love. Better that than to have someone profess love and offer no show of it. At least James had acted as though he loved her, even if his motives in marrying her had been avaricious. It all came down to whether you wanted truth or happiness, she supposed.
In her experience, the two were mutually exclusive.
She'd rolled around for another half hour, feeling something just below the surface, some emotion struggling to come up. Something about James.
Then a memory-feeling came to her. The trip home that night. She remembered how James had laid a plastic sheet over her seat to keep the blood off it. And the nurse — an anonymous stranger he'd arranged to strip and bathe her — ostensibly to care for her, but what if he'd simply not wanted to touch her.
And touch — comfort, had been exactly what she'd needed. Despite her 'betrayal', she'd just been exposed to the sort of horrific scene that gave hardened policemen nightmares. She'd needed physical comforting and sympathy, yet all James had been able to do was worry about what his colleagues would think.
A abrupt violent anger towards him surged up inside her, and without thinking she dived out of bed and wrenched open the French doors, her fingers gripping the door handles tensely as the humid night air drifted over her nakedness.
She had to cool down.
But she wanted to throw things and scream and ring James and tell him what a bastard he was. Instead, she forced herself to stillness, her eyes clamped tightly shut.
That was the old life, and she had to let it go. It wasn't real anymore. But her anger was real, and it raged through her body as she stood tensely in that open doorway, unaware that an even more destructive anger boiled deep within her. A vicious anger directed solely at Billy.
It would take another young man to release it.



Chapter Eight


He was in the Restaurant every night, watching her, careful not to draw attention to himself. But Dee knew what was happening.
On her first day she'd requested a secluded corner table, a place where she could enjoy her meals away from prying eyes, and it had become her own. But this man, this… Roc, had invaded her privacy with his bold eyes and stirred up feelings she felt unready for. Who was he? Each evening he dined with a different companion. All women. Some young, some quite old — elegantly groomed or bordering on punk, dark-skinned, light, Asian. No pattern. That bothered her. That, and the fact that no-matter who he was with, whom he lavished his attention on, he always managed the odd moment to scorch Dee with his broodingly exotic eyes, and always in the moment she found her own eyes drawn to him.
Eventually she'd been curious enough to ask a waiter and hadn't been surprised to discover he was a Gigolo, a male prostitute. What had surprised her was that he'd been allowed to work out of such a stylish hotel. But as the waiter had so pragmatically pointed out, the addition of his 'service' had been in response to a perceived customer demand. There were many lonely women passing through their establishment. And after all, 'customer service' was the industry byword.
Whatever the justification, the distraction had come at a good time. She'd become bored with her solitary meals, and so in lieu of company, which she didn't want, she'd invented a game. Each night, she'd try and guess the age, roughly of the woman he would be escorting. If she was close she'd reward herself with permission to return his bold gaze. If not, she'd ignore him.
It proved entertaining, even titillating, until the night he didn't arrive. She waited, drawing out her after-dinner coffee and then ordering another, amazed by her acute disappointment. Obviously she'd become attached to the game. But not enough to ask the helpful waiter where Roc might be.
Finally, at eleven o'clock she left the restaurant, filled with an aloneness that was nothing like the comfortable solitude she'd been enjoying. This was an emotional emptiness she knew would keep her awake for hours.
In the foyer, she stared disconsolately out at the tropical gardens. Fairy-lit and misted with a light, humid rain it was a captured portion of paradise and for the first time since she'd arrived she wondered if Cairns had been a bad choice. Even in the artificial environment of the Resort there was enough raw beauty around her to make her ache with loss. Flowers literally blossomed before her eyes and the air pulsed with the fragrance of life. Birth, death, the cycle was too fast. It crowded in on her. Somewhere colder and more remote might have been better.
Behind her the elevator doors opened and she shelved her thoughts. The elevator operator in his smart hotel uniform was waiting patiently.
She nodded to him, and stepped inside — they all knew her floor — then was caught by her reflection in the mirrored back wall. The contrast between her plain white cocktail dress and the ornate uniform behind her was stark and she was touching her throat, wondering if she should have bought a necklace to wear with the dress when she saw Roc step in behind her.
The doors shut.
In the mirror, his reflected image returned her stare, but his eyes were appraising and showed none of her surprise. He leant against the side wall as the elevator began its ascent and she had the peculiar sensation that her stomach had been left behind.
"I see you watching me. In the Restaurant," he said, his accent as exotic as his burnished eyes. The liquid-black hair that was usually tied back, swam loosely around his exquisitely suited shoulders. Wide shoulders. Up close, he looked about twenty-five.
She could feel nervous tension creating a fist in her stomach, but for some reason she smiled at his reflection. "I suppose I was curious to know why you were watching me."
He smiled back, then leant past the elevator operator to push a button. The lift ground to a halt.
Dee flicked a glance at the uniformed back but it remained stiffly at attention. Roc removed his hand. The elevator was stalled mid-floor yet the operator had the look about him that no matter what occurred in his lift, he would remain staring at the doors. She glanced back at Roc's reflection. Did he 'service' his customers in the lift?
She turned slowly to face him but there was no fear in her. Nothing could happen that she didn't want.
"My name is Roc," he said slowly, and Dee tried to pinpoint the accent. He reminded her of a Siamese cat — a large, handsome Siamese cat, all fluid movement, even when he was still. "And you are…?" He tilted his head and the glossy hair slid off his shoulder. She could imagine how soft it would be.
"Wendee," she said, knowing he could find that out by asking anyone.
"Wendee," he repeated, not quite getting the inflection right. Dee found her smile widened at the attempt. So did his. Even the smiling was strange, she thought. Almost like a forgotten art, it had been so long. It made her feel… light.
"Tonight, Wendee," he said, still not getting it right, "I am alone."
"That must be a relief," she said dryly, liking the quick self-effacing smile her words provoked. Liking it a lot.
"But I don't want to be alone," he protested.
"Then, don't let me keep you." She flicked a pointed glance at the elevator control panel.
He frowned at that and the range of his facial expressions fascinated her. There was an otherness about him she'd have liked to explore, had her situation been different. But as matters stood, she wasn't about to complicate her life with the likes of Roc. Intriguing though he might be.
At least that was her thought.
"I don't like to be alone," he said, taking a step towards her. Dee felt the smile slide off her lips, but still she felt no fear. Only exhilaration. "But you, Wendee," he said, touching her arm with fingers that expected no resistance, "You like to be alone. You can teach me this."
Her eyelids fluttered as he moved in on her, pressing her against the wall, and she let him, breathing his breath, tasting its fragrance, staring at his lips.
"I think this is what you want," he said.
"Yes it is," she replied.
At that moment, the faint ping of the elevator door heralded it's opening. Somewhere during her absorption, either Roc or the perceptive elevator operator had continued the journey and deposited them on her floor.
Roc took her hand and led her out, neither of them glancing at their silent companion.
"Which room?" he asked, and Dee reached into her purse to retrieve the pass-key. He took it from her, then his hands were touching her very lightly, on her arms and fleetingly on the shoulders, but his eyes were what floated her down the hallway and inside her door. It shut behind them and Dee dropped her purse to the floor.
"One thousand dollars for the whole night," he said, and Dee didn't even flinch. There was no break in the continuum of their foreplay. She merely nodded, then he was slipping the straps of her dress down and kissing her shoulders, her throat, pressing her against the wall as his hands skimmed her body and she felt an kind of numbness, a suffusing glow that said, Yes, this is what I want.
Her arms hung limply at her sides as he pleasured her, doing all the right things, touching her exactly where she wanted, exactly when she needed. Her breasts rose and fell against his clever fingers as his mouth closed over hers.
Then he pressed his hips against her, and she snapped.
That hard erection against her belly — the knowledge that Roc could control it, that he wouldn't ejaculate prematurely, that he'd never kill himself over a woman, exploded inside her mind. Her hands came up and she pushed against his shoulders at the same time as she mashed her lips against his and began devouring his mouth. She wanted him and hated him in equal proportions, and his quick response only infuriated her further.
Grabbing her hands, he held them above her head as he returned her violent kiss, and the more she struggled, the rougher he became, his hands groping her breasts, pushing up between her legs to squeeze her pubis, then hooking into the side of her panties to tear them off.
Dee was going wild, her mind filling with static. She fought harder, her arms aching above her head, her teeth bared. Then he tore down the front of her dress and she fell on him, clutching his shoulders as he pressed her against the wall and entered her. He was kissing her, pounding into her and she thrust her hands into his silky hair, holding his head still as she kissed him back. Kissing and kissing, and the sensations were building and she was so angry…
And then it burst over her and she screamed, " No, " over and over as each wave hit her, subsiding into whimpers as the aftershocks racked her shuddering body.
Roc held her gently against his chest until she went limp, then he discarded the shreds of her dress and carried her to her bed.
Dee lay in it, exhausted, panting, staring up at him as he brushed the sweaty hair back from her forehead.
"Wild woman. Now I see why you are alone. You think you will frighten men off with your strong lovemaking," he said, smiling to show her he wasn't. Then he tilted his head and searched her eyes. "Or perhaps a man has hurt you, and you are the frightened one. Is that why you have no lover? Did he rape you?"
Dee shook her head wordlessly. He was way off, and she had neither the energy nor the inclination to correct him.
"Then you just like it rough, and you come to me knowing I will do as you ask. I can understand that."
Dee could have pointed out that he'd actually come to her, but she didn't. Let him amuse himself with his amateur psychoanalysis. Her thoughts were already turning away from him towards the past.
Her emotional violence was spent for the moment, but in its place lay a deep, festering anger — at Billy. If he hadn't come to her with his adolescent crush, she'd never have become 'the stupid girl with her brains between her legs' again.
But she had, making herself vulnerable to Billy in a way she'd sworn never to again. Then, instead of the exciting affair she'd anticipated, Billy had rejected her in the most devastating way possible. She could rationalise all she liked, and cloud the issue with guilt over his death, but Billy's actions had shown her clearly that he'd rather die than make love to her.
"You sleep now," Roc said, "I'll be here when you wake."
She closed her eyes, shutting out the vision of what she'd been reduced to. Paying for sex.
Perhaps out of some inner survival reflex she did fall into a deep slumber. But she awoke a couple of hours later to find Roc sprawled on the lounge watching in-house movies, an opened bottle of champagne at his side.
His jacket had been discarded and he looked deliciously abandoned with his shirt open and a half-smile playing about his lips. He laughed softly at something on the television, his stomach moving the hand that rested over it and again she was reminded of a cat, the way his soft, inky hair fell back from his face, the elongated golden eyes and limbs that looked graceful even when sprawled.
It came to her then that he was nothing more than a sleek, well-fed tom who'd marked out his territory and lived by prowling through it, targeting any female he perceived to be on heat. And she could see he had an instinct for it, an innate ability to sniff out sexual frustration, even when the female herself was unaware of it. As she had been.
For a moment, the self doubts that had crowded in on her in the seconds before she'd found sleep, returned. Roc was only there because she was paying him. He cared nothing about her personally, and why should he? He probably had a nubile young girlfriend somewhere that he enjoyed making love to. Dee was just a job.
She stood in the shadowed doorway watching him, thinking she should slip back into her room and find a wrap to cover her nakedness. Then a belligerent thought possessed her. Why should she? She had a good body for her age. And why should she care whether Roc had a personal interest in her? She was the paying customer, and he was merely providing a service. A service she could feel the need for building in her loins. She had been long without a man before Roc, and she'd paid for the whole night. Why not use it.
She stepped out of the shadows and walked over to the lounge.
He saw her and smiled, tilting his head to gaze at her nakedness, but she was staring at his body, wanting to taste it, to explore it, to manipulate it. There was no room for nervousness in her.
"You are very beautiful after sleep," he said, "soft and mussed. And your lips bruised." He even sounded convincing.
She nodded, coming to stand over him.
"You make me hard," he said, and they both looked down at the front of his pants where the stiffening penis was clearly outlined. Still stretched out, he reached for the champagne and poured her a glass. "I don't see you drink in the Restaurant, but maybe tonight…?" He held the glass out to her.
"I don't fuck in the Restaurant either," she said calmly and downed the glass, holding it out for a refill.
"You are thirsty," Roc commented, eying her speculatively as she gulped down that drink as well, "and hungry?"
They stared at each other for a moment in silent communication. Then she put down the glass and crawled over him on the lounge — poised above him in the masculine position. "Now I'm going to rape you," she said.
Roc looked up at her through slitted eyes. "I am ready."
"Then we'll talk weekly rates."



Chapter Nine


"Dear heaven," Dee breathed, lolling against the body she’d become intimately familiar with in the fortnight of their association. "I'm in stud heaven."
"You like it? Better than the other clubs?" Roc asked smugly, his arm draped over her bare shoulders, his blunt fingers caressing her exposed cleavage. "I have friends here. This is where I began my business."
Dee ignored the mournful blues drifting from one corner as she inspected the elegant piano bar. There were few women, and most of them looked like money. The men looked like sex.
"Are you telling me all this is for sale?" she whispered, openly leering at a couple of sailor boys leaning against the bar.
Roc laughed and squeezed her closer. "Most of it, but remember, you're here with me."
"For now," she replied, her haughty expression fading into a pout as he burst out laughing.
"I love you drunk," he said, kissing her softly.
"So do I," she confided. Then she kissed him back, knowing her lips were lush and red and irresistible tonight. In fact, everything about her was irresistible. Either that or she was very drunk. "Let's do it here," she whispered against his lips. "You must know some dark corner."
"You just want to get me in trouble," he whispered back, and kissed her again, hard, as though to satisfy her with that. "I know the owner, If he caught us, he'd kill me."
But Dee wasn't satisfied with the kiss. She wanted danger, excitement, sex. It was a drug and she craved a fix. She eased back from Roc and patted his chest. "Don't worry about that," she said. "There are plenty of live specimens about. I'd survive."
He laughed then, the dramatic lines vanishing as his chameleon face transformed into a picture of wry disbelief. "Now you are you trying to make me, jealous?"
The word hung between them like a challenge, and despite her alcohol induced fog, Dee felt the sensual throb start deep between her thighs. An idea formed hazily in her mind.
She slid backwards out of his grasp, teasing him with her eyes before executing a remarkably coordinated turn. Then, head held high she sashayed towards bar, concentrating on keeping her heels from buckling under her.
After a quick appraisal of the talent, she slid on to the stool beside a bronzed thirty-something with bleached dreadlocks and an expensive suit. Pausing for a moment to still her dizziness she composed a creamy smile which she aimed at him with all the subtlety of a stun-gun.
"Drink?" he inquired.
Dee sighed. It was too easy.
"An orgasm," she decided. "If I can get one here."
He didn't reply immediately, and Dee was left to wonder if he was incredibly stupid, or whether her sledge-hammer approach had put him off.
Roc was close, leaning against the wall watching her and although he didn't look particularly jealous, he was frowning. She didn't want to strike out.
"It's a cock-tail," she added as clarification. Then surprised by her unwitting double entendre, she burst out laughing.
Her prey wasn't put off in the slightest. In fact, when she'd stopped gurgling she discovered he was leaning closer, resting an elbow on the bar. Definitely interested.
Dee tried to copy his posture but it was too complicated and she ended up with one slender arm sprawled across the bar, and the cleavage precariously confined in her black velvet sheath ready to burst out.
"Cock tail," she repeated solemnly.
"I guess they are," he replied, his gaze slowly travelling from the crest of one escaping nipple to her unfocused eyes.
"But does the dog wag it," she asked, poking him in the chest with a forefinger for emphasis, "or does it wag the dog?"
"Have you ever tried cocaine?"
Dee blinked and dropped her hand, leaving it where it landed on the top of his thigh as she framed a reply. For some reason it took a long time.
"No."
"It's better than sex."
Better than sex? Dee's gaze wandered to where she'd left Roc. He was gone.
"Better than sex." She repeated the words dully as she waited for inspiration. She had no idea what she'd do.
The room was seriously starting to spin. Her hand slipped on her quarry's thigh and she frowned up at him. Why she was wasting her time with this…
"Or perhaps you'd like both," he offered belatedly as she slid off the stool. But she was staring at his crotch, still frowning.
"Why would I want limp spaghetti," she gestured vaguely at his lap, "when I've got salami… around here somewhere." Her blurred gaze wavered erratically as she searched the smoky bar. Roc was nowhere to be seen.
Instantly forgetting dreadlocks, she turned on her heel and set off to find Roc, but the quick movement unsettled her equilibrium and after only a couple of steps her heel buckled and she was flung against an unseasonably heavy overcoat, an overcoat with a lean hard body inside it, and about which clung the scent of night — not musty, but cool and deep.
"Very impressive," its occupant said, before she was hauled back and held by someone behind her.
"Gently, Mr Black," came the voice from the overcoat.
She struggled, trying to free her arms, but only managing to liberate her breasts, then she was too drunk to realise what had happened. Long elegant fingers emerged from the overcoat pockets to grasp the front of her dress and she stilled. To Dee, the background drone of music seemed to fade, and as she watched through tumbled-down hair, he pulled her bodice up into place, inadvertently trailing the backs of those fingers over her nipples.
Slowly, as though it was attached to strings, she raised her head.
Her first thought on seeing the beautiful bone structure and connecting it to the deep commanding voice, was that she'd fallen onto a visiting European Prince. There was a courtliness about him, an old-world quality to his bearing that immediately distinguished him from the other patrons. His face was that of a young man's, possibly no older than Roc, but his air of authority enveloped her like a force field.
No, a tractor beam.
"Good evening, Wendee. My name is Pietre DeMartande," he said, his pronunciation perfect and completely accentless. His pale green eyes were strangely reptilian and she couldn't seem to look away from them.
"Mr Black?" he said softly, and the man behind her released her arms. They fell listlessly to her sides. Her drunken stupor was rapidly evaporating and in its place came a new intoxication. This… Pietre DeMartande was like no man she'd ever met. Behind those cold assessing eyes was an intelligence to rival her own and a lack of pretence that cut straight to her soul. No-one controlled this man.
Her head cleared a little more. "You know my name."
"We have a mutual acquaintance." His gaze drifted to her side and she found herself expecting the slow shutter of a nictitating membrane. They were the strangest eyes.
"Wendee?" She became conscious of Roc beside her, pulling on her arm and she turned to him, reluctantly.
"Give us five minutes, DeMartande," Roc said over her shoulder as he led her to a quiet corner of the bar. When he had her alone, he gripped her shoulders firmly. "I want you to go with him."
"But…" Walking had stirred up the alcohol in her system and she took a moment to let the vertigo subside. "Why?"
His expression was almost pitying. "I don't like to let a paying customer go, but you're wilder than I'd thought. I can't give you what you want."
"You don't know what I want." What the hell’s going on?
"DeMartande will know."
She thought about that for a second. "You're passing me on to him." Was this some sort of professional etiquette? "He doesn't look like a — "
"He's not." Roc seemed edgy. "There’s no money involved. He's just… He's an explorer, like you."
She shook her head. What was he talking about?
"It has been good for me, Wendee, but now…" he shrugged eloquently. "Go with DeMartande. I know him. You won't be hurt. He'll take care of you."
"He'll take care of me," she echoed softly, turning to meet DeMartande's watchful gaze. There was nothing in his bland expression to influence her, but in that contact she experienced a thrill of anticipation unlike anything she'd ever known. Easing away from Roc, she stared into those ice-green eyes, feeling fear and challenge and… submission. In Pietre DeMartande she saw the seeds of her own downfall and like a lemming on a cliff, she jumped.

"Hello, Wendee," a deep voice whispered next to her ear, but Dee found she didn't want to stir. She was warm and comfortable. "Open your eyes," the voice coaxed. "We know you're awake."
We? Dee stretched, feeling the softness of some kind of fur brushing her skin — her naked skin? Her eyelashes fluttered open, and when she could focus she found six pairs of masculine eyes staring back at her. Behind them, firelight flickered on a cave wall.
She wet her lips. "Where am I?"
"Never Land."
"Never… land." She blinked, a couple of times. "Who are you?"
"We're your Lost Boys, Wendee."



Chapter Ten


"Lost Boys?" Dee closed her eyes weakly, wondering if she was hallucinating. She'd been injected with something in Pietre's limousine and had lost consciousness in seconds. Could the drug have be influencing her perception?
"Come out, Wendee."
Her fur covering started to move and she came wide awake instantly. Clutching it against her chest, she slithered backwards on the wide sleeping platform until her back was hard against a rock wall.
They'd have to climb on to the platform to get her now, which they might easily do, but it gave her the illusion of safety and a moment to gather her wits. She scanned their faces, quickly, looking for clues to their intent.
Then more slowly, her gaze explored the breathtaking amount of taut muscular flesh their brief loin cloths revealed. They were all young, late teens to early twenties she guessed — and all, without exception, drop-dead gorgeous.
Her fear slowly dissipated as she stared open-mouthed from one to another. The sensation of lightheadedness she'd felt on waking returned.
The tallest spoke, and she realised he'd been the one addressing her in the faint French accent. "I am Xavion, leader of the Lost Boys," he said.
She nodded automatically. The proud tilt of his chin and the confidence in his voice marked him as a man who was used to being obeyed. Even his dark, short cropped hair added to the military air, but the whole was contradicted by a pair of bottomless blue eyes that oozed sensitivity. Was he also a poet, this warrior? His soul seemed to stare out at her from those eyes.
She couldn't imagine him as a rich woman's plaything like Roc. He looked too imperious for such a life. And what of the others? Where had DeMartande found these perfect specimens of masculinity? Were they explorers too? What had they been told about her?
Her brain flicked from one question to the next with startling clarity, and after a moment she realised she didn't feel any of the fuzziness she'd come to associate with the inebri-arousal of the previous few weeks.
Her obsessive sexuality, like that of an animal on heat, was still there. But it was diffuse now, an aura around her rather than the searchlight beam it had been, aimed at Roc.
This was clearly the little adventure Pietre had promised — his last words before she'd felt the slight sting in her arm. There'd been no time then to ask questions, Pietre had taken the initiative and in her drunken stupor she'd probably led him to believe this… smorgasbord was what she wanted.
An adventure. Six young men watching her every movement. Still, she sensed no menace in them, just curiosity and… eagerness, as though they were impatient to get on with it.
But what exactly did Pietre's adventure entail?
Her sex-fest with Roc had been bad enough, but this — six men all to herself. It was pure hedonism. How could she control it?
Did she want to?
Excitement swirled in her stomach and she had trouble focusing the logical side of her brain. Her body wanted to take over. She licked her dry lips and six pairs of eyes followed the movement.
She knew she should say something to break the tension between them but the silence heightened her sense of unreality and fuelled her lust.
Finally Xavion spoke. "Do you know why you're here?"
She knew, but was curious to see if they did. She shook her head.
"Peter brought you to see to our needs," Xavion said. "We have been long without a woman's grace and have become rough and uncivilised. He said you would… tame us." And the look in his eyes conveyed clearly that table manners wasn't what he meant.
Dee found she was breathing heavily and tried to concentrate her thoughts. What were the dangers?
But she couldn't focus inwards, she was all external, feeling the soft fur against her skin and scenting the fire and pheromones that surrounded her.
"I… have to think." She forced herself, closing her eyes to block sensory input, but it was hard. Where am I? and Can I leave when I want? were the most pressing questions.
She tried not to dwell on the fact that no-one apart from Roc knew where she was. If he knew. He'd said she would be safe with DeMartande, but what did safe mean — free will, self-determination, or just lack of pain?
It all came down to one basic question. Was this fantasy — this 'Never Land' scenario on her terms or DeMartande's?
She looked at Xavion. "Where is… Peter?"
"Dealing with the pirates, but you need not trouble yourself with that, Wendee. We will protect you here."
Protect? Or confine?
She looked at them again, carefully, but could see no hint of malicious intent. One of them, a stocky blond, had a knife at his hip but she felt no threat from it. They just looked like… Lost Boys waiting for their Wendee to tame them — a deliciously seductive thought.
As she pondered it, her attention settled on a lean boy who appeared to be the youngest of the troop. He was trying unsuccessfully to look at her, but every time his gaze slid across the rug it would touch on her bare arm or throat and he would glance away.
Dee became fascinated by his shyness, and forgetting her immediate problems, she watched him patiently. After a moment he must have sensed her attention and his cautious eyes finally meshed with hers, and widened.
In that instant desire stabbed her. He was beautiful, like a graceful dancer, and the vulnerability of his eyes drew her in until she thought she'd drown in them. Any element of risk seemed unimportant when compared to his allure. Age, circumstance — nothing mattered. She felt a sudden sexual infatuation as reckless as any teenager's, and yet she was filled with a woman's complicated desires.
The Lost Boys had desires too, she could see it in their eyes, even this youngest one. They needed her.
She knew then that she'd stay.
With Roc she'd been drunk and full of misplaced lust, not really knowing what she'd wanted — out of control. Now she was sober, and although being surrounded by so much hard-muscled masculinity had disorientated her body, her mind was clear.
She took a deep breath and shifted her gaze to address Xavion. "Then if you want me to, I will…" be your Wendee? "…stay," she finished awkwardly.
Xavion nodded, as though there could be no other outcome, but by making the choice herself she gained the illusion of control.
He gesture towards the fire. "Then let us eat, Wendee."
To Dee, her mind lasciviously dwelling on what was to come, the two words, eat Wendee, were a crude invitation. Her lips parted on a soft gasp that caused most of them to smile, and the dark haired pair who were obviously twins, to laugh. Her young admirer glanced away, blushing.
"We have fish and turtle, with papaya and coconut," Xavion said, "Come, Wendee."
She hesitated. "Where are my clothes?"
"You had none." He frowned, then added. "Don't be modest with us, Wendee. We were bored with waiting for you to wake, and curiosity drove us to explore your beauty in great detail. We know the hollow at the base of your throat, the curve of your high breasts, the silky down that guards your secret places. We know that even in sleep your body responds to a man's touch."
Dee swallowed tightly, her eyes locked with Xavion's. It was beginning already. She felt warmth uncoil within her but she strove to keep her surging emotions off her face. She mustn't let them know she was frightened by anything they might do. The spectre of having control taken away from her still lurked in her consciousness.
"We can make clothes for you," Xavion added, "but it will take time." He watched her patiently, but she could see the others were becoming restless.
It's only a fantasy, she reminded herself. Just be their Wendee. "No. It's all right." She pushed the fur away from her body and crept across the platform.
The Lost Boys moved back to make room for her as she slid to the floor, then there was a moment where they all stood in a semi-circle around her. None of them were looking at her face.
Another spasm of anxiety gripped her then, but she remembered Roc had been a stranger and she'd stood naked in his presence. There were six men now instead of one, but the principle was the same. Simple mathematics.
She pulled her shoulders back and stood tall, trying not to feel like an exhibit.
Xavion gestured again towards the fire. "Come," he said and touched her arm, only a slight contact but anticipation had made her hypersensitive and she felt tingles run up to her shoulder. She shivered, then tried to get a grip on herself. She must be assertive, confident.
"Before we eat you must introduce yourselves," she instructed as she followed them across the rough-hewn room, but with every step her breasts jiggled and her buttocks swayed, and she felt the eyes of the Lost Boys upon her.
By the time she'd reached the fire, her deliberate exhibitionism had aroused her terribly, and she wondered if professional strippers felt this sense of their own power over those who watched. In this cave at this moment in time, these young men were captive to her sexuality, and perhaps if she was bold enough, even to her whims. It was a boggling thought, and as it came, her nervousness fled.
She stood staring into the fire, allowing the atavistic heat to inflame her skin as her carnal thoughts had inflamed her body. The smell of their cooking permeated the cave and as the men ranged themselves around the fire she felt a sense of pre-history, as though this was the way it had been in times past. The elemental combination of food, fire, bare flesh and sexual desires. She looked across and met Xavion's knowing eyes. He had sunk on to a hide and now patted a spot beside himself for her to sit.
As leader of the group he would have the most rights. Would he use those rights to take her first? She shivered with anticipation as she stepped around the fire to take her place at his side, first kneeling, then sitting back on her haunches, not quite ready to expose herself by sitting cross-legged.
The Lost Boys were watching expectantly, but Xavion was busying himself retrieving leaf parcels from the coals. He unwrapped them to reveal two succulent pieces of fish and another pile of meat she assumed was the turtle.
"Christophe," he said brusquely, and the lean boy who's eyes had touched her so deeply, rose. "The fruit," Xavion ordered, and Dee watched Christophe flick her an unhappy glance before he turned to obey. He disappeared into the depths of the cave, then reappeared carrying a large rough-clay bowl containing papayas and coconuts, just as Xavion had promised.
He stood uncertainly across the fire from them before Xavion gestured for him to bring them around.
"Thank you, Christophe," Dee said as he laid the bowl in front of her, but he wouldn't meet her eyes, returning to his position across the fire where he sat with head downcast.
He was a beautiful boy, and the sadder he seemed, the more attractive he was to her. She didn't understand why, but it was so.
"These two," Xavion pointed at the twins, "are Tony and Nick. They're puppies. Harmless. But if they bother you, tell me," he instructed.
She nodded to them and they both smiled, or rather smirked at her. They didn't look like puppies to Dee. More like Greek gods, but with the sultry arrogance of born studs.
They were also confident enough in themselves not to be hurt by Xavion's remarks, and as they smiled at him in turn she could see there was a certain irreverence in their expressions. Yes, perhaps they'd be playful lovers.
"Mack," Xavion introduced the stocky blond, and he stood, nodding his head sharply in her direction before resuming his seat. "Norwegian. Doesn't speak English, but good with a knife," Xavion pointed out needlessly. Dee could see the piece of wood Mack was whittling although she couldn't tell by the shape what it was. She felt it unfortunate that she wouldn't be able to communicate with Mack. She sensed an underlying brutality in him, not aimed towards herself — but at life in general. It disturbed her, but she felt confident in Xavion's protection. He was so obviously in command.
"And last, is Josh."
Xavion's voice had taken an odd note, as though he were sharing a private treasure. Dee gazed across the fire at the man Xavion was introducing and was surprised that she hadn't noticed him earlier.
His physique was body-builder perfect, and with long curly black hair and a chiselled chin, he was easily the handsomest of the group. But not the most attractive, she decided, and it took her a moment to realise why.
She wasn't drawn to him sexually.
There was something in his eyes, or his smile that was vaguely feminine. The thought crossed her mind that he could be homosexual.
She turned to Xavion questioningly, but he was frowning. Dee followed his gaze and was disturbed to find Christophe still staring at the ground. His eyes were shielded by his long, dark fringe but his mouth was visible and it was set in a mutinous line.
"Problem, Christophe?" Xavion asked, echoing her own thought.
"No, Xavion," Christophe replied quickly, keeping his head down.
"Stand up and look at me, boy," Xavion ordered.
Christophe reluctantly stood and looked across the fire. "Now look at her," Xavion ordered, and Christophe obeyed, the naked emotion in his eyes burning Dee where she sat.
She didn't know whether it was shame, embarrassment or fear he was experiencing, but the combination of that lean, hungry body and those vulnerable eyes awoke every response in her body. Her nipples tightened with the desire to have him.
"I think Christophe has a crush on you, Wendee," Xavion said softly, and Dee watched in agony as the boy blushed, not game to tear his eyes away from hers for fear of retribution from Xavion. "He'd like to touch you. Wouldn't you, Christophe?"
Christophe swallowed, hard, his expression becoming even more tortured.
"Wouldn't you, Christophe?" Xavion repeated warningly.
"Yes," Christophe breathed and Dee felt her thighs clench. The heat from the fire was making her skin burn and she longed for someone to touch her. For Christophe to touch her.
It was Xavion that did.
Without warning, he pushed her down on the rug and slid his body between her unresisting thighs. She'd wanted this, her body was aching for it, but she couldn't help casting a frightened glance across at the others who'd stood and were watching avidly.
Poised over her, Xavion said, "Don't look at them, look at me," then he slid into her, filling her so completely she gasped, and her eyes, staring into Xavion's, widened appreciatively.
She should have been ashamed, or at least self-conscious with so many eyes watching her, but if the fantasy was to become real, Xavion had to do this. It was the leader's right to stake claim on his property. And in Xavion's tribe, she was his property.
Staring up into his eyes she matched his rhythm, bucking against his downward stroke and feeling a delicious stab of pleasure each time his thick pubic hair slammed into hers.
He supported himself on his hands, holding his upper body high, denying her the stimulation of flesh against flesh. Her nipples contracted into little storehouses of pleasure, awaiting only a touch to release it through her body. But there was no touch, only the air vibrating between their bodies.
Xavion was all warrior then, taking his pleasure with no care of hers and yet she could see poetry in his eyes, the way they transformed her into an object of beauty. It didn't matter that he didn't touch her breasts, his reverent gaze made them untouchable, too perfect to be desecrated with the huddlings of sex. It was a disorientating contrast, this careless manipulation of her genitals while all the time those soul-deep eyes looked on her as though she were a goddess.
Then his jaw clenched and she could tell he was close to his climax. She was panting, squirming beneath him, forcing herself not to reach up to him, to run her hands over his hard chest and clutch at his shoulders. Her fingers curled into fists at her sides as he accelerated the pace, and the movement of her restless hips created a friction that brought her close to her own orgasm.
He lowered his head and said against her lips, "Kiss me."
So she did, her hands coming up to push into his spiky hair and cup his skull as she plunged her tongue into his mouth. His thrusts became harder and Dee writhed beneath him, bucking against his hips and making love to his mouth with her thrusting tongue.
Then he broke away from her lips and reared high above her, connected only at the hips where his piston-like lunges penetrating her deeply. Dee was in a frenzy, her hands clenching into fists again as the waves of sensations built inside her — and then they were crashing over her. Her head fell back and she trembled as the flood spread outwards, encompassing and exploding inside her breasts as well. And Xavion was still pounding into her, prolonging the spasm, creating a depth to the pleasure that forced a moan past her lips.
Suddenly, he stopped and hung silent above her, but she could feel the tiny tremors in his body through her cradling thighs and feel the unmistakable warmth of his seed flooding her contracting sheath. And she accepted it without fear. The dangers of the real world were not to be carried over here. This was a place out of her time and there was a rightness in Xavion's offering to her body that was tied in with the primitive surroundings. It could be no other way.
Her eyes were closed weakly as Xavion disengaged himself from her, and she lay gasping for breath, oblivious for a moment to their observers. Then she heard Xavion's voice.
"That's why you cannot touch her, Christophe."
Her eyes snapped open in time to see Christophe turn. She watched him walk slowly from the room. Even in defeat he was attractive to her, and she marvelled at the perfect curve of his hip, clearly visible at the side of his brief loin-cloth. His long muscular legs moved with unconscious grace and she felt the stirrings of arousal again, surprised her body could be awakened so soon after it had been sated.
"Wendee?"
She raised languorous eyes to meet Xavion's, then accepted his outstretched hand to lever herself upright. She had no qualms about sitting cross-legged now, and as the fluid evidence of Xavion's pleasure seeped from between her thighs she smiled to herself.
"Eat," Xavion invited, passing her one of the cooled fish parcels. "We must keep up your strength."
She looked across as the twins, Tony and Nick, snickered.
They'd resumed their positions before the fire, and stilled as Xavion shot them a quelling glance. Mack had gone back to whittling and seemed totally unmoved by the entire performance, but Josh was watching her. He was lounging on his side, and his strange smile hinted at shared experiences — the sort of smile two women give each other in a supermarket queue when their children are misbehaving.
Dee frowned. Was this an experience Josh knew? The ambiguity of his sexual orientation worried her. She thought she had a fix on the others, but what would be expected of her with Josh? His gaze had dropped to encompass her breasts, then slid lower to her moist pubis. Was he jealous? She couldn't tell.
"Eat, and I will show you our stream," Xavion said, dragging her attention back. "You can bathe and then sleep again."
Dee realised she was tired and didn't understand why, but the prospect of seeing outside the cave kept her alert as they ate.
With the meal finished, Xavion took her hand and led her through the same doorway Christophe had used. She found herself in a smaller cavern, about ten metres across, but in this room the subterranean stillness was broken not by the crackling of a fire, but by the sound of splashing.
"A waterfall," she breathed. Sparkling liquid erupt from head-high on the wall to cascade into a sunken pool and exit noisily through a hole in the cavern wall. Flickering torches attached to the rock walls lent the water a rosy glow, and as she stepped past the quietly watchful Christophe to crouch and dip her hand into its coolness, the bubbles danced around her fingers like pink champagne.
It was magical, but she couldn't help a small pang of disappointment. She'd hoped to see the outside world.
"Christophe will guard over you here," Xavion said, casting the boy an imperious glance. "Then he will return you to your bed. Safely," he added with enough emphasis to make Christophe blush and edge from one foot to the other. Xavion left them.
Dee sat on the edge of the pool for a moment, playing with the water, not sure how to relate to Christophe. She didn't want to encourage him, as she was sure Xavion would be merciless if the boy defied his authority. But he was staring at his feet and she felt obliged to do something to set him at ease.
Perhaps her nudity embarrassed him? She slid into the waist deep water and it swirled around her body, the myriad tiny bubbles stimulating the sensitive areas Xavion had tenderised. The soft tickling was inordinately erotic and the aphrodisiac sensation Christophe's vulnerability evoked in her created a restlessness she knew would be dangerous. If she couldn't dampen her desires she might cause him more pain than he was already suffering. She couldn't bear that. Not after…
Staring down into the frothing water, Dee felt her body go still. Her mind was completely blank. After…
It was a closed door, she couldn't remember — and didn't want to. Not in this place, not at this time. That had been another life, but it was gone. In this world, Pietre was God, and he'd reincarnated her here, into this tribe. That was all she needed to know. No future. No past. Just the now.
She looked up at Christophe, and was reminded of the problem at hand. To set him at ease. She decided to ask him a question she was sure would take both their minds off sex.
"Christophe?"
He looked at her through strands of fringe and bit his lip. Just like… There was a moment of memory-spasm, an instant of deja vu, but no pain, no faces to haunt her. The moment passed and then there was only Christophe and she felt the swirl of arousal grip her stomach. He was so beautiful.
She forced herself to go on. "Where is the toilet?"
He blinked, jolted by her question, as she'd hoped he would be. After a moment, he stepped forward and pointed down into the stream. It wasn't the answer she'd expected.
"But isn't it reticulated?" Pietre must have built this place, or at least borrowed it. Surely he didn't expect her to bathe in water that contained effluent.
Christophe was frowning. "It goes out." He pointed to the hole in the rock wall where the water exited.
"I see that," she agreed patiently, "but does it come back?" and she raised a dripping arm to gesture at the water erupting from the wall.
"Water runs down, not up." The look he gave her made it obvious what he thought of her mental capabilities, and for a moment Dee felt cast adrift. Christophe was certainly acting in character. Was she really in Never Land? Perhaps she was lying somewhere lost in a drug induced dream.
She skimmed her hands through the water. It felt real, but how could she be sure? She had no experience with drugs.
She looked at Christophe. "Are you real," she asked seriously. Perhaps he was a composite fantasy of every sexually defenceless young man she'd ever met.
Standing above her, Christophe had gone very still. "Are you?"
He was looking at her as though he expected her to vanish at any moment — as though she was a water sprite he'd found and didn't want to frighten.
On impulse she slipped under the surface, listening to the eerie underwater sounds of the cavern. The timelessness was lulling, but the need to breathe, to be, brought her back up.
She stood before him, head up with water pouring down her body, slicking her dark hair down her back and coursing over her breasts. Her eyelashes were heavy and clumped together, giving her a completely different perspective on the cave, on Christophe. He looked blurry, stunned. She wondered how she appeared to him. Was she a mermaid? There were mermaids in Never Land, she was sure. Perhaps she'd transformed while she'd been beneath the surface.
"I think I'm dreaming," she said, her hands rising through the water to slide up her belly and cup the undersides of her breasts. Her skin was alive with the movement of the water, tingling in a way she'd never experienced before. But it was more than the water, and it was tied in with Christophe. She stared at him, letting her eyes taste the lithe perfection of his form and feed on his wide-eyed apprehension. Finally she said, "You're too beautiful to be real."
"No… it's you…" Christophe said, stumbling backwards.
Dee stepped out of the pool and followed his retreat, suddenly convinced she was in a dream. She would have him. "What about me, Christophe?"
"You're the b-beautiful one," he stammered, then abruptly came to a halt as his back met the wall.
Dee stopped in front of him, a hand's-breadth away. He was actually trembling, and she felt a wave of tenderness come over her. He turned his head away shyly as she leant in to breathe his scent, her lips brushing the sensitive skin behind his ear. Then she sniffed a little higher against his tousled hair.
"You smell of innocence and mystery to me, Christophe, you with your pale skin and your black, black hair." She paused, listening to the sound of his irregular breathing. "You're a gypsy boy, and you've stolen my heart," she whispered, pulling back a little. At that moment, she believed her words to be true.
Slowly he turned his head back. "Are you teasing me?" There was such anguish in his eyes that Dee reached out instinctively, placing her palms flat on his quivering chest. His heart pounded wildly inside.
"Kiss me, Christophe."
His eyes widened in terror.
"Just one kiss," she coaxed, leaning in again to brush her lips against his. He was so tender, she could almost taste his sweetness, and the way he trembled against her hands like a frightened creature melted her insides. It would be so good with him, so slow and erotic.
"Just… one… kiss," she whispered and then they were, his lips moving softly against hers as her fingertips gently caressed his chest. His soft groan vibrated their closed lips. She wanted him to open to her, to let her delve into the sweetness within, but he was like a virgin to her and she knew she must be tender, patient.
Her hands drifted up to caress his shoulders, to glide over his neck and tangle in his hair. She wondered if she dared press her body against him. He was making soft, inarticulate noises in his throat as she pursued the kiss, gliding the tip of her tongue along the crease where his lips met and then tilting her head sideways to lick softly across them.
"Kiss me, Christophe," she whispered, "Pretend that you love me."
He groaned in earnest then, his hands rising uncertainly to touch her dripping hair. Dee took the opportunity to press her damp body against him, pinning him to the wall, thrilling to the hard bulge that pressed against her belly.
"Kiss me," she demanded — and he did. His lips parted and his tongue slid softly across hers. The taste of him, the delicacy with which he explored her mouth and the tentative way he touched her face were exquisite.
She felt enraptured, as though the sensations would build over hours, not needing to rush, until eventually she'd orgasm from the pleasure of his kiss. She'd never experienced this innocence, or if she had as a young girl, she'd never appreciated its sensuality.
He pulled back for a moment, dazed, staring into her eyes with such wonder. "I never — " then his eyes flicked sideways at something over her shoulder.
" Christophe?" She heard from behind her.
He gasped, pushing her away. "Xavion!"



Chapter Eleven


Dee stiffened as an arm came around her waist and pulled her back. The dream illusion was instantly shattered. Cold rock under her feet and Xavion's hard arm were indisputably real. He spoke close to her ear. "You've made it very difficult for Christophe to obey me."
"I'm sorry." She tried to stay calm but the naked terror in Christophe's eyes was contagious. "It's my fault, Xavion," she said. No matter what the punishment was, it would be better to accept it herself than to watch Christophe suffer. "I made him do it," she added, and was surprised by Xavion's soft laugh.
"That's precisely your purpose here, Wendee," he said as his hand slid down from her waist to cup her pubic mound lightly. Then he squeezed, and her body shivered with the desire her flirtatiousness had stirred. Christophe shut his eyes. "You must pursue your nature," Xavion went on calmly, "but Christophe must follow orders, regardless of provocation. Isn't that right, Christophe?"
"Yes, Xavion." Christophe kept his eyes closed and Dee could see his Adams apple bob as he swallowed hard.
"So. To the punishment," Xavion said, and Dee wondered frantically what it might be. Xavion's erection was pressing against the cleft of her buttocks and she wondered if he'd take her again, to humiliate the boy. Christophe's kisses had aroused her incredibly and despite her tenderness for the boy, she almost wished Xavion would.
But he didn't. Tony and Nick stepped from behind Xavion and grabbed Christophe's arms, leading him to a point on the wall where manacles were attached. Christophe's trembling submission frightened her more.
Xavion was gently massaging her pubis with the palm of his hand, and Dee had trouble distinguishing between fear for Christophe and pleasure for herself as he was spread-eagled and secured against the cold rock.
"Blindfold?" Xavion asked.
Christophe kept his eyes shut. "No."
There was such resignation in his voice. A cold fear gripped Dee's stomach. She turned in Xavion's arms to plead with him. "Don't hurt Christophe. I'll do anything you ask. Just don't punish him for what I did."
But Xavion's eyes were on Christophe and they held a strange light, as though he expected to take pleasure from this disciplining. Dee wondered fearfully if Xavion a sadist.
"It will be unpleasant for him, but he won't be hurt," he assured her.
She turned back to find Mack and Josh had entered the chamber. Xavion looped an arm around her waist again and walked her backwards with him until they were beside the pool. Then he stepped in and brought her after him, settling her back against him so his hands could access her breasts and the pulsing warmth between her thighs that, uncaring of Christophe's fate, longed to be filled.
Yet despite Xavion's caresses, she couldn't tear her eyes away from the tableau before her. Mack and the twins had stepped back, watching quietly as Josh knelt before Christophe.
Dee's eyes widened as he removed Christophe's loin-cloth and the boy's penis sprang out. He was shaking so badly that it quivered erratically in front of Josh's face, and when he reached up to grasp the boy's hips and still him, Christophe cried out.
" No. Please." His hands struggled against the iron bands that secured his wrists, his eyes and teeth clenched shut.
"It's not that bad, Man," Nick chided. "At least you don't have to suck him," and he shot Xavion a furtive glance.
"Christophe's punishment would be your pleasure, Nick," Xavion said from behind her, both hands kneading her breasts. "This is bad enough for him." Then Xavion eased his hands down over her belly to rest on her hips, consciously or unconsciously mirroring Josh's grip. Keeping her buttocks pressed against his hard shaft, he eased her upper body forward until her arms were resting on the edge of the pool. She felt gentle probing from behind but she was absorbed by what was happening to Christophe.
He'd stopped crying out, and she watched half in fascination, half in horror as Josh lowered his mouth to encompass the head of Christophe's penis. The boy twitched then was still, and as Josh slid his lips down to the base, Xavion glided slickly into her from behind.
She sighed, a breathy testament Xavion's virility, then her breath was caught in a gasp as his impressive length pressed against her innermost recesses. She hadn't meant to be so loud, but the sounds of her pleasure echoed around the cavern, an extravagant counterpart to Josh's quiet suckling noises.
Tony turned and grinned at her, calling to Christophe. "Hey Chris, pretend it's Wendee sucking you. You'll blow in ten seconds." But Christophe's body had gone stiff, as though trying to fight the pleasure Josh's experienced mouth was giving him.
Dee watched as Josh's head moved up and down, the dark curly hair brushing against Christophe's pale thighs in a rhythm perfectly matched by Xavion's thrusts.
"I think Josh is enjoying this," Xavion whispered to her as he slid a hand down to caress her throbbing clitoris. "He's wanted Christophe for a long time."
"Is this the first…?" she whispered, guilt warring with pleasure to control her mind.
"Christophe has never disobeyed me before." Then as if sensing her distraction, he added, "You should be pleased with your powers of persuasion, Wendee. I shall be interested to see if the others can resist your charms."
"Poor Christophe," she whispered, but Xavion's possession of her body overwhelmed her senses.
The act they were watching should have disgusted her, but there was something about the forced pleasuring of this tender boy that reawakened the darkness she'd experienced in her violent interactions with Roc. It was wrong, but it excited her.
Xavion voice intruded. "Perhaps I'll let Josh penetrate him next time. What do you think, Wendee?"
She couldn't answer. Her attention was entirely on Christophe. Water bubbled and brushed against her sensitive breasts, Xavion pumped into her and his clever fingers were driving her to the edge of her control, but she could think of nothing but Christophe.
His head had fallen back and he was panting as Josh sucked at him diligently. Was the boy pretending it was her mouth on him? He moaned then, and Dee felt herself close to climax. Xavion plunged faster, keeping pace with Josh. Careless of the consequences, she called out, "Christophe."
His eyes snapped open, looking for her, unfocused, and in that second she realised he had been pretending. Horror clouded his eyes and she felt the pleasure of his pain explode inside her. Still holding her gaze, Christophe came.
Gripping the side of the pool, shuddering with her own release, she watched him buck against the mouth that held him. Josh had been caressing the boy's buttocks and now held them firmly as he lapped up the warm seed. Then with a kiss on the young boy's penis he had fellated so consummately, he stood and left the room.
Christophe's eyes were closed again and Dee watched as glistening tears slid down his cheeks. She felt remorse then. She'd callously used Christophe's pain to stimulate herself, and despite the warm glow that permeated her body, the experience worried her. What was she becoming?
Xavion again seemed to sense her mood. "Not all sexual experiences are pleasant, Wendee, even if they bring pleasure," he said, removing himself from her and stepping out of the pool. In his place, the bubbling water sluiced between her parted thighs, reminding her that she'd paid no attention to Xavion and whether he'd found release inside her.
He stopped, dripping before Christophe, much as she had earlier.
"Get him down and take him outside," he ordered. Tony and Nick jumped forward to obey as Xavion turned back to her. "Mack will return you to your bed. I'll see you after you've slept." He spoke briefly to Mack in his native tongue, then left, followed by the twins walking a limp Christophe between them.
She heard the twins talking to each other.
"My cock's killin' me."
"So ask Josh if he wants dessert."
"Why? There's a piece 'a ass waitin'…" but their banter was lost as their echoing voices faded and Dee turned to find Mack watching her steadily.
He really was exceptionally attractive in a tough, brooding sort of way, and the hint of cruelty in his eyes stimulated her curiosity about his approach to sex. He'd watched Christophe's punishment with the same detachment he'd shown earlier watching Xavion take her by the fire. She wondered if he'd been moved by either scene?
Her gaze slid unconsciously to his loin cloth, but she could see no evidence of the arousal that plagued the twins. Mack's stance gave the impression of relaxation, but on closer inspection she could see it camouflaged a coiled-spring readiness she'd only ever seen in professional fighters. His hand rested lightly on his knife and his eyes told her there'd be no further seductions today.
She sighed. Her libido was more ambitious than her tired body anyway. She should obey Xavion and give them both a rest.
She let Mack escort her back to the main room and her sleeping platform. Uncaring of the fact that she was dripping wet, she crawled up on to the soft mattress and pulled the fur over her. Her eyelids were heavy, but she spared a moment to wonder about the outside world Christophe had been released into. How long would it be before she saw daylight again?
The fire had burned down to glowing embers and in the darkened room she could hear no sound except her own breathing. It wasn't long before sleep claimed her.

It was night, and in her dream Dee heard two distinct voices, whispering.
"I'm first."
"Bullshit. I'm older than you. I'm first."
"Three minutes older. I was here first."
Dee felt the mattress under her move slightly, then there was a thump on the floor.
"Push me off, will ya." There was a scuffle on the bed behind her.
"Shut up or Xavion'll hear you. Then neither of us'll get to fuck her."
Dee's opened her eyes to stare at the bare rock wall she was facing. Her skin prickled as the fur coverlet slid off her body.
"Man, look at that ass. I gotta fuck that."
"No. I want to taste that pussy and I don't want your stupid cock in the way."
"Won't be in the way, Man. And you can lick it too if you want."
"Not when there's pussy pie to be had."
Dee felt a hand slide tentatively over the swell of her hips and down the length of one leg. When it reached her ankle it tugged and she let herself fall on to her back as though she were still asleep. The unseen hand pulled her ankle across the bed until her legs were wide apart.
"Will you look at that. I must have died and gone to heaven."
Dee felt the slightest brush against her pubic hair before the fingers slid down to probe gently where the moisture of her arousal was dewing. Then the hand withdrew and there was a pause.
"Mmm, hon-ee. Oh, I've got to get a face full of that."
"My cock's killin' me. Lemme fuck her tight ass."
"Piss off." The thin mattress moved and Dee felt something brush against her leg.
She kept her eyes lightly closed and concentrated on breathing evenly.
"I'm desperate, man. Lemme fuck her."
"If you don't wait your turn," she heard from near the top of her thighs, "I'll fuck you up the ass," and then hands parted her pubic hair and a mouth descended on her, immediately suckling on the tiny pearl of her clitoris. Her hips bucked and she felt a slap on her thigh.
"Stay asleep," the voice murmured against her soft sex flesh before the tongue began sliding up and down in a randomly erotic pattern. "Mmm, pussy pie."
Dee bit her lip, trying to lie still as the mouth worked on her, licking, tonguing, sucking gently, and then not so gently. Finally unable to contain herself she moaned aloud.
"Shut up, you noisy bitch," came the voice from below and she felt another sharp slap on her thigh.
"Leave her alone. She can't help it." Then more quietly. "I wouldn't complain if she moaned while I was fuckin' her."
A couple of minutes later Dee whimpered again and received another slap.
"That's it!" said the voice beside her and she felt herself turned on to her side again. There was a brief scuffle behind her and then a body coming hard against her back. A thick shaft slid unerringly into the cavern that had made been ready and she cried out with the exquisite sensation as it plunged into her. Then she was panting in earnest as the fire between her loins reached flash-point.
"Shut up, shut up," hissed the voice near their feet, but Dee was too aroused to care who heard. The anonymity of her faceless lovers had been a powerful trigger, and now she was ready to explode. "Oh, what the hell," she heard and felt the mouth that had driven her to the edge descend on her sexflesh again.
Barely had it licked her twice before she bucked against the hips behind her and shuddered into a cataclysmic orgasm. But still the shaft inside her pounded and the mouth over her clitoris clung and sucked the energy from her bones as she climaxed again and again.
Finally the sensations became painful, and as the hips behind her slapped into her taut buttocks and shuddered their own release, she was relieved to feel the mouth relinquish her. Totally drained, she lay quiescent, her eyes still closed.
"Boys, boys, boys," she heard Xavion's voice from beside the bed. "You just couldn't wait."
There was no reply, and Dee wondered what defence they could give. She certainly wasn't going to complain about their performance.
"We didn't wake her, Xavion," said one.
"Yeah, she's still asleep. See?" said the other as they slid off her bed.
Dee let herself fall on to her back and concentrated again on her even breathing.
"I think you've fucked her into unconsciousness," Xavion said, and Dee wasn't sure if she'd heard humour in his voice.
"We didn't hurt her, honest."
"None the less, you disobeyed me."
"Oh, come on, Xavion. Just this once?"
"Please?"
"You break the rules, you face the punishment." This time there was definitely a note of humour in Xavion's voice, and as the offenders grumbled their way across the room he added, "And if you complain, I'll make you do it twice."
"Yeah. He'd love that."
Dee felt no guilt over this punishment. She'd hardly been an active participant, and beside, Xavion had instructed her to act from her nature. She couldn't help it if she responded so easily to a man's touch.
Smiling to herself, she drifted back into a deep, and undisturbed slumber.

Pietre DeMartande leant back at his console, sipping mineral water from a Spanish crystal goblet. Persian tapestries, stolen from a Spanish Warship in the late eighteenth century adorned the stone walls of this, his most private room, and underfoot lay a carpet of such exquisite Middle-Eastern craftsmanship, the decadence of actually walking on it was a sensual pleasure unto itself.
His underground Castle was laden with the rare and priceless, handed down from one generation of DeMartande to the next, but in this particular room Pietre had surrounded himself with the most exquisite.
All originally appropriated for their depiction of sexual excesses and the blood-thirsty violence that often accompanied such hedonism, they fed his psyche.
Also, surprisingly, they complemented the mass of technological hardware he'd installed. The soft glow emitted by a video wall beyond his console blended harmoniously with the flickering of suspended candelabras, encapsulating the blend of ancient tradition and modern necessity that characterised his existence.
A replay from his surveillance camera files was in progress, and the scene filled the wall-screen before him in almost life-size proportion. Pietre watched as Xavion led his Wendee across the cave to the fire, noting the various tensions within the 'tribe' he had created. Christophe's reactions were of particular interest.
He turned to his petite companion, a perfect miniature woman. "I've entitled this scene 'The Jealous Virgin'."
"Christophe? A virgin?" His blonde partner tossed her head contemptuously, setting the tiny gold bells around her throat tinkling. Below them, her cleavage bulged over the confines of her gold-leaf torsolette, much as Wendee's had when Pietre had first met her, but there was no stirring in his loins now, as there had been then.
"I believe so," he replied, "That is why I wouldn't let you have him, my darling."
Belle's tiny fingers, as small as a child’s, tightened on the sleeve of his black jacket. "Stupid little technician, always fiddling with his computers. I was never interested in him."
"But you are now." Pietre returned his attention to the video screen where the Norwegian and the two Italians were watching Xavion penetrate Wendee by the fire. Pietre noted that the homosexual had been covertly observing Christophe.
"Yes," Belle admitted, staring at the close up of Christophe face. "Look at his eyes," she marvelled, then her mouth twisted into a moue of irritation, "He's never looked at me like that."
"Because you have never touched his soul, my darling. For reasons unknown, Wendee means something to our little friend and it tortures him." Pietre was inordinately pleased by the idea.
"Will you let Christophe have her?" By the tone in her voice, Belle didn't favour the idea, which made it all the more appealing to Pietre. He liked drama.
"Not until he's suffered more. He must earn her."
Pietre clicked back to the file screen and selected another replay. Christophe, spreadeagled on the rock wall filled the space before them.
"What's this? The crucifixion?"
"Very good, Belle," Pietre said, "But I prefer, 'Virgin on the Rocks."
Belle laughed, a short barking sound then turned away from the image as though unable to bear watching it. "Marco called earlier. The K2's were fine, but they're getting nuke hungry."
Pietre let the deliberate change of subject go unremarked, concentrating on the business. "Could be a high-profit month." They smiled at each other. "Let’s buy ourselves bordello?"
Belle's laughter tinkled around the room. "I'll call Marco."
"Thank you, my darling," Pietre replied absently. "I want to study our Wendee a while longer."
Belle moved away, but when he glanced up a moment later he found her hesitating at the door, her small hand closed over the heavy brass doorknob with spider like delicacy. The contrast between her fragile exterior and the inherent cruelty he knew to be in her had never been more striking.
He licked his lips, letting the contrast work on him, remembering the times that small hand had wielded a whip with savage efficiency. The pain — endless pain, alternated with the most exquisite pleasures she could devise. Pietre remembered that more than one lover had gone insane under her ministrations.
"Don't fall in love with her," Belle warned lightly, and Pietre pulled back from his reverie to address the underlying concern in her voice. Was it possible that his Belle, his ruttish, swaggering pixie was feeling threatened by their latest player?
He glanced back at the screen, at Belle's perceived antagonist. "So convenient that this one is named Wendee, though. Isn't it?" he remarked guilelessly. "I've waited so long for a Wendee."
There was a telling pause, then, "She's not beautiful."
To her credit, Belle had tried to sound objective but Pietre sensed the spite.
"No," he agreed, "not beautiful, despite Christophe's eager avowals. But she has something." He stared at the screen. "There's a knowingness in her eyes, an invitation. And her lips are very full. See." He paused the scene before them.
Wendee was watching Christophe as Xavion thrust into her from behind. Her lips were pouted seductively.
"Looks like she wants to suck cock," Belle observed.
"Yes, Christophe's I would say, from the way she's watching Josh." Pietre let the scene continue to the point where the boy opened his eyes. "Such pain," he said appreciatively, feeling Christophe's tortured eyes move him, just as they had Wendee.
He watched the boy's reluctant orgasm, then replayed the scene to concentrate on Wendee's. "She really is a hedonistic creature. I wonder if she realises it yet?"
"She knows," Belle said, the jealousy undisguised this time. "She's wallowing in it."
"Perfect."



Chapter Twelve


"Your knowledge of the stars betters my own." Xavion's surprise revealed a chauvinism so obviously intrinsic to his nature that Dee found herself charmed, rather than irritated by it. "You must teach me more," he commanded, poking the fire with a stick.
It's glow was faint, casting large phantom shadows around the cavern, but they held no menace for Dee. Xavion had said she was safe, and his presence alone assured her of that.
Seated at his side, she paused in the devouring of a slice of rockmelon to raise her eyebrows. "Oh really?"
An almost smile hovered on the edges of his sensuous lips. "But only if it gives you pleasure."
"Actually, it does," she relented, dropping her rockmelon rind into the flames, watching it crackle and spit as its remaining juices evaporated and rose in a spiral of smoke. "I miss Astronomy. It was my life."
Xavion's eyes searched hers for a moment before he said, "Then if time allows, we will speak of it again."
"If time allows?" She frowned. "I didn't know we were on a schedule."
"All things are finite," he replied as though that were an answer to her question. Then he turned back to feed the fire.
Dee sighed, taking a peeled mango from the banana leaf parcel at her side. She bit into it thoughtfully. How long would she be allowed to stay? Pietre could tell her, but in the twenty-four hours since she'd arrived he'd yet to make an appearance.
And who were these 'Lost Boys' he'd left her with? Not merely a randomly selected group of stunning men, as she'd first thought. There was between them an understanding that indicated they'd been a 'tribe' for some time before she'd arrived.
Xavion especially interested her. His speculations on the creation of the universe were fascinating — not religious, but laced with a spirituality Dee found as intriguing as the man himself. Yet within him she also sensed the pragmatism of the soldier, the man who would obey orders regardless of his inner-voice.
She'd enjoyed this time spent alone with him, exploring an intelligence she guessed was as lonely for stimulation as her own. Unfortunately, it had reminded her of a past she'd been determined to forget. A past that apparently didn't want to be forgotten.
Was she destined to always crave the gratification of her intellect in the same way her body now craved the physical gratification Pietre's fantasy had provided her with?
She was staring into the flames, deep in thought, when she felt Xavion's touch — a light pressure at the corner of her mouth. She turned as his thumb, now smeared with mango juice rose to his own lips for tasting. "The breakfast is to your liking?" he asked, the cool, wet thumb returning to skim the other side of her mouth.
"Very much," she assured him, wondering if the choice of food had been deliberate. The exotic flavours and textures had undoubtedly contributed to her current level of semi-arousal. That, and anticipation of what the new day would bring.
"I was worried it might not prove substantial enough," Xavion said, pulling a sticky strand of her hair away from where it had fallen onto the mango. He tucked it behind her ear. "You have such a voracious appetite."
Their eyes met, and with the ease of their enforced familiarity, his hand dropped to cup her breast, stroking the nipple lightly until it hardened in approval.
She continued her breakfast, biting into the succulent mango, tearing away the soft flesh that clung to its seed.
His hand slid lower and she felt her body stirring, overriding her previous thoughts with nerve-messages to the pleasure centre of her brain. She stopped eating and licked her lips.
"Is there anything else? Any… meat?"
How easy to forget the brain and concentrate on the body. In a deliberate furthering of her own arousal, she slipped the luscious fruit into her mouth, sucking it, moving it in and out, closing her eyes as its nectar ran over her chin and trickled down to her chest.
Would Xavion, watching, imagine her mouth working on him that way?
Her breasts tingled in anticipation of the touch, which when it came was the soft brush of his tongue licking between her breasts. Her nipples tightened, but he ignored them, following the trail of sticky liquid up her throat and over her chin.
By the time he arrived at her mouth she'd discarded the mango and was waiting, daring him to take her there in front of the fire. The others were outside somewhere. It was the perfect time.
"I'm still hungry," she said.
"Hmm, meat? Let me see." He licked at her lips, little lapping caresses. "There might be some turtle left."
Her lips parted, but he didn't kiss her. He pulled back a little, breathing her breath, looking into her eyes.
She rested her sticky hand on his chest, feeling his strong heartbeat beneath her palm. It was fast. "I don't want turtle," she said.
"Fish?"
Her fingertips trailed down, teasing his stomach before settling on his loin cloth, covering the hard flesh she was determined to taste. It jumped under her hand.
"I want to eat you, Xavion," she said, squeezing gently, feeling the thrill of her own audaciousness. "I want to lick all the juice off your body and eat your — "
"Meat?"
She nodded, her tongue restless over her lips, wanting to taste his salty flesh, to suck it greedily into her mouth, to make Xavion lose control. That was what she wanted. Xavion's control.
He watched her for a long moment while she attempted to subdue her restlessness. She wanted power over him, but he was too strong for her to take it. She must win it.
His breathing was heavier. "Peter warned me not to underestimate you," he said, taking her hand and laying it back on her lap. "You're very persuasive."
"Am I?" Dee wasn't put off. It was all a game, a ritual. She needed to discover Xavion's code, his secret trigger, then she'd have him.
Without having been told, she knew that was her purpose, not to satisfy them, but herself. And she wanted more than the mere pleasuring of her body. She wanted power.
"You know you are," he said, and she looked not at him then, but at herself, down her naked body, over her breasts and belly to the dark curls that seemed to pulse with life.
She felt desire coming off her in waves, like the beacon of a lighthouse. Did Xavion see that with his poet's eyes? Would her insatiability be the key to his submission? She looked back at him. "If I'm so persuasive, how can you resist?"
He shrugged. "Orders. It's not my day," and rising to his feet, he offered her a hand.
She hesitated. "If there's a roster I'd like to see it."
He smiled. "I assure you there is no roster."
Still frowning, she took his hand and let him help her to her feet. "Then how do you — "
"Peter decides."
"But how does he tell you?" She gestured around the cavern. "He's not here. Is there a — "
Xavion held up a hand to silence her, and Dee could sense she'd gone too far.
"Our tribe survives in a delicate balance of authority and obedience," he said. "I would not have you tamper with that."
Xavion was deadly serious and Dee had a sudden fear she was about to be evicted.
"I'm sorry," she said quickly. "I shouldn't have asked."
"If you are to be one of us you must not question our ways."
"I won't. I promise." Pietre's world was growing stranger by the minute but Dee didn't care. She wanted the sex — needed it now like a drug and the thought of withdrawal made her stomach twist sickeningly. "I want to stay."
Xavion tortured her with a moment of silence before he said, "You are our Wendee." The finality in his voice was reassuring.
"Thank you, Xavion. I won't disappoint you."
He nodded, his expression softening marginally. "I can tell you that Peter's intent is for us to interact with you on an individual basis."
"You mean private — "
"Nothing is private here, Wendee," Xavion's eyes searched hers. "Everything is known. And we obey Peter. As you must," he reminded her.
"One at a time?"
"The twins count as one."
She swallowed, remembering her brief experience with them. What pleasures could they share in a whole day together? The mind boggled.
Then her thoughts sped to Christophe. She hadn't seen him that morning. She wanted to see him. She wanted… "Whose day is it today?"
Xavion smiled again. "You are eager to start. That is good."
"Xavion," she touched his chest again, wishing he'd take her roughly as he had before. She was so restless. "Who will…" She shrugged.
"Be your lover today?"
"Is it Christophe?" She bit her lip. She shouldn't have asked.
"Probably not," Xavion said, and she felt a pang of disappointment.
"Then…?"
"Mack, I expect."
"Mack?" She held back a shiver of apprehension.
"He'll fight among the challengers to win you," Xavion explained. "He's stronger than the others."
"A fight?" She shook her head, trying to grasp the concept. "Where people get hurt?"
"A knife fight. Some cuts. Nothing fatal."
Nothing fatal. "Who will fight him?"
"Only Christophe has tendered his desire to challenge. The twins have been hurt at Mack's hand before, and Josh has no passion for the prize."
Did that mean Josh was strictly homosexual or that he simply didn't desire her enough to fight for her?
She glanced back at Xavion, trying not to look self-conscious. "Will you… challenge?"
"Peter has ordered me remain aloof from the contest."
That just left Christophe. She'd wounded his emotions the day before, could she stand by and watch him actually physically harmed?
"Is there another way?"
Xavion glanced over her shoulder, a secret look in his eyes. "Peter knew you would respond thus. He has offered an alternative, but the danger will be to you and not the boy."
She didn't hesitate. "I'll do it."
"Enter!" Xavion called, and in the deep shadows on the other side of the cavern, a fur wall-hanging moved, revealing a tunnel from which the Lost Boys entered.
As they drew near, Xavion announced, "Wendee has chosen The Pursuit."
Christophe's panic stricken eyes met hers. "No!" He lunged forward, only to be held back by Josh at his side. "The Challenge," he pleaded with her. "Please, The Challenge."
"What is The Pursuit?" she asked Xavion, although it was Christophe who held her attention. Still grasped tightly by Josh, he was shaking his head, his eyes pleading.
"It takes place in the world outside our caves," Xavion explained. "You will have eight minutes head start before the others leave singly and begin the pursuit. The game ends when you are captured…" Xavion glanced at Christophe who was breathing through gritted teeth. "… after which, the winner takes any reward he chooses, regardless of your wishes."
"You mean rape?" She turned to look at Mack, and the bland expression on his face chilled her insides with fear.
"Rape, pain, humiliation. Anything the winner chooses," Xavion answered calmly.
Dee licked her lips. "For how long?"
"Reward time is dependant on the chase. The entire game must be completed within an hour."
"And if no-one catches me within that time?"
"Then you are the victor, and free to take the lover of your choice for the remainder of the day."
"Don't do it," Christophe pleaded. "He'll hurt you." But Dee and Xavion were exchanging a silent communication. Her eyes said, This is a test, isn't it? To gauge my obedience within the tribe. And Xavion's eyes said, Yes.
She looked away. The stakes had been raised. Would she call or fold.
"Wendee?" Xavion was waiting.
"Let me do it," Christophe pleaded. "I want to do it."
Dee looked back to Xavion. "When do I start?"
He acknowledged her bravado with a nod. "When you feel prepared."
"I won't let you. This is — "
"Gag him," Xavion commanded.
Dee heard the scuffle but she wouldn't look. She had to concentrate, to think past the fear. To Xavion she said, "I'll need my watch."
"Here." He passed her a banana leaf parcel. "Peter left this for you."
Dee fumbled it open and found, not her own Rolex, but a delicate gold wristwatch that appeared to be a genuine antique. She slipped it onto her wrist. A perfect fit.
And the perfect adornment for a naked woman fleeing from violent rapists, she thought, and laughed softly. But within the laughter bubbled hysteria. She cut it off, looking Xavion in the eye. "Ready."
The sound of struggling behind her faded as she followed Xavion behind the wall hanging and through a narrow passage into the sunlight.
She squinted, then stared around in surprise. "It's a forest. A eucalypt forest." She shaded her eyes and tilted her head, then gasped. "A kookaburra. There's a kookaburra up there!" She looked back at Xavion. "I thought we were on an island."
"We are. Never Land is an island."
"But eucalypts don't grow — "
"Listen," Xavion said, and she did.
The sound of waves breaking came from somewhere to her left. She looked back at him in awe. "A beach."
He nodded.
She remembered there were islands off the coast of Queensland that supported native forests. Small forests, but this could be one of them. She mustn't be far from home.
"You have fifty-seven minutes, Wendee," Xavion said, effectively cutting off her thoughts. "Five minutes until we come after you."
She stared at him for a moment, then turned and fled.



Chapter Thirteen


"Come on, Wendee, wouldn't you prefer us, to Mack?"
"Yeah, come out, Wendee. We won't hurt you."
Lying on her back, Dee forced herself to breathe softly through her mouth, her body completely still and only her eyes moving in a random pattern as she searched out their shapes through the layers of fern fronds swaying above her. The smell of crushed bracken beneath her back was cloyingly intense and, combined with the scent of her own fear, claustrophobic.
She itched to lunge up to them and give herself away but she didn't. She'd decided she would only give herself up to Christophe. Twenty minutes into the chase she'd heard him calling her in a low, desperate voice but at the time there'd been other noises between them and she'd been forced to move on.
"Wendee!" One of the twins, she wasn't sure which, was becoming impatient. "I know you're here somewhere. I can smell that pussy pie. Now be sensible and come out."
She risked a slight movement to glance at the watch on her wrist. Ten minutes to go.
"Fuck this, man. She must have moved on."
A foot came down less than a metre from where she lay and Dee held her breath, her heart jumping into overdrive.
"Stupid bitch. If Mack gets her, he'll give her more than just the rough fuck we want."
Dee trembled, poised to leap up and let them have her, but something held her back. Pride? Confidence in her ability to win? Only another nine minutes.
The foot near her moved off and when they were both gone, she let out a soft, but audible sigh.
A second later there was a crash in the ferns beside her and she screamed.
Mack had dropped out of the tree above to land in a crouch by her waist, his glinting knife poised in front of her eyes.
She heard feet thundering through the undergrowth and Christophe's voice. "No. Please, God."
"Hey man, go easy," said one of the twins.
Dee was staring at the blade as it lowered and pressed flat against her lips, effectively holding her while he lifted her arm and glanced at the watch.
"Seven minutes," Xavion said from somewhere to her side as Mack brought one leg over to kneel astride her thighs. The knife came away from her lips but Dee remained in catatonic immobility, her wide eyes following the glinting steel as the tip lowered to prod at one of her nipples.
She swallowed, incapable of speech, even to beg.
The tip scraped across her chest to the other nipple leaving a stinging path, then the knife moved on and the sharp pressure eased.
There was a snap and she flinched, but it was only the knife being returned to its sheath on hip. Then slowly, in an obscene parody of striptease, his thick fingers loosened the strings of his loincloth. And tore it off.
A gasp caught in her throat. She jerked her attention back up to his face, his eyes, but their cruelty repelled her and she looked instead to his mouth which was oddly sensual, and the faint cleft in his chin. Anything to keep her thoughts away from the shaft of flesh she'd seen rising from that bed of luxuriant blond hairs.
Thick — it had been almost as thick as her wrist, but thankfully not long. Stocky, like the man himself, and undeniably cruel. How she could say a penis looked cruel she wasn't sure, but that was the impression she'd gained.
His hands returned to her breasts, his fingers clawing them, then lower, testing the strength of her ribs, and lower still, his thumbs gouging into the unprotected cavities.
Did he want to reach in and squeeze her very organs?
If the intent was there, she didn't want to see it in his eyes. She kept her attention on his mouth and the way his sneer had intensified, his lip curling up over small white teeth that looked as sharp as his knife.
Her ears started buzzing and she realised she was holding her breath. She eased it out, feeling her shoulders droop, and it was in that moment of distraction that Mack took her by surprise, twisting her over. Hair lashed her eyes and her hands landed awkwardly as he pulled her haunches up to meet his fleshy weapon.
She heard a grunt and felt the blunt tip of his penis poking at her a second before he plunged into her unready depths. She cried out, not only in pain, but in fear.
His merciless fingers squeezed her hips as he jabbed into her a couple of times in quick succession, then he paused.
Dee panted, trying to accustom herself to the size of his penis and to sort through the myriad sensations she was experiencing.
"Six minutes." Xavion.
There was a snick and she tensed, looking along the underside of her body to where the tip of his knife brushed her public hair. She held her breath.
His thick penis jabbed into her again and she shuddered. The knife moved up over her belly, the tip scraping her skin but not drawing blood.
"Xavion, please," Christophe whispered from above her, but Dee was looking past the knife, past her belly and the shadow of her pubic hair to the enormous testicles in their vulnerable casing that swayed between her parted thighs. Their size was so grotesquely large as to appear more animal than human.
His penis withdrew and stabbed into her again, and this time she identified the explosion of sensation. It was his pendulous sac with its heavy contents slapping against her stretched and tender sex flesh. At the same time the edge of the blade scraped her nipple and there was pain, but it only added to the sharp pleasure that slap had produced.
Her body was in over-stimulation. Internal and external nerve-signals vied for attention, yet despite the chaos inside her mind, there was something about the pain she was experiencing and the sight of those huge testicles that was awakening a long-forgotten memory. A memory of…
The bull.
Every year her mother had ordered a bull to service their cows — a large, temperamental beast she'd been told to keep away from and normally had. Except for one season when it's owner, a crude man, had come on her alone and coaxed her out to the paddock to see for herself what her mother had been paying for.
Dee had been naturally curious, but that curiosity had turned to shock when he'd called her attention to the huge pouch that had hung between the beasts short legs. Her stomach had churned with fascination and embarrassment as he'd explaining its purpose, as well as that of the sheath that lay against the beasts belly.
Luckily her mother had called out then, before he'd had the opportunity to show her his own 'equipment' and Dee had run, with his knowing laughter echoing in her ears. But she couldn't run now, she could only stare past Mack's deadly knife at the recreation of that frighteningly primitive virility.
She felt the penis withdraw, slowly, then stab into her again, the heavy slap of those testicles triggering another wave of pleasure. She watched the sac swinging between her thighs and wondered if she could reach past the knife and touch it. It was so full, its contents so… potent looking — she found her fear dissipating. She wanted to touch it.
He thrust into her again, the knife edge scraping her other nipple, and this time the jolt of pain-pleasure made her dizzy. She closed her eyes, grabbing handfuls of fern to steady herself.
"Five minutes."
The knife scraped back and forth as he moved faster inside her and Dee started to pant. The pain was fierce — she knew her nipples would be raw — but the slap, slap of those big testicles against her throbbing flesh was pushing her closer to the edge.
She remembered the one time she'd seen that bull mount a cow. Her mother had thought she was in the house ironing but she'd snuck out to watch, her vantage close enough to hear her mother's voice. 'That's it, big boy. You stick your big cock into Sally and give her a good hard fuck.' Dee had been shocked by her mother's words, and even more by the envious tone. Hadn't her mother hated 'the ugly business'?
"Four minutes."
Dee had been only twelve, but she'd felt strange for days after that. And milking Sally had made it worse, squeezing her flaccid udders the way that bull's penis would have been squeezed inside her.
Dee had begun squeezing her own breasts then, remembering the bull. It had hurt at first when she'd done it hard, just as Mack was making them hurt now…
"Three minutes."
…but there'd been a corresponding spasm of pleasure from between her tightly squeezed thighs and she'd imagined then the feel of a 'big cock' between them. Once, in bed, she'd rolled onto her stomach and rubbed her aching mound against the hard mattress, squeezing her nipples until they'd stung…
"Two minutes."
…and she'd felt the pulsing between her thighs grow, imagining that bull. Imagining Sally…
"Sixty seconds."
… feeling the slap, slap of a heavy pouch against her, the pain from her breasts going on and on…
"Wendee." Xavion's voice came from right beside her ear and it took her a moment to grasp the fact that Mack had stopped. They were poised on the brink. This was the orgasm she'd never allowed herself to have all those years ago.
"You can stop now," Xavion said. "It's your choice."
She felt Mack's knife move, the tip now, instead of the edge, scoring the tender flesh at the top of her breast. Drawing blood.
"Wendee?" Xavion was waiting.
She looked down at those huge testicles. "No," she said hoarsely. "Not yet," and was rewarded by the immediate return of Mack's sharp lunges. The heavy sac pounded against her, the knife edge scraping her nipple again.
She heard a moan of protest, probably from Christophe, and the sound of crashing through the undergrowth that faded as the roaring started in her ears. She was back on her narrow bed, quiet so as not to alert her mother, her belly moving against the hard mattress as the strange pleasure built.
Her breasts stung and she remembered squeezing Sally's udders — imagined squeezing a big cock — then the bull with his pouch swaying and the long narrow shaft that had protruded above it spearing into Sally and -
"Stop now, Wendee?" Xavion asked softly but it was happening, she was pushing her head down onto the cushion of ferns, panting, looking back up her body as the knife flicked sideways out of Mack's hand to land among the ferns beside them. He grabbed both her breasts and squeezed them brutally.
It was just the catalyst she needed. Pressing her lips together to stifle the moan of pleasure, she shuddered into a blinding orgasm, unaware of Mack's arms holding her up as he maintained the rhythm for another couple of thrusts, only barely registering the last jarring impact as the finale to his rut.
Blood pounded inside her brain, but above that she heard Xavion's voice. "Stop?"
"Yes," she panted, "Stop."
Mack released her and she crumpled onto the ferns, her limbs boneless. There was a murmur of voices, then she felt hands turning her, cradling her against a chest. Xavion's chest. Panting and weak, she relaxed into the warm wall of muscle that flexed as he lifted her and began walking.
Gradually the rocking motion lulled her and her breathing became more even. The damp-earth smell faded, replaced by sunshine and the sea.
The rocking grew gentler, and she slept.



Chapter Fourteen


Dee opened her eyes to find Christophe seated on the edge of her sleeping platform. He was watching her, and looked as though he had been for hours.
"What time is it?" she asked softly, not moving, wondering how much of the day she'd missed. Her stomach felt empty.
"Nearly light."
There was a second of silence.
"Light?" she repeated dumbly. "What light? Daylight?"
"Yes. Dawn. Sunrise," he said, as though he wasn't sure she was quite awake.
"But how can it be morning?" She frowned. "It was morning when I — " Christophe's gaze shifted away from her suddenly. "…when I fell asleep," she finished awkwardly.
Mack.
There was another silence as she remembered what she'd allowed — what she'd wallowed in — and was surprised. Pain and degradation. She'd had no idea they could be so… satisfying.
Christophe, of course, would never understand. He was too young, too innocent.
Still looking away, he said, "You have slept a full day."
That jump-started her brain.
" A day?" She sat up and the fur coverlet fell away from her. "But how?" She couldn't have slept for twenty-four hours. She'd never done it in her life. "Christophe?"
His eyes met hers for a second before they skidded away to her shoulder, then slowly, fearfully, down towards the breasts that were now exposed. She followed his gaze and winced at the cut. Her nipples were red, but not as painful as she would have expected.
She looked back at Christophe, and found his doe eyes exploring her upper body. The fire had bathed her in its glow but she was too far away to feel its warmth. Cool pre-dawn air stole over her and her nipples hardened, aching. Christophe was mesmerised.
She, in turn watched him, thinking. Then she asked, "Was I drugged? Is that why I slept so long?"
"Yes," he whispered, watching the rise and fall of her chest.
"And you tended me?"
"Yes." His breathing was becoming deeper, slower. His voice huskier.
Dee could smell eucalyptus. Christophe must have applied a salve to the cut on her chest and her tender nipples. Had he touched her elsewhere while he'd had the opportunity?
She smiled at the thought, imagining her body in sleep, warm, pliant, moving only with her breaths. She imagined Christophe's tentative hand sliding under the hide, its soft fur caressing the back of those slender fingers as they explored her ribs, the slight mound of her belly, then lower to her own downy pelt. Had he touched her there? Had he fearfully taken the only opportunity he thought he'd be allowed?
Dee wanted to open her legs to him now, wanted to let him have total access to her body to see, touch, taste what he wanted. And she wanted to taste him again. Wanted that achingly sweet kiss.
Would it be allowed? "Am I yours today, Christophe?"
His attention never wavered from her breasts. "Pietre hasn't decided yet."
Pietre? "Who?"
Christophe stared for a moment longer, then his gaze flew to hers in confusion. "I mean… Peter. He hasn't… We haven't…"
"Heard yet," she finished for him, seeing fear invade his eyes, feeling it give her a kick. Power. She forgot her promise to Xavion and asked, "So, how does he tell you? Does he come here himself or is there some kind of radio set-up?"
Christophe slipped off the platform and started backing away. "I have duties and- "
"I want it to be you, Christophe."
That stopped him.
"I want you and I to make love. Here. Now." Dee slid off the platform and stood naked before him. The adrenalin was pumping. She wanted Christophe. To hell with Pietre and his games.
"Xavion — "
"Isn't here." She looked around, then advanced on him slowly. "There's no-one here but us. We can do what we want."
"I can't." He was backing up again, shaking his head, but his eyes were all over her body.
"Then I'll have to take you by force."
His startled gaze met hers a second before his back connected with the wall, and she was right there with him, her hands on his chest, her body not quite touching his, their breaths mingling, lips close. She had him, exactly as she had the first time. Only now she was going to finish it.
"I must obey Peter," he whispered, but it was a last ditch effort. His eyes were closing, his lips parting for the kiss they both knew she would take.
She wanted to crush him against the wall, to plundering his mouth and ravage the malleable body beneath her hands, to have him.
But she didn't.
Her hands paused on their journey to his hair, and tremblingly explored the fine bones of his shoulders. "I won't be rough with you, Christophe," she promised them both.
"Please, don't talk about…"
Her fingers tightened before she could stop them. "Mack?"
"Yes."
She felt him shudder and tried to imagine how his desire must be conflicting with horror at what she'd done. She could scarcely believe it herself, but then, that had been another Wendee. Not the gentle, patient Wendee that was intent on seducing Christophe.
Her fingers relaxed and she took a deep breath, filling her senses with the mysterious scent he exuded, his breath, his skin, his hair — the essence of Christophe that was so unlike any other male she'd ever met. It was a boy-smell, fresh and warm, yet with the distinctive undertone of arousal. Infinitely aphrodisiac.
She might look into those vulnerable eyes and think she could resist him, but not if he was close enough to scent.
"I can't think of another man when I'm with you, Christophe," she told him honestly. "You're so beautiful, so graceful." She admired the muscles of his arms, tracing them down to his slender wrists and trembling fingers. "There will be nothing crude between us. It will be like a dance," she whispered, feeling the tenderness flowing from her fingertips.
He made a noise like a strangled sob, but her hands were sliding up into his hair, tilting his unresisting head down to meet hers. "A beautiful, erotic ballet," she promised, and took his lips, tasting again the trembling innocence that had so captivated her the first time, luring her to forget her desire for his body and simply drown in the sweetness of his kiss — the way she had to tease his tongue out, drawing it into her mouth where his moan of desire vibrated against their lips.
It was so tenuous, so exquisite that time began to lose its meaning. Again she imagined herself kissing him for hours, the pleasure building inside her like the voluptuously furry petals of an unopened orchid rubbing against each other as they waited to burst open and fill the air with their heady perfume.
It was enchanting, and she wallowed in its purity for an endless time. Longer than was safe. She'd been torn away from him the first time. What if it happened again? They could yet be interrupted. Should she quicken her seduction?
Christophe moaned softly against her lips, lost in his own world of pleasure. He seemed perfectly content to follow her lead. But was this all she wanted?
Abruptly, she deepened the kiss, crushing her body against his, the pain from her breasts being lost amid a swirl of pleasure as the weight of his arousal jerked against her belly. A soft groan came from somewhere deep in his chest and his hands rose to touch her. She pushed them back.
"I'm doing this," she said, and kissed him again, her fingers struggling with the thin leather straps of his loin-cloth. Then it was loose and she stripped it away.
"Xavion will punish me," he breathed.
She felt a moment of hesitation, a moment where she should have thought only of Christophe. But it was too late, her need was too strong. She kissed him harder to obliterate the memory of his punishment — those horrified eyes sucking at her soul in the moment of his orgasm — and how she'd fed on it, how it excited her even now.
Wrenching her lips away, she stared into those eyes, needing that intensity. And it was there.
He lay unresisting against the wall, panting, his pupils hugely dilated, liquid with helpless desire. And with the desire was torment — the sure knowledge that in pleasure, she would also bring him pain.
"You're right. Xavion will find us," she said, suddenly realising it was what she wanted — Christophe punished. But why?
For a sexual thrill?
Her fingers bit into his shoulders again, wanting to push herself away, to protect him. Yet equally wanting to take him with all the violence surging around inside her. Pain, pleasure, it was all jumbled up in her mind.
Christophe waited, quiescent under her hands, a sacrificial lamb. His trust pricked at her conscience and that incited her to further cruelty.
"You'll be punished again," she taunted. "Worse than last time."
He held her gaze. "I know."
They stared at each other.
Dee trembled with the fierceness of her warring emotions. Take him. Do it now, screamed the voice inside her mind. But from somewhere she found the strength to push herself out to arms length. "I can't let — "
Her words were cut off as Christophe lunged forward and grabbed her, his lips mashing against hers with such unexpected ardour, such naive desperation that she was shocked into immobility.
She remained still as his hands explored her breasts in tentative caresses that carefully avoided her raw nipples, and the contrast between his gentle touching and the brutal possession of her mouth was unutterably sensual.
By relinquishing her control to Christophe, she was surprised to discover in her passivity a sexual excitement equal to that generated by her previous aggression. In the most primitive of rituals, Christophe was taking and she was giving, nurturing him with her femininity.
He was no longer a young and vulnerable lover. He was a man. A man who wanted her.
Her eyes were closed when he broke away from the kiss.
"I don't know… if I can do this," he panted against her forehead.
"I can," she whispered, and began working her way blindly down his body, guided only by her hands and her mouth. The time for internalising was over. All that mattered now was Christophe's desire and her ability to satisfy it.

A few feet away in the shadows, Xavion stood, listening to the voice from his ear-comm.
…there must be no actual penetration…
Xavion frowned. Pietre was determined to direct his pet technician's interaction with Wendee along a difficult path, despite the boy's obvious emotional instability. Christophe was rapidly becoming a security risk. And security was Xavion's prime directive, above the demands of 'the game'.
Wendee, too, was more complex and dangerous than he'd anticipated. She hadn't been subdued by the amount of violence Pietre would allow. And neither it appeared, could she be controlled by emotion. She'd wasted no time zeroing in on the boy's pathetic infatuation and appeared to be satisfying her own desires at his expense. Just as Pietre had predicted.
… and then give her to Josh for the rest of the day. Is that understood?
Xavion dragged his gaze from the sight of Wendee licking Christophe's belly, to signal acknowledgment to the hidden camera on the wall opposite him. "Understood," he mouthed, knowing the infra-red filter would relay his actions clearly despite the darkness of his position.
Christophe moaned softly and Xavion glanced back to find her taking the boy's penis into her mouth. "Please… Wendee…" he choked. Xavion simply stared, surprised by the depth of feeling their stolen moment evoked in him.
Pietre, too, would be watching this and Xavion wondered if he would be experiencing the same stirring in his loins. Would he too imagine that soft mouth closing over him, those lips massaging his sensitive flesh with such succulent abandon?
Xavion's loin-cloth tightened and he reached down to adjust it, easing the pressure on his erection.
Pietre had given him no directive against this sort of sexual activity, only penetration. He could let them continue until the boy reached orgasm. Or he could stop them.
While he considered which action to take, Xavion observed the boy's response to her, his trembling as she ran her hands over his legs, over his hips and behind to cup his buttocks — her mouth constantly moving, her dark hair brushing his thighs.
Xavion felt himself grow painfully hard, remembering the way she'd sucked that mango, the juice trailing down her chest like fragrant orange semen.
Christophe was moaning, his eyes closed, lost in the ecstatic world of near-orgasm while Wendee cleverly prolonged the moment. Soon, Xavion knew, she would taste the boy's essence, as exotic and ambrosial as the sticky fluid he himself had licked from her chest.
All Christophe's dreams were about to come true…
Xavion's glanced away, towards the fire.
…or were they?
Was this what the boy wanted? The anonymous pleasure of a warm mouth? Wendee's mouth, as opposed to Josh's. No. Xavion suspected the boy had quite different emotional needs.
It was possible that Christophe would never be satisfied until he'd possessed her, until he'd lain between her thighs with the heart of his masculinity inside her and proven himself a man to her as the others had.
What if Pietre knew that, and his reason for denying Christophe the act of penetration was part of a plan, rather than a whim.
That would explain why Pietre had been annoyed at the twins for taking her while Christophe hadn't been present. He would have known it would torture the boy every time one of the others had her. Perhaps Pietre wanted him jealous. And letting him have her to himself for a whole day only to be frustrated by her lack of consciousness was refining torture into the realms of an art form.
To thwart the boy's desire so persistently was to risk it becoming an obsession.
Unless that was Pietre's intent?
Xavion glanced back at the camera.
Or Belle's…
His stomach churned at the thought. Was her subtle input involved in the scripting of this fantasy? His heart beat faster, his mouth going dry. If Belle was interested, there was a chance she might participate herself. She might even…
Xavion's eyes glazed as the incident he'd witnessed two months earlier came back to him full-blown, the entire episode retained in his memory with the vividness of an experience of intense shock — the apparent slowing of time, the minutiae of detail, the precision of each breath and movement — exactly as he imagined the last few seconds of life to be like.
Or the shattering beginning of a new one?
The day itself, however, had started ordinarily enough. The island's defence grid had alerted them to a ship inside their territorial waters and Xavion had taken the twins out to investigate. After establishing it to be nothing more sinister than an off-course fishing vessel, they'd laid explosives and were preparing to dispose of the crew when they were interrupted.
A small video camera attached to Xavion's chest recorded their actions, routinely transmitting the film into the security files for later reference. That day, however, on a whim, Pietre had re-routed the transmission to his control room and was viewing it live. He contacted Xavion and ordered one of the vessel's crew brought in.
Obediently, Xavion cut out the chosen one, an ugly lump of a man blubbering in an Irish brogue, whom he secured on the launch while the twins dispatched his crew-mates. Once ashore, Xavion followed his instructions, ensuring the terrified prisoner was cleansed before delivering him naked to a room in Pietre's underground castle Xavion had never entered before — a child's room.
As ordered, he'd waited with the victim in the centre of the room. For an hour. Then, when the repetition of the fisherman's pathetic prayers had all but worn Xavion's patience to its limit, she had appeared.
Both captor and captive had stood transfixed, watching the shy young girl approach. A dainty tinkling Xavion had recognised as Tchaikovsky's 'Dance of the Sugar Plum Fairy' played faintly in the background, and in the air there drifted a powdery scent he could only describe as pink.
With an artifice Xavion could hardly believe possible, Belle had transformed herself from an adult woman into a pre-pubescent angel, complete with blonde curls, huge blue eyes and a teddy clutched under her arm.
It had definitely been Belle. Xavion had guarded her often enough on outings to the mainland to be sure of that, but the disguise had been so perfect, her size so precise for the play that the fisherman had thought himself confronted by a ten year old girl.
Her breasts had been strapped and hidden beneath a demure gingham frock, her nails were short and free of colour, and on her small feet she wore black, patent-leather shoes that made no sound as she approached. To Xavion, for that brief moment, she ceased being a woman, and became a child.
Which made his next reaction to her all the more inexplicable. A outflowing of emotion, like a blow to the head, dazed him, and his hold on the fisherman's arm slackened.
Part of him wanted step between them, to protect her, to kill anyone that so much as breathed on a single perfect curl. And yet with that was an equally fierce, almost blinding desire to take her himself, sexually, violently.
Gritting his teeth, he called on every discipline of his training to remain still — to obey his orders.
At a gesture from Belle, he released her victim's arm and stepped back a pace as she led the embarrassed fisherman to the small, lace-clad bed, seating him on its edge.
His hands still covered his genitals but with some coaxing and fluttering of eyelashes she managed to push them aside and crawl onto his lap. There, she rested her bright blonde curls on his chest and rocked back and forth, clutching the teddy.
Xavion watched, totally absorbed, as the coarse fisherman wrapped his arms gently around Belle and began rocking in her rhythm, his cheek against her silky hair, tears slipping out from under his closed eyelids.
The tender scene went on for some minutes before Xavion noticed Belle's comfort rocking had slowed to a tight grind, her tiny bottom massaging her victim's penis, with predictable results.
The fisherman's eyes opened, clouded with a combination of guilt and surprise.
Again Xavion felt the alien emotion surge inside himself. His hands balled into fists at his sides to keep them from the fisherman's throat as Belle slid off his lap and turned to stare at the intrusion to their paternal intimacy.
Eyes wide with wonder, she stretched out a tiny hand, only to pause it near the narrow sausage of flesh, as though unsure of its purpose. Then she touched it, grasping it as a child would, smiling at his gasped breath. Giggling, she twisted it gently, and pumped it up and down a few times. Not many before it spurted over her arm and dress.
Pulling back, she glanced at him in consternation before touching the sticky liquid on her bodice, rubbing the texture between her small fingers then raising them to her lips.
" No," he gasped, but she was already licking those fingers, laughing, and before he had the chance to stop her, bending down to lick the top of his flaccid penis. "Mary, mother of Jesus," the fisherman groaned, but she was all dancing fingers, small quick tongue and girlish giggles, pushing him backwards onto the bed and straddling his legs with her thin shanks as she licked up the spilt fluid.
"Stop. You have to stop. You're just a wee girl," he pleaded, but he made no move against her. He just lay there, one arm thrown over his eyes, pleading softly to himself. "A wee bit of a girl. You've got to stop."
But she didn't stop and as Xavion watched, the fisherman achieved another reluctant erection. Belle paused when she had him hard again and reached under the edge of the bed, withdrawing a small pistol. She leant over and pressed it into his hand.
Xavion was galvanised into action then, stepping quickly to her side, but she held out a hand to stop him and by accident or design, it landed against the erection straining the front of his stiff, duty uniform.
He froze, his hand over his own gun as she raised her haunches and somehow managed to engulf her victim's penis inside herself. She appeared too small, and Xavion was sure his eyes were as wide as those of the fisherman who'd dropped his arm to stare at her.
"Just like Mummies and Daddies," she whispered in a voice so pure, so innocent, Xavion would have sworn it could only have passed the lips of a real child.
The fisherman tightened his grip on the small pistol, prompting Xavion to withdraw his Luger, but Belle's small hand, still covering his erection, pressed warningly against him.
Was the pistol not loaded? That must be it. Xavion slid his gun back into it's holster and watched as her widely spread hips rose and fell — the monstrous vision of a child fucking a man.
It burned Xavion, as did her tiny hand pressing against his erection with each rhythmic movement. He ached to plunge it into her, knowing she was too small even for the fisherman's pathetic worm. It would tear her apart, and yet he wanted to so desperately that his reason was clouded, his duty completely forgotten. His free hand came up to cover hers, grinding it against his pants.
The fisherman, sobbing, raised the tiny pistol to his mouth.
"Am I a good little girl?" she asked earnestly, "Will you be my Daddy?"
His eyes closed, squeezing fat tears out from under their lids as his hips bucked upwards, then lay still. Belle, having clung on with her knees, now watched the gun in his mouth with such avid absorption that she appeared unaware of Xavion continuing to manipulate her hand against his straining erection.
"Daddy?" she whispered, the child-voice still pure despite the tension in her body and the fever in her eyes. "Will I suck it again?"
The ugly face contorted and there was a last sob choked on the barrel of the gun before it exploded, the splatter of blood and brains echoing Xavion's own explosion as he spurted against Belle's tiny palm.
Then the room was still.
Xavion's heard his harsh breathing and felt the spread of warm stickiness at his abdomen, but his mind was slow to clear through the pleasure haze — to recall his duty.
Belle.
By the time he had, she'd already wrenched her hand away from his pants, thrown the blonde wig carelessly over the missing skull of the fisherman and was striding towards the door.
Xavion watched, shell-shocked despite his own corpse littered past, as she loosened the band securing her shoulder-length hair and shook it free. It had been dyed jet-black and as Xavion watched, the dark strands lifted and swirled around the shoulders of her pretty child's frock. It looked incongruous, like a veil of mourning on an angel.
Xavion knew he should move, should say something — make some explanation for his unacceptable conduct. But he was trapped in a place he'd never been before — a place where emotions dictated actions and unquestioning obedience no longer existed.
At the door she stopped and turned back, but still Xavion couldn't mobilise himself to speak. The outcome of her 'game' had been so unexpected. So perverse. So… erotic.
She pinned him with narrowed steely eyes that were far removed from the flutter of Wedgwood blue that had entrapped the fisherman.
"Clean it up, " she said, and the shock of hearing her normal, husky contralto helped draw Xavion out of his preoccupation.
"Immediately," he said, and glanced across at the corpse to be disposed of.
"Wait."
He looked back to find her gazing at the stained front of his trousers.
"Strip."
Sick tension gripped his stomach — fascination and the fear. Unbuckling his holster and dropping it onto the bed beside the hapless fisherman's feet, he'd quickly divested himself of his clothing to stand naked before her for the first time.
"Interesting."
Adrenalin coursed through him, making him tremble under her curious gaze. Would she touch him? Would she kill him?
"But too big," she said, gesturing at the turgid erection that swayed almost level with her eyes, an achingly distant ten feet away.
Xavion wanted to stride over and -
"Still… Get rid of this mess and ready yourself," she instructed. "I may decide to call for you."
He took a deep breath and bowed, the blood rushing to his head, dizzying him further. "At your command," he'd said, and wasn't surprised to find her gone when he'd lifted his head.
In a daze of pounding lust he'd delegated the clean up and prepared himself for her summons. But the call had never come — not that day, nor in the subsequent two months.
He'd told himself it was of no consequence, that his duty was to Pietre, but Belle haunted him. No amount of sexual activity could obliterate the memory of her depravity. And even Wendee, voracious temptress that she was, couldn't distract him entirely.
At every order, every message, his muscles tensed with expectation. But to no avail.
New orders. Pietre's voice.
Xavion touched his ear-comm and glanced obediently at the camera, registering the fact that the boy was panting loudly. He was close. If Xavion were to stop them, now was the time.
Take Christophe with you when you deliver her to Josh. Stay and watch them. Remember the boy must not be allowed to have her.
Was that Belle's voice he'd heard in the background? He gritted his teeth.
A loud groan of satisfaction from Christophe echoed around the cavern, and Xavion was finally able to tear his gaze from the camera.
It was time to implement Pietre's orders.
He stepped out of the shadows, preparing to use his power over Wendee and the boy, but even as he did he admitted to himself that Belle had a power over him he had no way of controlling.
If Pietre were to discover that, Xavion's life would be forfeit. All he could hope was that Belle chose to 'play' with him first.



Chapter Fifteen


"But why?" Christophe looked to Dee for help.
"We've only just got here," she said to Xavion, stating the obvious as she followed him inside the Japanese style temple-on-the-water, Christophe at her side. A brief glance showed Josh rising from a sunken bed of cushions in the centre of the large room. Behind him there was no wall, just a vista of blue — ocean swell backed up to the horizon line. "Can't we at least look around first?" She held Christophe's hand tightly. She wasn't finished with him yet.
"You may 'look around' all you choose. Josh will return you to the cave when you're ready." Xavion nodded to their host who now stood silently to one side. "Christophe and I are required elsewhere."
Her eyes narrowed. "By Peter?"
"Correct."
"May I come?"
There was a pause where Xavion's eyes were briefly unfocused, as though the question required deep thought. Then they cleared and he said, "You'll be safer here," and to Christophe, "Wait for me on the beach."
Dee's fingers tightened but Christophe managed to disengaged his hand from hers and edge backwards, his apologetic expression melting into relief as he slipped through the door. Pleased to be escaping Josh no doubt. Dee felt her jaw muscles tighten. She listened to the creaking wooden planks as he loped along the jetty, then the sound stopped and she turned slowly back to Xavion.
"Testing my obedience?" she asked. There was no other reason for Christophe to be suddenly 'required'. The others were stronger, more capable.
Xavion shook his head. "The orders are from Peter."
"Then he is," she accused, feeling the frustration well up inside her. "He doesn't require Christophe — "
"Neither do you," Xavion pointed out, his mantle of leadership suddenly evident. "You would do well to remember that we are a tribe to be honoured, and not a menu to be chosen from."
Dee pressed her lips together. His words were a slap in the face, but they gave her some badly-needed perspective. "You're right. I’m sorry." She looked down at her trembling hands. "I've acted very badly. Will you forgive me," she asked humbly.
"You are our Wendee," he replied, and the simple phrase had a talisman effect. She felt the tensions in the room dissolve. "You, also, must be honoured. But Peter's orders have priority."
"I understand."
Xavion nodded, "As do I." His perceptive gaze raked her body, detecting the subtle twitchiness, the feverish colour. Without any covering, it was easily read. "I leave you with Josh who will see to your needs." He touched her arm briefly and she shivered, fighting down the urge to throw herself at him. But with Pietre waiting, he would only reject her.
She hugged her shoulders. Why was she so desperate? Christophe was gone two minutes and she suddenly wanted Xavion. Was she visually aroused by any man within line-of-sight? Perhaps emotions didn't come into it at all.
"Protect her." Xavion ordered, over her head.
"With my life," Josh replied softly and Xavion nodded, as though expecting the vow might need to be honoured.
He left then and Dee followed him to the door, resting her head against the sun-baked timber frame. Xavion's progress along the jetty was more sedate that Christophe's had been. He marched, back straight, stride purposeful, loin cloth shifting with each step. Muscles rippled across his back in the sunlight and her fingers stroked her own shoulders, remembering the weight of those muscles, the strength of his body against hers and how beautiful his eyes had made her feel.
She wanted that again.
Languishing in the doorway, her feverish desire grew. The already-hot sun stung her skin like the blaze Xavion had laid her beside the first time he'd taken her. Her breasts throbbed and soon her pubic pelt was on fire. She squeezed her thighs together, feeling the moistness of her arousal between them.
Across the narrow expanse of sand she saw Christophe waiting in the shadows of the Pandanus palms that bordered the beach. While she had been watching Xavion, he had been watching her.
A hiccup of emotion confused her desire. The heat wavered and almost faltered, then Xavion stopped next to Christophe. They spoke. Dee was too far away to hear the words but she could see their effect. Christophe's shoulders sagged and he turned away from her.
Was he being removed from the tribe? Would she never see him again? A pang of desolation tightened her chest, but as she watched them disappear into the shadows of the quasi-jungle, the ache faded and all that remained was her feverish arousal, undiminished.
She closed her eyes. Emotions were transitory, but the need to be touched was a constant. She had become the addict Roc had thought her to be.
"Shall we begin?" came a voice from behind her.
Josh. Not Christophe or Xavion, but the mindless throb between her legs was indiscriminate. He was a man. A body. Curiosity tightened her stomach.
"Begin what?" she asked, turning away from the scorching sun to take a step into the shaded interior. She felt immediately cooler.
Josh had resumed his cross-legged pose on the bed of cushions in the sunken centre of the room. His body was so perfect it made her eyes ache.
She wanted to look away, but forced herself to inspect him as thoroughly as she had the others, at the black, tumbled down hair that contrasted so sharply with the smooth musculature of his upper body. And those soft, thick-lashed eyes. Too beautiful to be a man's.
He gestured to the cushions in front of him but she hesitated. Caution warred with the extremity of her need. "What exactly are we to do?"
"Anything you desire."
She laughed, almost embarrassed. "Well that's interesting. And surprising." She went over to where he waited and lowered herself onto the cushions, mimicking his cross-legged pose. The silk of them was deliciously cool against flesh still stinging from the sun, and she wanted to rub herself on them like a cat. But Josh's placid gaze inhibited her. She wasn't sure why.
"Anything I desire," she repeated his offer speculatively, then asked, "What about rape? Pain? Humiliation?"
"As you wish."
Dee looked away from his level gaze. Her question had been facetious, yet he had insisted on taking her words at face value. His serenity in the face of her frustration should have been infuriating, but it wasn't. His stillness-of-being soothed her and she found her shoulders relaxing.
"How would you use me?" he asked, without a flicker of apprehension.
She shook her head. It wasn't Josh she wanted to hurt.
A cushion found its way into her lap. "I did want something," she admitted, twisting a silky tassel around her finger, wondering if she would tell this beautiful, untouchable man about the fantasy she'd concocted on the way to his retreat.
"What was it?"
She shrugged. "It's not possible now."
"Would you like to talk about it?" His gentle eyes encouraged her, and whether out of anger at Pietre or curiosity about Josh, she found herself agreeing.
"All right," she said, taking a breath to settle herself and to align her thoughts. "But will you answer me something first. If Christophe was still here and I told you to take him, to… penetrate him…" She paused, struggling with the explicitness of her words.
"Go on." His gaze seemed suddenly intense — his eyes not the pools of tranquillity they had been, but engaging, locking on to hers.
"Would you do it?" she asked. "Would you take him against his will?"
"If you desired it."
She let out a breath. "Then it's just as well he's gone because I would have… I did desire that," she admitted, not able to meet his gaze.
"May I ask why?"
The tassel wound and unwound its way around her finger as she studied the waves. "I'd rather you didn't."
"As you wish."
She glanced back. "You're very compliant."
He smiled.
"And easy to talk to," she admitted, wondering why she didn't just tell him about her fantasy.
After watching her for a moment, he said, "You may tell me now," and she thought, why not? Maybe he could make sense of it and explain it to her.
"All right. I'll try," she said, hoping it wouldn't be embarrassing. He gave her an encouraging nod and she began, "I've seen the way you look at Christophe. The way your eyes follow him."
She paused, searching for words. "I can almost taste your desire for him — the same desire I have for him. Not that of a woman for a man, but…" She frowned, went on, "I look at Christophe the same way a man looks at an inexperienced young girl he wants to initiate into the secrets of pleasure. As I myself have been initiated. I don't want his touch," she explained. "I want to be aroused by touching him. Can you understand that?"
Josh nodded again and she felt he did understand.
"I want to take Christophe," she said, "to teach him the pleasure." Her fingers bit into the plump cushion and her knuckles whitened. "I'm filled with the impossible desire to take him as a man takes a woman. To lie over him and…" her eyes searched the room, searched Josh's. "I want to subjugate him with the ultimate masculine power. Penetration."
There was silence at the end of her speech and Dee wished he would smile at the pomposity of her words — wished she could — but Josh was taking it very seriously and was clearly moved by her desire.
"This initiation of which you speak obviously had a profound effect on you," he said.
"It did." She looked down at her fingers, now limp on the cushion, and saw again the trembling young hands that had made no attempt to fend off her 'master'.
Such power he'd wielded over her. How she wanted to experience that power for herself. "I wanted to recreate it for Christophe," she said, then smiled. "But I am ill equipped."
"You could experience it vicariously."
"Through you." She nodded. "Yes, I wanted that. I wanted you to take him, regardless of his feelings."
Their eyes met.
"I would have done it, Wendee."
"We would have both enjoyed it. But…" she shrugged.
Josh nodded solemnly and there was an awkward moment.
"So… What are we doing?" she asked.
"Anything you — "
"Desire," Dee cut him off. "Okay, I think I understand that part. What I want to know is what can you do?"
"Anything — "
She held up a hand, waiting until she was sure he'd stopped before resting it over her eyes. "Let me think."
"Make yourself comfortable," Josh offered, and as she prepared to lie amid the cushions an idea came to her — an idea inspired by her fantasy.
"I know what I want," she said, and unfolding her legs, spread them wide to span his knees before lying back and stretching her arms over her head to form an X with her naked body.
Her eyes were closed. "Tell me how you would do it," she instructed, her voice deliberately low and husky. "Tell me how you would touch Christophe."
There was silence and Dee imagined him staring at her body, seeing her sex open in front of him.
Her arms and legs felt light, as did her head, but her loins were heavy, engorged with the trembling that would soon be a pulse.
"First, I would scent the air," Josh said, his voice deeper than it had been.
"Do it," she commanded, and felt the cushions beneath her move as he rose. There were muffled noises, a match striking, then she felt him return. Almost immediately the heady fragrance of incense intruded over the brine of the sea.
"It is done," he said and Dee smiled. She was visualising Christophe spreadeagled on the cushions and herself crouched between his legs. He was naked, his eyes closed, his flaccid penis resting against his stomach. She wanted to touch it, to touch him, but…
"What next?" she asked.
"I would rub his body with scented oil."
"Good. Let's do it."
Warm oil trickled along her legs and up onto her stomach. A moment later Josh's palms slid along her shins and up over her knees, his thumbs trailing along her inner thighs. Slowly, very slowly.
Dee's own palms tingled as she imagined herself caressing Christophe. And when Josh's thumbs met and trailed through her pubic hair on their way to her stomach, her breath caught in her throat. Above her head, her fingers curved inwards to encompass the rapidly forming erection her fantasy had produced.
Her tongue emerged to wet her dry lips. "Talk to me," she commanded. "Tell me what you're doing."
"I'm touching Christophe's chest," he said, his voice now as husky as her own. "I'm massaging it," and his palms rose to cover her breasts, kneading them expertly, rolling the nipples between thumb and forefinger, tweaking them until she moaned with the pleasure. "I'm stroking his arms, his sides, his hips."
Josh's hands, slick with oil, followed the path of his words and she trembled with the ecstasy of his touch as those sure hands slid around her hips and cupped her buttocks. She thrust her pelvis upwards, imagining Christophe offering his tremblingly hard penis for her kiss, a warm, melting kiss that would draw the pleasure out.
Were Josh's eyes closed as well? She felt his hands fumble as he rolled her over and spread her legs again, pulling her onto his lap where her buttocks rested against his stomach. There was no fabric to separate their skin and she could feel his penis hard against her belly.
A trickle of warm oil ran down her back and she shuddered as the large hands smoothed it into her skin, massaging her shoulders and the back of her neck before working their way down to her parted buttocks.
"I'm calming him now," Josh said, his voice heavy with the weight of his laboured breathing. "I want him to be prepared."
The hands began kneading her buttocks, fingers delving between them, randomly at first, then in a definite rhythm. Once a slippery finger intruded into the tight pucker of flesh that shielded her final virginity and she stiffened. But the other hand was beneath, caressing, coaxing, stroking the stiff button of flesh that sent waves of pleasure through her body and she relaxed against the intrusion, imagining herself stroking Christophe, calming him, preparing him.
Then Josh slid her off and onto her side on the cushions. She felt hard legs come up against the back of her own. The intruder slipped out and a strange tingling the base of her spine distracted her from the heavier presence nudging her puckered entrance.
"Relax, little one," she heard Josh saying. "Let me in. Let me do it," he crooned against her ear. "I won't hurt you. I promise." And in her mind she saw Christophe's frightened eyes close, his lips part on a sigh as the phallus of her fantasy slid smoothly inside him, tingling his body from the inside out in a wave of pleasure that was unlike anything he'd ever experienced.
The pressure withdrew slightly and the pleasure grew stronger. Her breasts ached and her sex-flesh throbbed from it, but she left them untouched. She wanted to experience this sensation alone, not confused by the triggering of other responses.
"Yes," she sighed, "He's enjoying it. He wants it." And she felt Josh's hands move to her hips, holding them steady as he slid back in, sending the tingling up her spine to explode inside her brain. It was so… different, so good. She squeezed her knees together and fought to hold the image of Christophe in her mind but the pleasure was so strong, building so quickly. Behind her, Josh's breathing grew louder.
The in-out tingled all over her body, making her want more, making her moan, "Do it harder. Please. He wants it." And Josh complied, driving slickly in and out, faster and faster, his fingers manipulating her hips back and forth, push-pull, in-out until the moment came and she lost the image — lost Christophe writhing against Josh and there was only white, a flash of painful white behind her eyes as her spine arched and her hips shuddered uncontrollably.
Josh held her hard, still slapping against her buttocks, prolonging the explosion until he too shuddered and lay still.
Then for a long time there was quiet.
Softly, into that quiet, Josh said, "You love the boy."
Dee almost laughed. "I don't know anything about love," she said, and some perversity of natured caused her to add glibly, "If I had, I wouldn't have ended up here."
Josh shook his head. "Fate brought your generous heart to us," he contradicted. "Fate, and Peter's discerning eye."
Dee bit her lip, humbled by his compliment. "I don't know that I've shown much generosity since I've been here. The only — "
"You do not hoard your grace, but offer it freely to all. What is that if not generosity?"
Nymphomania? Dee wished she could see him. It was hard to imagine his words had been issued with a straight face, but by their tone she had to accept they had been spoken honestly. "You're the generous one," she told him. "I can't imagine anyone else seeing my actions as more than self-serving."
"Then perhaps that is why Fate brought you to us, and not to 'anyone else'."
Dee smiled, liking his logic. "Perhaps."
"I still think you love Christophe," he persisted, "and perhaps Peter believes this also."
Dee forced herself to consider that. "You think Peter took him away so everyone could have an equal turn?"
"For the good of the tribe."
It made sense. She had become overly fond of Christophe — favouring him above the others. Had they felt resentful? What about the twins? After one brief skirmish on her sleeping platform, she'd all but forgotten them.
And Mack. Brutal though he was, he belonged to the tribe. Perhaps she should have made an attempt to gentle his sexual behaviour. Did he ever kiss? She tried to imagine kissing him. Soft kisses. The thought made her lips quirk into a wry smile. It might have been fun.
But Christophe had captivated her completely, distracting her from her purpose, blinding her to her appointed 'duty' within the tribe.
"Maybe Peter did the right thing," she admitted, much as she hated to. She hadn't come to Never Land to find someone. She'd come to forget, to lose herself in the many.
Besides, out of sight, and scent, Christophe was a faded shadow of himself, not a strong enough presence to feed the obsession she'd developed for him. Especially not while she lay in the arms of another man.
Yet there was more to Christophe than her body's reactions to him. Even with the desire diminished, she felt… something.
Behind her, as though reading her thoughts, Josh said, "You've developed a bond with the boy."
"I feel… emotions for him." Lord, that had been hard to admit. "Not love of course," she hurried to explain, "but…"
"Affection?"
She nodded. "Yes, he — "
"Arouses your maternal instincts."
She baulked at that. "Just because I care about him — "
"You are confused in your feelings though, are you not?" Josh demanded.
"Yes, but I don't think I'm mothering him." She laughed, a little embarrassed. "I'm mean, we've kissed. I've…" she broke off, annoyed to find herself blushing.
They lay together in silence and she listened to the sound of Josh's breathing, felt it on her back. What was he thinking?
Finally he spoke, but the words appeared to have no bearing on their earlier conversation.
"Would you die for me, Wendee?" he asked.
"Die for you?" Was this another test? She felt her blood go cold. "How?"
"I'm speaking theoretically," he explained. "If you could save my life by dying, would you do it without thinking? Instinctively?"
Perhaps this was a test of a different kind.
She searched her feelings, and as she did, a primitive level of awareness within herself was wakened. The tribe was based on more than mere food-sex-survival. They weren't individuals looking out for themselves. There was an inter-dependence between them that needed to be tested, to be known and relied upon.
They'd need to know where she fitted in.
For the first time Dee felt a real belonging within the tribe. And that belonging required absolute honesty.
"No," she said, "I wouldn't do it instinctively. I'd stop. I'd think."
"Would you die to save Xavion?"
Dee couldn't imagine a scenario where she might need to protect Xavion — he who had declared himself her Champion. But the answer was the same.
"No."
"Mack?"
She shook her head.
"The twins?"
She paused, and he had to reminded her, "Instinctively."
"No, I wouldn't. Not instinctively."
"Then consider that Christophe is being attacked and that you have a weapon. He is injured, bleeding, and will die unless you help him." The voice in her ear was devoid of emotion but Dee shivered with the horror of the scene his words painted. "Instinctively remember. Do you leap from the shadows and fight or stay hidden and live?"
Dee's stomach lurched and she closed her eyes. "Fight," she admitted, the single word coming out on a hollow breath.
Behind her, Josh sighed. "It is as I thought. The mother-love. The fearlessness of the lioness who protects her cub. It is not the love of a mate."
Dee dragged her thoughts back. "No, it's not love," she agreed, "But it's not…" She grimaced in distaste at the thought. "Mothers don't do… what I've done with Christophe."
"Some do," Josh contradicted. "The cub grows, becomes a lion. He mates. Perhaps with the lioness who bore him. It matters not. Lions are not monogamous and neither are we."
"We're not animals."
"The difference," Josh said, his voice slow and clear, "is that the lioness forgets the cub and responds to the lion. In her mind, he is no longer of her flesh. Yet you, Wendee," he paused as though unsure how to express himself tactfully. "You take flesh not of your own and make it cub instead of lion. Child instead of mate. Why?"
She shook her head. Confused. She wanted to deny his accusation, but despite her turmoil she could sense truth in his words. "But why would I — "
"Have you borne children?" he asked suddenly.
"I… No." For some reason tears pricked her eyes. Josh was touching her inside, deep, where she had no protection. "I could have once," she whispered, "but…" Unexpectedly, she choked up.
"Wendee." His cheek touched her back. "I should not have asked. The past is of no consequence here. Forgive my intrusion." His smooth, heavy muscled arms enveloped her, pulling her close to his chest to comfort her but her heart was heavy, soaked like a sponge with the tears of the past.
Yet, perversely, it wasn't the child's death she was mourning. It was…
She took a deep, shuddering breath. "Can I tell you something," she whispered, knowing instinctively that she could share this burden with Josh. That he'd understand.
"Of course."
"I think I know why I'm drawn to Christophe." She spoke slowly through a tight throat. "He reminds me of someone I knew. Someone I was falling in love with. But this person… left me and I was very angry with him. I think that's why I want to hurt Christophe. To get back at…" Dee found she couldn't even say the name, "the other."
There was no face inside her mind to haunt her, she had erased that, but the pain of that loss was still a heavy ache in her chest. She shivered and Josh held her closer.
"We have this in common then," Josh whispered against her skin. "Christophe reminds me of a past outside this world. I try to forget…" He paused, "but his eyes… They are the eyes from my past." Dee heard anguish in his voice and wondered at it.
"Can't you go back?" she whispered and felt him shake his head.
"No. The past is dead…"
"But surely if you — "
"…at my hand." He said each word carefully, as though translating it into an unfamiliar language. And perhaps it was for him. Perhaps he'd never spoken of this before.
She felt his arms tighten and she snuggled against him. Their roles had reversed. He wasn't comforting her now, but clutching her as a child would his favourite toy.
Strong as these men were, they needed her. She understood that more fully now. Not just for sex, but for her compassion, her companionship and the intellectual stimulation they could share. For all the things a partner — a mate — would provide. Yet she was in the privileged position of being mate to all, not merely one. The lone lioness in the pride.
It was a life she could never have imagined for herself, but now that she had it, she knew she would risk anything to keep it. What amazed her most was that she might never have known what she had to lose, if Peter hadn't 'interfered'.
She could see now that at every step he'd taught her a lesson — showed her an insight into her own nature and those of her Lost Boys.
In that moment Dee vowed never question his judgement again.
"There is no past anymore, Josh," she said with a conviction that went bone deep. She might die on this island, but she was determined to live first. "I belong to Peter. To the tribe."
"You are our Wendee," Josh affirmed. "There can be no doubt."
And in Dee's mind there was none either. Peter was a God and his word was law. She suddenly wanted to please this God who had brought her to his promised land. She tilted her head towards Josh and asked, "What does Peter want me to do?"
"To act from your nature. That is all," Josh replied.
Dee closed her eyes for a moment and thought. Then she let herself feel.
She felt… Josh's hard body against her back, his deflated invader still imprisoned within her body, his arms around her.
Anything you desire…
She licked her lips. "Will you kiss me?" she asked.
"Of course." Carefully he turned her shoulders, settling her head onto the cushions so he could lean over her whilst maintaining their sexual connection.
He brushed his lips over hers. She kept her eyes open, watching.
"Does it disgust you?" she asked, "Kissing a woman?"
He pulled back. "Would it disgust you to kiss a woman?"
"I don't know." She smiled, surprised. "I've never done it."
Josh looked as though he were about to say something, then didn't. He simply watched her for a moment, studying her eyes, her lips. Then he lowered his head and kissed her properly, deeply, and she felt her body stirring.
His body also stirred. She felt the strange tingling prickle across her buttocks as he swelled inside her.
"You kiss very well," she sighed when he relinquished her lips and pulled back to look into her eyes.
"I practice," he said, then asked, "Again?" nudging her hips with his and creating a delicious shiver that tightened her nipples into hard, rosy buds. He lowered his head and sucked one, softly at first, then with a strong rhythmic pressure that had her writhing and moaning helplessly.
Her buttocks wriggled around his hard shaft, increasing her pleasure so much that when he stopped sucking the nipple and returned his attention to her mouth she barely noticed.
He had begun the slow in-out again, whispering against her lips and kissing her hard. Then he held her hips tightly and drove into her again and again until she couldn't kiss, she could only make strange panting cries as the white wave rushed towards her. And then it was there. Josh slid a hand off her hip and clamped it over her mound, squeezing as he shuddered into his own little-death and she felt the wave crash down on her pushing the air out of her lungs with a hoarse cry as the hot sensation licked over her.
Then… nothing.
And gradually into the nothing she heard panting. Then she felt her brain throbbing inside her skull and a prickliness about her skin, as though she had pins-and-needles all over her body. "I think I'm going to faint," she said, incredulous, adding, "If you can do that with a woman I can't wait to see what you do with a man."
He laughed, withdrawing from her at last.
She slid onto her back on the cushions as the final echo of the strange tingling spasmed across her buttocks. For a second it felt odd, as though she had no control over her lower body, but then the feeling passed and her body relaxed. So much so, that when Josh spoke a minute later she was almost asleep.
"The twins will be displeased with me if I have worn you out."
She smiled, not opening her eyes. "Just give me a minute," but the gentle lapping of waves lulled her and she couldn't seem to open her eyes. "Sorry. So sleepy," she mumbled.
There was a slight pressure on her forehead, dry, soft… lips? It withdrew and he said, "We'll be safe here for some hours. I'll wake you before dusk."
"Mmm." She slept.



Chapter Sixteen


Supported by Pietre's chair, Belle lay slumped over his control panel, her mind fuzzy with narcotic haze. The initial euphoria of the drug was spent, as was the life of the young man who adorned the wall of her bedchamber — the young man she'd been saving. The one who reminded her of Christophe.
Now she merely drifted, but a random thought tickled her mind. She'd been trying to remember what had set her off. Why she'd lost control. It had been years -
The Wendee.
Belle's upper body jerked, her fingers bumping keys, spreading the copper spirals of hair already sprawled across the control panel.
Bitch.
Pietre was obsessed with her, that much was obvious. The mermaids Belle had selected so carefully to tempt him lounged idle at their lagoon while he poured over every boring file he'd recorded since the Wendee bitch had arrived. He even watched her while she was asleep.
And why?
Belle couldn't understand it. She wasn't beautiful. Nor was she particularly experienced. Her emotions were mildly interesting, Belle would allow that, but not fascinating — not so engrossing that Pietre should have no time for business. No time for Belle.
And this morning, as thought her antagonism hadn't already been deadly, Pietre had been indiscreet enough to say… to…
Belle felt herself slipping back into the drug and frowned, struggling with the elusive memory.
He'd said… something. What had he said?
She concentrated, trying to conjure the scene from the fuzzy recesses of her mind but the drug seduced her, whispering for her to stop splashing and kicking and float on its warm, undulating surface.
"No," she moaned softly, her fingers scrabbling uselessly beside her head, tangling in her hair. Beneath that undulating surface was a memory and if she dived one last time…
A sliver of reality, like a replay, came to her. They'd been here, in the control room. Pietre in his chair, she at his side, one hand resting on his sleeve. The screen had been on, displaying…
The Wendee bitch, she could remember that much. And she'd been with… someone. Fucking them probably. Such a waste of -
The memory wavered and Belle dragged her attention back to it, trying to focus, but the players were indistinct. And unimportant, she remembered, as it had been the conversation, not the action that had interested Pietre. What had been said?
Belle's forehead tightened and she fought for the words.
Mother. Something to do with a mother. Pietre had said… Belle grimaced, forcing the memory, making her head ache.
Pietre had said, 'What an interesting concept. The incestuous mother. Fascinating.' Belle relaxed slightly. She had the memory now. Next he'd said, 'I think I'll let Wendee have access to Christophe after all. Left to follow her instincts, she may well decide to hurt him rather than make love to him. You'd appreciate that, wouldn't you Ma Chere?'
Pouting her slack lips against the cold steel of the control panel, Belle remembered her outrage. 'Let me hurt him,' she'd demanded. 'She's an amateur. She'll ruin him.' But Pietre had shook his head, a strange animation in his eyes as he'd gone back to studying the screen.
Belle had stood stiffly beside him, containing her fury, focusing it all onto one target.
Then Pietre had said, 'It has to be the Wendee who does it,' his voice vague, as though speaking to himself. 'It has to be the mother I brought them.'
Belle had known then, and the rage that gripped her came back now to stiffen her lax muscles.
" Bitch." She spat the word in an explosion of breath that puffed a spiral of hair out of her eyes to tangle amid the controls. Her mind whirled with exotic tortures but she was deep within the drug and couldn't hold her thoughts for long. The spasm of fury soon passed. She floated again.
Beneath her cheek she heard a rhythmic buzzing, and intermittently, a faint, rapid clicking. Electronic noises. The machinations of Pietre's control.
Slipping her hold on reality, she imagined her cheek resting against Pietre's smooth chest, her ear pressed against his cold skin as she listened to the click and buzz of his soul. Belle knew there were no fragile organs inside Pietre to spill out, no unprotected windpipe to squeeze or throbbing artery that could drain his life's blood with the careless snick of a blade. Pietre was impenetrable. There was nothing human about that pale, autocratic body except its exterior visage. Inside it was pure machine. Devious, calculating,
… machine.
And yet…
Her fingers twitched, bumping controls, tangling in her dishevelled hair.
…there had been a time when he may have been human. A vague memory came to her, a snatch of conversation. Where had she been?
This time the memory surfaced with less effort.
Last year at the Middle-East Summit — world leaders posturing and smiling for photographs while in the background Pietre and the money-men arranged shipments for the impending 'Breakdown in the Peace talks'.
Belle remembered she'd been sent to seduce a minor sheik, hoping to gain military information. Unfortunately, all she'd drawn from his slack lips was a proposal of marriage, followed moments later by a cry of fear that had gradually decreased in volume and metamorphosed into an involuntary groan of pleasure as his enthusiastic release stained the satin bodice of her ball gown.
She'd ripped it off, leaving the tulle under-skirt as her only covering and released her hair to fall in white-blonde strands around her naked upper body.
From sophisticate to nymphet in two easy moves. She smiled now, recalling the look on his face — the eagerness that had increased as she'd crawled over him, her breasts holding their apple-shape perfectly. Then, with one poised above his gaping mouth, she'd reached across to the champagne bucket beside the bed and withdrawn a handful of icecubes.
His lower body had jerked, tightening, but this time she raised them to his other orifice, inserting them one at a time until his cheeks bulged like a chipmunk. Then she'd forced her nipple in and he'd gagged, trying to push his tongue through the ice to lick it. That had made her laugh.
A little more pleasure, some low-level pain and he'd been babbling uncontrollably. But the information hadn't been what Pietre had sent her for, and in frustration she'd beat him with her delicate high-heeled shoe… until a name was mentioned that stayed her hand.
Vincente DeMartande. Pietre's father.
After eight years with Pietre, Belle had heard little more of him than his name. The Arab, however, had known much more — had been an associate of Pietre's father, probably the last alive. Through blind luck he'd avoided the pogrom Pietre and his brother had conducted after their father's death.
Belle had presumed they'd wanted no-one alive who had known their father intimately, and from the slobbering lips of this reluctant witness she'd finally discovered why.
In desperation, he'd vowed obedience to the 'death-tongue', the ancient secrecy, and she believed him. Belle was adept at reading truth, especially in extremis. She believed he'd held his silence until then, but unfortunately for him, she was not a woman to tempt fate.
They both knew her intentions, yet as she thanked him with her body for the weapon he'd given her, he appeared helpless to defend himself. Fear haunted his eyes, but his will had become her plaything…
Belle was drifting again and struggled to pull herself back. The Arab…?
Blood. She remembered the blood. It had been warm, she remembered, almost hot, like the blood that had pounded behind her temples as she'd pictured the scene he had so fearfully painted for her.
She'd felt dizzy with the power of it, much as she felt now. Yet she hadn't used it. Twelve months had passed and she was still hoarding the knowledge.
Why? Was she trying to protect Pietre from it? He who had the heart of a machine? It didn't make sense.
"My love," she whispered.
The warm sensations sucked her down again and she gratefully slid into their comforting depths.
"Belle?"
Pietre? Struggling to focus, Belle raised her heavy head and aimed her eyes in the direction of the door, catching a movement side-of-sight. Her nodding head tilted in that direction but the voice was behind her now.
"Drugged, Ma Chere? This is unlike you."
She pushed feebly with one foot to swivel the chair but it propped half way round. Her head wobbled and her eyes tracked erratically.
"Pietre?" There was a dark shape in front of her. "I'm just…"
"Incoherent."
Crouched before her, his face swam in and out of her vision and she reached out to stop it moving. One hand connected with the shoulder of his suit and she clutched it feebly, her muscles lax and unresponsive.
"Pietre, my baby," she crooned. "So young, so lovely."
The dark eyes blinked and Belle saw pain in them. Or painful memories. Was this the time?
She prodded him, "You were your Mamma's baby."
There was a pause. Belle waited, her head bobbing.
"I was the youngest child," he agreed.
"And she loved you, didn't she?" Belle cooed.
His gaze remained steady but there was definite pain there. "Yes. I believe so."
"More'n that no-good brother of yours?" The Bayou drawl was creeping in but Belle was too far gone to notice.
"She led me to believe so."
"More'n your Pa?"
There was another pause. Pietre's eyes searched hers and she lost the next question. What was she doing? Had she intended to reveal her knowledge now? She couldn't remember.
"Why are you so curious about my family," he asked in the indifferent tone she knew all too well. A chill wind of fear intruded on her warm sea.
"I'm not. I just… Sometimes you look…" she lost her train of thought, scrabbled, "You look at me strangely." Her heavy hand on his shoulder fell away. She composed her face and declared misterioso, "I want to know everything about you."
He stood, moved away, a blur of darkness and Belle gratefully surrendered to gravity.
Collapsed in his chair, her eyelids closed, she smiled languidly as her fear slipped away from her like a sodden coat and sank peacefully into the silent depths below. On the surface, she rocked, buoyant, one with the rhythm of her sea, staring upwards — not at the stars — but at the impenetrable blackness they clung to.
She knew a thing about that blackness. A thing no-one else knew.
Her smile grew dreamy, intimate.
Pietre was that blackness. He was her night, the necromancer of her soul. "Dark, dark, lover…" she whispered.
"When you are like this you remind me of someone," he said softly, and Belle thought she heard longing in his voice. But was it real, or merely an echo of her own desires? She looked at him from beneath heavy lashes, trying to focus on his expression but it was impossible. Her eyelids drooped shut.
"I need you, Belle," he admitted, and this time there was no mistaking the harsh submission in his voice. "I need… proof."
Something within Belle jerked her awake. She fumbled with the vial at her throat. "Just let me… wait…" she stumbled over the words, not bothering to finish. The cap came off in her hand and she up-ended the contents into her mouth, swallowing convulsively.
A long forgotten sensation, like liquid ice rolling through her veins, stiffened her body and gripped her entrails like a glacial fist. She blinked, saw every detail in the room with unnatural clarity, her eyes glittering with fierce awareness.
From the door, Pietre watched her transformation, awed by the random pooling of genes that had created this replica, this miniature of the only human he had ever felt an emotional connection with.
Her smile took him back twenty years. "Come with me, boy."



Chapter Seventeen


Dee lay in a hammock, staring past the dark curls of the head that was nestled against hers, past the palm fronds that framed their breezy boudoir to the cobalt blue she knew to be mere illusion at the outer boundary of the atmosphere — but which here, looked nothing less than the breath of God himself.
This island wasn't off the coast of Queensland. It had to be in an alternate universe.
The daytime sky she was used to glancing at had never been so vivid, so achingly pure in colour that even Van Gogh couldn't have done justice to it.
And green. The vegetation here was so rich in colour, not only could she differentiate the shades by smell, her taste-buds responded to the air as though to drink the differences.
The commonest food was ambrosia and her skin felt so alive, so sensitive, the slightest stroke along her inner arm or back-of-knee could bring responses that previously, had lain in wait of orgasm. No drug Dee had ever heard of could produce such euphoria of the senses without revealing other evidences of its presence. But if not a drug, how was the change achieved? Within herself?
Had living with the constant knowledge that she might die on this island super-charged her awareness? Or was it the amount of adrenalin being released into her bloodstream? She was, at times, prone to episodes of trembling and sudden exhaustion.
Or, perhaps she was already dead and this was her own private heaven. A pleasant thought.
She drank the sky again. "So beautiful."
"Mmm?" The body beneath hers moved slightly. Nick or Tony? She couldn't remember. And who was this lying above her, feathering her neck with his deep, even breaths?
"Talking about me again?" murmured the voice from below.
She smiled. "The sky."
The body moved again and she felt fingers near her ear, brushing her hair away. "Storm comin'. Big sucker," it said authoritatively, and this time she recognised the voice as Nick's — slightly more accented, and infinitely more colloquial than Tony's English.
Josh had delivered her to them the previous afternoon and she'd had almost twenty-four hours to discover their idiosyncrasies. Voice, scent, skin taste, pleasure noises, gestures — all the subtle nuances that differentiated one twin from the other.
In personality they were opposites, yet physically they couldn't have been more alike. Hot olive skin with even hotter eyes and black, black, hair that curled into the fingers like a kiss. They were dual copies of Michelangelo's David, fleshed out and packed full of machismo and testosterone, and fun. They'd made her laugh, but they'd also made her die. Again and again.
"Hey, Man. Wake up." Nick reached past her to slap the shoulder above. "It's gunna rain. We gotta get Wendee back or Xavion'll gut us."
The hammock rocked.
"Fuck off," mumbled the voice at her neck.
"I'd rather fuck up," Nick said, and playfully raised his pelvis, lifting both Dee and Tony. When he relaxed, the hammock rocked again, more violently this time but Dee could still discern the pressure within herself where he was starting to swell. Despite her unfamiliarity with this strange form of penetration, she had no trouble distinguishing which cavern was being rapidly filled.
She murmured appreciatively and wriggled against him.
"That's it baby," Nick crooned, licking her shoulder, biting the soft flesh gently. "Fuck me good." Then he punched the shoulder above her again. "Get your sleepy ass up and give her room, Man."
"Fuck you," Tony mumbled, obviously exhausted.
"I'm trying," Dee said, and both she and Nick burst into giggles. When they'd subsided, she raised her head licked the only part of Tony she could reach. His ear.
"Oh, that's nice," he breathed as she ran her tongue delicately around the whorls and caught the ear lobe between her teeth. He lifted his head and they kissed, slowly, explicitly.
Dee felt Nick's impatience but she wanted to enjoy Tony. There was a single-mindedness in his kisses — a level of concentration that was immensely flattering and she wanted to savour it.
He broke away finally and raised his head to look down on her, his eyes sultry with the heat they'd generated. "I think I'm awake now." They smiled at each other, Dee breathless with the need to begin.
She could feel both shafts hard within her again, ready to plough through the stickiness of their previous coupling. The adrenalin rush — the excitement that came with the imminence of sex overtook her.
Although she had never injected a drug into her bloodstream, she was sure it would be like this — her stomach jumpy, a smoky thrill racing around her, awakening her nerves — tightening some, loosening others, her mouth tingling, her skin alive, hungry.
She closed her eyes, savouring it as she had savoured Tony's kiss. When she opened them again, he had raised himself off her, his weight transferring onto his knees as he steadied himself on the bar above her head. Below her, Nick's body contacted hers at every point, their legs spread, one pair atop the other around Tony's knees.
Nick was fondling her breasts as Tony said, "Ride us, Wendee."
She lifted her head, lapping the toasted-honey of his chest with the daintiness of a kitten, her fingernails exploring the dark hairs that surrounded each nipple, enjoying herself, prolonging the anticipation.
Tony groaned.
Beneath her, Nick wriggled his hips impatiently. "Stop kissing. Get on with it."
She smiled and wrapped her arms around Tony, gripping his shoulders for support. Then slowly, using his body as a brace, she eased her hips away from them, sucking air in through her teeth as the dual sensations rippled across her lower body. Not too far. She didn't want to risk losing anyone. Just far enough to feel the slippery friction. Then she lowered her hips to experience the delicious re-entry. Tony supported her effortlessly.
She did it again.
And again.
"Oh yeah, that's it," Nick groaned softly as she rose and fell against him, her soft buttocks pressing against his abdomen with each downward stroke. His hands were between Tony and herself, caressing her breasts, pinching the nipples, then sliding down her stomach to reach between her legs.
"Ohhh." She pressed her cheek hard against Tony's chest as her hips shuddered. Nick was stroking her clitoris, licking her back, squeezing one of her breasts as she impaled herself on them. The conflicting sensations were intense. She tightened her grip. It would be quicker this time. Much quicker.
Above her, Tony gritted his teeth, the air hissing in and out between them as he held himself immobile. It must have taken immense restraint.
More than Nick had. As his orgasm approached he began to twitch and then to buck his hips up into her downward lunge.
"Man, she's so tight," he moaned. "I'm gunna come. I'm gunna — " His hands clutched her hips, pulling her down to meet his rapturous explosion and she was right there with him, her body shuddering so much she set Tony off too.
"Pussy pie and cream," he grunted as he slammed his pelvis against her already spasming clitoris.
Her nails bit into his shoulders as a fresh surge swept over her, roaring in her ears. Then the roar diminished and she heard the creak of the hammock swaying and the seashell sound of the waves.
A full minute later Nick said, "It really is going to storm."
No-one moved.
"Xavion'll gut us for sure if we — "
"Xavion wouldn't be game to gut you," Tony cut over him, yawning. "The smell'd be fatal.
"You shut the fuck up," Nick retaliated, reaching past Dee to thump his brother.
"Boys, boys, ouch," she wailed as one of Nick's punches connected with her arm.
"Shit. Sorry, Wendee." Nick rubbed the spot briskly, making it worse, but for some reason she was laughing.
"What? D'ya get her funny bone?" Tony asked, propping himself up to frown down at her hysterics.
"Don't think so," Nick said, checking the forearm by touch, probing it gently. "Just a bruise."
Tony shook his head. "You're a dumb shit, Nick. Even if you are my brother. We were supposed to fuck her, not bruise her."
Dee was uncontrollable by this stage, laughing so hard she had wet eyes. The last thing she expected was the cracking slap that caught her across the cheek. Her head rocked, then returned to focus on Tony who was looking satisfied with his solution.
" I'm the dumb shit?" Nick yelled right next to her ear. "What the fuck do you call that?"
"She was hysterical and… Now look, you've done it again," he accused as Dee smiled despite the pain in her cheek.
She bit her lower lip but it was no good. A giggle escaped.
"If you hit her again I'll tell Xavion," Nick threatened. "I didn't hurt her on purpose."
But Tony had lowered his head and was kissing her and Dee found it a much more effective solution. Whatever the cause of her hysteria, it dissolved under the heat of Tony's experienced tongue, and despite the number of times her body had been aroused that day, it stirred anew.
"Don't you pair get horny again," Nick warned. "We gotta go. Now."
"Mmm." Dee rubbed her nose against Tony's and smiled into his eyes. "I love tropical storms." He kissed her again and she melted, barely aware of the whisper in her ear from below.
"Maybe you do where you come from, Babe. But not in these waters. There's nothing to slow them down out here, just thousands of miles of ocean and — "
Tony wrenched his lips away from hers to slap a hand over Nick's mouth, real menace in his eyes. Dee found the sudden change from his passion of a second earlier mystifying. She blinked, then cast her mind back over what Nick had just said.
"We're in the middle of an ocean?"
"Nick has a big mouth," Tony said, glaring at his brother. "And he also has a big cock, but he won't have that for much longer if he keeps blabbing."
"Hey, Man. I was joking. Just trying to scare Wendee. Right, Wendee?"
The Pacific Ocean?
Dee dragged her thoughts back. "Sure, Nick." She reached a hand over her head to ruffle his hair. "Besides, Never Land isn't any place. It just is. Fourth star on from the moon and fly straight through till morning, right?"
"Yeah. That's it." Nick was laughing but Tony was still tense. She could feel it in his body.
"Storm's coming," he said, pushing away from her. "We have to get back."
Carefully, they disengaged themselves and rolled out of the hammock. The twins were keen to go but with a little coaxing she managed to extract permission for a final quick swim.
Her body was lethargic but she pushed it across the sand and into the much cooler water. The sky had turned dark very quickly and the violence of the coming storm gave her impetus. She rubbed herself all over and stumbled back to the shoreline where she turned for a last gaze out across the waves. There was nothing. No land. No ships.
How far was the visible horizon line? Four kilometres? Damn, why couldn't she remember? How could she have forgotten such a basic fact — a distance any one of her students would have known.
Any one of her students.
She swivelled away, hugging her shoulders against a cold more insidious than that produced by cool wind on wet skin.
"Wendee?" One of the twins was loping across the sand towards her, his loincloth flapping in the strengthening gusts. "Come on. We gotta go. Xavion sent Josh lookin' — " It was Nick. He frowned and touched her trembling arm. "Hey, are you all right?"
She shook her head, biting her lip. The tears were close again. First hysterical laughter and now this. What was wrong with her?
He looked at her for a moment. "You're tired out, Babe," he decided, scooping her into his arms to stride back up the beach with her. "But don't worry. Xavion'll look after you," he promised, and Dee found herself calming to the thought. Xavion would look after her. He was her Champion.
She rested her cheek against Nick's golden chest and closed her eyes. So tired suddenly. Nick reached the others and she heard them talking.
"Is she ill?" Josh sounded worried.
"Nah, just tired. I'll carry her back."
"You didn't say something to her?" Tony accused. "She was looking out… there."
"I just walked up to her and she started blubbering. I didn't say a thing. I swear."
"You better not because if the boss finds out you've — "
"Shall we take her back?" Josh interrupted quietly and Dee imagined a look passing between them. The next minute of the journey was silent, and after that she was asleep.



Chapter Eighteen


"There's obviously something wrong, something upsetting her," Belle argued convincingly. "Why not move her on?"
Pietre frowned at the view screen then looked back at Belle again. Her idea had merit, but he doubted there were good intentions behind it. What exactly did Belle hope to gain?
"Are the mermaids ready?" he asked.
"They've been ready for a week. They're bored stupid."
"They are boring and stupid," Pietre corrected her, "but they're your heiresses, and as such I will tolerate them."
She smiled acknowledgment, a mere flick of facial muscles. "Then you'll move her?"
He looked back to the screen, manipulating the controls to gain maximum enlargement of the frames taken while Wendee had been swimming.
The anguish on her face as she'd swivelled back into view had startled him. He'd imagined her to be settling in, enjoying herself. The thought had given him pleasure and he was upset to have had that pleasure replaced by concern. He wasn't accustomed to concerning himself with other people's contentment. Yet this Wendee had engaged his emotions, or at least was unwittingly sharing her own with him.
It was disconcerting and he should dismiss them, dismiss her. Yet he did not. He welcomed the unsettling intrusion into his ordered life and in the deepest part of his psyche, felt a certain rightness to it. Why?
"So. The mermaids?"
He dragged his attention back to Belle. Deliver her to the mermaids? He tried to weigh up the pros and cons but there was no rationality where Wendee was concerned and analysing his motives was like wading through treacle. It drained him. It also made no sense. He fell back on instinct.
"Very well," he said. "You can take her to them in the morning. When she's rested."
" Moi?" Belle touched her chest in disbelief. "You want me to go into that stuffy dungeon and — "
"Please," Pietre interrupted softly. "Introduce her to the mermaids. Stay with them a while." He let his eyes stray over her body, encased in a cloud of white chiffon — a risque wedding cake ornament. "Be Tinkerbell for her."
She mellowed, smiled.
"Are you free tonight?" He changed the subject before she could change her mind.
"I may be," she replied, all aloof courtesan now. No more the insecure pixie. "What did you have in mind?"
"An amusement."
"Dangerous?"
"Undoubtedly."
"Then I'm free."
They exchanged a knowing smile. "A Russian ballerina is to be killed tonight by the FBI. In Auckland. She's a spy."
"And…?" Her arrogance was breathtaking.
"I want you to seduce her. Keep her backstage. Let the understudy take her place."
"The FBI agent?" Belle purred.
"You know me too well, Ma Chere," Pietre said, offering her a bland smile. "A menage a trois?"
"Absolutely." Her parting glance, before she turned away, was heavy lidded. "Give me an hour, I want to dress."
"Not this?" He fingered a translucent strip, imagining the frothy concoction on someone statuesque. Someone like… Wendee? On her it would barely cover from nipple to pubis, and instead of crawling across the floor, the train would cascade down behind those long, long legs to settle in an adoring pool at her feet.
"I think not," Belle chided, stepping away. "Something with a little more subtlety." Her stiletto mules clicked up against her heels as she stalked off.
The strip of nothingness slipped out of his hand but Pietre didn't look up. The door shut behind Belle and still he stared at his fingers where the fabric had lain.
He wanted to touch Wendee.
The thought came to him out of nowhere and he was bewildered by it. More than bewildered. Stupefied.
For the briefest of moments, as he'd pictured her swathed in chiffon, he'd seen himself abased before her, licking her feet and sucking her toes with rapturous abandon.
Leaning back in his chair, he flexed his fingers, imagining what her skin might feel like — taste like. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. This was not a subject on which he normally dwelt. It was unsettling.
Then another flash of imagery beset him, and no hazy fantasy this time. This was a crisp vignette with all the clarity of a real memory.
Inside his mind he saw his own hands reach towards a drunken Wendee. They grasped the front of her dress and re-covered the breasts her struggles with Mr Black had released. And in doing so, the backs of those fingers touched her skin.
Smooth skin, and cool. The nipples hard, not scratching, but making their presence known as his knuckles passed over them. And then, as casually as though he touched people every day, his hands returned to the warmth of his coat pockets.
The replay halted there, as though cut off, and vaguely, Pietre realised his eyes were closed. He opened them. Blinked.
He'd touched Wendee.
He'd stepped close enough for her to be inside his personal space and he'd touched her. Incredibly, it had seemed natural, necessary. Yet more frightening, somewhere between the performance of that incredible feat and when they'd left the nightclub, the memory had been erased.
How?
The chill spectre of hereditary madness haunted him momentarily before he cast it aside. He was too young. Too strong to go that way.
Traumatic amnesia? He considered the possibility seriously. It had been fifteen years since he'd touched another human voluntarily. The shock of over-riding his own inhibitions might have created a wall around the incident.
But did it then follow that there might be other forgotten incidents? Other surprises?
Alone in the quiet room, he shook his head. No. Surely only this one. But why now? And why had he touched this particular woman?
Was it a portent?
At a subconscious level he'd felt a connection between them. Even without Belle's jealousy to highlight his preoccupation, he'd noticed he was inordinately interested in this particular player.
He had two facts then. She fascinated him. And he'd touched her. But which had come first?
Had the fascination been at-first-sight? Had she drawn his touch by some bewitchment of his mind? Or had there been no fascination before the act? That being the case, the actual act of touching would have been the catalyst for focusing his attention on its random recipient, hence his subsequent interest in her. Neither answer seemed plausible.
He closed his eyes, determined to recall every nuance of their meeting.
It had been early morning, perhaps 3am when she'd staggered into the nightclub with the prostitute Roc. Immediately Pietre had been impressed by her sensuality — her glossy tousled hair, the pouting too-red lips, the animal glow to her skin that spoke of a rapacious appetite well sated.
Her intoxication hadn't been at issue. He'd already known he was seeing the real Wendee, the Wendee he could take with him if he chose. And he had chosen. Or at least he'd thought the decision had been his. Now, he wasn't convinced.
Pietre placed no God above himself, but he did believe in fate.
Was it possible that his 'accidental' intimacy with this woman had been no accident, but the subconscious recognition on his part of the other half — the fulfilment of his destiny.
He'd always hoped there'd be one who would awaken the sleeper. One he could let in.
When he'd first found Belle he'd thought… But she wasn't the one. He could tolerate her near him, even accept her touch, in all its forms. But touch her? It was beyond him. The capacity had been lost.
He'd thought.
But he had touched Wendee.
Distress warred with exultation as the impact of his actions permeated deep. He wanted to go to her, to test this new knowledge, to touch her again. To see if…
He clenched a fist. It was too soon. He needed time to assimilate the enormity of this new discovery. And when, or if, he decided to test their attachment, it would be done under the most suitable conditions. Not in a 'stuffy dungeon' in front of witnesses.
It would be arranged in great detail. And first, she must be prepared.
For now, the game would go on. The stakes had been raised, but that was a challenge he could meet. Despite his shock at the revelation, Pietre retained his sense of destiny. Where such matters were concerned, one could direct but not control.
There was the matter of her safety, though. And in that he felt confident of his powers.
Selecting a button on the control panel, he leant forward slightly, his voice trembling with the effort to retain some normality. "Report, Xavion."
The faint beep of a response signal came almost immediately, but Pietre was forced to still his impatience as he waited for Xavion to move out of audible range.
It had been his own instruction that they hid the evidence of their voice communication. He cursed the subterfuge now.
Seconds ticked over with all the speed of rose petals unfurling. Pietre began imagining Xavion tortured beyond his ability to remain silent — beyond his ability to endure. Where was he?
Receiving.
"Where were you?"
There was a pause. With the Wendee.
"Doing what?" Pietre was astounded at the sudden leap of tension in his body.
She woke earlier. A nightmare. I was watching over her.
Pietre struggled to regain his control. "Good. Did she say anything?" He ached to activate the screen, to see her, but something stayed his hand. Common sense? He needed perspective. Time.
She called a name, Xavion replied, his voice flattened of all tone as it came through the speakers.
"Christophe?" Pietre suddenly knew he wouldn't give the boy to her again. It might… confuse her.
Billy.
"Who is this Billy?"
She didn't say, but she spoke of blood. On her hands.
Pietre turned away from the controls, this new disclosure coming almost as a physical blow.
Had she killed someone?
He should have commissioned a detailed report on her as they normally did with their players. But he'd chosen not to, preferring to retain her mystery. At what cost? If she were damaged… The mind was a delicate instrument, and who knew better than he the horrors that could be inflicted on the unprotected psyche.
He must investigate her background, discover her pedigree. If she were -
Pietre pulled himself up short. He must make no decisions, take no action, while his mind was in such turmoil.
Closing his eyes, he forced his awareness through the eye of the needle until it reached the place of ultimate peace, the place where no evil could touch. Not even his own. He became soothed, becalmed. And the answers came.
He would accompany Belle to Auckland and watch her perform. In that way he could regain some sense of himself. Under Xavion's protection, the Wendee would be safe.
Then, in the morning when he returned, he could observe her integration with the Mermaids — to enjoy her as he had previously. There was no rush. Perspective was what he needed.
He turned back to the control panel. "Xavion."
Receiving.
"Keep watch over the Wendee. If she wakes again, comfort her in any way she requires." The tension in his chest was less this time and he felt relief at that. "Belle and I will be off-island for the evening. Mr Black will accompany us. I'll expect your report when we return."
Understood.
"Further to that, Belle will come for the Wendee tomorrow before noon, to escort her to the Mermaids. You will facilitate that transfer as Belle directs."
There was no reply.
"Xavion?"
Yes. He sounded faint. Understood.
Pietre cut the transmission and leant back in his chair, reassured by his course of action. There was nothing else to be done at this stage. The destiny that had brought her to him would take its own course. He need simply wait and be sensible.
And beware of Belle.



Chapter Nineteen


Dee lay on the board-walk, one hand trailing in the lagoon, the other resting over her eyes. The early-morning sun, still tender in its caress, warmed her body. A body, which, in the past two weeks had taken on a honey glow and become entirely comfortable with its enforced nudity.
Her heart, like her body, was also 'light' — mostly unburdened by thoughts of past or future. She was living solely in the present and accepting each moment as a present — a precious gift from her unseen benefactor, Peter.
She thought about her Lost Boys sometimes. Missed them a little. But inside the spacious pavilion a couple of metres from where she lay, slept someone who had helped her to forget. Someone who had playfully wrested her inhibitions from her and shown her a facet of herself she had not known existed.
"Grrr." The growl came from beside her. A moment later a mouth as warm as the sun descended on her nipple, sucking, chewing, tugging gently.
"Skye, you're awake."
"And hungry."
"It's too early. We haven't had breakfast," Dee complained, but the first stirrings of excitement were already tightening her stomach.
"You are breakfast," the voice growled and the body pounced. Dee kept her eyes closed, laughing at first, then quieting as the mouth feasted on her breasts. The legs that slid over hers were smooth and long and the breasts that pressed against her belly were very full. She could no longer think of the Lost Boys.
"I love your breasts," Skye murmured, rubbing her hair against them, "They're so perfect. So… proportionate."
Dee smiled, her eyes still closed. "How kind. Proportionate."
"I mean it." Dee could imagine Skye's pout. "Their perfect."
"For an athlete. Your breasts are much more the ideal," she assured Skye.
"Ideal for who? A man who likes big tits?" the girl scorned. "I don't care what men want. I wish mine were smaller. Like yours." She cupped Dee's breasts with her strong, gentle fingers and breathed against the moistened nipples one at a time. The heated air was like light fingers crawling over the tightening skin and Dee had to concentrate to distract her.
"Isn't Belle coming this morning to check on her mermaids? I really think we should have some breakfast before — " But her young companion was feasting again.
"I am." The hungry mouth moved off her breasts and slid down to her side, lick-kissing its way to the curve of her waist.
Dee felt herself slip past the point of caring about anything other than the coming pleasure. Skye was truly voracious and would spend all day on Dee's body if she was allowed. It was a terrible temptation for Dee, and in her first week there, she'd given in to the girl's appetite completely.
Those seven days were a dizzy memory, like the blur of first-love where you're always in each others arms. She would wake with Skye's eager young tongue lapping her to orgasm and fall asleep exhausted the same way. And all through their waking hours Skye would be touching her — swimming with her, feeding her, combing her hair, bathing her, dressing her in whatever shell-necklace or seaweed skirt she'd made, behaving like a teenager caught in the grip of her first infatuation.
Dee, following Peter's directive to act from her nature, graciously accepted all the tender caresses and enthusiastic lovemaking Skye had to offer. And in overcoming her own taboos, she’d experienced the exhilaration of having another woman to touch, taste and explore.
Skye's scent, especially, would remain with Dee as long as she lived. Oceanic blonde with the faintest undertone of red — the breath of her lively temper.
As usual Skye was determined to please 'her Wendee' and once she'd started, a blissful languor seemed to rob Dee of the willpower to stop her. Her hand still trailed in the lagoon, fingers drifting in the cool, silky water, but above, her body trembled with the heat her lover had awoken.
Skye had kissed her way around the outside of Dee's thigh and down one leg. Then after giving each toe the attention of an enraptured gourmet, had started back up the inside, spreading her 'breakfast's' legs in the process.
Dee had never had her toes sucked, never had the spaces between them tongued until she could feel the her own mouth tingling with the heat of her response, never had the arches of her feet kissed or her ankles nibbled — never realised feet were so erogenous.
Skye had revealed all these things to her, and many, many more.
Dee felt the lips touch her inner thigh and heard herself panting — explosive. One touch…
"I'm so hungry," Skye growled. "I'm going to eat you alive."
Dee tensed, preparing for the pounce. Her thighs trembled, poised on the brink and she felt movement, but it was only Skye's hair sliding over her waiting sex-flesh, heightening the anticipation until Dee thought she would faint from it.
Her head was light and she was panting so hard she'd hyperventilate soon if…
"Maybe a snack first."
Dee felt the lightest touch — a tongue? — against the sensitive flesh and she shuddered, but it was tenuous and erratic, lapping here, sliding there, all the time avoiding the part of her that throbbed to be touched, the part that would only need the slightest -
"Pretty little stamen," Skye breathed against it, and warm air on moist flesh surprised Dee again with its effect. She felt closer, dizzier. "How it trembles to be tasted," Skye said, and touched it then with the lightest pressure imaginable. Dee's thighs shook and she almost… "But the petals are so delicious, I think I'll devour them first," and tormentingly, Skye went back to randomly flicking and teasing the surrounding flesh.
Under, and above the water, Dee's fingers clenched into fists. "Skye, don't do this to me. Please…" She ached for a man then, for the hard thrusting of a penis to slam into her and drive her over the edge. She wanted to feel his weight against her body, pressing on her breasts, his tongue driving into her mouth until…
"Xavion," she breathed and felt Skye's mouth close over her 'stamen', devouring it at last in a series of strong rhythmic sucks.
Dee felt only the first.
After that her muscles went into spasm and she was lost. Air and water were indistinguishable, hot and cold, dry and wet, touch and no touch — all smashing together and then flying apart, repelling each other like magnetic opposites — positive and negative, matter and anti-matter, woman and man.
Man and woman…
Her mind stuck on that last thought as the shower of sparks that accompanied her orgasm tingled her from scalp to toenails.
Woman and man. Man and woman. She was still dizzy, warm and disorientated when Skye crept up and laid her head between her breasts, toying with one.
"What does it feel like?" she asked a minute later. "With a man?"
"A man?" Dee echoed, giving herself time to gather her splintered thoughts. Was Skye jealous of her previous lovers or merely curious? She raised her dry hand to smooth the girl's hair. "It's different," she hedged.
"Better?"
Dee thought about that. She couldn't remember an orgasm as explosive as the one she'd just experienced, and with Skye it only got better. But there was more to lovemaking than muscle spasm.
She shrugged. "Just… different."
"How?"
Dee sighed. Skye was relentless when she wanted to know something. "Well, they smell different for a start. Solid somehow. Earthy." She frowned. "Like a hot canvas scent. Women smell more of air and water. More… floral."
There was a pause before Skye said, "I see."
Dee wondered if she should have been more specific. "I like the slight roughness of a man's hands and the feel of his body lying over me — "
Skye's head came up. "I'm lying over you." The fiord blue eyes were showing green and Dee suddenly understood what the cross-examination was about.
"Their bodies are different too of course," she went on, warming to the subject. "Hairier. Harde r." She prodded Skye's breasts from the sides and was rewarded by a low growl. "And there's something about a man's strength that makes me feel protected."
"What sort of submissive bullshit is that?" Skye reared back.
"I was just trying to explain — "
"I can protect you as well as any man." Up on her knees now, Skye loomed over Dee with all beauty and fury of an indignant Valkyrie. "It's that Champion you want isn't it? With his big cock and his arrogant eyes," she seethed. "The next time I see him I'll — "
Dee grabbed Skye's waist and rolled them both into the lagoon. Clear blue water enveloped them and it cooled Dee's body, refreshing her mind.
Skye, however, came up spluttering. "Don't think you can distract me because I…"
Employing Tony's strategy, Dee leant forward and kissed Skye where they stood, chest deep in the sparkling water. As she'd expected, the girl calmed instantly. Dee stroked her smooth, dripping hair and Skye melted against her, offering her soft, deliciously full lips and the earnestness of her pleasure.
Again, Dee was filled with the wonder of this same-sex union and she thanked Peter silently for his benevolence and his wisdom. So often had she done this, that it now had the flavour of a ritual prayer.
"You kiss so well," Skye said when they both stopped for air.
"I practice," Dee replied smiling.
"With men of course."
"Of course." Dee licked her lips. "I've kissed all the Lost Boys. Except for Mack."
"Which one was he? The homosexual? Or the knife one?" Skye loved listening to Dee's stories.
"Mack was the one with the knife," Dee confirmed, stroking one of Skye's prominent cheekbones. "The one who looks as though he should be your brother."
"So who do you like to kiss the best?" Skye tried for a confident smirk but it didn't quite reach her eyes.
Dee pretended to consider the question. "Well, Tony and Josh certainly put a lot of effort in, and Christophe kisses like an angel but I think if you're talking about natural talent, Xavion would have to be the best." She paused to sigh, letting her eyes go a little misty. Beneath her hands Skye's trembling increased. "He has the most marvellous tongue. Not to mention other pieces of his anatomy -
"
"I'll cut it off!"
Skye lurched out of her arms and after a startled second, Dee found she couldn't hold onto her laughter any longer.
Skye looked at her in astonishment. "You're teasing me."
"I couldn't resist." Dee tried to look apologetic. "You're so scrumptious when your angry."
"You don't want his cock?"
"Well…"
That belligerent bottom lip of Skye's forced its way out and Dee decided it was time to steer away from the subject of Xavion's virility. "There's more to Xavion than impressive hardware. He has fascinating insights."
"So do I." The chin jutted out.
"He's a strong leader."
"I can be a leader."
"He has lovely rough, hairy legs."
Skye frowned. "You're teasing me again."
Dee kissed her. Softly. Briefly. "How could I want Xavion when I have you," she admonished. "You have something infinitely more beautiful than a 'big cock'."
"Do I? What?" Skye's bolshy manner hid an insecurity so endearing Dee wanted to kiss her from head to toe. "What is it?" she demanded. "Tell me."
"These," Dee whispered as she lowered her hands to cup the fullness of Skye's magnificent breasts. Slick with water, they were heavy, firm and high. "I have only to look at them to be aroused," Dee said lovingly. "Let me look at them."
Dee led her to the tumble of boulders that separated the encroaching jungle from a corner of their salty playground. There, in the waist deep water, she pressed Skye back over a smooth rock and arranged her — arm here, head just so. Then stepped back to admire the result. "Close those beautiful eyes."
Skye shot her an impatient glance. She liked to be the one in control.
"Please?"
Skye rolled her eyes, then closed them, stretching her back and arching her breasts higher in a parody of the cheesecake pose Dee had put her in.
Despite Skye's mocking, Dee caught her breath at the sight. "Nymph," she whispered, enchanted by the glistening portrait she'd created.
"Nordic Nymph?"
Dee lay a finger over her lips, quieting her. "Hush. Let me enjoy." She slid the finger down Skye's cheek to the wet strands of hair that lay over the rock, then on to twine among individual hairs drifting in the crystalline water.
But not for long. Those firm, womanly breasts drew her hand and soon it was sliding over Skye's shoulder, tracing the arc skywards to encircle a tiny pouted nipple — a bud that appeared too small to be crowning such a lush breast. Then down the other side, backs of her fingers trailing over the girlish row of ribs, before sliding into the water where her lower body was submerged.
"You look like a real mermaid sunning herself on a rock," Dee whispered.
"I am a real mermaid," Skye said. "Can I get up now?"
Dee ignored that. "Tell me about Belle," she commanded, her fingers gliding teasingly over the girl's abdomen.
Skye opened her eyes. "She's coming today. Bringing the two other mermaids back."
Dee's hand stilled. "What other mermaids?"
"Zoe and Sasha. They were here before you came. Belle took them away so I could have you to myself."
Dee ignored her smug expression. "Who are they? What are they like?" Her mind buzzed with possibilities.
"I don't know if I should tell you," Skye teased. "You might prefer them to me."
Dee bent and gave her a kiss that left both of them breathless. "Tell me," she ordered, and Skye relented.
"Sasha is just beautiful," she said, her voice taking on a dreamy tone. "She has skin the colour of coffee and eyes like black velvet and she wears the most exquisite jewellery. She's a belly dancer, and when she moves…" Skye closed her eyes in silent rapture.
"What?" Dee poked her. "Tell me."
Skye sighed theatrically. "She's so exotic, so… sinuous. Then there's her taste…"
Dee knew this was her punishment for teasing Skye earlier but she was intrigued enough to go along with it.
"You've tasted her?"
Skye licked her lips. "Every fragrant inch," she bragged, "from the emerald in her head-dress to the rings on her toes, and everything in between."
Dee licked her own lips, imagining the creamy brown skin under her tongue. "Belle's bringing her here this morning?"
Skye opened her eyes and looked at Dee. "Oh. No, you can't…" She shook her head. "Zoe won't let you near Sasha. She's very jealous."
"But you said — "
"I had Sasha before Zoe came and they got together. Before you came and we…" Skye trailed off and if Dee hadn't known better she'd swear the girl was embarrassed.
"So they're a couple, and we're a couple? No swapping."
Skye looked relieved. "Yes. That's it."
Dee nodded, keeping her thoughts to herself. "Then obviously you haven't had Zoe?"
"No." Skye looked away and Dee could tell she regretted boasting about Sasha. She didn't seem inclined to say more, but Dee asked anyway. "What's she like? Zoe."
Skye sighed, then pushed herself upright on the rock. Her breasts swayed invitingly. "Zoe." She thought for a minute. "Tall. Red hair. Pale skin. Always angry."
"You can talk." Dee shot back.
Skye looked affronted for a second, then smiled slowly. "You love me anyway."
"I want you anyway," Dee corrected, determined to be honest with Skye on that level. "Even if you don't have scales, Mademoiselle Mermaid." Her hand slid over the girl's long thighs as she pushed her back down. "And how is it that you have legs?" she asked as she parted them to gain entry for her questing fingers.
Skye's chest rose and fell, and Dee found she had to lean forward and take one of those pebbled nipples into her mouth, to taste it's salty flavour, to savour the warmth and femininity of it, and the way it made her stomach liquid with desire.
Skye made to rise, to return the caresses but Dee pushed her back down. "Lie still. Close your eyes," she ordered, and surprisingly, Skye obeyed. Dee took this uncharacteristic submission as another gift and wasted no time enjoying it.
As Skye had feasted on her earlier, she now feasted on the much larger bounty of her 'nymph' tangling one hand in Skye's hair to hold her head as she transferred her attention from mouth to breast. Dee's other hand, beneath the water, was buried in shorter blond hair that clung to her fingers like silken seaweed. "Tell me about Belle," she ordered, intent on retaining her current domination. "Have you had her? What did she taste like?"
"That tarantula," Skye said, her breathing quickening as Dee moved down her body to kiss the undersides of her heavy breasts. "She never lets me touch her. She…" Skye sighed and arched her back.
"Go on," Dee breathed, sliding further down until she was positioned between Skye's legs. "Tell me what Belle does with you?" she asked as she gently parted the damp blonde curls to access the succulence she was intent on devouring. "Does she do this?" Dee tasted the exquisitely sensitive flesh, feeling Skye shudder at the slight touch. "Does she make you come?"
"Don't, Wendee," Skye said, her head shaking from side to side. "Don't talk about her while you're… Ohhh. Wendee, please. It's too strong."
"Tell me," Dee ordered, lightening her touch, teasing the girl with her tongue as she herself had been teased. "Tell me what Belle does to you." Dee wanted to know more about the enigmatic petit femme who had brought her to this aquatic idyll.
"It's always the same," Skye panted. "She talks to me. Says things." Her knuckles whitened where she gripped the rock, her body stiff.
"What things?" Dee murmured against the delicious salty flesh, wanting to bite, to suck hard, but managing to restrain herself.
"Bad things. Ahhh." Skye's hips bucked and Dee moved away to her inner thigh, intent on forestalling the orgasm as long as possible. She wanted to hear about Belle and she knew Skye wouldn't tell unless she was given a good incentive.
"What bad things?" Dee bit the skin that covered the girl's hard thigh muscle, tugging on it gently.
Skye panted harder. "She tells me a story. A horrible story."
Dee was intrigued. "Does she touch you?"
"She ties me up in the middle of the pavilion. Arms and legs… spread. She tells me if I make a noise she'll stop. Then she hits me."
Dee paused, captivated by the thought of the tiny Belle imposing her violent will on an amazon like Skye. It sounded too incredible to be true. "What does she hit you with?"
"That riding crop… The one she carries. Please." Skye pushed her hips up and Dee moved back to the moist pink flesh that quivered so delicately under her tongue.
"Talk," she commanded.
"She beats my ass till it burns." Skye whimpered at the memory and Dee immediately slid her hands around to cup those firm cheeks, squeezing them hard enough to hurt. Again the hips rose. "Then she slaps my breasts… makes them sting unbearably. And all the time she tells me this horrible, horrible story."
"Do you become aroused?" Dee slid her thumb into Skye's puckered back entrance.
"Ohhh." Skye fell silent and Dee stopped.
"Yes, I want it," she hurried on. "But I want her to touch me with those tiny hands and she won't. She just keeps hitting me and I ache so much to be touched between the legs that I think I'll go mad." Skye's hips were undulating now and Dee knew she must be close. "I want to beg her but I know if I speak she'll stop. I don't want her to stop. I don't ever want her to stop. I have to bite my lip. It bleeds."
"Do you come?" Dee asked, teasing around the pouted pith of this most delicious of fruits, moving her thumb slowly against Skye's undulations. In. Out. "Does she let you?"
"Let me. Let me," Skye begged, panting, and Dee felt a sudden sympathico with Belle. How exhilarating to torture someone with the weapon of pleasure.
She reached up and pinched one of Skye's nipples. The girl moaned loudly and Dee felt a kick of excitement in her stomach. She squeezed harder and Skye writhed against her, still panting, "Let me. Let me."
Dee teased with her mouth and penetrated with her thumb but her concentration was on Skye's nipples. Pain, pleasure. Skye moaned louder. Dee had it now.
"Let me. Let me. Belle. Belle," Skye panted, her eyes closed.
Dee reached across to squeeze the other nipple, twisting it cruelly, and Skye cried out. Her hips shuddered as the orgasm took her, but Dee, not content with what she'd accomplished, sought to prolong the spasm. Her mouth latched onto the oversensitive nub of flesh and no matter how much Skye writhed, she wouldn't relinquish it.
"Make it stop. Make it stop," Skye cried, but Dee held on, her mind exploding with the knowledge of her power as Skye's body exploded beneath hers again and again until finally the girl was whimpering in distress. Still Dee rode her bucking body, eking out the last vestiges of sensation, continuing past the point where she knew Skye would be numb and sore.
Finally Skye stopped pleading and Dee found some reason. Pushing herself away from the trembling legs, she stood and looked down at the panting, sinking body. A vague, disassociated horror at what she'd just done filled her mind but she blocked it out.
The balance in their relationship had changed. She was exploring that change. It was in her nature.
"I'm going to get ready for Belle," she said.
Skye's eyelids fluttered open. She'd slumped into the water, her breasts bobbing just below the surface. "Belle?" she echoed vacantly.
"I want to talk to her about Sasha," Dee said. "And meet Zoe. See if we get on."
Skye stared up at her. "You don't want me any more."
"I want variety," Dee said. "I'm not monogamous."
"What about us?" Skye bit her luscious bottom lip to stop it trembling.
Dee knew she should be sorry, but if anything she was frustrated. “You won’t explore,” she said and shook her head. “You refuse to even consider letting a man touch you.”
Skye jerked backwards in the water, her expression horrified, and Dee felt sad then for all the things she’d never do with her.
“I wanted to share you with them,” she said. “I wanted to see Xavion fucking you. I wanted to lick you while you were eating Christophe.”
The beautiful blonde shuddered, her breasts jiggling enticingly in the water. “I can’t do that,” she whispered and wrapped her arms across her chest.
“Won’t do it,” Dee clarified.
“I don’t want men,” Skye wailed. “They’re ugly. I only want — ”
“I didn’t want women before I met you,” Dee snapped. “Why can’t you try — ”
“No!” Skye hugged herself, gritting her teeth. “I can’t. Don’t ask me.”
“Fine!” Dee closed her eyes, and in the seconds that followed she realised it was a pointless discussion. Skye would never change. “I’m done here,” she said, and when Skye opened her mouth to argue she added, "It's up to Peter anyway." Then she turned and started wading off towards their pavilion. Part of her felt sorry for Skye, but another part was angry. Why couldn't people just enjoy sex? Why did they have to make it difficult?
"I'm not worth getting upset about," she said over her shoulder. "Belle will find you another playmate. I'll talk to her."
"But I want you," Skye whispered, too softly for Dee to hear. Then the world blurred and she couldn't see her love walking away. She closed her eyes. "I don't want anyone else." A sob welled in her throat but she choked it back and sank beneath the water like the mermaid that she was so her tears could be lost in its transparent embrace.



Chapter Twenty


"Darling, don't worry. Everything's fine here." Belle lounged back in Pietre's chair, the phone in one hand, a glass of chardonnay in the other. "Yes, I've introduced Wendee to the other two mermaids and they're getting along well. I'll send you a tape."
"Mmm," she nodded, then sipped her wine. "I've told Xavion about the threat. He has everyone on alert… Yes, yes, your computer boy is looking for them but there's some problem with the radar… No Armande wouldn't be game to…" Belle took another sip, allowing herself a brief smile that she knew must be kept out of her voice. "Have I ever let you down? Darling, you have to stop worrying. Concentrate on your problems there and leave Armande to us. I'm sure we can hold out for another two days… Yes, of course I'll be careful. Au revoir."
Belle severed the connection, then immediately activated another call. She took a sip of her wine, savouring the sharp, clean taste, thinking about the night to come.
A different voice came through the earpiece.
Xavion.
He sounded fuzzy. Indistinct. Had she woken him from one of his brief sleeps? Even better.
"This is Belle," she announced, pausing a moment for effect. He said nothing. "I've just spoken to Pietre. He's worried about the threat from his brother. Is there news on the radar?"
None. Christophe says we're completely blind.
Perfect. "We need to discuss this. Come to the control room."
The silence that followed her request was heavy, but Belle merely sipped her wine and waited. Would he ask what she was doing in Pietre's private domain while the 'Boss' was away?
The mice were about to play and there was nothing Xavion could do to stop it. Still, Belle was curious to see whether he'd try.
Ten minutes? he asked, and Belle had her answer.
Ten minutes. Time to shower and prepare himself? She smiled cynically. "Make it twenty." Let him sweat for ten. She cut the connection.
She'd been saving Xavion. Waiting for the right moment.
That moment had come.



Chapter Twenty-One


"Man, I'm gunna poke this cock up your ass if I don't find somewhere else to put it soon," Nick complained. "It's been weeks and weeks and weeks — "
"Two weeks," Tony said, giving the moonlit lagoon another sweep with his binoculars. "At least we're out of those stupid fucking loincloths." He shrugged his shoulders inside his black work-shirt and added, "Keep your mind on the job. We're here to protect Belle's 'mermaids'."
"I'd like to fuck Belle's mermaids," Nick said loudly and Tony lowered his binoculars to rabbit punch his brother's shoulder. "Ouch. Shit!"
"Shut up and keep your eyes open," Tony instructed quietly, then went back to scanning the quiet compound. All four mermaids were inside the pavilion tonight so there wasn't much to see, but Tony knew Xavion would have his ass if he missed something.
"Why are we guarding them anyway," Nick grumbled. "There's cameras everywhere."
"Because Xavion told us to," Tony answered, effectively ending that argument.
Nick was silent for a minute, then said, "I don't know why we can't just fuck one on the side while — "
"Jesus!" Tony turned on his brother. "They're dykes, you stupid fuck. And they belong to Belle." He shook his head. "If you touch one of them she'll cut your balls off and cook 'em for dinner."
"All right. All right." Nick grabbed his binoculars and started a wide sweep. "But Wendy isn't a dyke," he grumbled softly.
Tony deliberately ignored him, turning back to focus on the pavilion where Wendee was being 'entertained'. It was well lit and he saw shadows moving inside, but to linger on that would only make him restless, like Nick. He moved his attention back to scanning the perimeter of their compound.
He and Nick had been watching over the lagoon every night for the past week. Some nights had been quiet. Other nights they'd seen Wendee and the blonde in the lagoon together, and there were times they'd made him as horny as his stupid younger brother. Celibacy wasn't something any of them were used to.
Unlike Nick, however, Tony had his brains in his head.
Wendee's arrival had meant the clearing out of 'playthings' from the caves but Tony had accepted that. It had got him a couple of days off work — prancing around in costume admittedly — but worth it to get at Wendee. She'd been one memorable fuck. After another.
Tony was used to the bosses 'games' and soon enough this one would be over. The caves would be restocked and they could all get back to normal. For a while.
Tony was smiling wryly to himself when he felt a nudge.
"What's that?"
"Where?" Tony looked over his binoculars then aimed them on the figure leaving the pavilion. It was the blonde. "Seriously nice tits on that one," he commented softly, "Fucking waste."
A second later he felt Nick groping his crotch.
"Who needs to keep their mind off their cock?" the bastard taunted.
"Shut up." Tony slapped him away, and at that moment the communicator in his ear beeped.
They were still facing each other and Nick touched his own ear to indicate that he'd also been signalled.
As was their practice, it was Tony who responded, "Tony here."
Xavion. Belle wants the blonde taken. One of you bring her to the caves.
Nick mouthed, "Me. Me."
She's strong. Drug her. When you get her there she's to be trained as a playmate.
Tony frowned. "Repeat?"
Tell her she can only see Wendee again if she learns how to please us. Nick can take her in and convince her. Persuasion, but no force.

"Yes!" Nick said triumphantly, reaching into their kit bag for the dart gun.
Tony, you stay and keep watch until I relieve you at midnight.
"Understood." Tony turned to smile at his brother. "Lucky bastard."
"I'll leave some for you. Don't worry." Nick smirked, then slunk off into the undergrowth as silently as a panther.
Through his binoculars, Tony watched the blonde stumbling along the path that led to the beach. Her shoulders were shaking. Crying? He hoped that would make her amenable because now that she was on the menu he really wanted to fuck her.
His own experiences had shown him that sexual orientation was fluid, so he hoped this one would try. Nick would soon find out.
"Bring her down, bro," he whispered to himself. She was side-on to him now and he had trouble holding the binoculars steady as he imagined burying himself in those huge tits. What a gift. Belle had never handed one of her 'friends' over to them before. Tony wondered what this one had done to deserve her fate.
He watched as she stumbled again. This time she went down. Three seconds later Nick appeared, had the girl over his shoulder in a fireman's carry and was trotting off towards the caves before Tony could catch his breath.
"Hey, there's no rush, man," he said and smiled to himself. Nick's cock was probably pumping his legs double-speed.
He watched the girl's juicy breasts bouncing against his brother's shoulders with every step and it made his own cock harder still.
Adjusting his pants, he turned back to the compound. Only another three hours until Xavion relieved him. By that time Nick would hopefully have persuaded her to take instruction and the others might have had their turns.
With luck he’d have her all to himself. Then there'd be pussy-pie for the entree, pussy-pie for dinner, and guess what for dessert?
"I just love leftovers," he said happily, and settled in to wait.



Chapter Twenty-Two


"Is that what you wanted?" Xavion said stiffly as he turned back from the control panel.
"Perfect," Belle replied, noting the way his eyes avoided hers. "They won't hurt her will they?"
Xavion appeared to think about that, still not meeting her gaze. "No. But if she’s never been penetrated before she may become sore." He aimed his words at the top of Pietre's chair, just above her head.
"Well we’ve all been there, haven’t we?" she asked conversationally, to which he made no reply, so said, “Moving on,” and dismissed the topic with a wave of her hand. Xavion's eyes immediately shifted to it. He would be fascinated by its smallness. They always were. She glanced at his crotch, at the unmistakable evidence of her effect on him. Still rock hard. "About the radar…" she said, raising herself from Pietre's chair.
Xavion immediately stepped back, his stance still ramrod straight.
She strolled around him, close enough for him to scent her — to note that her head barely reached his chest — to think on that. She knew he'd been thinking about her. About how they could mate. If they would mate. Working the pieces around inside his mind.
Now she wanted him to feel it with his gut. To question his loyalty. His obedience. The very morality of his soul.
That was what Belle wanted. And the persona she'd assumed, that of Pietre himself, would undoubtedly add to Xavion's confusion.
Lizard green contact lenses. The black suit. Polished shoes. Hair tied back and make-up used only to promote the resemblance. Belle had been very careful with this particular disguise. It wasn't overtly sexual. She'd constructed it specifically to invoke Pietre's innate personal authority, then shroud that in her own carefully cultivated mystique.
She wanted something of Xavion. Something he would struggle against. Something she must have.
And yet there was another purpose to her caricature. Another layer.
Belle knew Xavion was predominantly heterosexual, yet she felt sure his fanatical protection of Pietre was motivated by more than mere duty. Was there an unconscious attraction she could exploit? They were of a similar age — had been raised together, Xavion's father in the service of Pietre's. Xavion must know what she knew about Pietre's childhood. Had he ever comforted the frightened boy? Sexually?
There was much to be discovered, but that would be peripheral to the main purpose. The mermaids must be under no supervision between midnight and dawn.
Belle felt that aim was achievable.
She turned back to Xavion, found him watching her, staring at the gleam of her shoes. "Will the computer boy be able to repair the radar tonight?" she asked.
"No," Xavion replied evenly, his gaze centred on her left shoe. "A part is destroyed. The spare is missing. I’ve ordered another — "
"Sloppy." Belle shook her head. "Remind me to punish him. Or perhaps I should punish… you, Xavion?" she said, using his name for the first time.
As though on strings, Xavion's head jerked up. Their eyes met and he swallowed hard.
"Shall I punish you?" she asked quietly. His reply was equally soft.
"If you will."
"Oh, yes," she nodded, walking towards him. "I most certainly will. But how I wonder?" she mused, and having reached the control panel, she stretched past him, her wrist deliberately grazing the front of his pants as she activated the main display screen. Despite the fact that she held that position — her forearm firm against his erection — Xavion remained rigidly still.
"Look," Belle said and Xavion dragged his eyes from the point in space he'd been occupied with, to stare blindly at the screen. "Sasha is doing her veil dance. I do so love that one. Wendee does too by her expression. Wouldn't you say?"
"Yes." The syllable was uttered grudgingly.
He was trying to close up, to lock her out but Belle was patient. She had hours yet.
"See the way her gaze follows Sasha's breasts. Such beautiful breasts. Especially when they jiggle like that. But now, look at Zoe. The redhead."
Xavion obeyed, shifting his gaze marginally. His body remained still, seemingly a prisoner to the arm pressed against his pants.
"She's not watching Sasha," Belle pointed out. "She's watching Wendee. Do you think she lusts after her?"
"I don't know. Perhaps."
There was the faintest tremor in his voice. Already. Would it be easier than she'd thought?
"I think Zoe is jealous," Belle said. "Sasha is her lover and she doesn't like to share."
"Might she harm the Wendee?" Xavion asked, his voice firmed by purpose.
"How could she?" Belle moved her arm further across to adjust the light contrast on the picture. "You are her Champion, are you not?"
Xavion had closed his eyes against the onslaught of her touch but they snapped open again at those words. He stared at the screen. "I am the Wendee's Champion. Pietre has charged me to protect her at all cost."
"At all cost," Belle repeated thoughtfully. "Would you kill Zoe is she threatened your Wendee?"
"Yes." No hesitation.
"I see." Belle was silent for a moment, stretching it out. "What if I threatened the Wendee? Would you kill me?"
The silence that followed her question lengthened.
On the screen before them Sasha dropped her last veil to stand before Wendee clad only in ornate silver jewellery, her legs parted slightly, her hands poised above her head.
From a cross-legged position on the floor, Wendee rose to kneel in front of her, tentatively touching the glinting emerald that lay nestled in the warm cave of her belly-button.
Sasha's heavy mane of oiled black hair rolled across her back as she looked across at Zoe, who in turn glanced at the camera. There was a moment of suspension where the only movement in the room was Wendee leaning in to press her lips against the emerald.
Then Sasha closed her eyes.
Zoe stood and walked out.
A boxed off section of the screen showed an outside view of Zoe strolling to the lagoon, her hair a russet glow in the moonlight. At the edge she paused as though she would turn back, then abruptly dove into the dark water, resurfacing a moment later to float quietly on her back.
Belle returned her attention to the inside view.
"It appears Zoe isn't as jealous as I'd thought," she said, slowly removing her arm, grazing it against Xavion, listening for any sound he might make.
There was none.
She smiled, pushing her hands into the pockets of her trousers and strolling over to the screen as she had seen Pietre do countless times, leaning in to inspect the point where Wendee's tongue had just delved into Sasha's luxurious bush. Sasha, her head thrown back, her legs still open, had begun moving her hands slowly above her head. Her belly quivered and her hips began to rotate. Wendee, holding on to those hips, kept pace, her head moving in sync, her tongue busy amid the jewellery-framed curls.
"Doesn't look as though Wendee will miss Skye." Belle turned back. "The blonde your men took," she explained. Xavion nodded stiffly.
Belle closed her eyes, tilted her own head back. "All this sex makes me restless," she said softly. And her hands came out of their pockets to smooth up over the front of her crisp, black shirt and touch her throat.
A moment later she opened her eyes and looked straight at Xavion. "Do you know what I do when I'm restless, Xavion?" She said his name again, watching the effect of it in his eyes.
He shook his head and at that moment she believed him incapable of speech.
"I kill," she said. "I drink blood."
His lips parted. His chest rose and fell.
They stared at each other for the longest moment before she said, "Whose blood shall I drink, Xavion?"
His voice was hoarse. "Mine."



Chapter Twenty-Three


Josh felt Christophe move restlessly on the ledge beside him and he dragged his attention away from the spectacle beside the fire to look at the boy.
"I can't watch this any more," Christophe said and he turned his back on the initiation that Nick had tirelessly undertaken. The usually playful twin was all concentration as he coached the blonde on how to fellate his brother, a task made more challenging by the fact that Mack had her haunches in a firm grip and was punching into her from behind, making her large breasts jerk backward and forward. "I want to go out," Christophe added desperately, and Josh noted there was no sign of an erection straining against the boy’s jeans.
Josh put a hand on Christophe’s bare chest, worried by the panic in his eyes. Was Christophe developing cabin fever? "Belle said to stay put. We have to wait — "
"It's been two fucking days!" Christophe shouted in his face, his hands held in trembling fists at his sides. "If I have to watch her getting fucked one more time I'll — "
"So prong her yourself," Tony called out, his voice hoarse as the girl worked on him. Christophe just gritted his teeth, staring at Josh’s chest. "She's got… killer tits, " Tony growled, and his hands came down to cup her head, pushing her onto his cock. "Bigger than… Wendee's." Mack, who was always silent during sex squeezed her ample breasts and bucked against her from behind as Tony added, "You can bite 'em, suck 'em, fuck 'em — "
"Shut up! Shut up!" Christophe yelled, closing his eyes. He curled into himself, his arms pressed against his chest where his fists were balled under his chin, and as he spoke, he rocked, like a child comforting himself. "Why can't they leave her alone," he whined. "Haven't they had enough?"
Josh observed this in concerned silence. With Xavion incommunicado, the responsibility for keeping the boy calm fell on him. Yet Christophe's 'punishment' had instilled a sexual fear Josh would have difficulty overcoming, though he must try.
Pitching his voice low, he said, "You're upsetting yourself unnecessarily. There's no need to worry about the girl." He pulled on Christophe's trembling arm and brought him down onto the rock ledge beside himself with a surprising lack of resistance. "She believes she’s earning Wendee’s love," he placated. "Wouldn’t you do the same to have Wendee again?"
Christophe frowned, his eyes still closed and Josh could see he was considering that. "But it's so… animal," he said and shuddered, gritting his teeth again as the grunts from the other side of the cavern escalated in volume.
Josh glanced up to see Nick taking Mack’s place behind the girl. Tony was finished and he lay on his back, the girl’s bowed forehead against his thigh as she waited for what would come next. It appeared there would be no respite for Christophe's sensibilities.
"It was different with Wendee," Christophe was saying in an anguished whisper, his eyes still closed. "She liked it. She…" A sob caught in his throat and Josh put a tentative arm around his shoulders to comfort him. Christophe was so over-wrought he didn't seem to notice. "I never got to…" he started again, but couldn't continue. Tears were running down his cheeks.
"I know." Josh squeezed his shoulder and the boy leant on his chest, sobbing.
"Hey, Chris, if you're gunna fuck ass," Nick panted. "Don't waste your dick on Josh. Stick it in here. This is thoroughbred blonde."
Christophe rocked and cried harder.
Josh rubbed his shoulder reassuringly. "Ignore them," he said, "I know you miss Wendee. It's all right to be upset."
"They didn't care about her," Christophe sobbed, "None of you cared about her, but I did. And now she's gone and I'll never, see her again…" he wailed.
Josh patted his shoulder, saying nothing. By Belle's account, the Wendee was dead but that knowledge would hardly comfort Christophe.
Instead he listened to the boy’s sobs, thinking it was a pity Christophe was reluctant to touch the blonde. Josh would have appreciated seeing him lose his virginity on such a one. But perhaps matters were best left as they were. Christophe was already obsessed with one disposable player, and this 'ex-mermaid' of Belle's was so desirable the twins and Mack were still eager despite the number and variety of times they'd taken her.
Josh had taken her too, indirectly. Kneeling behind Nick, he'd pleasured himself with the grunting twin's ass as Nick in turn had shafted hers, holding her still as he pumped back and forth between the two. Mack, commandeering her upper body, had been expanding her instruction in the art of fellatio.
It had been a stimulating experience, and one Josh would be happy to repeat, yet at the same time he could understand Christophe's reservations.
Josh himself had been in Pietre's service five years and hardly found their recreation worthy of distaste, let alone disgust. But Christophe still looked on it from an outsiders perspective.
Pietre would give the boy time. He was talented and therefore a valuable asset, but ultimately Christophe must either adopt their lifestyle or die. It was the DeMartande way.
Josh had doubts about Christophe's ability to adjust, but he was instructed to help and saw an opportunity here for desensitisation.
"Christophe," he said, straightening the boy's shoulders and tilting his chin up with a firm hand. "Look at what's happening over there. There's something you haven't seen."
"I can't watch it any more," Christophe repeated, keeping his damp eyes closed. His face was streaked with tear-tracks, making him look even younger than the eighteen that Josh knew he was, and had Wendee been present she would have kissed those tears away.
Josh wanted to do it himself.
"Look at the girl and tell me what you see," Josh commanded.
Obedience won through and after a moment Christophe blinked his eyes open and turned to face the fire that highlighted the moving bodies. "Nick’s dogging her," he said, and hiccupped a little sob. "He's using her body as if she was a bitch on heat. But she's not. She doesn’t like it and he shouldn't — "
Josh cut him off. "Do you think Nick's enjoying himself?"
"Of course he is, the animal," Christophe hissed. "He'll fuck anything. Even…" he trailed off into silence.
"Even me," Josh finished for him.
As though suddenly realising where he was, Christophe shrugged off Josh's shoulder and hunched himself away a few inches. Yet he was unable to drag his gaze from the scene before him. Through the unkempt strands of his fringe, Josh saw him watching Nick, his expression reflecting a horrified fascination.
Josh, too, watched the normally playful Greek who was now all concentration, his hips slamming into the girl's buttocks as he moaned aloud. She was tight there, still, if the others were to be believed, and Josh spared a thought for the sensations Nick would be experiencing, that pre-orgasmic swelling that fills the loins and yet draws on them at the same time, anticipation of the pleasure you can just start to feel breaking over you, the last surging split-second where you couldn't stop to save your own life, then the spasm.
Nick's style was innately more theatric, more abandoned, but the sensations would be the same.
Josh looked away. Would he try her for himself? The thought intrigued and stimulated him, but not as obviously as Christophe.
A conspicuous bulge had appeared in his lap and a quick glance at the boy's face revealed a mixture of pain and anticipation.
"You find this arousing?" Josh asked, and Christophe quickly averted his eyes.
"I don't want to touch her," he said. "She doesn't want it."
"You want consensual sex?"
"I don't want to hurt anyone."
"But you want pleasure?"
There was a pause, then in a stricken whisper Christophe said, "Yes. I want it."
Slowly then, as though to pretend it was merely the weight of the denim increasing, Josh settled his hand over the bulge in Christophe's pants, his attention on the boy's face.
The huge pained eyes widened at first, then closed limply, as though to block out what was happening to his body by not seeing it.
"You want Wendee to make love to you," Josh said, easing off the ledge to crouch between the boy's legs.
Christophe melted back against the rock wall behind him, his lips parting in anticipation of the pleasure. "Yes. I want her to suck me again," he whispered.
"She will," Josh assured him, unzipping the boy's jeans to release his trembling erection. "And you'll like it." He took Christophe's penis into his mouth, feeling the pleasure in his own loins as the boy sighed and hardened completely.
"Yes, Wendee," Christophe murmured, his head back, breaths coming faster as Josh's experienced mouth orchestrated his pleasure. "Make love to me… Love me…"
And Josh, his hands and mouth busy, let his mind rest easy. Christophe would live. He had the primary skill required to ensure his survival.
Adaptability.



Chapter Twenty-Four


Dee was having a nightmare. The world was on fire and she was burning up, her body being eaten by flames and she could hear the beat of the death march.
Boom, boom, boom.
She jerked awake and tried to open her eyes but they were glued together. The booming sound was louder, and after a couple of confused seconds she realised it was inside her head. She felt dizzy. Sick.
"It's all right. You're safe," someone said from beside her. A man. His voice was soft and reassuring but she didn't recognize it.
"Where…? Who…?" she rasped, her voice not working either. In alarm, she tried reach up and feel her throat but her hands merely twitched at her sides. Why didn't they move? And her eyes. She strained the eyelids again. Why didn't they open?
"My… eyes." Panic welled up inside her.
"You have a compress over your eyes," the man said and she felt a touch against it. "You've been weakened by dehydration and exposure. You need fluids."
Something of the calm in his voice seeped through to her but it wasn't enough to quell her mounting terror. When she felt a touch against her lips she flinched, instinctively jerking her head away. The booming grew louder, drowning out every other thought.
"It's only a straw," he said. "You have to drink."
But she couldn't. The pain overwhelmed her and she passed out.
The next time she woke, he was quicker. The straw prodded her lips straight away.
"You have to drink or you're going to die," he said, and Dee felt so bad she was sure it must be true.
She mouthed a couple of times, like a gold fish, and managed to capture the straw. Her throat felt tight and sick but she forced herself to suck, gulping the liquid down before her stomach could protest.
"Small sips," he warned, but she was already drifting off. Her lips slid away from the straw as her head fell to the side, the last mouthful going down in a convulsive gulp as the blackness closed in on her.
Again and again she woke from the nightmare to find the soothing voice beside her, always ready with the straw. She would sip a little or a lot, depending on how long her consciousness lasted. There was no sense of real-time passing.
Gradually, though, she noticed things in her brief periods of awareness.
Her body was covered in something damp and cool — something lighter than the compress that covered her eyes. And there was a musty smell in the air, like drying herbs. Definitely not the antiseptic environment of a hospital.
Was it possible then that she was still in Never Land? It was almost too much to hope for. But she did hope, knowing it gave her reason to live. She needed that now.
She was obviously very sick, but she tried to stay calm. The man was caring for her. There was little she could do except obey his instructions. Drink the water and rest. She did as she was told.
But there came a time when she drank from the straw and felt different. Her headache wasn't as blinding and she could move her hands a little. It was a turning point. Relief flowed through her like a drug.
He must have noticed. "Is that a smile?"
"I'm not…" Her voice was croaky but it worked. "I'm not going to die."
"Feeling better?"
"Yes. But weak."
"You will for a while. But that's good." He was silent for a moment, then said, "Can we talk?"
The urgency in his voice surprised her. "Of course."
"I need to know who did this to you?"
Dee frowned under the compress. "Did what?"
"Don't you remember?" There was another silence where Dee merely waited, having no idea what he was talking about. Finally he said, "I found you tied to a raft, floating out past the point."
"Tied to a raft?" she repeated the words, trying to make them fit inside her mind. They didn't want to. "Why would someone tie me — "
"To kill you."
"To kill me?" she parroted again, unable to grasp the concept. "But… I'd thought I was just… sick."
“At some stage the sail fell and covered you," he continued quietly, as though in deference to her shock. "It protected you from the worst of the sun and probably saved your life."
She shook her head. "Who would want to kill me?"
"You don't remember?"
Dee struggled to, fear driving her mind, but the harder she tried the more her head hurt. Her fingers twitched and she felt the panic returning. "I can't," she choked.
"It's important — "
But the familiar slide into blackness was already starting and she simply let go, spiraling down until the comforting nothingness enfolded her.
The next time she woke, she dutifully drank the sweetened water, then pre-empted his questions by asking one her own.
"This isn't a hospital, is it?"
There was a pause. "No. Not a hospital."
"I didn't think so." She couldn't keep the relief out of her voice. Once had been enough. "Then where — "
"I need to know who did this to you," he cut over her.
"And I need to know where I am," she persisted, frustrated by the compress. "Just tell me. Am I still on the island?"
There was another pause. "Which island?"
Dee was determined to keep her hopes alive. "Never Land," she said bravely, and held her breath. It was a long time before he answered.
"Yes. You are yet within Peter's control."
Her tensed shoulders sagged with relief. "Thank God!"
"You are faithful to Peter." It was half-question, half-observation, but Dee was too euphoric to bother searching his words for motives.
"He's my God," she replied simply, then smiled to herself. "So perhaps I should be saying 'Thank Peter'."
Her rescuer made no comment on that, so her train of thought continued uninterrupted. As it did, her smile became dreamy. "He sees even the smallest sparrow fall," she said with the authority of complete faith in her voice. "And rather than let it die he sends his angel to rescue it."
She visualized Peter, as well as she could remember him — the hypnotic green eyes — seated on a vast marble throne sending forth this faceless guardian to pluck her from certain death and nurture her in the warmth of his cozy…
The compress frustrated her. She wished she could see.
"That's an interesting interpretation," the man beside her said dryly, "But I'm not an angel, and though you might be thinner for your ordeal, you don't fit the sparrow category either." This last was said appraisingly and Dee wondered which parts of her he was assessing.
She realised then that her temporary sightlessness could be exciting, now that the element of fear had been removed.
"You're from Peter, though," she said, then asked, "Are you to be my Champion…?" before stopping herself. What of Xavion? He was to have been her Champion. Yet someone had tried to kill her, and were it not for this man, they would have succeeded.
Her rescuer obviously had the same thought. "It appears you are in need of a Champion," he said.
"But Xavion — "
"Missing." They were silent for a moment before he added, "Mayhap he died trying to save you."
"No." She shook her head. "He can't have died." That thought was more upsetting than her own near-fatality. Not Xavion. Not her poet-warrior.
"Or, mayhap he's the traitor…" her rescuer speculated.
"No," she said again, louder this time. "Xavion wouldn't hurt me."
"Not even at Peter's order?"
That confused her. "I don't know. Do you think — "
"No. Peter has been away from the island these past few weeks," he reassured her. "But he'll soon return. And when he does, he'll be an angry God."
They were both silent then, nursing their own thoughts before he said, "Peter will want to know what you remember of your ordeal. Can you speak of it?"
She shrugged. "I don't know that I remember much," but she obediently cast her mind back to a starting place. The concentration required wasn't as painful this time. "The last thing I remember clearly…" she said, reviving the scene inside her mind, "…was being with one of the mermaids. Sasha."
Dee waited for some recognition but he merely said, "Go on."
Was it possible he'd never met the mermaids? Skye hadn't known of the Lost Boys. Perhaps Peter kept them all separate.
"You were with a mermaid," her new Champion prompted.
"Yes. Sasha." Dee cleared her throat and he pressed the straw to her lips. She took a sip, then went on, "We were in the pavilion beside the lagoon and she was dancing."
"You were alone?"
"Yes we were." Dee tried to remember the details. "Skye had left in a huff an hour earlier and Zoe, that's Sasha's… friend, had gone outside. I think she was swimming in the lagoon."
"Go on."
"Very well." Dee licked her lips, aware of a heated blush creeping up her chest as she considered the explicit nature of what followed. "Sasha was dancing, as I said," she cleared her throat, striving to keep her voice even, "and I was watching her. It was a belly dance. With veils. And she took them off one by one. I was on a bed of cushions looking up at her while she… moved… above me."
The memory of that sinuous body with its slow gyrations gradually transformed Dee's blush into a different kind of heat. She remembered her infatuation with the dusky beauty. The desperation of her desire. Those kohled eyes, so limpid Dee had wanted to drown in them. And the jewels glittering against her matt, cafe-au-lait skin.
"She was beautiful," Dee sighed, reliving the dance inside her mind, each glide of those perfectly contoured arms, each roll of those bewitching breasts. "Her scent was so exotic it was dizzying. And as those veils dropped I felt the most incredible languor come over me. As though — "
"You were drugged. What did they give you?" he cut in and Dee was startled at the sound of his voice. She'd forgotten he was listening, she’d been so immersed in the memory.
"Some sort of wine," she said, trying to refocus. "But only one glass."
"And the last thing you remember is watching this woman dancing?"
"Yes. No. She finished dancing and…" Dee should have been embarrassed, but the memory of Sasha's voluptuous body beneath hers, the taste and texture of her skin — like licking orchid petals, the way she'd caressed Dee's breasts with handfuls of her thick, lustrous hair -
"You fell asleep?"
Dee found her chest rising and falling. She couldn't think. Her mind was full of the experience of Sasha, the scent of her, the weight of her breasts pressing onto Dee's. "Yes. I… must have," she stammered.
"It's all right," he said softly, obviously mistaking her quickened breathing for anxiety. "You're safe here. We won't talk of it again."
"Good. I didn't…" She swallowed a couple of times, unsure whether her light-headedness was from arousal or impending unconsciousness.
He pressed the straw to her lips and she sipped the cooling liquid.
"I feel dizzy," she murmured, her head lolling to the side.
"Sleep now. We can talk again later," he said, and she felt herself drifting off. But it wasn't the slide into blackness she'd come to expect. This was a floating feeling. A not-quite sleep. A limbo.
And through it she heard faint noises, felt the covering being taken off her. Cold air touched her skin and she felt her body shiver.
"It's all right, my little waif," he crooned, as though to a cat. Or to someone he thought was unconscious. "You won't feel a thing."
But she did. She felt a cold touch on her stomach, followed by the warmth of a large hand.
"I just need to soothe this sunburn," he murmured as he worked some sort of cream up over her ribs and onto her breasts. Even in her dream-like state, the sudden shafts of pleasure arrowing from behind her nipples caught her off guard. She made a whimpering pleasure noise.
"Too hard?" he said to himself. "I'll have to be gentler."
Dee was sure if his touch was any lighter she'd faint from the amount of excruciating pleasure it produced. Her head was clearing rapidly but she kept the knowledge to herself, straining to breathe evenly as though asleep.
A faint scent of coconut drifted up to her as his fingertips smoothed the cream over her breasts and up to her shoulders. It stung and felt like so many little flames licking at her skin. Then the exquisite torture slid down the length of her arms to her hands.
She concentrated on her breathing.
"Rope burns are healing," he observed, carefully avoiding her wrists, but Dee barely heard him. The sensation of cream being massaged between her fingers and into her palms made her toes curl. She moaned again.
"Still hurting?"
Dee knew he expected no answer.
His hands slid back up to her shoulders, where he stroked the delicate skin of her neck, moving up onto her face where his large fingertips were surprisingly deft. His thumb brushed some cream across her cracked lips and she felt the tingle shoot straight down to her loins where it stirred up all manner of volcanic reactions.
Another dollop of cream landed on her stomach and she tensed. He spread it over her hips, heading down her legs, gliding, massaging, all the way to her ankles. It was all she could do to keep her breathing shallow and quiet.
Then he massaged cream between her toes and she started to squirm. She couldn't help it. Her nipples were so hard they hurt.
"Nearly finished," he said softly, but Dee didn't want it to finish. Her head pounded, but below it her body throbbed. Between her thighs was hot and liquid, and every touch of his hand was transferred there along her tingling nerves.
Working the cream back up her legs, his fingertips strayed to the sensitive skin behind her knees. She saw sparks behind her closed eyes and realised she was panting. There was nothing she could do to stop herself now. She'd be begging soon if he didn't…
His hands were sliding back up her thighs, the fingertips curved outside her hips, the thumbs trailing the inside of her legs, and it was too much for her. The unexpected intimacy of his touch and his belief that she was unaware of it, was a fantasy within the fantasy and she gave herself over to it.
An inarticulate noise welled up in her throat — a primitive signal of her need. Somehow she managed to part her legs. A little. Enough to catch his attention.
His hands stopped and held, right where they were. Just short of where she wanted them to be, where the pounding need was louder than the pain behind her eyes. She felt delirious.
"Hot," she managed to murmur, all pretence forgotten as she waited on his reaction.
The silence in the room throbbed and Dee held her breath, her heart pounding almost as loudly as her head. How would his massage end? It was obvious by the confidence of his touch that this wasn't the first time he'd taken such liberties with her body.
"I know what you need, my little wanderer," he said, and she felt one large hand begin to slide up the last few inches, so slowly it felt as though time halted to watch its passage. Her body was taut, like a drum waiting for the first Congo beat.
Then his thumb eased into the pulsing vortex and she shuddered, her breath catching in her throat. "I won't let you go hungry," he said, and Dee gasped in approval. A moment later she was moaning. He was good. He knew exactly where to touch and how.
The pain in her head was completely forgotten as her body responded to his masterful touch. Within the space of a minute she was over the top. Fireworks were exploding inside her mind and she was spiraling down into the darkness again.
This time, with a smile of gratitude on her lips.

Long Shadow sat back pensively, watching her for minutes before he reached forward to recover her with the sheet. His body felt light like the smoke of a fire, swirling with the winds of excitement she'd awoken in him. But his heart was heavy with the knowledge that he’d misjudged her.
This woman was not a manipulative whore, and neither was she a knowing accomplice of DeMartande's. She appeared to be nothing more than a victim. And DeMartande, like a crack dealer reeling in a junkie, was binding her to him by the addictions he'd fostered in her. Addictions he had total control over.
Worse, she appeared to be a willing victim. An acolyte to her 'God'. The same God who had hired Long Shadow as his token 'Redskin' — to service her sexual needs. Soon DeMartande would discover there were many levels to his 'play', and not all of them to his liking. Until then, Long Shadow knew he must act with caution. Yet the days of caring for Wendee had stirred in him a very incautious sentiment.
Despite the precariousness of his own position, he found himself wanting to champion her, not only against whomever had tried to kill her, but against DeMartande himself. He wanted to rescue her. To rehabilitate her. Which was beyond madness.
Exasperated with himself, he turned to look out through the opened doorway of his replica hide dwelling, into the darkness beyond.
He was losing his objectivity.
The strong protective urges that had seen him serve honorably as a bodyguard would be fatal in this environment. He had to remember his purpose, to remove a threat that endangered a multitude. That far outweighed his responsibility to this one. He must forget the tapes Xavion had shown him of her encounters with DeMartande's 'Lost Boys'. Watching her come alive in the arms of one lover after another… No man could help but be moved by the rawness of her sexuality, yet even as he'd watched, a subtle revulsion — a thought that she was nothing more than a wanton sensation seeker — had overlaid his fascination.
Until he'd seen her with DeMartande's young technician, her 'gypsy boy' Christophe. A gentleness had come over her then, a tender regard for the boy's obvious infatuation that had moved Long Shadow deeply. She had looked on the boy as though he was more precious to her than life itself, and at that moment a longing like the lonely cry of the wind through the trees had filled Long Shadow's heart.
Before he’d even met her he’d ached to have her look at him that way. And yet he’d feared it. He feared her eyes.
They were covered now, but as he turned back to her he still felt the sexual pull she exerted, even in sleep. Despite her disheveled appearance — or perhaps because of it — her whole being, even at rest radiated sensuality, as though her addiction was externalized to advertise its needs.
Her lips were softly pouted and seemed purpose designed to close over a man's sex. Her skin was hungry, drawing the touch. And the way she'd responded to his caresses had stirred him.
Dangerously.
He imagined himself lying over her and spreading her legs, thrusting himself into the slippery softness he'd explored. She'd told the truth when she'd said it was hot there. Hot and hungry. The avaricious flesh had closed over his fingers like the lips of a fellatress, sucking at them and warming them to her feverish level, coating them with her own essence, tricking his mind into thinking it was not his fingers they had captured, but the hard flesh that even now pressed insistently against his breech-clout.
Through the thin sheet he could see the outline of her breasts and the slight mound that fell away to parted legs. Her breaths were gentle, rhythmic, her body limp like a life-sized doll. A doll that for a short time was his to do with as he chose.
As long as she remained unhurt, he could satisfy himself with her in ways only limited by his imagination.
One possibility saw him ripping the sheet off to grind her into the fur on which she lay, but Long Shadow knew his body would resist that temptation, powerful though it might be. He wanted it to be different between them, for their lovemaking to be of the senses, the intellect, the soul, not the mere production of involuntary muscle spasms DeMartande had hired him for. Yet that would require a vulnerability that once offered, would bind him to her in ways that terrified him.
When his mission was completed he would leave. There was no question of that. As would she, but not with him.
To Wendee, he was just another fantasy. A 'redskin' lover to pad out her adventure. For his sanity's sake, he'd do well to remember that.
The sensible path would be to keep her at arms length. To fulfill his job description by satisfying her sexually, and perhaps it would be best to continue exactly as he had begun, with no involvement of his own arousal. The denial would be bittersweet, but the alternative was the carving up of his soul. He couldn't allow himself to fall in love with her. It would be suicide. Literally.
But as he stood and moved to the entrance of his lodge, he heard her sigh behind him and the sound held him inside. He imagined her moving in her sleep, her lips parting at a pleasurable memory, those soft lips that were so familiar to him he already knew how they would taste.
And how that savoring would affect him.
He should resolve never to taste them. But if he turned back now, if he removed the sheet and lay with her, those lips would be his to devour. The body would invite him to pleasures he knew he'd never find with another. And her eyes, the eyes of his dreams, would give him the peace his aching soul demanded.
Agonising seconds ticked by as he lingered at the opening, searching himself for the courage to step through it and walk away from her. It seemed all but impossible, yet he did it, and by the time he'd reached the nearby stand of trees he felt some reassurance that he had control — that his legs wouldn't turn him back and make a lie of his resolutions.
But the relief of his escape would be short lived. Tomorrow, she would be well enough to rise. The compress would come off, and the true test of his inner strength would begin. He'd have to become the whore he'd thought her to be, touching her body with no feelings other than that of a duty fulfilled.
Such was his destiny, but the knowledge of what could have been between them tore through the emptiness of his heart with such pain that he thought it would break.



Chapter Twenty-Five


"Drink, Sir?"
"Thank you, no," Pietre said dismissively, not bothering to look up from his contemplation of the clouds cruising past his window.
"Something… else, Sir?"
Pietre shifted his gaze slowly, "What… else?" inspecting the flight attendant's trousers which were at eye level in front of him. They appeared well filled.
"Anything Sir requires."
Pietre smiled. It had been subtlety done. He liked subtlety. He glanced up and said, "Sir doesn't require anything at the moment." A look of disappointment flashed across the solarium tanned features. "But Sir's assistant, Mr Black," Pietre inclined his head at the huge negro across the cabin, "might make use of your… services."
The flight attendant glanced at Mr Black, a moment of fear sparking his eyes before it was carefully extinguished. He returned his attention to Pietre. "As Sir wishes," he said and bowed away, his bleached blond hair falling to cover his expression.
Pietre settled back against the headrest, making himself comfortable as he watched the attendant bowing to Mr Black. The fabric of his trousers stretched taut across his buttocks and Pietre imagined Mr Black gazing at those buttocks a moment earlier. Would they have aroused him? Mr Black had a penchant for blonds, he seemed to remember. He liked the contrast.
Pietre watched the attendant lay aside his tray to crouch in front of Mr Black, casting a quick glance across at Pietre and around the otherwise empty cabin before settling to his task.
Mr Black spread his legs and leant back, offering no help to the attendant who fumbled with the fastening of his pants before tentatively inserting a hand. Pietre watched him frown, then his eyes widened as the massive ebony column eased out of its concealment to poke a fist-sized tip against his startled lips.
Mr Black's firm hand encompassing the back of his head prevented any second thoughts, and after a few tense seconds, Pietre saw the attendant's tongue emerge to lap at the shaft. Wider than a woman’s wrist, it was too large for his mouth, but the attendant made his hands busy, obviously believing he could complete the task he was being well paid for. Over his head Pietre met Mr Black's eyes and nodded, then turned back to his contemplation of the clouds.
Troubling thoughts chased through his mind. He hadn't expected to be away for so long, and although he trusted Belle with the management of the island, the safety of his Wendee was another matter altogether.
Still, Belle had been sending him regular reports and Wendee appeared to be managing quite well without his interference. Apart from the ridiculous threat from his brother, there was nothing that required his personal attention. Although…
A stifled grunt distracted him from his thoughts and he glanced over to find Mr Black impaling the naked flight attendant on his lap. The man's hands gripped the seat in front of him, his eyes so round Pietre thought they might pop out of their sockets. In comparison with the gargantuan negro's bulk, he looked like a toy being jerked about by an over-zealous child, but true to his training he made no sound at all.
Frowning in concentration, Mr Black gripped the attendant's narrow hips, manipulating the pearl-white ass up and down on his engorged penis. The attendant gritted his teeth but Pietre noticed his own penis was alert, slapping against his thigh.
Would the attendant orgasm before Mr Black, who had once taken an hour? Pietre bet himself a bottle of the two hundred year old port he'd been saving that he would. And if he lost, he'd… give Xavion's men a week's leave.
But not until the situation with Armande was resolved.
Pietre's attention drifted away from the tableau before him, his thoughts returning to his brother.
Was this latest scare yet another pebble to bounce off the impregnable wall of Pietre's defences, or was this the definitive attack? Over time, Pietre had grown tired of these intermittent attempts to overthrow him. But he'd not killed Armande. Just as Armande had not tried to kill him. The blood tie was too strong.
One day, though, Armande would do something to break that tie. They had shared much together, things that would have driven lesser mortals mad, but every man had his threshold.
Pietre gazed out the window again, wondering what Armande was up to this time. Would it be the thing that would push him to destroy the only other surviving DeMartande of their line?
There was a grunt, then a low-throated moan from across the room. Mr Black was enjoying himself, but Pietre was too absorbed with his train of thought to pay attention.
The DeMartande line…
He frowned, his mind surging ahead. What if it didn't end? What if Pietre himself sired an heir? A son. Or better yet, a daughter.
His eyes glazed, staring inwards.
The Wendee. The woman fate had sent him. Was she the fertile bed wherein he could plant his seed? The mother of his child? The mother he would…
Pietre's chest ached and he closed his eyes, unable to say the words even inside his own mind. Only fate could give him the answer to that question, but as his jet sped back to the island, he felt a compulsion to see her again. To know she was safe.
This time, he would go to her in person.



Chapter Twenty-Six


It was inevitable that all the fluid would need to come out. The next time Dee woke, the pain in her head was overshadowed by the messages from lower down. Her bladder was overfull, and worse, the room was ominously silent.
"Hello. Are you there?"
No answer.
Damn. He'd always been right beside her. Where was he? Her thighs tensed. She'd just have to do it alone. She couldn't wait.
But first she had to be able to see.
Reaching up with an arm that still felt heavier than it should, she grasped the compress's squishy edge and lifted. It peeled off easily enough but left wet, sticky eyelids that had to be pried open.
She blinked, looked around, saw… nothing.
She blinked again, incredulously. Surely she wasn't blind? It couldn't be…?
It wasn't. A couple of despairing seconds later she realised the room was in darkness. A few seconds more and she could see faint outlines. The relief she felt was enormous, but she wasted no time in thankful prayers.
Instead, she pushed herself up on one elbow to look for the door. Her head throbbed warningly and muted colours spun in front of her eyes but she ignored them, concentrating on absorbing her surroundings.
She was on a large fur in the middle of… a circular tent? There were wall hangings with feathers and -
There was an opened flap through which a slight breeze entered. Her thighs tensed again. She had to go.
Rolling up on to her knees and ignoring the scream of pain from behind her eyes, she paused only a moment to make sure she wasn't going to faint, then stood, taking a step forward to grab at the tent opening, fighting vertigo. She was weak and wobbly but the insistence of her bladder was an excellent distraction.
Two, maybe three seconds, her head felt clearer and she stumbled outside into the night. The tent was in the middle of a cleared area and twenty paces away was a stand of trees. She set off straight away, dog-trotting towards them, using impetus rather than co-ordination to get her there. And she made it. Just in time.
Her relief was euphoric, but it so relaxed her limbs, she had trouble forcing them to work. Pushing herself from one tree to the next, she stumbled back towards the clearing, only to stop at its edge, trembling with the strain of her exertion.
At that moment the moon came out from behind a cloud and ethereal light spilled across the clearing like the hand of Tinker Belle sprinkling pixie dust. Dee, her cheek against the smooth bark of the tree, paused to stare at the magical sight.
The round 'tent' she'd emerged from was indisputably a tepee, and against its side rested a long bow and a quill of arrows.
She sighed, then closed her eyes briefly to send up a silent prayer, dispelling forever the insidious doubts that had crept into her mind. She wasn't insane.
It was all true. Never Land was real. Peter was real. And just as she was hugging her shoulders and promising herself she'd never doubt again, a wild creature stepped into the clearing and was bathed in the ghostly light.
Dee moved her lips but no sound came out. Her vocal chords had been paralysed by awe, and instant desire.
He was tall, with black hair that fell like a sheet to his waist, and wet, as though he'd been bathing. Fringed buckskins encasing his long legs and a breast-plate of bone and bead adorned a chest that rose and fell with untamed magnificence.
Dee watched, mesmerised, as he padded silently to the tepee only to stop at its entrance, his hand resting on the opening as he gazed up at the sky, his brow troubled, his eyes searching.
Seconds dragged by as she stared at his profile, the proud tilt of his cheekbones and the high forehead. Could this warrior be the owner of the soft voice she'd come to trust — the gentle hands that had ministered to her needs?
Her lips parted as she remembered the last time he'd touched her. The expertise. The pleasure. She looked at his hand resting on the tepee opening. The long, blunt fingers, the beaded wrist-band leading on to a forearm so negligently masculine it made her chest tight.
He moved then and she blinked in surprise, drawn out of her daze of appreciation as he stooped to enter the tepee, only to emerge a moment later, his quick gaze scanning the encampment before it came to rest on her pale figure silhouetted against the dark background of the forest. She saw his chest relax as he released the breath he'd been holding.
Then he started towards her and again her lips moved soundlessly. Oh, my. She'd thought the Lost Boys were breathtaking.
Her cheek rested dreamily against the tree trunk as he strode across the clearing, sure-footedness belying his towering stature. His skin was darker than her own. Smooth. And under it flowed muscles as invisible as a cat's.
The closer he got, the weaker her knees felt until he stood right in front of her, blocking the light and all she could see was the dark intensity of his eyes. She stared up into them, dizzy with desire.
Then she realised she was just dizzy.
Her head fell forward and he caught her as she slumped, lifting her into his arms. Dee was only vaguely aware of being carried the few paces back to his tepee. But she was intimately aware of the body she was cradled against. The skin was damp and exuded a mysterious nocturnal scent so laden with pheromones that it bypassed the foreplay build-up and took her straight to the point of penetration-readiness. He stooped to enter the tent, then laid her on the furs, her boneless body melting into a puddle of limpid desire.
But that desire was suspended as he turned away to put wood on a fire she hadn't known was there. In a daze of readiness, she waited for him to return to her side, and once back, he knelt and rested a hand on her shoulder.
"Don't be frightened of me," he said, gazing deep into her eyes. "I won't hurt you."
"I know you won't," she said softly, recognizing the voice. It was that of her rescuer. Her champion. "You've been very kind." And gentle. Yet there was no gentleness in his eyes. They ate hers.
Dee had trouble keeping her heavy eyelids open, so deep was her arousal. She couldn't seem to remember to breathe and the light-headedness was getting worse.
"You removed the compress," he said, in such a strange voice she felt a shiver chase down her spine.
"I had to," she replied. "Too much liquid."
He nodded. "I should have thought of that," he said, and his forehead creased into a frown of such beauty it made her throat ache just to look at it.
They stared at each other in silence and a stray breeze came through the opened door-flap caught the feather hanging from his hair, brushing it against his slightly parted lips.
Dee felt her own lips tingle. She imagined herself as that feather, hiding in his silky hair, brushing over his lips, perhaps sliding inside. She looked at his dark skin and wanted to taste every inch of it, wanted to hear the fierceness in his eyes escape his lips.
"I don't even know your name," she said, wanting to draw the moment out even as she knew it couldn't go on much longer.
"Among my people I am known as Long Shadow," he replied and there was no mistaking the pride in his voice.
She nodded. "I like your name. It suits you." There was a sound of permanence about it that made her think of canyons and tall trees. A dependability she sensed in the man too. Having given his word, he would keep it. He'd make a formidable champion. And an unforgettable lover.
He was staring into her eyes again, but reluctantly, as though he couldn't break away.
"Are there others?" she asked. "Other…?"
"Redskins?" He gave the word an odd inflection but she was too dazed to look for hidden meanings. "No. We are alone," he assured her.
"Good." Any second now he'd reach for her, yet she prolonged the moment with conversation. "My name is Wendee — "
Disconcertingly, his eyes flickered and managed to disengage from hers. "I know you are Wendee. You are Peter's Wendee," he said, and abruptly released her shoulder to sit back cross-legged.
Dee lay still, staring at him, lost to this sudden shift of intention. Her body cried, come back to me, take me, but her mind argued caution.
She knew he desired her. She'd seen it in his eyes. And he'd already touched her intimately… when he'd thought she was asleep.
What did that mean? He didn't look shy. There must be another reason. Perhaps he thought she belonged to Peter and was not to be tampered with?
That was a misconception she could quickly dispel. "I've been with the Lost Boys and the mermaids," she said, displaying her credentials.
"I know. My camp overlooks the mermaid lagoon," he replied, his face curiously expressionless. "I watched you there every day."
She caught her breath, the liquid desire resurging. He'd seen… "What did you see?"
"I saw…" He blinked, a slow deliberate motion. "…two women."
"Making love?"
There was a pause where she held her breath. Then he said, "Yes. I saw that. Many times."
Dee nodded. She could feel the flow between them. Their eyes were locked and sexual energy coursed through her. The weakness she'd felt moments earlier was gone. She wanted this man and she wanted him now.
"I wish I'd known you were watching," she said, her breaths coming more quickly as the heat of his gaze worked on her. She could almost feel her juices flowing, her muscles growing lax. She licked her lips and he followed the movement with deadly attention.
"Someone always watches," he replied softly, his eyes still on her lips.
"Even now?"
"I watch now."
"What do you see?" she asked. And as his eyes returned to hers, her hand rose to rest on his thigh. Beneath the soft buckskin his muscles were tensed and hard, and the combination of sensations was breathtaking. Her fingers spread in a stroking action, enjoying the feel of it.
"I see a woman…" his voice was barely above a whisper, his chest, under the breast-plate, rising and falling faster than her own.
"Who…?" she prompted, her hand drifting closer to the symbol of masculinity she'd so wanted Skye to experience — the testosterone driven force she herself wanted to feel rampant between her thighs.
Lying so close to him, she could scent the muskiness of his desire. But one sense wasn't enough. She wanted to touch and taste and see this warrior's ultimate weapon. She wanted it to conquer her.
And he knew. His eyes were staring straight into hers and she knew it must all be there for him to see.
She wanted to hear it. "What do you see?" she asked again, softly, seductively.
"I see a woman…" A muscle twitched along his jawline. "I see… a woman who's yet to regain her strength," he finished purposefully, his hand closing over hers to return it gently but firmly to her side.
Dee blinked, as though she'd been slapped, and her preoccupation with her own desire dissipated as the focus of her attention switched back to Long Shadow.
"I'll make broth," he said, only the slight tremor in his voice betraying his arousal. "You're not ready for solid food yet."
She watched incredulously as he rose in a single smooth motion to move about the inside of the tepee collecting pouches and a gourd. That done, he knelt at the fire with his back to her and began preparing the meal.
He wasn't going to make love to her.
Dee felt panic welling up inside. Sex was like eating and breathing to her now. She needed it to survive. But having accepted Peter's dominion over her life, she must have faith in him to provide for her.
She closed her eyes, forcing her mind to blankness. She heard his movements, the crackle of the fire, the slight breeze that had sprung up outside. It was familiar, comfortable, and she let it soothe her feverish body. After a time she felt some calm come over her. But she was still a long way from understanding.
Long Shadow seemed to be struggling with himself, but why? Was he under some constraint, as Christophe had been? It didn't make sense.
Unless this was another of Peter's tests.
Long Shadow came back to her. "Here it is," he said, seating himself beside her again. "Can you sit up?"
She opened her eyes. "I think so," she said, accepting his help and deliberately hiding how affected she was by his arm around her shoulders, the closeness of his body to hers and the scent of his skin. She simply drank the broth, her eyes gazing at nothing over the edge of the wooden cup as she thought.
"That was good," she said blandly as she finished the cupful, all he'd allow for her first meal. Then he settled her back onto the fur and they looked at each other.
"I think you should try to sleep," he said.
"Yes, I am tired," she lied, knowing the arousal that throbbed within her yet, would not allow rest. "Can I have the compress back?"
Her question had been guileless but Dee could see he was unsure. "You don't need it any more."
She probably never had. "I want it," she persisted. "My eyes feel sore."
He leant closer to look at them, his hair spilling over her breasts.
"The right one especially," she said, pointing at it.
He touched the pad of a finger to the delicate skin beneath her eye and drew down the bottom lashes, leaning closer. The silky strands of hair slid up her chest, caressing the hardened nipples that strained towards him. She held her breath.
"I can't see any damage."
"Well it hurts." She stared at his lips, memorizing them for future reference.
"Are you sure?" He straightened, his hair sliding off her chest.
She let out a shaky breath. "Definitely," she said, and a moment later felt the familiar light pressure over her eyes. Her shoulders relaxed and she smiled. "Thank you. I might want it on for a few days yet. I hope that won't be inconvenient."
Dee heard no sigh of relief but was sure it was there. "We'll… work something out," he said.
"Good. And by the way, thank you for saving my life."
There was a pause. She felt a touch on her forehead, light fingers brushing her fringe back. Then the hand was gone.
"That's what Champions are for," he said enigmatically and Dee wished she could see the expression on his face.
She wished that many times over the next few days. But curiosity was easily subdued when the reward was a return to their earlier intimacy.
Exactly as she'd suspected, as soon as the compress was back in place, she had but to feign sleep and he would lavished her body with attention.
Deliciously slow sponge-baths that made every nerve in her body tingle with anticipation were followed by drying with the softest of furs. He would linger over her throat and the top of her chest before floating over her straining nipples on his way down to tease her inner thighs and the back of her knees.
It was heaven and hell. She struggled with herself in an effort to lay still, so desperate became her need. But she knew to wait. The cream would be next. He applied that at least five times a day, many more times than were necessary, she was sure, but as with the first, each time he gave her the release she craved.
The waking hours were different. At first he was distant with her, but the handicap of her dark world soon drew him in and he began to talk, about the beliefs of his people and their connection with the land. In turn, Dee told him of the country of her birth, and her childhood among the pastureland, the dams and the stately gums.
Neither made reference to their lives immediately prior to Never Land, and in that Dee was content. She could maintain the fantasy Peter had constructed for her and also avoid the subject of women in Long Shadow's past, which whenever she thought of it, bothered her. Despite the fact that he was clearly experienced, she wanted to think she was the only woman he'd touched. And so, in the fantasy, she did.
For his part, he appeared to enjoy the burden of caring for her and the anticipation of her needs. He fed her by hand. Soup at first, then small delicacies — bite-sized pieces of unidentified meat in an oystery sauce. Protein to help her regain her strength, he said as he slid them into her mouth.
It frustrated her that the only physical contact he'd allow was with his hands, and she found herself increasingly lascivious with them, especially at mealtimes. She'd lick his fingers and capture them with her mouth, sucking them if he'd let her, and all the while imagining what was happening to his body — the body she was denied.
But her body was not denied to him and within the boundaries he'd set himself, he gave her every pleasure she could imagine. First it had been only his hands. Then when he discovered she responded to the feel of his hair sliding over her trembling skin, that too was added to his repertoire. A simple feather became the pathway to indescribable ecstasy, and when on the fourth day she felt his lips against her breast, she knew they were close to a breakthrough.
Yet she held herself still, wary of disrupting his concentration. The culmination of his excruciatingly restrained courtship meant more to her now than merely another physical pleasure — a different orgasm. It would be proof that he could no longer deny the connection between them.
His gentle touch and soft voice were disguises for the conquering warrior she sensed within him, the man she wanted as her mate. She'd felt it in the tremor of his hands and the strained edge his voice sometimes assumed.
It could only be a matter of time before that fierce demand broke through, overwhelming her with its potency, and she would be ready then with her own passion. She wanted no other. Only this man. And she'd not be satisfied with the mere capitulation of his body. She wanted his heart and mind as well.
But she didn't let herself think on these strange longings as she lay still as death, allowing herself only the occasional sigh as his lips, soft as the feather that had preceded it, brushed over her quivering skin, his tongue emerging to savour the taste of first one tight nipple, then the other.
His breath was hot on her throat as his lips trailed kisses up to her chin, then on to the edges of her mouth. She held her breath as his lips brushed fully against hers. Then she sighed, her breath easing into his mouth as it became one with hers in the deepest, most fulfilling kiss she could have imagined. A kiss that made her forget the taste of every other man. A kiss that spoke of love even as it inspired her to lust. The moment had come.
She reached up and removed the compress.



Chapter Twenty-Seven


Deep inside a US warship cruising the Pacific, two men listened a male voice issuing from a bank of equipment against one wall. The tender endearments sounded incongruous, given the gun-metal grey environment but neither man was embarrassed. In fact, both were frowning.
Eventually one spoke.
"I told you he was too young for this, Max," the general said. "Fresh out of Quantico — "
"He had to be young or he wouldn't have been hired," the other replied, holding a hand up for silence.
The general's frown deepened. He listened for a moment longer then shook his head. "The kid's got his brains in his dick. He's going bad."
"I'm his control," the other man argued. "Unless they burn him, he stays in."
"And what if he goes over?"
"He won't."
"Jesus, Max. It's his first field assignment. You would've had trouble picking a pro for this. The place is fantasy, fucking island. It's covered in pussy. He'll never get past it."
"Yes he will. And the longer he's there, the better our chances of closing this deal."
The general shook his head and stood, shoving his chair back with a jarring scrape. "If they burn him, you'll never get another one in," he warned.
"I know. Don't worry, he'll nail it."
"He better," came the gruff reply, then the door slammed and Max Sark was alone. He slumped in his chair and stared at the speaker.
The kid was still sprouting mush interspersed with silences that reeked of sex, but Sark had no complaint with that. Sex was part of the job. It was the emotional gush that worried him. He knew the kid wasn't that good an actor.
He shook his head, too despondent even to be angry. The general had been right, of course. The kid was too young. But they'd had no other choice.
Damn. He closed his eyes. They'd waited so long for this one. They were so close.
"Come on, kid," he whispered, wishing their communication could be two-way. "You're not a Champion. You're a spook. Fuck the girl and get on with the job."
But would he? Realistically?
Sark covered his eyes with a deceptively steady hand. He suddenly felt old, a hundred years older than this kid who was about to blow five years of painstaking preparatory work on an emotion Sark didn't believed existed.
"Fuck," he said again.
From this point on, all they could hope was that training and duty would ultimately over-ride libido. Because if it didn't, Sark knew as sure as the general liked a little poon-tang on the side, that this kid's life wouldn't be worth the price of a bullet.
On either side of the fence.



Chapter Twenty-Eight


"I have to go." Long Shadow said for the fourth time, lifting his head. Then he lowered it, his hands tangling in her hair, holding her still for his kiss. Another long, deep, desperate kiss.
Lying beneath him, Dee could feel the resurgence of his recently depleted erection. She reached between their bodies to stroke it, encouraging its growth. "But I want you to come," she teased, capturing his eyes, drinking the adoration that burned in them. "I want you to live inside me like this forever," she said, and despite his anxious frown, she guided his solid flesh inside herself again, where it was slippery and still hot from their last coupling.
"I'm going to die like this," he sighed, bending his head to kiss her as his hips, naked and glistening from the exertion of their lovemaking, started to move against her.
"So am I," she whispered against his lips. "We can die together."
He paused, his hands tightening in her hair. "You're not going to die," he told her, and kissed her fiercely.
She kissed back, her fingernails biting into his firm buttocks, then spreading to stroke the skin in tiny conciliatory circles. "Did that hurt?" she breathed. "Will I kiss it better?" She stretched, her hands dipping lower to stroke the insides of his thighs as her tongue slid wetly across the top of his chest.
He groaned, his hips moving with new urgency.
"I love your taste," she said, her tongue working its way back up to his throat. "I love what it does to me."
Her head fell back and she stared up into his eyes, the silky curtain of his hair enclosing them in an intimate world of their own. A world where there was no 'outside', only the sound of their breaths, the taste of each other, and eyes. Dee found if she gazed into his eyes as he made love to her, something built inside her. Not just the orgasm that eventually shook her body. But something else. The thing that made her never want to let him go — that made her want to touch him all the time, to stroke his body, to run her fingers through his long hair and to hold him as she was now.
Her hands moved up to his shoulders, her fingers testing the strength of the bunched muscles beneath his burnished skin. "I love the way you feel," she said, still staring into his eyes. "I love the feel of you inside me."
His mouth lowered to touch hers but he didn't kiss her. He was straining to hold back the orgasm she could feel cresting inside him. But she wanted him to come — wanted his pleasure more than her own now. It was tied in with the feeling.
Wrapping her arms around his shoulders, she pulled him down onto herself, his broad chest rubbing against her breasts as she ground her pelvis up into him. "Conquer me," she whispered into his hair. "Make me your woman, Long Shadow."
" Yes. " His back arched, and with a final satisfying thrust, he filled her with the very stuff of life itself. And she clung to him, with her hands, her thighs, revelling in the feel of it pulsing into her. Exhausted, he slumped against her, his lips at her throat.
It should have been a joyous moment, an acceptance of the ultimate gift of his love, but for the first time she felt a pang of sadness intrude on their lovemaking.
This precious seed — genetic template for the beautiful man who lay in her arms, was wasted in her barren womb. She could give him her body but she could never give him a child, and in a flash of insight she understood this feeling that had grown in her with the touching, the caring, and the longing.
A tightness constricted her throat and when he raised his head to kiss her goodbye she could only manage a wavering smile.
"Are you unsatisfied, my love?" he asked, kissing her again.
She shook her head, whispered, "You have to go." But he was kissing his way down her neck to her breasts and despite her sadness she felt the tumult stir in her again. His hair drifted in a soft caress over her chest as his mouth awoke first one nipple, then the other. "Belle's waiting," she said faintly, but he was kissing down her stomach, parting her legs, and she let herself be distracted, writhing under his knowing tongue.
His fierce lovemaking had sensitised the delicate flesh and it responded to the slightest pressure with wild pulses of pleasure that filled her mind until she could think of nothing but the coming explosion.
"You are my woman," she heard him say as she teetered on the edge. "There will be no other."
"Yes. Yes," she panted, her hips unashamedly pushing up for the trigger that would release her orgasm. "No other. Please."
He rose above her and through a haze of arousal he appeared as a dark angel, a messenger from her God delivering his ultimate truth.
She felt a slight pressure as the tip of his penis entered her but his hand, restraining her hips, kept them from pushing up to claim the pleasure she was a breath away from.
"Tell me you love me," he commanded. Their eyes, inches apart, were locked.
"I… love you," she said. "From the moment I — "
His lips dived onto hers as he plunged into her and with that first thrust she was there, gasping his breath as the orgasm took her. But he continued to drive into her, the thrusts that followed setting off aftershocks that fed on each other and he was kissing her and touching her and she was delirious with the sensations that all melded into one like a carnival ride where you're screaming so hard you don't even realise it's over.
But finally she did realise it was over. She became aware of Long Shadow's body heavy against hers and the sound of their panting.
She licked her lips and swallowed in a dry throat. "I don't think there's any question of my satisfaction now," she said.
Long Shadow's reply was to roll off and sit with his back to her.
She touched it, unable to stop herself, her fingers gliding over the smooth flesh, wanting to taste it but too limp and sated to raise her head.
"I shouldn't have done that," he said.
She knew what he meant, but answered, "I'm glad you did."
"No… Not that." He turned to look at her, frowning when he saw her smile. "You know what I mean. I had no right to ask for such a declaration. Not then. I made it… meaningless."
She shrugged. "Ask me now."
"You make a game of it."
"I'm serious. Ask me now."
"If you know your reply — "
"I don't know until you ask me properly," she said, "Now, with no distractions."
He looked at her for a long moment, then glanced away, such confusion in his eyes that Dee wanted to pull him down into her arms and forget everything else. But this was important to him. It was important to her too, she realised.
"I don't have the courage," he said finally, and forced his eyes back to hers. "I can kill a man with my bare hands but I don't have the courage to ask for your love." He glanced away again. "I don't even know if I deserve it."
"You deserve it," she said, and pulled him down to her for a deep, sensuous kiss.
By the time they'd finished Dee knew it was only the serious nature of their conversation that kept him from her body. And even as he broke away it was in a series of smaller, abridges kisses.
"You know the tender of my desires," he said huskily. "I have spoken to you of my love."
"Never Land love?" she asked, looking up at him, a sad smile on her lips. "Magic love?"
He shook his head. "There is no magic in my love, save that which I feel in your arms. It is the steadfast love of a man for his woman. A love that will not die with this body," he said and touched his chest.
Dee laid her hand over his. "Then ask me again."
He looked into her eyes. Seconds ticked over.
"Ask it, my love," she whispered, the endearment falling from her lips so easily she wanted to say it again and again.
"Am I… your love?" he asked, his eyes like those of a small boy not daring to believe his wish could come true.
She nodded, thrilled to be able to give him this gift. The gift of her love. A gift she hadn't known she had to give.
"Then will you, Wendee, leave the tribe of Peter and be my woman, to love no other?" His hand held hers tight against his chest, their fingers entwined.
Her heart willed her to say yes — to trust herself to this man whose love for her was strong enough to overcome any obstacles.
But she didn't.
Her smile faded. She blinked. Love no other? Sudden thoughts of Xavion and Christophe, the twins and Skye, even Mack flashed through her mind. What she'd shared with them was nothing like the bond between Long Shadow and herself, but it had meant something to her once, and might again.
Long Shadow watched these thoughts flitting across her face and his hand tightened in hers.
She looked up into his eyes, bewildered by her sudden change of heart.
"You will not give your vow," he said quietly. And after watching her a moment longer, released her hand and stood, turning his back to her.
Dee struggled to sit up, her lethargic body rebelling against the activity. "I want to be your woman," she said helplessly. "I love waking to the touch of your lips against mine, falling asleep with the gentle lull of your voice in my ear. I've never felt so safe."
"But?"
"But…" She hung her head. "I can't… I don't think I can be…" she searched for a word.
He found it for her. "Faithful."
"Yes," she whispered, looking down at her hands, the hands that even now longed to touch his smooth body and bring it alive. But Long Shadow wasn't like her. He had honour. Pride. Dee felt the chill premonition that their time together was at end.
"There is one thing I would know," he said, and she raised her head, daunted by the stiffness of his back. "Do you love me?" he asked with quiet dignity. "Just love. Not commitment."
"Yes, I do," she said, grateful that he'd given her this opportunity. "When I'm with you I feel as though a part of me that I didn't realise was empty is suddenly full. I'm happy… complete. I've never felt that way with anyone else."
"It's not only… sex?"
"No. It's love. I think." She shook her head, forgetting he couldn't see her. "I've never been in love, but…" a sudden memory came to her, "…I know I'd willingly die to save your life."
She saw his shoulders stiffen, then he turned slowly to look down at her, his head tilted to the side, his hair falling over his shoulders to caress his chest the way she longed to. "Is this truth? You would die — "
"Right now, if I had to." She forced her wobbling legs to support her as she stood and took his large hands in hers. Then she ached for the confusion in his eyes.
"But why…?"
"I can't… help the way I am," she said plainly, "but that doesn't mean I can't love you. I do love you. Please, don't ask for more than I can give."
He closed his eyes, raised her hands and pressed her fingers to his lips. Dee looked at his bowed head, wishing there was something she could say to take away the hurt she'd inflicted on him. But there was nothing.
He kissed her fingers and released them. Then he untied his beaded wristband and looked down at it. "My Grandfather, Soaring Eagle, gave this to me when I became a man," he said, one of his large fingers tracing the ancient pattern.
"It's very beautiful," Dee said, admiring the thin multi-coloured strip, imagining an old man giving it to his beloved Grandson.
"Its beauty comes from the spirit that lives in it. The spirit of my Grandfather's love and protection." He looked up into her eyes. "This, I would give you," he said, and after pressing it to his lips, tied it carefully around her neck, turning the knot to the back. "I would ask that you accept this gift as a promise of my love. As I accept your love, without condition."
Dee said the words, "I do," and in her heart she was saying them for the first time.
The moment was too emotional even to kiss. He pulled her into his arms and with her cheek against his chest, she listened to the sound of his heart beating, strong and steady. "I wish I had something to give you," she said.
He held her more tightly. "I have it," he whispered against her hair, and the feeling inside her swelled. Yet mixed with the joy was a sadness, a wish that she could be the woman he deserved. A woman content with one lover. This lover. But she knew it could never be. Just to think of Xavion or Skye… Christophe, was to want them. Even in Long Shadow's arms.
But if it were possible, she knew Long Shadow would be the one she would choose to spend the rest of her life with. And that made it easier to accept the knowledge that she would eventually cause him pain.
"I wish we could be alone together forever," she said, knowing it was a vain hope, a forestalling of the inevitable.
"As do I," he replied, "But I fear our time together will be short. Belle's call…"
She felt him slipping away and held him tighter, her lips brushing against his throat, feeling the tingle work its way down her body. She knew there wasn't time, but she wanted him again. There was no end to her insatiability where Long Shadow was concerned. Neither need there be. He was just as eager as she.
"It's probably nothing important," Dee said, her hand drifting up his chest, her open palm grazing his nipple. "Maybe a check on my safety. For Peter. Didn't you say he was coming back today?"
"This afternoon," Long Shadow replied absently. "But she will not want news of you, my love," he said, and looked down at her, his eyes showing none of the desire she could feel in the reawakening body pressed hard against her. "She thinks you dead."
Dee's hand stopped its stroking of his shoulder. "Didn't you tell her I was here? That you rescued me?"
"No."
She frowned, surprised by his blank expression. "Isn't she in charge of Never Land while Peter's away? Won't she be worried?"
"Not if she's the one who tried to kill you."
"Belle…?" Dee found her mouth hanging open. Snapped it shut. "But, when she finds out I'm alive…"
"She won't. At least, not until it's too late," Long Shadow assured her, stepping away to look for his clothes. "I made sure her eyes here were…" he trailed off.
Dee, who'd been about to sit back down, stilled. "What eyes?"
Long Shadow turned back to her but said nothing.
"What eyes?" she repeated, feeling a coldness insinuate itself between them.
"Surveillance cameras," he said.
"Surveillance cameras?"
She heard herself parroting but couldn't help it.
"Here." Long Shadow reached up and parted the hides in the top of the tepee where the poles converged. Dee stepped forward to look. Mounted between them was a miniature video camera. "And here." He turned and lifted the dream catcher that hung on the wall above where they slept.
The feathers drifted in idle protest, but Dee's attention was drawn to the tiny lens beneath it. "I disabled them when I first saw you on the raft," he explained. "I was worried that whoever had tried to kill you would be monitoring the equipment in DeMartande's absence."
"DeMartande…" she echoed. Then more faintly, "Pietre," as her mind flashed to an image of Roc handing her over to Pietre at the nightclub in Cairns — his reptilian eyes mesmerising her as he wooed her with the offer of a fantasy holiday. Then the sting in her arm as Mr Black had drugged her in the limousine.
Dee felt as though a balloon had exploded in her face. She looked up at Long Shadow, her voice flat with shock. "These cameras, they're in the caves? At the lagoon?"
"Someone always watches," he reminded her gently. "But not here."
She nodded. "And you knew all along."
"Yes."
She took a moment to assimilate that. "So… my God is a voyeur," she said, and surprised them both with a brittle laugh. "There's irony for you." At last she knew how it felt to be on the other side of the lens — to have her privacy violated.
The depravity of her coupling with Mack, her cruelty to Christophe, the perversity of her liaison with Josh — it all came back to her now in a new and tainted light. She wasn't part of their tribe, the mythical 'Wendee' who would teach them grace. She was a whore brought in to amuse the master.
That was why she hadn't seen 'Peter' since her arrival on his island. He'd never intended to interact with her. Merely to watch.
That thought led her to wonder if she was his first 'Wendee'. She could ask Long Shadow, but as she looked up into his eyes she suddenly didn't want to know — didn't want to hear about other women he might have held in his arms, hearing the words of love she'd thought were for her alone.
"Are you one of them?" She couldn't trust anything now.
"I am employed by DeMartande. But my loyalty is with you," he said, holding her eyes. Dee could see how much he wanted to touch her — could see his constraint — wanted to believe him. But could she?
"What exactly are you employed to do?" she asked. "To act? To pretend to fall in love with me?" Dee wasn't analysing her anger. It just came out.
"No. Only to make love to you — "
"And you got carried away?" she cut in. "You decided to ad lib and — "
"…until I am returned to my normal duties," he finished quietly.
"Which are…?"
"I am new to the DeMartande service," he explained, ignoring her suspicious tone. "But before this fantasy, which is my first…" Dee nodded for him to go on, hiding how much that admission meant to her. "…I was under Xavion's command," he went on, "acting as a body-guard when required. Patrolling the island and the surrounding waters. Boarding intruding vessels to kill their occupants if so ordered."
Dee stopped nodding. "Kill people? You've killed people for DeMartande?"
"Three so far." His face was expressionless.
"Who… What is he? What does he do?"
"He's an international arms dealer."
They stared at each other for a slow five heartbeats, then panic made her lurch into action. She dropped to her knees, scrabbling around the floor for something she could wear. "I'm getting out of here now," she said again, and snatched up the sheet.
She held it for a moment, her fists clutching the thin cotton against her chest. Then she turned slowly back to Long Shadow. "He won't let me go, will he?"
Long Shadow shook his head. "He's never released anyone who might identify him. I suspect he plans to kill you when he tires of the game."
Dee blinked, then sank heavily onto the fur. "I'm going to die." She stared at the dream catcher with its feathers that lifted in the breeze but could never float free, trapped in the web of twine that framed them.
Just as she was trapped.
Long Shadow crouched in front of her and took her cold hands in his. "You will not die," he said. "Not while I live."
She dragged her dull gaze from the dream catcher to Long Shadow, trying to find something solid amid this surreal nightmare. "Do you really love me?" she asked.
"As you love me."
She looked into his eyes. Saw it. "I believe you," she said. Swallowed down a lump of fear. She wasn't alone. "What will we do?"
"Escape." He looked away, searching the tepee, as though for an idea rather than something tangible. "I thought I could do more here without endangering your life, but I was wrong." He looked back at her. "We'll steal the helicopter and leave tonight."
"But you said Pietre was due back this afternoon." Her voice was rising but she could do nothing to control her fear. "We've got to go now." She grabbed his arms. "We've got to — "
"Don't panic, Wendee. Please." He held her shoulders, his voice louder than it had been, but calm.
The tone seeped through to her. "I'm sorry." She forced her clutching fingers to relax. "I'm frightened."
"I know." He kissed her and she clung to his lips, wanting the reassurance. "But we have to wait," he said when he could pull away from her, "Night is safer," and he sat her back onto the fur. "Now I must go to Belle or she may send another messenger. Fortunately, I was outside when the last one came or you might have been discovered. We can't risk another intrusion." He reached for his clothes.
Dee didn't want to, but she had to ask, "Who was the messenger?"
He paused for a moment, the muscles in his forearms tightening before he stood to pull on his leggings. "It was the boy. Christophe," he said over his shoulder.
Dee looked down at her lap. Bit her lip. She asked, "Was he… all right?" wondering how she could worry about Christophe when her own safety was so tenuous. Perhaps as Josh had said, it was the mother love. Long Shadow would never believe that.
He turned to her. She saw his feet but couldn't bring herself to look up.
"He had a bruise on his cheek. Welts on his back."
Dee closed her eyes. Put her hand over her mouth to still any words that might escape.
"He'd come from Belle," Long Shadow added, and Dee needed no other explanation.
Remembering Skye's experience with Belle and her riding crop, Dee felt sickened — more so when she recalled her empathy with Belle and her desire to experience the torturer's high for herself.
"Poor Christophe," she said, then pressed her lips together to stop her grief emerging.
"I know you care for the boy," Long Shadow said stiffly from the doorway, "but I will not help him. Your life is all that's important to me."
She nodded, tried to pull herself together. "I understand." Then looked up at him bravely. "What are our chances?" she asked. "Realistically?"
Long Shadow relented and came back to her side, crouching again to kiss her face as two tears she couldn't contain slid down her cheeks. "DeMartande is a monster," he conceded, "with more corpses in his life than you've had students. But I have a plan — "
" Students?" she cut over him, so stunned her body contracting on itself to escape his touch. His hand on her shoulder fell away. "How do you know I've had students?" she demanded, then she waited for him to say it was a guess or a mistake, but he was looking away and his silence was like the shedding of a mask. "Who are you?" she whispered. Was there no-one she could trust? It had to be a dream. A bad dream.
His continued silence scoured any sense of peace she’d had, eating the comforting cotton wool of her denial like acid. Finally he said, "I know who you are, Wendee Williams, and I will not let you die." His face was close to hers, his eyes burning determination into her soul but it was too late. She was past reassurance.
Still she asked, "Who are you?"
"A man who loves you more than life. More than honour," he said simply, and he stood to look down at her. "You must trust me."
Dee knew she was a long way from trust but she nodded blankly. If DeMartande was a monster she had no choice. Her eyes followed Long Shadow as he walked to the doorway.
"I think you should try to sleep. We have a long night ahead of us," he said, then he was gone.
Dee sat staring at the closed door-flap for a long time, realizing that the fantasy was over. Reality jarred, and her sudden re-entry into it muddled her mind. She tried to think, to discern the exact point when she'd stepped over the edge. Had it been when Billy had first come to her? Or when he'd died? Her purchase of Roc's services? The night in the Crocodile Club when she'd fallen under Pietre's control? Her first coupling with Xavion?
All of these things had flowed naturally, one into the other as though fate had decreed them. She couldn't pick one out as the catalyst. But somehow they’d taken her from the security of her career and her marriage into obsession, depravity and almost certain death. She wanted to go back. To understand, but her thoughts kept jumping around — Billy — Christophe — Roc — Skye — Long Shadow.
Her mind felt unhinged so she lay back on the fur and closed her eyes. A moment later she reached for the thin cotton sheet and covered herself with it. The air around her was balmy but she shivered, missing Long Shadow's body. There was nothing more she could do. Long Shadow had told her to sleep and her brain was so scrambled no coherent thought would come into focus so after a time, mercifully she did. But it was a troubled sleep full of murmurs and twitching. She ran, fell, got up and ran again, but still monsters chased her, monsters with luminous green eyes.
It seemed as though she would never find safety. Never be able to rest. She looked everywhere for Long Shadow but he'd gone back to his people. The dark woods frightened her with their malevolent shadows and she was about to cry out when a dull sting in her arm penetrated the foggy layers of sleep.
She made a noise, a sigh, and was finally able to relax into a deeper oblivion.



Chapter Twenty-Nine


"Yes, it is lonely here," Long Shadow said as he stepped over a fallen branch, careful to keep himself between Christophe and his first view of the camp. "But I have much to keep me busy. The wind that affected your equipment caused other damage."
Behind Long Shadow the boy's footsteps dragged, and mournfulness drifted off him like a scent. Cruel grief. And pointless. Within minutes he would discover his Wendee was alive. He would be overjoyed and would fall into her arms. Long Shadow also knew, with a certainty that tore through his heart, that she would welcome him.
He had to decide. They were almost beyond visual range of the binoculars that may be following their trail. Would he let Wendee make love to the boy, distracting him until nightfall when they could make their escape. Or should he create an 'accident' for Christophe. Long Shadow leant towards the latter solution but insecurity stayed his hand. If he hurt her precious Christophe, would she still trust him, still go with him?
Torn between his duty to save her and a raging jealousy that would brook little reason, he was ill prepared for the sight that met his eyes when they reached the open glade.
Forgetting Christophe, he simply stopped, his training providing the only reaction — an instinctive snatch for the holstered gun that wasn't there. His hand fell to his side again.
"What is it?" Christophe came up behind him and Long Shadow was too slow to block his view. "Tore the door flap off? Wind must have been strong."
"Yes… it was," Long Shadow started forward again, scanning the area as they approached his lodge. But even before they reached it he knew it would be empty.
A quick glance inside confirmed his fears. She was gone, but not only that, the floor around where she'd lain appeared damp. For a suspended moment Long Shadow simply stared, his heart slamming against his ribs, his unblinking eyes, disbelieving.
Then common sense kicked in. There was no scent of blood, no reason to believe she was dead.
She had been taken though. There were tell-tale signs, and he would have to search for clues. But carefully, without arousing Christophe's curiosity.
"Looks like you'll be busy with that," Christophe said from behind him. "I'll start with the outside cameras." Long Shadow stepped back out to find the boy wincing as he shouldered out of his heavy knapsack, his twisting T-Shirt revealing fresh bruises around his throat. "Where are they again?" he asked, tossing the ragged fringe out of his eyes.
"These three closest to the clearing."
Long Shadow pointed out the trees, searching the woods for a sign of which way she'd been taken. There was nothing obvious.
"OK." Christophe crouched to open his bag. Then with his hand inside, looked up and said, "It's a pity you never got to meet Wendee."
Long Shadow had been turning away, impatient to search his lodge. He forced himself to turn back. "There'll be other Wendees," he said casually. "DeMartande won't waste this set-up."
"No. I guess not." Christophe frowned and was quiet for a moment. "I guess that's why I have to fix this stuff."
Long Shadow nodded, his fingers tightened on the entrance.
"You're probably right," Christophe said. "There'll be other Wendees." He looked down and was still for a moment, then said in a much quieter voice, "But not like her. She was special. I can't believe she's dead."
Long Shadow heard the tears in his voice and could bear the conversation no longer. He stepped into his lodge and stood staring at the place she'd lain, not knowing whether he wanted to kill Christophe or cry with him. Laboured breaths strained his tight chest as he fought to control his emotions.
Gradually, he did.
She was alive. He wouldn't let himself think otherwise — wouldn't accept the possibility until he saw a body.
So, being alive, he'd be able to find her. To rescue her. He was trained for that. He could do that.
At least he knew who hadn't taken her. After listening to Belle's swagger, Long Shadow was convinced she believed Wendee dead.
Christophe, who'd been brought out of the caves to alleviate Belle's boredom, had been receiving instruction with Long Shadow at the time of the abduction.
Xavion's men were still locked in the caves because Belle 'wasn't sure who among them might have helped Xavion kill Wendee'. Or at least that's what she intended to tell DeMartande.
That left only Xavion unaccounted for.
Was he alive? What would his motive be for abducting Wendee? To protect her from Belle?
That thought heartened Long Shadow as he began the task of inspecting the minutiae, sifting through the expected in a search of the unexpected.
The large patch of wetness drew him. He knelt to touch a finger to it. It was clear. He sniffed the finger. Then lifted the fur and sniffed it.
Seawater?
His head shot up. A moment later he was outside running towards the cliff-top, uncaring of Christophe's reaction.
He skidded to a stop at the edge and looked over. It was there. A dark shape gliding through the crystalline water.
A submarine.
Fear stalled him again, but he overcame it more quickly this time. Looking to the sun, he gauged the time then returned his attention to the submarine, noting its direction and speed. He watched it until it was out of sight. Then he started back to the camp.
DeMartande would return by nightfall. Long Shadow would go to him then and tell him what he'd seen. There was no other choice. He needed DeMartande to save his Wendee. Later, when she was safely back on the island, they would escape.
Long Shadow felt a pang of remorse for the betrayal of his cause, but that was a small matter compared with saving the life of his woman.
Christophe looked up as he re-entered the clearing, a dissected camera in his lap. "You all right?" he asked, glancing back the way Long Shadow had come. "You scared the shit out of me."
"Sorry," Long Shadow fought to keep his voice even. "Thought I heard the chopper. This all has to be fixed before he gets back."
"Don't I know it," Christophe complained, his head lowering again to tinker with the blind box.
Long Shadow watched him. The boy's face was tear-tracked but his task occupied his mind, all thoughts of grief apparently forgotten.
Long Shadow knew his own grief wouldn't be so easily dismissed. If anything happened to his Wendee he knew he would not want to live. And in that thought came a fierce satisfaction. His mission might yet be accomplished, but not in the way it had been planned. If his love died here, Long Shadow would die also.
And he would not die alone.



Chapter Thirty


Dee sat on the hard wooden chair, her back stiff, her shoulders aching from the tension of holding them immobile for over an hour. Lounging beside her on an overstuffed chesterfield was Armande DeMartande, one of her captors.
"He's such a perfectionist, don't you think?" Armande asked, gesturing with a meaty, be-ringed hand at her other captor, his partner Lariat whom Dee could see clearly through the two way mirror she and Armande faced.
"Yes. Very detailed," she admitted with grudging admiration as Lariat, with a large brush in hand, highlighted with blusher the cheekbones of the man who stood, bound hand and foot, before him.
That man, that captive, was Xavion. But the change Lariat had wrought in him was so disconcerting Dee found it difficult to look at him for more than a few seconds. It was easier to return her attention to the artisan, now reaching for a lipstick, dithering for a moment before selecting a pearlescent shade of coral pink which he applied with a fine brush to Xavion's stiffly held lips.
Dee watched Lariat's thin fingers intently, fascinated by their translucent quality. More like the tentacles of a deep sea creature than anything belonging to a human, they moved with an odd fluidity — a stickiness, as though once having touched something, they found it difficult to disengage.
Dee hadn’t yet 'been' with Lariat, not that he hadn't intrigued her — a ruined English Lord who, in his faded black tuxedo, looked more like an anaemic, overgrown schoolboy than a member of the aristocracy. With his colourless scraggly hair and washed-out watery eyes, everything about Lariat was pale, even his voice which had the habit of fading out in the middle of a sentence, as though he were continually drifting back to some confusing past.
To Dee, Lariat was like the melancholy inhabitant of a Poe story, driven to madness by the wretchedness of humanity. He fascinated her. But Armande would not let her mate with him. And Armande was her new master.
So it was with some wistfulness that she watched Lariat's ministrations, pouting her own full lips as he filled in the line of Xavion's, undaunted by her Champion's jaw-clenched resistance.
"Watch closely, cherie, and you will learn," Armande instructed quietly, and Dee nodded. She wanted to learn. She had already learnt much from Armande.
Her first impression of him — when she'd been dragged aboard his submarine, an aeon, or perhaps only a few weeks earlier — had been his resemblance to Pietre. An older brother, as it turned out. A heavier, moodier DeMartande, but with the same dark, autocratic features as her previous captor.
Yet where Pietre had been reclusive, his brother was a social animal. Not genial, but verbose. Dee had learned many things. That the brothers were not on friendly terms. That Armande had stolen her on a whim to see how Pietre would react. That Xavion, whom he claimed to be retraining for his own service, had been a present from Belle.
There had been many revelations, yet not once had Armande substantiated Long Shadow's claim about Pietre's criminal activities. Conversely, Armande had stated that both brothers were independently wealthy and had no use for work of any kind. Dee herself had been with Armande for weeks — given free run of the ship — and had seen nothing illegal.
Admittedly she was a prisoner, but once the 'rules' had been explained and she'd started into the game, her captivity had been more symbolic than enforced. The pleasures offered were ample inducement to stay, even if the choices were not her own.
And so she began to doubt the man she'd thought she loved, remembering that Long Shadow had lied to her about other things. Could his attack on Pietre's character have been a lie as well? Fostered by jealousy, perhaps.
Long Shadow hadn't wanted to share her, yet for all his professed love, he hadn't come after her either — hadn't tried to 'rescue' her from these pirates.
Even Belle's attempt to kill her could have been staged. Dee's injuries had been painful and unpleasant, but she'd never believed they were potentially fatal. And the resulting fear and gratitude had given her interchange with Long Shadow a piquancy it would never have achieved without the life-and-death scenario that had instigated it.
These were matters on which Dee had spent much time in thought, and her deliberations had led her to the conclusion that Long Shadow had been playing a part.
She also accepted now that Pietre was not a God. He was simply a man who had promised to entertain her with a fantasy — an obligation he had fulfilled to her complete satisfaction.
If he chose to take his own pleasure in watching her, she of all people could hardly complain.
Seen in this light, her interlude with 'the pirates' would obviously be a continuation of that fantasy, a realistic kidnapping to heighten her jaded sexual palate — an opportunity she intended to exploit to its maximum sensory gratification.
Emotions had no place in the game and she'd been a fool to let Long Shadow lure her into exposing them. But as she had done with Billy before, she now pushed Long Shadow from her mind.
Yet he was not banished completely. His love gift still adorned her neck for a simple, practical reason. Her life had become a blur of sexual fantasies and she needed a method of differentiating between imagination, dreams and actual events. Physically touching the talisman grounded her in reality. It was real, even when her own actions seemed too bizarre to be believed — actions dictated by her master, Armande.
Initially she'd resisted Armande's control, but now her will was his plaything. In obedience, Dee had discovered a freedom from responsibility that was as intoxicating as it was erotic.
The tiny room before her was one she had often been sent to, and now, seated in the viewing room, she understood why. Armande would have lain in comfort on the very lounge he now occupied, with Lariat on the uncomfortable chair as suited his masochistic personality, both watching her 'perform' with whomever Armande had sent for the purpose.
Outside the small room, she had raided the showers on several occasions, and once included herself on the menu in the mess hall. Her days had been filled with these episodes, all explorations of variety and texture, sounds and scents as adjuncts to the act. Pain and satisfaction, surprise and inventiveness. She had become a mistress of technique. The only woman on the vessel, she had been charged with servicing them all. All except Lariat.
The omission irked her, but perhaps in time, Armande would reconsider.
For the moment, she had enough to please her appetite — teasing entrees, satisfying main courses, luxurious desserts, not to mention the obligatory 'nightcap' with Armande.
At the end of each performance she would shower and present herself at his suite which she entered without knocking, interrupting whatever he was doing to sprawl across his desk.
There would be no light in the room except for the desk lamp which he would angle over her body before seating himself in the darkness beside her. Then he would wait.
And so would Dee, until the tension grew too great in her and she would begin, relating in a husky whisper the tale of her obedience, touching herself intimately as she lingered over every lurid detail; the taste of the man's skin, of his sex, the way they'd touched each other if she'd let herself be touched, how it had made her feel — shivering with expectation or hot and demanding — the words she'd used to bend him to her will, or the look in his eyes as she'd teased him mercilessly.
Armande never spoke at these times, and neither did he touch her. It was only her words he wanted, the picture. And so Dee painted it for him as vividly as she could, recalling each of the five senses.
Vividly enough, it seemed, as always before she reached her pleasure she would hear his, the sound of his grunt as the warm fluid spurted over her body.
This evidence of his pleasure was the signal for her to leave and she would do so wordlessly, never knowing whether he'd touched himself, or if her words alone had caressed his organ into its ecstatic eruption.
Pausing only to shower again, she would return to her own room to sleep, oblivious to everything but the necessity of resting her tired body. Armande's inventiveness exhilarated, but also exhausted her.
The previous night he'd instructed her to tie a sailor to his bed and tease him for two hours which she'd done entirely with her fingernails, flicking lightly at times, while at others sinking them deep into the tender flesh — armpits, instep, groin.
She'd enjoyed that — the pain, more so than the pleasure she'd given him. Pleasure, Dee had discovered, was easily conferred, but to inflict a pain the recipient would appreciate — there was an art she was only beginning to understand.
Pain, and restraint. At the end of the two hours, she filled her hands with warm avocado and masturbated him, slowly. The visual stimulus was increased. His room-mates, who had been waiting impatiently, were now allowed to take her from behind, jabbing into her in rapid succession, jarring her hand as she continued to frustrate the sailor. She remembered particularly the envy in his eyes as he'd watched them taking what he wanted.
The body-memory of it too, was still strong in her mind and she wondered if that was the reason she was feeling a tingle of arousal at the scene before her, when as yet, nothing of a sexual nature had occurred. Was it anticipation? She was sure something would happen.
"You see why I didn't send you to Lariat?" Armande asked, and Dee nodded, beginning to understand. "You simply weren't pretty enough for him."
It wasn't an insult. She could see exactly what Armande meant. Lariat's surprisingly deft makeup application had smoothed away the masculine bone structure and enhanced Xavion's already-large blue eyes in such a way that Dee was sure no heterosexual male could resist them. The full lips that had dominated hers so masterfully were now advertisements for a very feminine, kissable mouth.
The cropped hair had grown into a cap of black ringlets which Lariat had threaded with strings of pearls and a pink satin cape concealed Xavion's muscular shoulders. Underneath that cape, his arms were tied behind his back, and inside the room, out of her sight, stood a guard with a gun.
Dee believed the captivity to be staged, as were her performances, but the props excited her all the same. She wondered whether Lariat would 'discipline' Xavion if he resisted. She hoped so. The thought of watching those beautiful, coral-pink lips part in a moan made her shiver with excitement.
Avidly, she slid her gaze down past the loose cape to settle on Xavion's hips. Wrapped in a pink leather skirt, those hips were slinky enough to distract her from the slight bulge at the front, and the skirt short enough to draw her attention lower to the smoothly shaven legs lovingly encased in pale pink stockings. His large feet had been disguised by a pair of high-heeled boots and his ankles bound with matching pink nylon cord.
The overall effect should have looked like something out of Le Girls, but to Dee who was so open to sexual experience, Xavion had become more overtly sexual a woman than she could ever hope to be. The transformation was startling, yet more shocking was her own reaction to Xavion's new femininity. She found herself responding to him in a masculine way, wanting to master him, to thread her hands through those soft curls and push him down to his knees. She longed to be a man with a throbbing, hard penis she could press into his mouth. She wanted to see those coral lips work the tip and then slide wetly down to the base.
Her loins grew hotter as she imagined the sensations that would flow from that penis. Involuntarily she squirmed on her seat.
"Still," Armande commanded and she instantly obeyed, but between her thighs the flesh cried out to be touched.
"I've always wanted Xavion," Armande remarked a moment later as Lariat lay his brushes aside and stepped behind his victim to cup those leather clad buttocks in his pale octopus hands. "His skills were wasted with Pietre."
Dee, so full of her own sexual needs, wasn't sure which skills Armande was talking about. "I want Xavion too," she said simply.
To which Armande replied, "I know."
Lariat was fondling Xavion's buttocks now but his victim stared straight ahead, eyes unreadable. Dee wished she knew whether Xavion was adverse to his fate. His ambivalence towards Josh had made her believe he was bisexual, but this… This was not something she would ever have imagined Xavion would willingly participate in. He'd been so masculine a man, so innately dominant a sexual partner that the idea of watching him submit to another male made her stomach churn, whether in fear or excitement she wasn't sure.
Would he truly be made to do something he didn't want? Was he really a captive?
Lariat was standing behind Xavion, his lean body a stick-insect caricature in the baggy tuxedo, yet he looked like a man next to Xavion. It had to be the makeup, Dee thought, entranced by the delicate beauty Lariat had wrought, as though his brushes and tints had somehow drawn feminine cells from beneath Xavion's skin to replace the masculine. Yet the body, beneath the candy-apple clothes, was still that of a man.
The tight skirt moved then and she noticed one of Lariat's hands had insinuated itself between Xavion's legs. It appeared to be fondling his scrotum. Dee looked back up and thought she saw a flicker of emotion cross Xavion's face.
"See," Armande whispered. Dee nodded. The front of the skirt was bulging in an obvious way.
Lariat's hand rose higher under the skirt to fondle that bulge. His other hand was stroking under the cape at Xavion's shaved chest, his groin rubbing against Xavion's bound hands.
Dee squirmed again but this time Armande didn't admonish her. Emboldened, she parted her legs to allow access to her own moist crevice and began stroking and soothing the heated flesh, her fingers starting her down the path to an eagerly awaited orgasm.
Xavion continued staring at the mirror, at the reflection of himself being dominated by a man, yet on the other side of the glass Dee felt as though he was staring straight at her.
Her mind flashed back to the previous night. The feel of those faceless sailor's hands on her hips, that first hard penis stabbing into her joyously, only to spurt and be replaced by another — other hands, another penis. And all the time, the sailor lashed to his bunk, watching his room-mates while her agonisingly slow hands worked the creamy fruit around his engorged flesh.
He'd said nothing to her, she remembered. Hadn't moved, hadn't begged, though his eyes, when he'd looked at her finally, had reflected the torture his body was enduring. His companions had speculated loud and lurid on whether she might clean the churned fruit from his straining erection with her tongue. Or whether she would release him to take his turn behind her. But she'd done neither.
Obeying her instructions, when each man save the one on the bed had finished their turn behind her, she'd left the room to return to Armande, unconcerned by what the incited sailors might do to their bound and desperately aroused companion. It had been neither her responsibility, nor her concern.
They might have turned him over and smeared the thick avocado cream over his ass, poking it inside with their eager 'periscopes', each taking a turn at this new slippery orifice, each humping his ass until the hot liquid gushed into him, pulling out limp to make way for another stiff intruder.
He might have screamed and fought, wriggling that ass and unwittingly giving more pleasure to his assailants. Or he might have moaned at the exquisitely tight pressure, at the rough hands that could have reached around to pull on his over-stimulated organ, an avocado smeared ham-fist giving him the release he'd so desperately craved.
Did Xavion crave that release? Or was he disgusted by what was being done to him?
Dee didn't know which thought excited her more. She was panting erratically with pre-orgasmic excitement, her eyes locked on Xavion.
"Stop," Armande commanded, and with heroic control she withdrew her fingers, shuddering as she straightened on the chair. So close.
She raised the hand to her lips and sucked the fingers, the taste her own warm juices heightening her arousal as she watched Lariat pushing Xavion down onto his knees, just the way she'd wanted to.
"Mmm," she murmured, slurping softly as her tongue worked its way up and down each slippery finger, sliding into the spaces between.
"Still."
Dee dropped the hand to her side and calmed her body, managing to keep the external still. But inside she was an orgasm waiting to happen.
"Can you date the makeup style?" Armande asked, and she was thankful for the distraction. Lariat had freed his thin penis and was rubbing it against the coy pink satin of Xavion's cape, the tip brushing curls at the nape of Xavion's neck.
And still Xavion stared at his reflection.
"Sixties?" she guessed from the Priscilla Presley eyeliner and pale lipstick.
"Correct," Armande rumbled. "Thus the teenage Lariat was prepared."
"For what?" she asked, intrigued.
"To satisfy the perverted desires of his father's staff," Armande replied, shifting his attention away from the present scenario to explain its past. "Because there were no women on the Sinclair Estate — "
"Surely there was a Lady Sinclair," Dee interrupted. "Lariat must have had a mother."
"Once," Armande agreed. "But while he was still an infant, she was found in bed with her maid. Shortly afterwards, both were committed to an insane asylum."
"Were they insane?" Dee asked, glancing back at Lariat who was grunting softly, poking his penis into the dark curls at the back of Xavion's head.
"Not then," Armande replied, and both fell silent as they watched Lariat loop the pearls around his penis, squeezing it until his eyes watered. "Poor boy," Armande said softly. "So young and pretty. That was his undoing. His prettiness."
Not much of it left, Dee thought. She asked, "But weren't there other women?" imagining a castle with servants on tap. "Cooks? Other maids?"
"Hmmm?" Armande drew his attention back to Dee. "No. Lariat's father, Lord Sinclair, was shattered when he discovered his young wife was femme. He sent every woman off the estate, employed only men, then took to whoring and staying away a lot. Proving his manhood, was Lariat's guess."
"Poor boy," she echoed, glancing back at Lariat who was still trying to strangle his penis with the pearls. "Who cared for him?"
"The head butler," Armande explained, "an outwardly prudish man who bootlicked the shaken Lord Sinclair in his presence, and fucked his son mercilessly in his absence."
"My God," Dee whispered. "Did he make him wear…" she gestured at Xavion's ensemble.
"Lariat was dressed as a woman from the moment his father walked out the door until the time his car came back in the main gate. Even when his father was at home he was forced to wear women's underwear."
"He never told his father?"
"Sadly, no." Armande fell silent, but Dee wanted to know more.
"Was it only the butler?" she asked, fascinated by this glimpse into Lariat's past.
Armande sighed. "Almost from the first the others knew what was happening," he said. "It started with the Gamekeeper fondling him in the hen house and soon he was being taken by everyone from stable-hands to kitchen staff. They were all sexually frustrated, you see. Some would give him pleasure, most would simply grab him and take what they wanted. It was not an easy life."
Armande returned his attention to Lariat but it took Dee a moment longer, her mind still dwelling on the vision of a young man in women's clothing being pushed over hay bales and kitchen benches and car bonnets, his buttocks parted roughly by the intrusion of a saliva-slickened penis. The grunting, the strange pleasure she herself had felt on many occasions, and then that last hard lunge that filled the tingling cavity with hot, thick fluid. She knew that feeling too.
"This is his therapy," Armande observed and Dee raised her eyes in time to see Lariat pulling Xavion to his feet with a hand in his hair. Despite his air of command there was a lost look to Lariat's eyes that made her feel close to him — made her wonder how much of her own 'play' had been therapy.
"Back on the bed. Back, back," Lariat was crooning, his voice flat through the speakers that brought it into the viewing room.
Dee watched him pull Xavion backwards over a low bed, his bound arms beneath him, his buttocks on the edge, spread legs giving her a good view of his straining penis confined beneath that lurid pink miniskirt.
"Pretty, pretty," Lariat crooned as he stroked over the bulge and up under the cape, caressing Xavion's smooth chest. "Pretty little nipples." He lifted the cape, obscuring Xavion's face as he bent to lick and suck them.
The bulge seemed to grow impossibly larger.
"Come, my dear," Armande said, and pushed himself up off the lounge with a grunt. "Let us leave them to it."
Dee dragged her gaze away. "Can't we watch?"
"No." Armande walked to the door and opened it, stood waiting for her to precede him.
She frowned. There might be another time. "All right," she said as she rose, but couldn't resist a last glance over her shoulder.
"Big boy," Lariat was saying as he stroked Xavion's released penis. The skirt lay open on the bed, the pale candy-pink stockings and their lace suspender belt incongruous now against the hard muscles of Xavion's thighs. His pubic area, like the rest of his body, had been shaved smooth.
" Wendee!"
Dee knew that tone. She turned quickly and exited the room, walking ahead of Armande down the narrow companionway towards his study where she would lay on his desk and tell him what she wanted to do to Xavion — what she would do if she were Lariat.
Despite her frustration, she could understand why Armande had not let her see more. He wanted her imagination. Reality could be unexpectedly limp or awkward. Fantasy was always satisfying.
She smiled to herself, licking her lips.
Then to Armande, said, "Did the butler wear a tuxedo? Is that why Lariat wears one?"
There was silence for a moment, then, "I don't know." Armande appeared to be considering the idea for the first time. "Quite possibly."
"Then I should like to wear one too when I see Xavion."
She reached his door and opened it herself, walking straight to the desk.
"You will not see Xavion," Armande informed her coldly. "While he remains here he is for Lariat."
Dee paused, frowned again, then sprawled over the warm timber surface, knocking papers and pens to the floor. "How long is Xavion here?" she asked, wondering if Armande's answer would reflect on her own captivity.
"That, my dear…" Armande said as he angled the light over her belly and settled out of its range on his chair — a creak in the darkness, "…is entirely dependant on my brother. I will make him choose between Xavion and yourself. He will not have both."
"If he chooses Xavion?"
"Then I will be happy and Lariat will be disappointed."
"And if he chooses me, visa-versa."
"Correct."
"I hardly think he'll choose me," Dee said, wondering if this was part of the game. Another threat to frighten her and up the sexual ante. "Xavion's been with him for years."
"Then you'd better hope you can keep me amused, my little Scheherazade. Or like Lariat, your life will become less than easy."
Dee tried not to be frightened — told herself it was all part of the game, that the adrenalin would arouse her more.
"Now tell me," he said, and she heard the upholstery creak again as though he were leaning back, "What exactly would you do if you were Lariat and had that lump of pretty pink flesh all to yourself."
Dee took a deep breath and relaxed her body, her hand sliding down between her thighs, the fingers warming immediately as they started the slow circular stroking she liked best. "Hmm. If I were Lariat? Let me see…"



Chapter Thirty-One


Pietre walked down the dark, stone passageway into the deepest section of his keep. At his side, the Indian maintained a respectful silence.
"Stay close to me," Pietre reminded him. "The woman is a viper. If you suspect that she's controlling me, kill her."
Long Shadow acknowledged the command with a curt nod and Pietre went back to his contemplations, his eyes fixed on the ancient cobblestones beneath his boots.
He tried not to look at Long Shadow. Every time he did he imagined those hands caressing his Wendee as he'd not been able to — might never be able to now. And what if there was no other? If she'd been the only one?
Pietre's own hands rubbed against each other in their desperation to touch, but the one person he could touch had been taken beyond his control.
If Armande had damaged her…
The hands ceased their rubbing and clenched together in a battle fist as the black fury boiled up inside. Pietre struggled, but each time the emotion gripped him it was harder to control.
The night he'd returned to find Wendee gone, he'd wanted to punish everyone who'd touched her as he'd not been able to, even Long Shadow who'd rescued her from Belle's treachery. It had been a wild moment where he'd almost killed the messenger. Long Shadow must have seen his death in Pietre's eyes but the 'Brave' had been fearless in the face of it, and in that control, Pietre had found his own.
His enmity, then, had focused on its true target. Belle — killer of Xavion, accomplice in the abduction of Wendee. Traitor.
He should have left her in the backwater Louisiana whorehouse he'd bought her from — left her to a life of performing 'freak-shows'. But instead he'd trusted her and…
Pietre's teeth gritted together painfully.
The anger was strong, but with it came a poignant grief at Belle's loss. She'd been more than a business partner — she'd been his companion, and importantly, his only source of physical release.
So he hated her all over again for taking that comfort away from him.
She'd left him with nothing. No Xavion. No Belle. No Wendee. Nothing.
Long Shadow stopped outside the cell door and Pietre turned to him. "Can you kill her? She's a witch. She broke Xavion."
The Indian raised his security card to the lock, turned to face Pietre. "She is the enemy. I will cut out her heart and put it in your hands if you ask it."
Pietre nodded, seeing the fanaticism in his eyes. "Only if you have to. She may yet be valuable to me." Pietre trembled as he thought of what Belle could do for him. But he couldn't allow that now — couldn't trust her anymore.
"As you command." Long Shadow inserted the card then lowered his hand to rest it over his gun. The door slid silently open.
Pietre composed his face, ignoring the stench that billowed out with the door's opening. The Indian entered the cell and Pietre stepped in behind him, brushing a hand over the light activator, flooding the small room with stark white light. The door slid shut behind them.
"Belle, my dear, you've looked better," he remarked.
Her clothing, or what remained of it, was encrusted with food and excrement, her face filthy. Dark roots grew through hair as stiff and yellowed as the urine-soaked straw on which she sprawled.
"I hope the accommodation is to your liking," he added. "You always admired the medieval flavour of these cells," and he let his gaze wander around the bare rock walls, then back to Belle who sat propped in the corner, wrists manacled.
Belle remained silent, prompting Pietre to turn to Long Shadow who was watching her intently, "You've been observing Belle’s confinement, Long Shadow. Do you think she appreciates the tables being turned?"
The Indian shrugged.
"There you are, Belle. An unbiased opinion. Long Shadow couldn't care less. All he's interested in is finding the slowest method of killing you if you don't tell me where Armande has taken Wendee." Pietre waited patiently but as the seconds ticked over his bland expression resettled into a frown.
Belle’s stared, her lips were slack and a vacant expression dulling her eyes. She was slipping out of his reach.
"Tell me where she is, Belle," he said, his voice gentling as he watched the madness descend on her. "Or would death be a kindness — "
She startled him with a short staccato burst of wheezing exhalations, then fell silent, huddled on her mound of straw like some demoniacal hen.
Pietre looked away. He'd put off his visit too long. In his fear of Belle's power over him, he'd lost any chance he might have had of extracting information from her. Still, he resisted the urge to end it.
Turning back, he asked again, "Where is she, Belle? Tell me where Wendee is."
They waited in silence. Then faintly he heard, "Pietre? Is that you?" Her lips barely moved.
"Yes, Belle. It's me."
"Is that really you?"
He watched as she straightened and pushed the matted hair out of her eyes — eyes that had suddenly grown cunning.
"My baby. My little boy," she croaked in a hollow parody of the voice she used only with him. Her 'proof' voice. "Has my little boy come to visit me?"
Caught off-guard, Pietre felt the instinctive tightening in his belly. He flicked a glance at Long Shadow. The Indian must not fail as Xavion had.
He addressed the creature on the straw. "Tell me where Armande has Wendee and I might forgive you." It was a bad lie and Pietre knew she would hear it in his voice, yet he continued with it. "You want to come back to me, don't you, Belle?"
Her tiny fingers unbuttoned what was left of her shirt. "I never left you, boy," she drawled as her manacled hands parted the edges of her shirt. Pietre watched in dread fascination as she revealed a pair of surprisingly clean and perfectly shaped breasts. "Remember these?" She cupped one, offering it to him, her filthy hand a sordid contrast to the creamy ripe flesh. "Have a good look at them boy. I might let you touch them this time if you're bad."
Pietre closed his eyes, swallowing down the sickness. "Where is she, Belle? If you tell me where she — "
"I know what you need, you naughty boy."
Pietre opened his eyes, saw Long Shadow crouched just out of Belle's reach, the barrel of his gun pointed unwaveringly at her head.
"I'll give you to Mr Black if you don't tell me, Belle," Pietre said, his voice faint. The compulsion to close his eyes and go to that source, to take that succour again, was overpowering. "You know what he’s capable of," Pietre reminded her. "You don't want to die that way."
There was a pause where Pietre should have realised he'd frightened Belle — should have pursued the threat, enlarging it, speculating as to which orifice Mr Black would chose to penetrate with his elephantine organ. But his mind was working against him, regurgitating the past, pushing it into the present.
There were no memory-pictures from his childhood, no movie reel that ran behind his eyes — his sanity couldn't have born it. But the sounds, the smells and the physical sensations were locked into his psyche like a blind man's nightmare. They were inside him now and they tugged at his gut. He knew what he needed and he knew the thing in the corner could give it to him.
"Come to me, boy," she wheedled, "You know it's worse if you don't come. If I have to catch you." The voice was so precise he simply had to close his eyes…
"I can't keep on," he said softly, in the same admonishing tone he recalled so painfully. "Just this once and no more."
"Just this once," the voice from his past agreed, but he knew it would be more. It was always more. "I have to be cruel to be kind," she said, "You know that, boy."
"I know," Pietre whispered as he took a faltering step away from the door, his muscles clenching as he prepared for the pain. He hated the pain. Hated it every time. But that was what it took and he couldn't stop. His need was too great — the compulsion too strong. "Just this once," he whispered.
"Come to me, boy," she husked and he blindly followed the voice.
In front of him the chains clanked in preparation but he kept his eyes tightly closed. The part of him that was inside a filthy cell with an animal and a killer was draining away. He was the 'boy' again, talking faltering steps towards the release he could no longer live without.
Then he jerked to a stop.
The sound had been nothing more than a puff of air, but it had stilled the clanking. Pietre's hands balled into fists.
Beside him, a voice said, "Wendee. Remember Wendee. We have to find her." But Pietre was thinking of a weapon, something he could kill this intruder with. He had nothing but his bare hands and he couldn't use them. Couldn't touch…
"We have to find Wendee," the voice said persuasively, and he remembered then that he could touch someone — would touch. But he had to find her first.
Opening his hands, Pietre flexed the fingers, then turned to face the door. Seconds ticked over as his mind, adept at blocking horror, swept what lay behind him into the past.
"The game is over and my brother has won," he said at last, pleased by the normality of his tone. "Tell Christophe to send the acknowledgment — Armande will reply. Whatever his demands, I must accede to them. I must have Wendee back."
Beside him the Indian sighed deeply. A strange sigh, as though there were more to his relief than the mere fact that his master had regained his sanity.
Pietre glanced at him surreptitiously as he holstered his gun and keyed the security number in the doorpad. Could Long Shadow have a vested interested in seeing the Wendee returned?
Pietre wondered if he was becoming paranoid. The Indian's actions could be motivated by nothing more sinister than obedience to his master's needs.
Could be…
The door opened and Pietre stepped out. He had much to do. And much to think about.

"Hey man, watcha got for me?"
Long Shadow watched the Greek boy approach, his shiny black boots striking loudly on the cobblestones. Swaggering. Long Shadow hated Nick's swagger.
"A body to dispose of," he said, indicating the cell door with a tilt of his head. "In there."
Nick smirked. "Anyone I know?"
Long Shadow stared at him, thought, Wendee has lain with this one. Several times. And she liked it. "Belle." He bit off the word.
"Belladonna…? The bosses' broad?"
"That's right."
"Little pixie Belle? With the fake hair and — "
"That's the one."
Nick was incredulous. "Fuck me. Does the boss know?"
"He ordered it."
There was silence. Then, "Fuck me," Nick said again, with feeling. He shook his head, then seemed to gather himself and slapped a palm on the door. "Open it up, man. I gotta see this."
Long Shadow slotted his card in the lock and the door slid open. The smell was bad. He wanted to leave Nick to it but he hesitated, unsure why.
Nick strode past him. "Neat entry hole," he complimented, looking down at the corpse. "I had a broad in Calcutta once. She had a mark…" He pointed to the centre of his forehead.
"Ticka," Long Shadow said tonelessly.
Nick waved a hand in agreement. "Yeah. Religious thing." He hunkered down beside the body. "Man, you'd swear she was just asleep." He reached across and laid a hand on her shoulder. "Still warm."
Long Shadow felt a wave of revulsion despite the fact that Nick meant nothing by the comment. Belle's spirit was perverting everything and for a horrible moment he felt as if it was reaching for him with invisible tendrils, trying to envelope his body, to capture his manhood. With a jerky movement he stepped backwards, bumping into the doorframe. Nick turned back from inspecting the corpse to frown at him but he had to get away so he turned to walk blindly down the stone passageways. The next thing he was aware of was being on his knees in the surf, vomiting.
Spasm after spasm of nausea rolled over him as he sought to expel the evil from his body. It went on and on, draining him of strength until he felt weak. Shocky. The same way he had the time his testicles had been injured in a fight. Had she hurt him somehow? Had her spirit reached out and crushed his manhood between those claw-like fingers.
Limply, he stripped off his clothing, threw it up onto the dry sand and inspected his penis and testicles. They were unharmed but tingled strangely, as though coated with a substance that would eventually burn.
Waves broke over him as he lay in the shallow water rinsing himself, trying to wash away the memory of those invisible fingers and the effect they'd had on him, but it was still strong, even though he knew Nick would have burnt the body by now.
Frustration gripped Long Shadow and grabbed a handful of wet sand and scoured his penis with it. The burning sensation grew with the size of his erection and then it was too late to stop the ejaculation — quick, unsatisfying. Almost immediately the burning sensation was back.
His hand fell limply to his side. Another wave rolled over him and he noticed a subtle temperature change. The air that touched his skin was cooling. It was getting late so he forced himself up onto his elbows and shook the hair out of his eyes to look across the waves. Within half an hour, the sun would set — it's life-force bleeding into the thin clouds that hung below it like a dancer's tulle skirt.
He had seen many such sunsets in the last few weeks — picture post-card images — but they failed to inspire him. Without Wendee, the part of him that responded to beauty had shut down. She was his lens. His focus. He was half-alive without her.
Yet he forced that half-life on, dragging himself out of the surf and dressing in the fading light before heading back to his camp. There were other responsibilities to keep him busy while he waited for DeMartande to rescue his love, and he hurried his steps to return before the deeper dark fell.
On reaching his camp, he called across the compound, "It's me, Long Shadow," remembering the time he'd surprised Skye in his teepee and she'd tried to stab him with a knife.
DeMartande had given her into Long Shadow's care a fortnight earlier, but Skye was still traumatized by the ordeal she’d put herself through. Leaves rustling made her skin crawl and when the wind howled at night she huddled under her furs, inconsolable.
Long Shadow knew he couldn't hold her, couldn't comfort her that way. She was over-sensitized now and would never willingly let a man touch her again. But his non-threatening presence had gone some way to restoring her self-confidence and the herbal creams he'd given her had healed her torn and bruised flesh.
In her own words, she was, 'A toilet. A receptacle for the filth of men's bodies.' The innocent beauty of her genitals — the guava-pink flower Wendee had admired and so playful aroused, no longer existed for Skye. It was dark down there. Dark and dirty and she didn't want anything more to do with it, hated herself for what she’d willingly done out of love.
Long Shadow understood, and it saddened him. Skye was a victim of sexual obsession, just as his Wendee was, and he if he had the opportunity, he would save them both. But realistically, he knew love must come first.
"It's me, Long Shadow," he said again as he stepped through the opening and closed the door-flap behind him.
Skye knelt by the fire, her stark blonde hair plaited down her back the way his sometimes was, her body — the body she hated — wrapped loosely in a sheet. She looked up. "Hello," she said shortly, then went back to tending the simmering pot.
Cooking smells filled his lodge, pleasant meaty aromas. The simple domesticity of the scene calmed the remnants of his earlier agitation. He found he was hungry.
Skye's first attempts at cooking had been less than palatable, but he understood her need to keep busy, felt the need himself. Teaching her had filled a void for both of them and he was proud of the fact that she'd become a creditable cook. Skye was probably proud too, but she'd never admit it.
"Smells delicious," he commented as he sat across the fire from her.
She glanced up again, a barely-perceptible light of appreciation in her eyes. "I dug up those plants you showed me. The yellow ones. And I caught a bird. A noisy bird. Koo-koo-koo Kah-kah-kah," she imitated.
He smiled. "Kookaburra." At times Skye made him feel like a new husband with a trainee bride. Except that there would be no consummation between them. Skye would never allow it, and Long Shadow had no desire for anyone but Wendee.
As though picking up his thoughts, Skye asked, "Any word of Wendee?"
Long Shadow's smile faded. "Belle said nothing." He picked up the wooden bowl at his side and began ladling out the thick stew, trying to disguise the unrest that stirred in him, the remnants of her evil that still clung to his body.
"Did DeMartande torture her? Did he give her to the big negro?" Skye was unrepentantly eager. Her lust for vengeance was as strong as his own.
He handed her the filled bowl and picked up another for himself. "She's dead," he said, surprised at how devastating that admission was — how much he'd been relying on information from Belle. The crack of the door through which he'd hoped to follow Wendee's trail was closed and despite DeMartande's optimism, they might never find her now.
"Dead?" Skye echoed and Long Shadow was reminded of Wendee's habit of echoing his words.
A mixture of memory-emotions surged inside him — feelings of sadness and longing — he saw clearly a picture of Wendee lying beneath him, her languid eyes making him hard, making him want to love her like no man had loved her before, slowly, expertly, until she begged for his possession. But equally wanting to stab straight into her, jack-hammering that velvet pool until the explosion of sensations lifted the top off his head.
"How did she die?" Skye asked, her voice avid.
Long Shadow put down his bowl and cleared his throat. "I shot her." His body was stirring, his chaotic emotions encouraging an erection he knew would only frighten Skye. He must control himself, but the trauma of killing Belle and the memory of Wendee's lovemaking confused him. A thought of what Skye had been through crept in and he pushed it away.
" You killed her?" Skye asked, and her incredulous tone caught his attention. He looked up, but the sight of her large breasts covered only in the thin sheet that had once wrapped Wendee's body confused him more and encouraged his defiant erection. A memory flash came back to him of Nick reminiscing about their 'juicy firmness' and he felt sickened and excited at the same time.
He looked down. Into the fire. "Yes, I killed her with my gun. I shot her. She's dead. She won't tell us anything now."
His gaze slid to his hands pressed down on his breech-clout, covering the evidence of his arousal. They were shaking.
"It's all right," Skye said, misinterpreting the reason for his turmoil. "I'd have killed her myself if I'd had the chance. She deserved to die. Only I would have done it slowly."
"She suffered," Long Shadow said, and shuddered.
"I would have done to her what they did to me. I would have — "
Long Shadow lurched to his feet. "I have to go. I can't — "
"Oh Lord," she whispered, and Long Shadow closed his eyes. He knew what she was looking at.
"I can't stay," he said. "You know why. I have to go."
"Will you come back?" she asked, her voice more fearful than he'd ever heard it. "If you leave me here alone the others will come. I gave it to them once but I can’t do it again."
Long Shadow shook his head. "I have to go," he said again and took a step sideways, towards the door.
Skye grabbed his ankle. "Don't go. Don't leave me. I'm frightened." She scrabbled across until she was kneeling in front of him to block his exit, her hand grabbing higher on his leg. "Did I do this? Should I wear more clothes? I didn't — "
"It's not you," Long Shadow said, forcing himself to look down at her.
Her pleading azure eyes reminded him of the stone that had been his Grandfather's favourite and he tried to focus on that, but beneath them her breasts had fallen out of their scant covering and swayed invitingly.
"It's dark," she pleaded. "I won't be safe if you — "
"You're not safe now," Long Shadow said, his voice deadly serious. "Let me go."
Skye ignored him, looked down at her breasts again, then at the conspicuous lump that lifted the front of his breech-clout.
He wanted to groan. He wanted to push her out of the way and run to the cliff and jump off it. And he wanted to shove her back onto the rug and plunder her softness as violently as any of the other men who had defiled her.
"I'm going," he said and moved one leg.
In a swift movement, her hand came up and closed over his erection. Mindless pleasure spiralled up into his brain as his penis jumped under her touch. He stood still.
"I can't let you go," she said as her fingers moved along his throbbing flesh. The burning sensation he'd experienced earlier in the surf came back to him. His eyelids fluttered. Fell. She squeezed and it was all he could do to keep standing.
Wendee! He tried to focus on Wendee, but all he could see behind his closed eyelids were quick-shutter images of them making love. So many times. Then nothing. All that desire, all that passion suppressed.
"No…" he groaned as Skye untied the coverings and released his erection to the warmth of the firelight. It was wrong. It was so wrong to let her do this, but he didn't stop her. He just stood there.
"I know what to do," she said, and she did. Long Shadow tried not to think of how she'd learnt the techniques she used on him — tried not to think of the instruction that had encouraged her to lick and suck so expertly.
But it was all there, swirling around inside his mind as the pleasure swirled around his loins. The sucking, like a whirlpool drawing him down, drawing the sensations from all over his body to concentrate in the piece of flesh she quickly brought to climax inside her mouth.
" Wendee…" He groaned and bucked against her, the torment pulsing out of his body with the warm fluid she accepted.
But even before the spasm was complete, Skye released him. He swayed slightly, his mind still locked into the rhythm of his orgasm, still following those last rivulets of pleasure back to the source.
Then the skin of his penis, made wet by her mouth, cooled, and his body came back to him. He felt the grit of dried salt on his eyelashes, still-damp hair stuck to his back, and the trembling of his legs.
The euphoria faded and he remembered what he'd allowed. What it must have been like for Skye.
He pressed his lips together, knowing there were no words to exonerate himself. Yet he felt compelled to say something. "Skye…" He couldn't even open his eyes.
"It's all right," she said. "I had to pretend I was Wendee too." Long Shadow barely had time to assimilate that before she added, "I don't want you to go unless you have to. Unless he calls you."
"All right." It was the least he could do to make amends for what had happened.
There was an awkward pause. Then she added, "If you want that again, just tell me. Only don't go. I'd go mad if they got me again."
"I understand." Long Shadow sat awkwardly at the fire, but he had no appetite, and later when he was lying across the teepee from Skye who was pretending to sleep he hated himself for the thoughts that filled his mind — of the tapes he'd seen of her in that cavern with two men ploughing her body as another waited his turn, the sucking mouths, scraping teeth, squeezing and probing hands. The looks of pained ecstasy on their faces as they'd filled her with their 'filth'.
Then he hated himself more as his body reacted to those thoughts. He rolled onto his side, away from her, but the more he tried to clear his mind the more he imagined what they’d done to her — what she’d allowed them to do because she loved Wendee. That was the worst part, but instead of quelling his excitement, the thought of Wendee watching that debauchery fuelled his arousal. It was nothing of love and all of sex and in despair he groaned, soft and low. Seconds later he felt Skye’s hand encompass the resurgent flesh. He covered it with his own, meaning to push her away, but when he tried to move, to stand, she shoved him back down with surprising strength and crawled onto his legs
"As many times as it takes," she said, and through a silent scream of denial he felt the lips encompass him again.



Chapter Thirty-Two


"You're either braver than I remember or remarkably desperate," Armande said, leading the way down a narrow steel passage.
"DeMartande's don't become 'desperate' as you well know, brother," Pietre replied tersely, taking comfort from the fact that Mr Black was two steps behind him. "I've done as you asked. Let me take what is mine and go. I grow tired of your company."
Armande laughed, a dry knowing laugh. "You grow uneasy in my company," he corrected. "I remind you of our past. Our family."
Pietre gritted his teeth. "I do not care for reminiscing," he said. "I look to the future."
"Is that why this woman is important to you?" Armande asked, stopping at an oval, steel door. "Is she your replacement for Belle?" He reached for the handle.
"She's more than that," Pietre said, deciding suddenly to take a risk. A huge risk. "Wendee is the future of our line. She bears the DeMartande heir," he lied smoothly.
"A child?" Armande released the handle and turned slowly to face his brother, all trace of cynicism wiped from his face. "You have done this thing?"
Pietre inclined his head in assent.
Armande looked away, dazed. "Had I known…"
"She is not damaged?" Pietre asked imperiously, pushing his advantage. "I assume your men — "
"No damage," Armande cut over him, "They're screened and cut. There is no risk of disease or conception."
"As are my men," Pietre confirmed. "The child is mine."
Armande shook his head, looked at his brother in awe. "I never imagined either of us would be able to — "
"It is done."
They were silent for a moment, each nursing their own thoughts, then Armande asked, "The gender of the child?"
"A daughter," Pietre lied. "A woman-child."
Armande closed his eyes in rapture. "A female DeMartande," he whispered, and Pietre felt some of that elation inside himself.
It would be. He would make it be so. "Take me to her," he commanded.
Armande turned back to the door. Stopped. "I'd arranged a exhibition for you, before I knew…"
"Open the door, brother."
"Very well." Armande turned the handle and swung the door wide, then stepped inside the large room.
Pietre hesitated, then he saw Wendee and was drawn into the room — into her presence, as though someone had gently grasped the front of his shirt and pulled. His chest felt constricted and he noticed with some alarm that his breathing had become shallow, irregular.
She lay blindfolded on a long table in what appeared to be a large dining room. A raw-food pungency filled the air. That, and the scent of sex. Vaguely, Pietre heard Mr Black enter the room behind him and the sound of the door closing, but as his brother had intended, his attention was riveted by the centrepiece of the banquet. Wendee herself.
Spread-eagled on her back, she was surrounded by naked men. Pietre counted them. There were ten. Two stood at the head of the table masturbating themselves in her fists. Papaya pulp oozed from her fingers.
Another knelt over her upper-body rutting her honey smeared breasts, while in front of him, and just taking his place at her mouth, crouched an eager sailor about to insert his avocado smeared penis between her lips — lips that Pietre thought had grown lusher in her absence from him.
In the middle of the table, blond dreadlocks tangled in dark curls as a sailor drew out her own juices with his quick tongue, at the same time penetrating her with a smooth green cucumber and occasionally moaning as he was buggered in turn.
Her feet, covered in crushed strawberries, were sucked and tongued by two kneeling sailors who alternated between masturbating themselves and each other, while one or two roamed about buggering whomever showed a likely ass. It was a moving, fluid montage that Pietre found erotic, and yet deeply disturbing.
He could appreciate the symmetry of it, the unashamed greed of the participants. But it was too close, too intrusively real.
The smells that drifted across were overpowering and the grunt and moan of need and fulfilment, not flattened by a camera pickup, were rich and frighteningly intense.
But even as he acknowledged his fears, he knew they must be overcome. He forced himself to look, to put himself in the participants place for the first time in his life, imagining himself making those sounds as he lay over Wendee with his penis inside that writhing, shuddering body. Would she moan and cry out her fulfilment as she did now. Would she…
He glanced away, pretended to be absorbed by the conga-line of three who had broken away from the table and were enacting their own private dance, the middle sailor pivoting back and forth between the ass in front and the penis behind. Their movements were mesmeric and allowed him time to think. About Wendee.
He could visualise her blissful orgasm as many times as he liked, but the immediate question wasn't even would he be able to penetrate her, but would he be able to touch her at all. That must be established first.
The conga-copulators finished their routine with a resounding smack of buttocks, then promptly withdrew their depleted organs to return to the table. Pietre glanced back at Wendee as the cucumber was removed and the sailor who had given her such pleasure lifted her hips and guided his penis inside.
The thick column of flesh was swallowed up by the place Pietre knew he must also enter. Not only enter, but conquer. The thought made him sick with fear.
The sailor began his short ride to glory but Pietre could watch no more. To Mr Black, he gestured that they would be leaving and Armande obediently opened the door.
Outside in the passage with the door closed behind them, Pietre said "I will wait on the launch. Bring her to me."
"The entertainment upsets you, brother?" Armande asked casually.
"I am not jealous, if that is your inference," Pietre replied. "But you know I prefer my pleasures buffered. I found that," he indicated the closed door with a tilt of his head, "too intense to be savoured."
Armande raised a questioning eyebrow. "More intense than your conception of a child?"
Pietre felt himself go still inside. He must be careful with Armande. He did not yet have Wendee in his possession.
"That was not a pleasure, brother," he said, letting the tremor of real fear enter his voice. "It was a duty. I know you understand the difference."
"Yes. I do understand." For the first time in Pietre’s memory, Armande looked on him with respect. "I know I couldn't…"
Pietre nodded. He wasn't sure he could himself. But he had to get Wendee before he could try.
"I will bring her to you," Armande said and Pietre felt the tension flow out of him. He would not need to kill his brother after all.
"Thank you." He nodded stiffly. "I trust the replacement will be suitable."
Armande paused, frowned. "The blonde. Yes, a generous gift, but I fear the chest will be too distracting."
Pietre dismissed this with a wave of his hand. "Your men will appreciate her abundance and I'm sure you will find her well trained."
"Perhaps." Armande wasn't convinced. "Is she obedient?"
"My observations tell me so. Keep her on the drug and she will be docile."
"Very well. And Xavion stays with us," Armande said, a testing quality to his voice.
Their gazes locked. "I will not go back on my word, brother," Pietre said, although he wished he could. Had he known Xavion was his brother's captive he might have mounted a rescue bid, as Armande well knew. Unfortunately, there was also no question of his 'gift' — the damaged mermaid — being exchanged for Xavion.
Armande had made it clear that he wanted Pietre to lose something he valued greatly. Such was the price of Wendee's return.
That something was Xavion.
"I've made my choice," Pietre said, "Xavion understands the necessity. The child's life is paramount."
"Quite," Armande agreed. "If there's anything I can do…"
"I will tell you." Pietre was tired of the conversation. He wanted to be alone with his thoughts. "Come, Mr Black." They turned to leave. "The launch, brother."
"I will bring her," Armande assured him. "And I will await the birth of my niece with much pleasure."
"You will be informed," Pietre said coldly, then he retreated to the privacy of his launch where he sat huddled in his cabin, wrapped in a heavy cloak.
Wendee was brought aboard an hour later and again, as he gazed at the limp body wrapped in a thick blanket, he felt the drawing sensation, the need to be near her, to touch her.
Gingerly, he parted the blanket for a closer look and noticed for the first time something colourful around her throat. The thin strip of beading appeared Native American by design, and old. Pietre immediately thought of Long Shadow and his suspicions about the Indian's involvement with Wendee.
Had he given it to her? And if he had, why was she still wearing it? Had she simply taken a liking to it or was there an emotional connection involved? Pietre frowned. He needed to investigate this at his earliest opportunity. They would soon be back on his island and he would let nothing distract her from their new relationship. Nothing -
Relationship.
Pietre took a shallow breath and reached down experimentally to touch the band, tracing the pattern — nearly but not quite able to touch the tender skin of the throat exposed above it.
"Mother of my child," he mouthed, trying out the phrase.
At that moment Mr Black gunned the engine, and as the launch sped off towards his home, Pietre felt a surge of power within himself. He would do this thing.
Withdrawing his hand, he looked down on the body he would soon know intimately — the body that would welcome him and give him a return far greater than his puny offering deserved. No matter the personal sacrifice — he knew the reward would be worthy of it.
Belle's defection had shaken his confidence, but with Wendee, his instincts had served him well. Consciously, he might have thought she was merely a diversion — a Wendee to mother his 'Lost Boys', but subconsciously, just as the real Peter Pan had realised, Pietre had known he was looking for a mother for himself. And now he had her.
This time he was determined to prove that 'the boy' had grown up. This time he would not fail.



Chapter Thirty-Three


Dee sat in a comfortable arm chair trying out different combinations of letters on the keyboard in front of her. Pietre had shown her how to call up the file tapes and had encouraged her to view them on her own, 'To alleviate her boredom in the hours he could not be with her'. Unfortunately, she'd forgotten the code.
A prisoner again, although Pietre preferred the term 'temporarily quarantined guest', she was confined to a private suite of rooms with no visitors save Pietre himself.
She had no freedom and no lovers, yet surprisingly, felt no desperation — no withdrawal. Pietre had circumvented that by offering her something more satisfying than the crude huddlings of sex.
Admiration.
With his courtly manners and genteel wooing, he had uncovered subtle facets of her personality — coquetries and nuances of seduction she'd forgotten in her rush for experience.
Her naked body was often on display, but Pietre appeared intent on appreciating her 'uniqueness', as he called it, looking beyond her genitals to search for who she could be. Who she would be.
But it wasn't only his interest in her character that drew her in. It was everything about him. With his narrow, aristocratic face — pale and fine boned, topped by raven's-wing hair falling from a widow-peak to brush the shoulders of his customary black suit, he carried an air of isolation that stirred her imagination as well as her sympathy.
And yet counterpoised against that romantic image was the realisation that he was the master of his domain, an autocrat accustomed to complete obedience.
Pietre DeMartande was her beau-ideal.
And he was also a puzzle, a riddle to be solved, for each time he called on her she was fascinated anew — as though he were a series of Chinese boxes, one opening to reveal another, each with a different pattern, each more interesting than the last.
On her second day back with Pietre, he'd surprised her with a present. She'd awoken to find a small velvet box on the pillow beside her. Inside had been a key crafted of delicate gold which at first glance had appeared to be a piece of jewellery, but this was not the case.
An enclosed card had led her to a scented camphorwood wardrobe newly installed in her dressing room and after some experimentation, she discovered the key opened one side of it. Feeling like Alice in Wonderland, she'd half expected to find a man inside with an instruction on his penis to 'eat me'.
There had been no man, but Dee had been far from disappointed, for inside the wardrobe she'd found an array of costumes — all in her size — whose collective colourful beauty had been surpassed only by the intricacy of each individual item. Even the arrangement of the clothes had been such that she'd felt sure an artist must have been employed to place each piece.
Here, a peacock-blue satin sleeve encrusted with silver. There, the verdant plush of an emerald velvet cloak trimmed in crisp black lace. Elsewhere and of every hue, diaphanous chiffons, liquid silks, stiff denims and sumptuous furs.
On the shelf below stood the accompanying footwear, reflecting every facet of their costume's colour and style. All in her size. Above, boxes containing jewellery, hats, accessories.
'Dressing-up' clothes for an adult.
A narrow locker down one side of the wardrobe, appeared to require a different key, but she'd not troubled herself with the oversight. Pietre, when questioned on his next visit, had given her an odd, sad smile, explaining that its contents were specific to a purpose and that the time had not yet come for that purpose to be fulfilled.
Dee thought no more of it — Armande's weeks of repressive training had conditioned her to passive acceptance. Instead, she busied herself experimenting with the presents she'd already been given. Pietre saw her as a fringed Go-Go dancer, a Choirboy, a Matador, a Grecian huntress, a Polynesian princess, and a Cossack.
Becoming someone else came so easily, she began to forget who she really was. Or even if it was necessary to remember. More important to Dee was the knowledge that her transformations from tiara'd regent to beer-swilling bar-wench appeared to animate Pietre — to enchant him.
Deliberately then, she put all her sublimated sexual energy into creating each character, giving them their own name and history which she introduced in the appropriate voice. And Pietre would be drawn into the game, interrogating her, testing her imagination and her knowledge of history. He would argue and laugh, coax, tease and command as he helped her embellish each persona until it felt so real to her that she was lost in it — believing her flesh was the flesh of this person who had made Pietre come alive.
Eventually, however, the moment would come when he would bid her farewell — a low bow to the regent, a suggestive remark to the wench, or a salute to the soldier. And then she was alone. The garments came off and she slowly reverted to… the middle. To the real Wendee, if there was still such a person.
It was like her work for Armande, and yet unlike. One thing was exactly the same though. Pietre never touched her.
Luckily, she had not made the mistake of believing Pietre had stepped straight past voyeurism into action as she had done with Billy. Despite their rapport, she could feel the invisible barrier between them — a barrier she was unsure Pietre wanted breached.
Yet she had a sense he was trying to ease his way toward her, like a blind man unsure of what his hands might meet.
Once, when she'd danced close by him, she'd seen his eyes slide shut, his fine nostrils flaring as he'd drawn in her scent, his body quivering slightly, as though the subtle combination of perfume and the warmth of her glowing skin had been frightening in its intensity.
Dee came to wonder at the sensitivity of his body. He treated her as though her skin radiated such intense desire that his fingers would burn at the contact. He touched her clothes — his long fingers perhaps ruffling the sable trim of a low-cut bodice — but the breasts that thrust above were never accidentally brushed, except by his gaze.
It was a subtler intercourse than she had become used to, yet it was sex. Lacking the completion of orgasm, but sex all the same. The sort of sex that lasted for days, fuelled by a glance or a word — the sound of his voice, that husky undertone, and those eyes staring into hers. It didn't matter what he said. All that mattered was her reaction.
In his presence her eyes grew languid and sultry, in tune with the febrile pulsing of her body. Her silks and furs rubbed against tormented nipples and damp, throbbing petals of skin that longed to be opened and stroked. The cool fabrics made her crave his cool fingers and the sensation of weight — of his chest pressing down on her breasts.
Pietre could see this in her eyes, she was sure, yet their meetings remained tantalisingly coy. The sex was all inside her mind. But Dee was patient. The barrier between them was growing thinner as the radiations from her hungry skin dissolved it. Soon, would come a day when the barrier would be a wisp of momentary fear, a breath of hesitation, and then they would be through.
She longed for that day, and yet would not hurry it. And while she waited, she fantasised. She imagined touching him, sneaking into his private suite as he lay naked in his bed watching her files. She would crawl under the covers at the foot of his bed and slither up between his legs as stealthily as a snake, her tongue flicking out to tease the flesh of his inner thighs.
He would stir, his legs moving restlessly as he wondered at these strange sensations. Then he would become still and at that moment she would take his lax penis into her mouth to suck and flick it with that serpent tongue until -
"You have found something that excites you, my dear?"
Dee's head snapped up, her eyes opening in surprise. Pietre was leaning back against the closed door.
"Peter," she said, rather too loudly, then realised her hands were at her throat, fondling the bead necklace Long Shadow had given her. She dropped them into her lap. "I didn't hear you… enter."
She'd been about to say, knock, but somehow that didn't seem polite. It was his castle. He didn't have to knock if he didn't want to. "I was daydreaming," she explained, straightening in the chair, watching him step away from the door and walk towards her, his movements as always, smooth and elegant.
The superbly tailored black suit offered an outline of the body beneath, but Dee seemed unable to stop daydreaming. She pictured him naked, his penis swaying between those lean hips — imagined the length of it growing, stiffening as she stared at it in open appreciation.
"I've brought you a present," he said, stopping beside her.
Did he know what she was thinking?
She dragged her gaze upwards from his crotch. "A present?" she repeated to keep the conversation going. She wasn't sure what would happen if she didn't.
"Yes. A present." He frowned, bemused, then glanced at the blank computer screen. "You were not viewing a file?"
"No. I couldn't…" she swallowed, realising suddenly that he'd stopped very close to her. "I couldn't remember the access code." She'd worked herself up into a state of sexual excitement and now couldn't seem to pull back.
"I'll write it down for you," he promised, delving into his trouser pocket. She heard a faint jangle, then he withdrew something enclosed in a fist which he offered her.
Tentatively, she placed her cupped hands beneath it and he opened his fingers, careful not to touch hers. The thing fell into her hand and he withdrew his. Dee looked down. In her palm lay a jumble of burnished silver interspersed with flashes of molten red. Rubies. Enormous rubies. Finding the ends, she held up the necklace, awed by the size of the stones and the boldness of their setting.
"This must be worth…" She couldn't guess.
Superficially, it appeared to be an antique, like much of the other Spanish pirate booty that adorned her suite, but on closer inspection, the stylisation was too modern and the -
"My God." She tilted it slightly, into a better light. "It's two people. And they're… "
"A man and a woman," he confirmed. "Their hands join at the clasp and their bodies stretch down to meet here." He pointed to the largest ruby in the setting, the ruby that concealed what Dee could see from her side, a perfectly miniaturised penis that, with every movement of their bodies, would penetrate the equally tiny vagina of his gilded mistress.
From the front, the detail of the bodies was entirely obscured by the rubies. It would appear to be merely a beautifully crafted necklace. But to the wearer…
Still holding one clasp in each hand, she moved the 'bodies' experimentally and watched the clockwork in-out, in-out of the tiny penis. "Oh my," she whispered, and felt herself go hot all over. She had to look away, yet didn't know where. "I can't believe you had this rattling around loose in your pocket," she said, talking to cover her sudden, inexplicable embarrassment. She had never imagined Pietre might give her so obvious a signal. "It must be — "
"Priceless," he said and she forced herself to look up into his eyes. They held a feverish glow that made her wonder hopefully if this was the day.
"It belonged to my mother," he said, his eyes straying to her lips. "No other has worn it since her death."
Dee didn't know what to say. No other? Not even Belle? "I'm honoured."
"Let me fit it for you," he said and she returned the necklace to him. But despite being prepared for his initiative, she hiccupping a little gasp as their fingers brushed.
He'd deliberately touched her, and her body was so sensitively attuned to his that it registered as a jolt up her arm. Her wide eyes sought his but he was looking down at the necklace in his trembling hands.
"If you would turn and lift your hair."
He'd uttered the words politely but Dee had heard the strain, the huskiness.
"Of course," she said, her own voice shaky. Swivelling her chair, she faced away from him and obediently lifted her curls. The hairs on her arms prickled expectantly as she awaited his touch.
"The trinket," he said and she felt a brush against the back of Long Shadow's bead necklace. "I will remove it with your permission."
Dee had forgotten all about it, and in the moment it took for an image of her bronzed lover to fill her mind and be pushed aside, she hesitated. A telling pause.
But she recovered quickly. "Yes, please. I grow tired of it," she said, trying to keep her voice light. "I wore it only to remind me of you while I was with your brother."
"Not of the Indian?" Pietre asked as he loosened the leather straps that held it in place. Dee wished she could see his face.
"Not really," she replied truthfully, for she had been trying to forget Long Shadow. "The main reason I kept it was to prove my own sanity."
"You doubted your sanity?"
"I might have," she admitted. "If I were to wake up in a gutter in Cairns without this around my neck I might have wonder if it had all be an alcoholic dream."
"How extraordinary," he said, his voice caressing her nerve endings as the choker slipped away from her throat, slowly, tantalisingly. "You doubt the evidence of your own senses?"
Dee's heart was pounding. She was completely naked before him now.
With the last vestigial covering gone she felt as though her very soul had been stripped bare. She had no banter, no defences. Only truth.
"I had doubted that it was real," she whispered. "With the others."
"With the Indian?"
"Yes." It had been too good to be true.
"But not with me. Not now."
"No. This is…" her voice trailed off as the cool silver settled gently against her upper chest. His fingers brushed the skin at the nape of her neck and she shivered, her mouth dry.
"This is fate, Wendee," he said as he swivelled her back to face him. His eyes, when she looked up into them, were deadly serious. "Doubt everything else if you must, but remember, what occurs between you and I is real."
She lay her palm over the central ruby, feeling the pulse of life in it. Her life. His life. It was real. It was fate. An incredible feeling of 'rightness' came over her and she said, "I knew from the moment I first met you. That first glance. I thought I was drunk, deluded. But I knew it then. I know it now."
"As do I." He closed his eyes briefly, gratefully, she thought. Then he opened them and looked down at her. "We will not be as other lovers, Wendee."
"I know."
He hesitated only a second, then said, "Take my hand."
She reached out to take what he offered, her eyes locked onto his. And as his fingers closed around hers, she felt the very air that surrounded her pressing in, all over her body. The sensation was oppressive, yet wildly exciting, as though all the energy in the world was trying to force its way inside her.
Then just as quickly, the pressure was gone and her skin felt light, vibrant and tingling, distracting her from the heavy throb inside.
"I will join with you as no other has," he said and it was all she could do to nod. Their eyes were communicating in a language Dee hadn't even known existed. "But first we must talk," he said and his hand slipped out of hers, as though sustaining the connection required too much effort. Without the touch she felt half empty. Then he looked away and the energy drain was complete. She was a shell.
"There is much you must hear," he said. "Much to accept, before we can go further."
"Can I touch you?" she asked, wanting to ease the pain of his disclosures with her body — wanting the intoxication of their body connection back.
He shook his head, but not in denial. "I don't know," he said. Then again, "I honestly don't know."
"May I try?"
Pietre looked back at her, took a deep breath and nodded, pushing his thick, dark hair back in what Dee realised was the first nervous gesture she'd ever seen him perform.
"I will…" he looked around. "I will lie on the bed." He nodded at her, a couple of times, then stepped over to the bed and sat on its side.
Dee rose from the chair and followed him there in a daze. She had no idea what would happen.
"Would you like to remove your clothes?" she asked, "or at least your coat?"
He hesitated. "No. Not yet." Then lay stiffly back on her cream satin duvet, like a man about to be executed.
Dee stood over him, feeling the tension come off him in waves. "I don't understand why — "
"Of course you don't," he said and closed his eyes. "That is why I must tell you." He was silent for a moment, composing his thoughts. "I will start at the beginning. I was damaged as a child -
"
"Your body?" Dee cut over him in horror.
His eyes came open and he observed the anguish on her face for a full minute before he said, "My body is whole and functional. It was my mind that was disabled."
Dee felt herself relax. She sat on the edge of the bed, still not touching him, but near. "I'm sorry. Go on," she said.
He nodded. "But first, perhaps I should explain that I expect no pity from you, Wendee. You must be implacable in the face of what you hear or you will not be able to help me."
"I want to help you," she said and her hand reached toward him, his chest, her fingers hovering over it for a second, but the look his eyes held her. Such fearful anticipation. She couldn't do it. The hand returned to her side and after a moment he closed his eyes again.
"I will show no pity," she promised, despite the fact that she might feel it.
"In that case, I will begin," he said. "It is not a long story, but…" here he sighed, a curious sound like air escaping from a long closed bottle. "…it is painful," he went on, "and for that reason I will endeavour to relate it quickly. A child grew up in a Castle, the son of a King and Queen." He paused, then asked, "Do you like fairy tales, Wendee? I know you like fantasy?"
"I love fairy tales," she replied, smiling to encourage him even though his eyes were still closed.
"Even if the wicked witch is very frightening."
"Yes, even then."
"Good." He nodded. "This witch was especially frightening because she was hidden inside a beautiful Queen. The Queen had two sons. Did I mention that?" Without waiting for a reply, went on, "Well there were, and the younger one was particularly fond of his mother, and she of him.
"They would often play together alone and the boy grew to love these special hours together, even though there were times when his mother would talk to herself in a quiet angry voice, a hard voice that said horrible things about the Queen. He did not know then that this was the witch.
"But the King knew and he set out to punish the witch for living inside his Queen. When the young prince was five, the King started to take the Queen down into his dungeon to call out the witch, employing all manner of physical punishments in an attempt to destroy her. But alas, this only seemed to strengthen the witch who appeared more and more often, with cronies who would talk to each other in different voices and grope at the young prince's body even as his mother's voice pleaded with them to stop.
"The witch and her friends encouraged him to continue feeding from her breasts as he grew, and while he did they would do things to his body that he knew were not right. Things that made it sing with pleasure and yet at the same time cringe with revulsion. And always afterwards they would beat him."
Pietre's eyes opened and Dee was shocked to see they were completely empty. It was like looking into the eyes of a dead man. She shuddered.
"No pity," he reminded her.
"I understand."
He closed his eyes again. "The young prince grew into manhood, helpless to save his mother from the clutches of the witch and her cronies. All through those years, day after day they continued their obscenities with his body. Then they would beat him, but even pain at his beloved mother's hand brought him pleasure and the witch would ridicule him for his involuntary reaction.
"After a time the witch stopped touching him directly, and would whip his back and buttocks until he gave her his essence which she fed on like a vampire.
"Finally, in his seventeenth year, when the young prince could take no more, he confessed to his father the King. He pleaded with his father to call for a physician but the King had become so engrossed with his torturing of the witch that he had lost the desire to destroy her. There was more pleasure in his debasement of her, and he had refined the art to include several of his courtiers who would assist their liege in the purging of his Queen.
"As you may imagine, the young prince was horrified to learn this, but in an unforgivable way, he was also excited by it. He could see how his father had separated the witch from the Queen, and that in fact, the punishment afforded the witch was recompense for all the pleasure the witch had denied the King when she'd stolen his wife.
"The young prince wondered then, whether there might be justification for him to punish the witch. He sought out his older brother, whom he knew had also suffered at the witch's hand, and asked his advice. The elder prince told his brother that it was the King who was mad and that they must wrest their mother from him before he destroyed them all."
Here, Pietre fell silent and Dee held her breath. She watched his chest rise and fall as naturally as though he were asleep. There had been no emotion in his voice, no horror, no sadness or anger, and Dee wondered at the forces that had either destroyed it in him or held it at bay.
"What happened to the Queen?" she asked, unable to raise her voice over a whisper.
"She died," he answered softly, "and so did the King and his courtiers. The young prince spared his brother, but banished him from their kingdom."
Dee felt a chill premonition. "The witch?"
"She lived on for a long time," he said. "She lives yet, in my memory."
"But she is dead now?" Dee had to be sure.
"She died with the body. It is done." He looked up at her again through those hollow eyes.
"And now?"
"Now that knowledge will live in you for a time. It will mature into something we can share." With a seemingly enormous effort, he raised himself into a sitting position. "I must leave, but before I do, I would test the fates that sent you to me?"
They looked at each other for a long moment before Dee asked, "How?"
"I will touch you."
She swallowed tightly, her mind full of the horror he had related, all swirling around and not ready to settle into anything she could analyse. She didn't know whether she was revolted by this body that had known such pain, or excited by it.
But she did know she wanted Pietre to touch her, and she wanted to see the look in his eyes as he did. So she lay back on the bed at his side and waited.
Pietre nodded for a few moments, his mind obviously elsewhere. Then closed his eyes — drawing strength she suspected — before opening them again and reaching a hand towards her.
It was a strange movement, painfully slow, as though designed to penetrate the defences of a terrified quarry. A centimetre above her chest, his hand hesitated, then pressed downwards, flat and surprisingly firm against the space between her breasts.
Dee didn't make a sound and her eyes never wavered from his. She had seen his pupils dilate, felt his body stiffen, but they were the only reactions she could discern.
"I will now move the hand," he breathed hollowly, as though the pressure was against his own chest, emptying his lungs.
Dee nodded, felt it slide upwards, the pressure still firm, hesitating again for a moment at her collarbone before gliding onto the smooth skin of her neck.
His fingers were around her throat and still she stared up at him, knowing his fear was greater than her own.
For a split-second longer he held the hand where it was, then he lifted it off and away. His eyes were feverish in a bloodless face.
"What is it you want from me?" she asked. "I'm not your Queen or the witch."
Pietre's chest expanded as he took a breath and she could almost hear the hiss of it filling his lungs, so quiet was the room. Then incredibly, he smiled. "You're everything I'd hoped for, Wendee," he said. "I knew fate would bring you to me one day," and "You will give me my immortality."
"Immortality?"
"You will become blood of my blood."
She blinked, looked deeply into his eyes. They'd never seemed more alien to her than they did at that moment. "How will I do that?" she asked.
Pietre reached out, his hand only hesitating a moment before closing over her belly. "You will lie with me and bear me a child."



Chapter Thirty-Four


Wendee stood looking in the mirror, at the ghastly shroud that covered her body. This was the secret of the locked cupboard. The garment with a specific purpose.
Had it been black, she would have felt more comfortable, but it wasn't black. The layers of tulle that had transformed her into a gothic nightmare were bridal white. A clean, virginal white that she knew instinctively had no place in what was to come.
"Are you ready," Pietre asked from behind her, out of range of the mirror.
"Yes, I am," she replied.
The eyes that stared back at her from the mirror blinked slowly, their thick mascara'd lashes brushing the opaque veil. She thought she could discern an expression in them. Her body was calm and accepting, yet her eyes appeared vaguely incredulous, as though still unable to believe she was going to do this thing.
Much more than merely another role-play, this was to be the performance of her life. For her life.
"You know what to do?" he asked, as though she needed the reminder.
"I watched the tapes. I know," she said, concealing the fact that Pietre and Belle's tapes hadn't been all she'd seen. Somehow she'd found her way into another set of files. Skye's files.
Their time together at the Lagoon had brought a wistful smile to Dee's lips, but that smile had faded as the tape went on to chronicle her torture in the hands of the Lost Boys.
Mack, or even Tony she could believe, but playful Nick? Josh? Using Skye's body so callously? If she hadn't seen the evidence of it with her own eyes, she would never have believed it.
Then, a brutal blow. The scene had shifted to the tepee where Dee had lain with Long Shadow and listened to his lying words of love. Her mind had baulked at the image of Skye fellating her Indian lover, but as the scene had repeated itself again and again she'd been forced to accept its veracity.
Her conclusion had been equally inescapable. She'd never been special or unique to Long Shadow. Her relationship with him had been no different to her relationship with any of the others. Except in the matter of honesty.
They hadn't pretended to love her.
And neither had Pietre. He'd never spoken of love, only destiny. He'd shared the secrets of his past with her — ugly secrets, sure in the knowledge that she would accept them — that she would accept him. And she did.
His final secret had been the key to the locked wardrobe where her trousseau had been waiting — the tactile link between herself and his past.
"I'm ready for you," Pietre said, and she forced her mind back to the present. Adjusted the mirror and turned to him.
"You look ethereal," he said. "Pale and — "
"Dead. I look like a dead bride. Am I your bride, Pietre?" she asked, using his real name for the first time. Then she thought better of the question. "Don't answer that," she commanded, slipping easily into the shoes Belle would no longer fill.
At her sharp tone, Pietre drew in a deep breath and Dee watched his ribs expand — watched how the hollow below them sucked in slightly. His pale penis lay flaccid between his legs, curiously benign in its vibrantly dark nest of hairs.
"Are you comfortable?" she asked, stepping around him, inspecting the ropes that kept him spread-eagled in the middle of the room.
"No," he replied, his breath stilling as her hands came around his throat from behind. She forced herself to squeeze, ever so slightly. The tulle of her dress brushed against his buttocks and she saw them quiver. "I don't want to be comfortable," he croaked. "You know that."
"I know." Her hands slid over his shoulders and down, fingers probing his exposed armpits before her blood-red nails bit into the tender flesh there. "But I also know," she went on, "that there's a world of difference between discomfort and pain. And again, between pain and agony." She relaxed one hand and began to tease the soft hairs of his armpit, while the nails of her other hand drew blood. "So I ask you, Pietre… how far should I go?"
"As far as you want," he panted, whether in ecstasy or pain, Dee wasn't sure. "Belle had limits. I give you none."
"Very wise," she said, stepping back a pace to appraise his back view. Wide shoulders tapered down to slim hips and long legs. His buttocks were surprisingly pert.
The effect would have been attractive, even sexually arousing but for the crisscross of scars that patterned it. Even the buttocks…
She stepped close again and cupped them with both hands, her fingernails digging in hard, as hard as she was physically capable of.
There was a sound, like a hiss of breath escaping. His whole body tensed. Then she released him and he slumped, his shoulders sagging.
Dee glanced over one of those shoulder at the mirror they faced. His penis was beginning to firm.
"I see that they scarred your skin," she said, insinuating a finger between his cheeks to prod at his anus. "I wonder… Did they damage you internally as well?"
"No," he gasped as she pushed against it dry. "But I forbid you nothing, Wendee. You must ready me. I cannot…"
"Yes." She knew. He'd been trained to respond to pain. It was all he recognised now. She understood, in theory.
But assuming she got him erect and could manoeuvre him to climax within her — if they managed it several times and she didn't conceive. What then?
Was the child merely a whim on his part or did he truly believe it was the destiny they shared? More importantly, would he reject her when he realised there could be no child?
"Wendee?"
"Hmmm?" She unglazed her eyes, remembered where she was, and stabbed her finger at the puckered opening.
"What are you going to do to me?" he asked in a voice she hadn't heard from him before. A voice that filled her with power.
She looked at him in the mirror, at the wavering erection, then at her own reflection — at the tulle that pressed against him and overflowed on either side, the opaque veil that flattened her hair and made her eyes seem enormous, the blood-red lips.
She lowered her mouth, and, parting those lips to expose teeth, bit his shoulder, at the same time forcing her finger cruelly inside him.
His body tensed but he remained still. She heard him panting, making little breath noises like the ones she'd heard women make in the labour wards.
Raising her head, she looked at herself again, at the red smeared across the front of her veil. Was it lipstick or blood? She could taste blood.
Her lip curled into a sneer. "You're not going to fuck me," she said, relishing the obscenity, pushing home the point with a shove of her finger. "I'm going to fuck you," and she roughly withdrew the finger and stepped to the side, watching his face in the mirror as she lifted the front of her bridal shroud, bunching it in her hands until first her calves, then her knees, her thighs, and finally her hips were revealed.
Pietre's eyes widened, his lips falling apart.
"See how inventive I can be," she said, and holding the voluminous skirts with one hand, she fondled the huge dildo strapped over her pubis, stroking it as she imagined a man would stroke his penis to make it fully engorged, her hand cupping the large head, rolling it in her palm. "I thought I'd start with this. Then maybe if you're a good boy I might beat you. Would you like that?" she asked, and stopped stroking long enough to reach for his penis and dig her fingernails into it.
"Yes, yes," he cried, his body tense again, his breath coming in short gasps. "I'm not afraid. I'm not afraid."
Dee bit her nails in harder, and still facing the mirror, looked directly into his eyes. "You will be."



Chapter Thirty-Five


Naked, Long Shadow paced in his cell like a caged wolf. He had to get out. He knew Wendee was on the island — had overheard Josh talking to Nick about her a week earlier. But no matter how he dredged his imagination he couldn't come up with a workable escape plan.
The lure of a violent break-out was strong, but the chances of survival would be slim. Long Shadow was prepared to die for Wendee, but not in a romantic gesture. At the moment, her survival depended on his own and that fact tempered his impetuosity.
He should never have gotten himself locked up in the first place. Still, under the circumstances he was lucky to be alive. He should have let them take Skye without a fight — should have remembered his first loyalty belonged to Wendee. But it had come as such a shock. He'd known Skye would be taken from him eventually and had prepared himself for her to be either released or killed. But not for her to be bartered into a life of servicing men's sexual needs.
Not Skye.
His reaction had been instinctive — out of guilt and gratitude as much as friendship, yet despite his hand-combat training, Josh had overpowered him easily. The stupidity of his actions rankled, but worse was the growing suspicion that what he'd really been fighting for was the sexual relief Skye had given him — a relief he'd come to depend on.
In any case, he'd failed. Failed Skye and failed Wendee.
At least when he'd been with Skye there'd been hope. With freedom, he could have devised a way of rescuing Wendee.
Now his life was defined by frustration — not only at his imprisonment, but because the means of his physical release had been withdrawn. The raging tide of his sexual appetite, awoken by Wendee and partially appeased by Skye, was out of control. He lived in a state of almost constant arousal and no amount of self-manipulation lessened his anguish. In fact, the more he touched himself, the more sensitive and aroused he became. Erections followed hard on the heels of ejaculations and there seemed to be nothing he could do to halt the feverish spiral.
At times, he completely forgot the reasons he'd wanted to rescue Wendee — the plans he'd made for their future. He couldn't remember their conversations or the uncanny way she had of guessing what he was about to say. All he could think of was sinking his burning cock into her and churning that soft, clinging flesh until he was screaming from the pleasure.
A fear that Belle's spirit had touched him and twisted his mind weighed heavily on him. He imagined the most terrible things — imagined Wendee, the woman he loved, in the caves where Skye had been. In his mind there were no others in the caves. No Nick or Tony, Mack or Josh. Certainly no Christophe. Only Long Shadow, taking what he wanted, forcing her to his pleasure, hurting her.
In his more rational moments, Long Shadow knew this was jealousy at work — his mind combating the image of her with DeMartande. But at other times he was totally lost to the fantasy, his teeth gritting painfully as he jerked at his penis in a parody of stabbing it into Wendee.
He wanted her so badly he could taste it. Yet he was frightened of what he might do if he had her.
This day, it seemed, he was about to find out.
Tony and Nick entered his cell at the normal dinner hour, but instead of bringing food, they shoved him roughly against the wall and chained him there, laughing at the rampant erection their actions precipitated.
"If we'd brought Josh with us," Nick said, squeezing Long Shadow's hard flesh insolently, "he'd have made a meal of this."
"Let me go, you animal," Long Shadow snarled.
Nick squeezed cruelly, then to Long Shadow's horror, the Greek boy began to stroke his erection, pulling on the aching flesh with the expertise only another man could possess. "Missing the blonde bitch, are we?" he said to Long Shadow. "You like a hot tongue running over your dick, do you? Tell me, did she suck your balls, Chief? I taught her that."
Long Shadow made a harsh grating noise deep in his throat. He could feel it. He was going to come.
"Stand back," Nick intoned. "Old faithful's about to blow."
Long Shadow could feel his scrotum filling — the imminence of his ejaculation. He tried desperately to think of something bad, something frightening, but the first thing that came into his head was a vision of Skye kneeling in front of him that first time.
It was the wrong thought, not that it would have made any difference. Long Shadow had no resistance to sexual stimuli. He clenched his buttocks as tightly as he could but the stream of hot ejaculate shot out just the same.
"Th'ar she blows," Nick crowed gleefully, still tugging on the flesh.
Humiliated, Long Shadow stared at a point just over Nick's shoulder, hating the familiar kick of sensation that accompanied the orgasm.
"Didn't know you were a faggot, did you?" Nick taunted, giving his penis a last painful tug before slapping it back against his thigh. "We'll bring Chris with us next time and you can poke his skinny ass. You'd like that, wouldn't you, Chief?" Nick came closer to whisper, "Or maybe you'd rather suck him off. Nothing like the taste of virgin dick. Wendee sure as hell liked it. Better than yours I'll bet."
Tony laughed at that but Long Shadow stared at the wall, his teeth gritted together so tightly his jaw ached. He knew Nick was trying to get a rise out of him, a reason to rough him up. But he had to think of Wendee — had to stay alive if he wanted to rescue her.
"Shut up. Shut up." Tony grabbed his brother's arm. His other hand was pressed against his ear. Long Shadow watched, knew he was listening to his voice-comm. After a minute, Tony's shoulders straightened. "Acknowledged." Then to his brother, "The boss is on his way. We gotta clear out."
Nick smirked across at Long Shadow. "And I was just starting to have fun."
Long Shadow glared back, his lips pressed together to stop himself saying anything.
"Keep that dick handy, Chief," Nick taunted as Tony pushed him out the door. "We'll be back."
The door slid closed and Long Shadow was alone. He wanted to shout at the closed door that he'd gouge Nick's heart out with his bare hands, but he didn't.
DeMartande was coming. He had to think.
How could he use this visit to his advantage? DeMartande would want to know what had precipitated his disobedience. Could he blame his stupidity on Skye? She was out of their reach now. It might work.
At least DeMartande's suspicions about his feelings for Wendee would have been side-tracked by his fight to save Skye. If he could build on that, assure DeMartande that he'd been temporarily infatuated with Skye — that he could be trusted again…
There was a noise outside, then the door slid open. Long Shadow steeled himself to use any opportunity that came his way.
DeMartande stood at the doorway, staring in at his prisoner. For a moment his attention drifted to his side and Long Shadow wondered who was with him. Mr Black? Josh? He hoped it wasn't Tony or Nick. If it was Christophe he stood a better chance. Christophe liked him. They'd become friends. There was a lever there he could use.
"Long Shadow," DeMartande acknowledged as he stepped over the threshold.
"My Liege," Long Shadow replied, forcing his eyes to stay on DeMartande and not stray to the dark shadow stepping in behind him.
"You disappointed me, Long Shadow." DeMartande brushed the sleeve of his coat and then deigned to look up at his servant. "Do you have an excuse?"
This was his opportunity. Long Shadow couldn't have arranged it any better if he'd written the script. "Yes, my Liege. I was hypnotised. She mesmerised me with sex. I didn't know what I was doing."
He wanted to add that DeMartande of all people should understand that, but he didn't. Better not to push his luck.
"I see. And this woman," DeMartande took a step forward. "This Skye. Why was she so special to you? Did you love her?"
"I thought I did." Long Shadow apologised to Wendee in his heart for the lie. "I'd never felt that way before. When she touched me, I — "
"You were blinded by lust?"
Long Shadow was momentarily distracted by the person in the heavy cloak drifting out of the shadows of the cell to come and stand behind DeMartande. Very closely behind he noticed, but this was out of his peripheral vision. He kept his eyes glued to DeMartande's — knew he must sound sincere. "I could think of nothing but her mouth."
"Quite a paradox," DeMartande said. "You loved her, yet you forced her to actions we both know she didn't want. Why did you do that?"
Long Shadow thought of his love for Wendee — his desire to hurt her out of jealousy — tried to link the two into a plausible excuse for his treatment of Skye. "I was jealous of the men who had taken her before. I wanted to punish her for…" Long Shadow trailed off, his eyes drifting down to the movement he'd seen.
Whomever was under the cloak had their hand down the front of DeMartande's pants.
"I understand completely," DeMartande said, his voice barely audible. Long Shadow watched him close his eyes. "I too am jealous. But in my case, it seems I am to be the one punished, not the woman who has aroused my jealousy."
Long Shadow shook his head. Intuition told him this visit wasn't about him. It was about DeMartande, and whoever was with him.
The hand withdrew and the cloaked person stood clear.
"Now," DeMartande said calmly, and the cloak slid to the floor.
"Wendee!" Long Shadow lunged off the wall, his wrists almost snapping against the manacles. It was Wendee, his love, his lover, the woman he -
…the woman who, seconds before, had put her hand down another man's pants.
The triumphant gleam in her eyes crushed the last of his excitement. He slumped back against the wall.
"I knew he would reveal himself." DeMartande's voice was smug. "You're quite wrong, my dear. He is in love with you."
"He's in love with whoever sucks his cock," Wendee sneered. "He'd be in love with Josh if he had the opportunity."
"Shall we test it?" DeMartande inquired.
Long Shadow was too distracted to panic at the thought. Wendee had heard him. She thought he was in love with Skye.
He lowered his head, tried to think. He couldn't just blurt the truth. He had to get free — had to risk alienating her further. But when they'd escaped he'd reassure her that he loved only her. She had to believe him. He wouldn't let himself think of the consequences if she didn't.
"Don't keep me in suspense, my dear," DeMartande said to her. Long Shadow raised his head. "What is to be the manner of my torture. Humiliation in front of a witness? Is that why we're here?"
"Not exactly," she drawled, and Long Shadow felt his skin crawl. He suddenly realised this was not the Wendee he had known. This creature wearing nothing but black boots, long black leather gloves and a garish silver necklace was like a mannequin who resembled his Wendee. The voice, the movements — they were all different. Yet it was Wendee.
"I'm giving you a unique opportunity today, Pietre," she said, stepping away from the cloak to stand behind him again. "The anal insert I fitted for you earlier is keyed to a touch-pad between your molars." She reached down the back of his pants and then withdrew her hand again. "Tap your teeth together," she instructed, and he did.
Long Shadow watched as his body jerked, but no sound of pain escaped his lips. It was there in his eyes though. Long Shadow's penis which had firmed at Wendee's entrance, now wilted in sympathy.
"I brought you here to punish you," she said to DeMartande, "but you shall be the one to mete out the pain, according to my instruction."
Long Shadow watched, dry mouthed as she came towards him, her gloved hand cupping his scrotal sac, weighing it. Involuntarily and in spite of his confusion, his penis stiffened. "I will make you jealous," she said over her shoulder to DeMartande. "When you feel the emotion, when you want to stop me or hurt me you will touch your teeth together. Is that clear?"
"Perfectly."
DeMartande sounded quietly pleased, but Long Shadow couldn't drag his eyes away from Wendee to gauge his expression. She was rubbing her gloved hands over his stomach, his hips, around to cup his buttocks as she leant in and pressed his erection against her belly.
Her eyes, when she tilted her head and looked up into his, held an emptiness that terrified him. Yet when she touched her lips to his, he kissed her — thrust his tongue into her warm mouth and kissed her with all the desperation and passion he'd been holding inside.
Her hands were everywhere, the soft gloves caressing, and her soft belly rubbing against him, her warm melting mouth and that tongue…
He groaned against her lips as the wetness spread between them and still she touched him — his shoulders, his back. Then her mouth slid from his and began its slow descent down his body. Long Shadow closed his eyes. He'd wanted this for so long — her mouth against his neck, his ear, the hollow at the base of his throat. She remembered it all — his nipples, how exquisitely they responded to her gentle nibbles.
Then his belly button, the way her tongue thrust in wetly. He was fully hard again now, his eyelashes fluttering open as her mouth settled over the tip of his penis.
Hold back, his mind yelled. Make it last, but something distracted him.
He'd forgotten about DeMartande, and now noticed he seemed to be chattering his teeth together. There was a frenzied expression in his eyes as he staggered towards them.
"No!" Long Shadow cried, but he was unbuttoning his pants, his teeth continuing their manic tapping.
Wendee's legs were straight, her bottom up in the air as she bent over Long Shadow's penis and DeMartande took advantage of that position, inserting his now-erect penis with a shaking hand.
Long Shadow shook his head in horror but Wendee was growling, deep in her throat, and he became so lost in sensation he didn't know what he was feeling.
The soft gloves were rolling his testicles — the pinball machine inside his mind was lit up — but DeMartande was standing in front of him fucking the woman he loved — DeMartande with his jaw clenched shut, his eyes like those of a madman.
Wendee pushed back against him, working the same rhythm she was using on Long Shadow, but her new lover stood as rigid as a corpse. Long Shadow wondered if he was dead.
Then he felt the sucking down sensation, the thick pulling in his abdomen and he closed his eyes — shut out DeMartande and everything else except the thought of Wendee and how much he wanted to kiss her again. He felt that velvet tongue slide against his shaft as she took him deep and he imagined her kissing him, stroking his tongue with her own, in and out, up and down, warm and wet, soft and…
" Mine," he groaned as the second spasm gripped him, more powerfully than the first against her belly. "You're mine," he said again, then opened his eyes and looked down.
Her hands were on the wall at either side of his waist as she continued the push, push, push against DeMartande's penis. Her head was pressed against his stomach.
"Stop it," he said and pushed his body forward to jolt her. "Stop fucking him."
"I like fucking," she said, through what sounded like gritted teeth.
DeMartande's eyes were closed and he seemed to be totally out of the conversation.
"Crawl up on me and I'll fill you with a hard, hot cock if that's what you want," Long Shadow said, his jealousy completely overriding any good sense he might have left. "Wrap your legs around my waist and I'll fuck you as much as you want." He pushed against her again. "Kiss me. Bite me. Hurt me. I don't care," he dared her.
She twisted her head to the side and tried to bite his stomach, but the rhythm she was maintaining and the flatness of his belly inhibited her. He felt her teeth though.
"Go on, hurt me," he goaded, "if that's what it takes to get a fuck out of you."
"Shut… up," she grunted, as she slam, slammed back into DeMartande.
Then the silent partner in their menage a trois made a noise, a stifled groan, and Long Shadow knew the orgasm Wendee had worked so hard to achieve had been won.
She pulled away, straightened, and reached into the back of his pants.
"Disabled," she said breathlessly. Then looked up into DeMartande's eyes. "That was the start. The easy part."
Long Shadow saw DeMartande expression. It was as incredulous as his own.
"Now stand over by the wall," she told him, "and watch me with no relief this time."
DeMartande did as he was told, his coat covering the penis that still protruded from his pants.
"You wanted to fuck me?" Wendee turned back to Long Shadow.
He could only stare into her eyes. He saw something there. Or at least he thought he did. But in the second after she released his manacles he had her in his arms and didn't care for the expression in her eyes. He only wanted her mouth, her tongue, her breasts, her ass, and the molten pool she had let others paddle in, but which was now his alone.
Her legs were wrapped around him as he took her against the wall, their mouths locked in desperation as he jack-hammered into her just the way he'd dreamt. He didn't want to hurt her or humiliate her now. He just wanted to wear himself out on her, over and over again. And they did. On the wall. On the dirty mattress on the floor. At DeMartande's feet. Everywhere she took him he made love to her. He couldn't stop. It was like the burning sensation in his penis. The more she touched him, the more he ached for her. Hard, soft, with his penis, his tongue, his fingers. She wanted it all and he gave it to her, whatever she asked for, however she preferred.
But a man's strength isn't limitless. It wears itself down from a frenzy into an exhausted lull. His heart thundering, he struggled to keep her in his arms but his grip was lax. He knew sleep would claim him but he fought it — sure she would be gone when he awoke.
"Please," he whispered in her ear, panting, hardly able to hear himself over the pounding of his heart. "It wasn't Skye. I was just… protecting her. It was you that I — "
Her fingers pressed over his lips. "Shhh. Don't perjure yourself. Sleep."
"Don't leave me," he said.
She smiled blandly into his eyes, tucking a long strand of hair behind one ear the way he remembered having tucked hers so long ago. "I was never here, my love," she said softly and turned to rise.
Long Shadow snapped his eyes shut but an impulsive tear sprang out before the lashes clenched together. He breathed deeply.
I will not cry. I will not cry.
He opened his eyes, saw them both standing at the door, DeMartande's hand possessively on Wendee's waist.
"Sleep well, lover. Regain your strength," she said blithely, turning a secret smile on DeMartande. "I think we enjoyed this so much, we might do it again."
"And again," DeMartande echoed, a deep satisfaction ringing in his voice.
Long Shadow looked away to the wall.
The door opened and closed. He didn't move. An hour later he was still staring at the wall when the door opened again.
"Visitors, Chief," the oily voice said and Long Shadow felt the hairs stand up on the nape of his neck. "Told you I'd be back."



Chapter Thirty-Six


"You must leave us now," Wendee said over her shoulder to Pietre as she took Christophe's hand, drew him into the room. "You will give us four hours alone. You will not watch us. I want you to wonder. To suffer."
"As you wish."
Dee knew he would prefer to watch, but he was accepting her command as yet another punishment, another form of foreplay. He would do as she ordered and suffer the jealousy, made worse by his own imagination. And when she was finished with Christophe, he would expect her to punish him for that jealousy. To hurt him.
He would also be hoping that the extremity of his suffering would enable him to mate with her again, as he had three days ago in Long Shadow's cell.
Nothing they had done subsequently had produced that favourable result and Dee knew it would only be a matter of time before he suggested another visit.
She wanted to avoid that at all costs.
Long Shadow's eyes already haunted her, fed her mind with doubts. His anger, his passion — both had been unexpected, incongruent with her perception of him as a conscienceless liar.
Yet his degradation of Skye — she's seen that.
Dee shook her head. Shut the door behind Pietre. Her ability to make moral judgements was gone. Who was good and who was evil? Who should she give her allegiance to? Her world was grey and she wanted it black and white. Good and bad. Love and hate.
Part of her feared what the torturing of Pietre was doing to her humanity, while another part revelled in the release of this dark side of her nature.
The witch and the queen.
"Wendee?"
She turned to Christophe — Christophe who was so achingly sweet she wanted to bury herself in his arms and forget everything but the smell of his skin and the beat of his eager young heart.
"Why am I here?" he asked.
She shook her head, pressed a finger to his lips. She didn't want to talk. She just wanted… comfort.
Taking his hand, she led him to the bed and undressed him. Then they lay on the cool sheets. Dee on top. She brushed the fringe out of his eyes and looked down at him. Smiled to reassure him.
"Are we doing it this time, Wendee," he breathed. "I've never — "
Still? "Not even with Skye when — "
"I hated what they did!" he said, and Dee felt his body trembling. "I wanted them to stop but they just went on and on and…"
"Shhh," Dee covered his lips with her own, kissing away the bad memory. But even as she did, she thought of how she could use that memory to enhance his arousal, how she could build him up to the point of penetration and then pretend he was raping her. By manipulating his emotions she could sustain the power of his erection and -
She rolled off him and flopped onto the bed at his side.
"What's wrong?" He came up on one elbow. Gazed down at her in concern. "What did I do?"
"Nothing. It's me." She closed her eyes. "I've forgotten how to make love." Creeping fingers of ennui were stealing over her. She couldn't even muster up anger at herself for spoiling their precious time together. "I only know sex, and I don't want to do that with you, Christophe." Raising a hand, she touched his cheek, feeling the softness of it, the tremor along his jaw. "I care about you. I don't want to hurt you."
He looked deep into her eyes. "You can remember love, Wendee." He hesitated, then leant down and kissed her so sweetly that in its aftermath she lost herself in his dark eyes, wondering if he could reawaken the innocence in her.
"Do we really have four hours?" he said and she nodded.
"Pietre will obey me. He'll enjoy his suffering."
Christophe kissed her again and she felt the sweetness dissolve into heat. "I don't care about his suffering," he breathed against her lips. "I only care about you." His hand ran down her body, over her breasts and between her legs to tentatively cup the mound of her sex. "I want to make love to you, Wendee," he said and she knew he was an infatuated boy no longer. His voice might tremble, but this was a man who wanted her.
"Make love to me, Christophe," she said. "Make me forget."
"I will," he promised, and she sighed as he moved over her and his lips covered hers again, his tongue gliding unerringly into her mouth with a confidence that relaxed her body. She didn't need to do anything. Christophe would love her. He would be a man for her. She needed that now — that strength.
"You're the only one I can trust, Christophe," she whispered as his lips came off her mouth to resettle on her breast. "The only one."
He suckled for a moment and she felt a sharp flow of pleasure, untinged by guilt or pain, sweep through her body. Then he raised his head, looked at her with an expression older than his years. "Do you trust me, Wendee?"
"With my life."
He moved back up to her lips, kissed her again, said, "I have to tell you — "
She shook her head. "Not now," and reached between their bodies to stroke his erection.
Christophe closed his eyes, an expression of rapture on his face. Then she steered the rigid flesh inside herself and he sighed, only to catch his lip between his teeth as she moved her hips upwards to engulf the length of him.
He opened his eyes again and under his gaze Dee felt humbled. The culmination of all his hopes and desires had come to fruition in this one moment. It was too powerful for words. She cupped his face and brought his lips down to hers for a kiss he quickly took over as his own.
Then, when she felt his first tentative thrust, she knew he had saved her. With the loss of his innocence, she had found her own. She could be tender. She could love. It wasn't forgotten.
Unsteadily at first, then with growing confidence, he found his rhythm. His arms trembled as he held himself above her, staring down at her not in concentration, but with undisguised wonder in his eyes. She wanted to kiss him but felt instinctively that it would distract him. Instead, she clenched her internal muscles around him and contented herself with rolling up to meet his downward lunge, her hands still on his shoulders.
A moment later he was arching his back, his breath caught in a groan of surprise, his eyes closing as though to lock the sensations into his memory.
Then it was over and she cradled him against her breasts, kissing his hair and smoothing it, listening to his hoarse breathing.
"I love you, Wendee," he said, and like ice melting, Dee felt a tear form in the corner of her eye.
If she'd believed in a God she would have thought he'd sent Christophe as an angel to protect her. Making love with him had been exactly what she'd needed, exactly when she'd needed it, to save her from destruction.
"I'm sorry you didn't…" His head moved against her breast. "I was so caught up in what was happening to me."
"It's supposed to be that way the first time," she said, her fingers pushing back his fringe as he lifted himself to look down at her.
"But you didn't — "
"I didn't want to." She leant up and kissed him. "Watching you was better."
He shook his head. "I don't understand."
"Neither do I," she said. "But it was."
"Has that ever happened before?"
"Yes," she answered truthfully.
"With Long Shadow." Christophe nodded as though confirming a suspicion.
"I don't want to talk about — "
"Good. Because we don't have time," he said.
"We've got hours."
He shook his head. "I have to go… I wasn't supposed to…" He looked down at her body with a surprisingly roguish smile. "I'll get in trouble if he finds out, but — "
"Pietre knows what we're doing."
"Shhh." Christophe laid a finger over her lips, said, "I'm going to escape. Off the island. But I need you to do something for me. It's important."
He lifted the finger.
"Of course I will," she said, stifling her surprise. This was the last thing she'd expected.
"Going against DeMartande… It's hard for me, Wendee," he said.
Dee cupped his face in her hands. "I'll do anything I can to help you, Christophe. Ask it."
"I can't take you with me where I'm going, but I won't leave you here, with him either. That would be a slow death."
Dee understood that now. "I don't want to go that way,” she told him. A fleeting vision of herself in the bridal shroud came back to her and she shivered. She couldn't do that again. Christophe had saved her and she wasn't going back.
"You'll do what I ask you to?"
"I promise," she said solemnly.
"It's for the best," he said, but she could see he was reluctant. "Keep your eyes closed now."
She obeyed, a sense of fatalism settling over her.
"I love you, Wendee," he said, and she felt him move away. Then he lifted her head and pressed something to her lips. "Drink this." Again she obeyed, swallowing the bitter liquid in a single mouthful. "I knew you'd trust me," he said.
"I always have," she replied, feeling the beginnings of a deep lethargy steal over her body. She wasn't frightened by it. Conversely, she felt relieved. Grateful. She couldn't have done it alone. And it had to be done.
Her eyelashes fluttered. Closed again. She sighed. It had been mostly sweet… Especially with Christophe. She was glad it would end this way.
"Make love to… me…" she said through numbing lips. "One… last…"
Then her consciousness was gone and she was unaware of Christophe's moment of hesitation, or the decision that saw him lay between her legs again and kiss her flaccid lips as he drove into her — no gentleness this time, the fierceness of his body giving hers motion as he stabbed his way into a frighteningly intense orgasm.



Chapter Thirty-Seven


Dee was happy to discover she hadn't been sent to hell for her sins after all. This was obviously heaven.
Strong masculine arms held her and she swayed gently against a smooth chest whose nocturnal scent was as familiar to her as her own.
Did this mean he was also dead? Or had he merely been conjured here for her pleasure — the Long Shadow she'd wanted him to be. A fitting eternal reward.
Numbness from the poison Christophe had given her appeared to be receding, but that didn't concern her. She hadn't imagined going through the afterlife with no feeling.
She still expected to make love — as she had in her corporal existence — but now it would be as a sacrament, a devotional duty.
Orgasm had been her own personal prayer, her way of touching God. She imagined she would now have that pleasure for all time, together with a peace in her soul she'd only come close to for a brief time with the man who now held her.
As though listening into her thoughts, he said, "I'm here, Wendee. It's all right."
Dee felt… surprise. Telepathy was quite acceptable in her own personal heaven, but Long Shadow's voice had been hoarse, as though strained with the exertion of carrying her.
It had sounded realistic… life-like. Still, she would not let it touch the tranquil acceptance within her. She was dead. Christophe had given her the poison. She had faith in that.
"Almost there," he grunted and she felt the body that housed her spirit being hoisted a little against his chest.
Almost where? she wondered with detached interest. The pearly gates?
Perhaps she should open her eyes. She might never see this again.
"Time for me to split," another voice said, and Dee felt her tranquillity waver.
That had sounded like Christophe? Was he dead too?
A moment of confusion rippled her sea of calm. This wasn't what she'd imagined.
Indoctrinated by an early Christian upbringing, she'd naively expected a monogamous afterlife. Not…
Was she to share her eternity with all the people she'd not been able to admit she loved while she was alive? Would she have sex with any of them? All of them? Who else would be here with Long Shadow and Christophe? Skye? Xavion? Pietre?
Billy?

Long Shadow felt the woman in his arms tense. He looked down at her expectantly, but her eyes were closed. Still unconscious.
"It's now or never," Christophe said.
Long Shadow looked up, saw the way Christophe was gazing at Wendee, and felt shamed.
Out of innocent idealism, Christophe was letting her go, giving her to someone he believed would love her more — would give her a better life.
It was bravery beyond what Long Shadow felt himself capable of. He could no more give Wendee to another man than he could honour her spirit by finding love with another woman. Christophe, he knew, would do both. To make Wendee happy.
Was she going with the right man?
"Look after her." Christophe touched her cheek, frowned up at Long Shadow.
"I promise," he said, meaning it. "And thanks, Chris. I appreciate what you've done."
"I did it for her."
"I know."
“And you’ll keep you end of the bargain?”
They looked at each other for a moment, then Long Shadow said, "Okay, my back is turned." He set off along the beach again, hefting his precious burden a little higher in his arms.
Behind himself he heard a scrambling noise, then nothing. There was only the sound of his own footfalls in the sliding sand — sand much darker than that of the island they'd left.
There was a coastal settlement up ahead somewhere, Christophe had told him. Only another kilometre or two.
Long Shadow trudged on, arms aching, growing numb from the strain, legs weakening.
Eventually he faltered, his foot sticking in the clinging sand, pitching him forward, but he righted himself at the last moment. Before he dropped Wendee.
You are a warrior, he scolded himself in his Grandfather's voice. You must be strong. You must have courage.
"Strong. Courage," he muttered as he staggered on. Then came a faint noise that grew louder with a whooshing of wind. A helicopter.
With a spurt of adrenalin, Long Shadow's limbs jerked into action. He spun on a heel to see the heavy metal bird rounding the point he had just traversed. Turning a circle, he looked for a hiding place, but there was none.
He was close to the waterline. The shelter of trees was too far for a sprint even with fresh legs. The noise was growing louder, the wind was lifting his hair, sending water spray in all directions.
Falling to his knees, he clutched Wendee to himself as the helicopter landed in front of him. DeMartande would have to kill him to get Wendee out of his arms.
Squinting against the spray-soaked wind, he saw figures emerge from the helicopter, running towards him. His arms tightened convulsively.
Two men. One was carrying a case. The other looked… familiar.
"Sorry it took us so long, kid," he shouted as they crouched in front of him. "You all right?"
Long Shadow bowed his head. His whole body sagged with relief. He wanted to cry.
"Is this Dr Williams?" Sark asked. "Is she hurt?"
The man with the case took her wrist, felt for a pulse.
Long Shadow was looking down into Wendee's face when Sark said, "DeMartande slipped the net, but don't worry. We'll get him."
Her eyes opened. Not fluttering as though rising from deep slumber. But with deliberation. They stared straight into Long Shadow’s, and over the aching of his limbs, he realised what these words would mean to her.
"I'll take her, Agent Long Shadow," the medic said, and Long Shadow watched her eyes close. Another man with a stretcher had arrived and he helped the medic ease her out of Long Shadow's arms.
"We caught your hacker up the beach," Sark said and Long Shadow dragged his attention from where they were arranging Wendee on the stretcher, covering her nakedness with a sheet.
"Christophe?"
"You might have turned your back," Sark said, casting him a cynical glance, "but we didn't."
Long Shadow felt himself go very still. "How did you know…"
Sark tapped Long Shadow's ear. "Got a bug in your ear, kid. That's how we traced you. Heard every word you said."
"Every word," Long Shadow echoed. Every word?
"Standard procedure."
"But no-one said — "
"Didn't want to inhibit you, kid." Sark gripped his arm and pulled him to his feet. "Come on. Your hacker buddy was right. There's a village up ahead. You'll see him when we get there."
Long Shadow let himself be led to the helicopter, got in beside Sark. Wendee was behind them but her eyes were closed again.
Had he imagined her looking at him like that? "I thought you'd air-lift us back to — "
"Not until DeMartande's in custody," Sark said, strapping himself in.
"But what if — "
"We're staying at the village," Sark said in his don't-argue voice. "It's only an hour to Moresby by car. Ten minutes by chopper. Relax. Your girlfriend's safe."
But am I? Long Shadow thought. The helicopter lurched and he hastily buckled his seat belt — found his fingers were trembling.
Sark had heard every word he'd said on the island. Everything he'd said to Wendee, to DeMartande, to Christophe…
Was Sark planning to congratulate him on the success of his first field assignment? Or was he considered a traitor, to be terminated 'with extreme prejudice'?
And what of Wendee's fate? He'd hoped to present her as an innocent victim. But now…
The chopper lifted and Long Shadow closed his eyes.
Self-pity snuck past his defences. All this anguish, all this heartbreak, and they hadn't even caught DeMartande…



Chapter Thirty-Eight


"…and that's all I remember," Wendee said, noticing but not caring that the man seated across from her couldn't take his eyes off her breasts.
"I think you've answered all my questions, Ms Williams," Sark said, thick tongue wetting thin lips.
Dee looked down at her chest. It was the sheer white cotton shirt the medic had put on her. That was the problem. Still, it was Sark's problem, not hers.
She looked back up at him and raised an eyebrow.
He cleared his throat, still staring unrepentantly at her breasts.
"What about the boy?" she asked.
That brought his eyes up. "The hacker will go to trial. He was an accomplice."
"I see." Dee pushed down a pang of regret. If Christophe hadn't tried to help her he might have escaped, as the others obviously had.
All she could hope was that Long Shadow would remember Christophe's part in his escape and return the favour. "But I'm free to go?" she asked, her thoughts returning to her own situation.
"Do you have somewhere to go?"
She hadn't thought of that. Hadn't realised it mattered. "I know someone in Cairns."
He looked down at his notes. "You have a husband in Brisbane — "
"The Gold Coast," she corrected. "And he's my ex-husband."
"Ex or not, the Cairns police notified him when you went missing from your hotel." Sark was making a valiant effort to keep his attention on her eyes. "He moved up to Cairns looking for you. Wants you back apparently." His gaze drifted and Dee felt a stirring in her abdomen — wondered what it would be like to have sex with someone she found unattractive.
"…seems a decent sort," Sark was saying, "and who knows, you might get back into teaching — "
"I'm not interested in teaching young men Astronomy, Mr Sark," she said.
There was silence for a moment, then he cleared his throat. "I still think you should consider — "
But Dee saw a furtiveness in his eyes. "You've already told him I'm here, haven't you?" she said.
Sark sighed, nodded. "He's on his way."
Dee closed her eyes. Then she stood and walked over to the casement window, looking out but not seeing. "Why did you do it?" she asked.
"I want to keep my agent," he said. "But to do that, I have to get rid of you. Safely."
Dee stared out the window. Banana trees blocked her view of the house next door but she could see one of its residents, a young man, a native New Guinean with a machete in his hand climbing one of the trees.
Something about the fronds swaying made her think of home, of the banana palms next to her pool. The ones James had hated and she'd loved. She sensed she should feel something, an emotion linked to the memory. But there was nothing. It was just a memory.
She turned back to Sark. "You think if I go back to my husband, your agent won't come after me."
"I believe so," he said. "The kid's young, and — excuse me, Ms Williams — in this business we call it cunt-struck."
She nodded, uncaring of the crudity.
"But he's a good kid. He'll do the honourable thing."
"Where you won't," she commented.
Sark practically leered, his gaze deliberately falling to the darkness between her thighs. "I only need you to go home with your husband," he said, "What you do after that is none of my concern."
"Why should I do this for you?" she demanded, not having an argument against the idea, simply wanting to wipe the smirk off Sark's face.
"Not for me. For the kid," Sark said.
"You know what's best for him?" She raised a haughty eyebrow, liking the way the sound of her voice seemed to intimidate Sark. "I think you're being a little high-handed."
"What's the alternative?"
Dee gave up her power trip for the moment to consider that. She'd heard the fanaticism of Long Shadow's love, had seen it in his eyes, didn't want to be imprisoned by it.
She shrugged. "All right." Why not? One choice was as good as another at this point. They all led towards death in the end.
She'd felt that death briefly and was in no hurry to find it again. But it was there. Her mortality had crept up and embraced her. One day, she knew, she would experience the orgasm of Death. It would be the ultimate physical act. But until then she had to do something to pass the time.
"Shall I let him in now?" Sark asked.
"Who?" She was momentarily confused. Was James here already?
"Agent… Long Shadow," Sark said, his hand on the door knob.
Dee frowned. She felt sleepy. Comfortably numb. She didn't want to deal with Long Shadow's passion just now.
"Maybe later," she said. "I'm tired now."
Sark nodded. Gestured at the narrow bed in the corner. "Have a sleep. I'll send him off to get cleaned up and eat something. The poor kid hasn't moved from the door since we brought you here."
"Ever the Champion," Dee said, sauntering to the bed Sark had indicated. She stretched out on the hard mattress and closed her eyes. The door shut softly behind Sark and she heard murmuring voices receding down the hallway.
Sleep, she thought, but it was hot, uncomfortable. Late afternoon sun slanted across her lower body and the cicada chorus outside was oppressive.
Dee was too sluggish to pull her shirt off so she fumbled with the buttons to open it, letting the faint breeze from the window slide over her skin. Instinctively, her hands slid with the breeze, touching her breasts, her stomach, the tops of her legs and her inner thighs. Then when she had awoken the flesh between her thighs, she touched herself there, finding it moist and receptive.
So sleepy, she thought as her fingers idly stroked her sex. The sensations that drew her towards climax warred with a lethargy that was closing in fast. She fought to stay awake, but her hand was slowing, her eyelids drooping. It was too much effort.
Somewhere between oblivion and ecstasy, she drifted off.



Chapter Thirty-Nine


Pital hung precariously from the trunk of a banana tree, the machete in his hand forgotten as he stared at the woman on the bed.
He'd seen some interesting things since his family had come to live behind the little community house that was rented to visitors. But none as exciting as this white woman who lay on the narrow cot and stroked herself as boldly as a prostitute.
She was no prostitute, though. Pital was sure of that. She was someone important. He could tell that from the deference the men paid her. The old fat man who had just been in her room had submitted to her will — Pital could tell from the movement of their bodies and the look of their eyes. Whatever the discussion had been, the fat man had conceded.
And as for the Long-haired one. The way he'd left the house — stomping across the verandah and down the stairs in a fury — Pital felt sure he must be a cuckolded husband.
Was this attractive woman leaving a handsome and virile husband to bed with such a fat old man? It defied understanding. Until Pital remembered that the older man had many attendants. And he travelled in a helicopter. He obviously had much money.
Pital knew what people would do for money. Only the year before — his eighteenth year — he had sold himself to an Australian woman for money. It had happened in Port Moresby, where he'd gone to buy a gift for his girl-friend, only to discover his humble savings weren't enough for the American jeans she'd wanted — the jeans he'd imagined himself peeling off her to get at the pulsing love-fruit she was coyly denying him.
Dejected, Pital had been lurking through back streets where he'd heard there were women who would exchange his small amount of money for favours. But before he could find such a one, an expensive looking sports car had pulled up beside him, a white woman at the wheel. Pital had been overcome with embarrassment — to have been caught in such an area!
But he'd quickly recovered himself. She wouldn't have known where they were. He'd stepped closer to the car, thinking to direct her away from where she'd strayed. But when he'd looked down at her, he'd seen she was holding a fistful of notes. 'Till dawn,' she'd said, and leant across to open the passenger door. The front of her shirt had gaped, revealing two mounds of flesh that glowed like the moon.
Fool, Pital had stood on the street with his mouth hanging open while the woman waited. But while she'd waited, she'd looked at him — at his shoulders in their thin singlet, at his forearms, his hands. Then at the front of his baggy shorts.
She'd looked back up at him then and Pital had seen fear in her eyes. That had decided him.
It had not been a bad experience. The bungalow she'd taken him to had been comfortable beyond the standards of any he'd ever entered — the huge white-stone bathroom where he'd bathed, the soft four-poster bed where they lay.
She had been gentle, at first, admiring his body with a lot of words he hadn't understood. Then it had been his turn to admire hers. Her skin had been smooth and white, her body very beautiful without the harsh business clothes she'd worn.
He had wondered to himself why she would bother to buy what she could so obviously have for free. But as the touching became increasingly rough and painful he had understood.
She bruised, bit and scratched, demanding the same treated from him only harder, and he'd complied — managing to used up four of her foil-wrapped condoms in the process. Overall, he'd been satisfied with his performance. And certainly the money had been good. Enough to buy his girlfriend the jeans she'd coveted.
The following night he'd given them to her and been well rewarded for his trouble. After telling her his injuries had been sustained in a fight to protect her gift, he'd asked her to kiss each of his hurts, to 'ease his pain'. And she'd complied.
Encouraged by her enthusiasm, he'd boldly pointed to the part of him that had worked the hardest for her jeans and she'd even kissed that. Then, miraculously, at his request, she'd sucked it.
Pital's loins tingled now to think of that sucking and he wondered how he might coax her into sucking it again. He wanted that feeling, over and over. But it didn't come for free. Just as the white woman had paid him to satisfy her needs, Pital knew his girlfriend wanted something for what she did.
She wanted to be married. But if Pital's newly married cousin was right, that would be the end of the sucking. A depressing thought, and one Pital was keen not to linger on.
Besides, there were more interesting things to think about. Like the mystery of the woman on the bed.
While he watched, her stroking fingers slid through the pink folds of her love fruit, revealed by her brazenly parted legs. There was a rhythm there.
He frowned in concentration. Is that what women want? he thought, slow little circles? But just when he was sure she was about to shudder with release, her hand stopped moving. She'd fallen asleep.
Pital shook his head, realised his own limbs were numbing and so, reluctantly, he completed his task — severing the bunch of bananas for his mother who by this time was calling his brothers and sisters to the evening meal.
Pital barely touched his food, his mind full of the woman on the bed. Would someone come to her in that room? The fat man or the long-haired one? Pital knew it would be wrong, but he wanted to watch.
Excusing himself on the pretence of visiting his girlfriend — which he still might do — he slipped quietly back through the jungle of banana trees to his vantage point opposite her window.
Her room was in darkness now, but the long-haired one was pacing the verandah, and after a few minutes the fat one came out of the house and spoke to him.
Pital couldn't hear his words, but he could see their effect. The long-haired one shook his head and stepped backwards, as though to remove himself from whatever the fat man had told him. But he couldn't escape. It seemed to Pital that those words closed in on him, turned him into a defeated man. He stumbled down the steps and disappearing into the darkness.
Had the fat man claimed victory, Pital wondered? He watched, but instead of going back inside to take his reward, the fat man merely sat on the steps and lit a cigarette.
Pital was disappointed. The thought of her with this ugly man had repulsed him, but he'd expected something to happen. Now he didn't know whether he should wait or -
A flash of white caught his eyes.
At the side of the house facing Pital, the woman's white shirt showed at the window. He watched her long legs come over the sill. She paused for a minute, as though listening, then dropped silently onto the grass.
Pital glanced at the fat man, but he appeared to have heard nothing. The woman remained crouched for a moment longer, as though considering her options. Then, to Pital's horror, she rose and edged towards the front of the house. Pital wanted to call out to her, not there. The fat man is ther e, but he only watched with wide eyes as she reached the corner of the house and peered around it.
Pital held his breath. But the fat man continued smoking, staring up the street the way the long haired one had gone. The woman's head moved as though she too were looking up the street, then she pulled back to face Pital, her back pressed against the wall.
Her eyes closed for a moment as though summoning some inner reserves, then they opened and he saw them narrow suspiciously. Pital felt his stomach tighten. He had the sudden horrible sensation that she was staring straight at him.
Could she see him here? He'd thought himself concealed in the tangle of banana trees. But what if he wasn't?
Would she be angry with him for watching her? What might she do? Walk over to him and… She would have to be silent, Pital thought, remembering the fat man. She might strike him for his impudence, or she might -
She might suck him.
Improbable though the thought was, it raced through his body like a flash-fire and he felt himself grow ready. Almost too ready.
His mind buzzed with encouraging thoughts. He was young and healthy. Clean. And not ugly. She would enjoy it more with him than with the fat man.
There was no reason why not…
Pital felt his leg muscles twitch. Then, with a spurt of shock, he realised he was moving forward, out of the cover of the trees. She was watching him, and the look in her eyes made him shiver inside. It was like a scary, exciting dream. A wet dream, he hoped.
Pital knew that if the fat man saw him he would be in all sorts of trouble, but he couldn't stop. He had to see if she would do this thing. Memory of his girlfriend's warm mouth told him it would be worth the risk.

Dee watched the youth approaching her — felt a certain amount of inevitability. There was a beacon inside her that drew men like moths, but it wasn't beauty or truth. The light that shone so blatantly in her eyes was nothing more than simple sexual availability.
He stopped two paces from her and stared. Dee allowed him to. The longer he did, the more power built inside her. He didn't realise he was giving her this power, but he was. And she fed on it.
Then, when she'd had enough, she moved in.
He offered no resistance as she unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it back over his shoulders, trapping his arms. Then she leant in, her predator's breath against his bobbing Adam's apple as she tied the shirt around his wrists.
His head fell back, his breathing erratic as she stripped off his shorts, releasing his jack-in-the-box erection. Hello, aren't you pretty, her mind said as she explored it with her tongue, pink against black.
He groaned softly as she pulled the tip into her mouth, but it was to be the last sound he made.
She grasped his testicles threateningly. "Complete silence," she hissed, then pushed him awkwardly down onto his back and used his shorts for a crude blindfold.
"Don't make a sound," she reminded him, and he nodded, vigorously. Dee had to smile. She liked obedience. She also liked the feeling of 'rightness' in what she did.
Vegetarians might quibble about whether people should eat meat, but they didn't argue that hunger must be appeased. And so it was with her. She could spend a life-time rationalising her hungers, or she could simply eat.
Tonight, she was ravenous.
Cruelly, she teased him with pleasures she knew would make him want to howl, yet he remained deathly silent, in fear of losing her attentions — and rightly so — if he uttered the slightest sound.
His skin tasted sweet and had a pleasing musky odour about it that excited her to recklessness. Not content with the two oral orgasms she'd given him, she mounted him and drove him on to a third.
It was madness with Sark a bare twenty paces away, but it felt good and she continued with it until she was sure her moth was exhausted. Then she leant over him, her own breathing ragged as she whispered, "Don't move a muscle until I come back. Understood?"
He licked his lips, nodded.
Dee had no intention of coming back, but it amused her to leave him there as a signal to Sark that he couldn't control her.
This young man would be her calling card — and like a creature marking it's territory, she paused, crouching over him to smear the juices of her sex on his face, only to shudder in surprise at the feel his tongue on her tenderised flesh. She had thought him spent, but the slow circles he inscribed convinced her she could afford another few minutes in his company.
The brutality of her last orgasm made this one slow coming, but he was patient and consistent, never varying from his agonisingly slow circumferencing until she felt the sensations crest and her shuddering hips brought his tongue hard against her clitoris.
As though sensing that he'd hit the mark, he lapped there, and she fell forward onto her hands, arching her back to keep that tongue working her, stretching out the pleasure until she was having trouble obeying her own decree of silence.
She pulled away then, but his head rose to follow her. She pushed it back down.
"Stay," she hissed as she stumbled to her feet. But the part of her that was smiling inside with creamy satisfaction was thinking he wasn't bad for a blindfolded beginner.
This one would be wasted on a young girl, she thought staring down at him, at the way his legs trembled in anticipation. What he needed was a woman with a lusty appetite.
She almost told him as much, then hesitated. No, he must discover this for himself. As they all must. She was merely the catalyst.
Still, she hoped a woman who knew what to do with him would come across his strong young body tonight and make use of it. Fondly, she reached down to toy with his beautiful black penis, stroking it until it was again erect.
Then she straightened and walked towards the beach — away from where Sark sat worrying about his agent. Dee wasn't going to waste her energy worrying. Long Shadow's problems were of his own making. It would be better for him to solve them himself. And if he didn't. Well, they all had to die someday.
A gust of salt-laden air billowed her shirt.
Ocean, she thought, sucking in great lungfuls of the briny scent as she picked her way through the thick native grasses that led onto the sand.
She would live near an ocean.
What country, with whom, or how, wasn't important. She just knew she would have that salt-laden air, and the sound of the ocean — that giant restless creature. She loved the way it threw itself up the sand towards her like a lover that would not be content until she was back in its grasp — back where it could suck and stroke her body with the rhythm of insatiability.
Insatiability. What a lovely word.
Dee turned away from the water and her shirt billowed at the front. Tendrils of wind tickled her breasts and her belly, and the sweetly aching place between her thighs.
Insatiability. There's no cure, she told herself as she skirted the houses where Sark and his men were posted, started along the road out of town.
Sexual obsession was a terminal disease. She knew that. But the thought gave her no grief. It wasn't a debilitating illness, nor was it obvious. And the length-of-life allotted to her was entirely within her control.
She could be a reckless wastrel or a thrifty whore. It was her life's energy to squander as she saw fit. And what a life she would have. Free from societies conventions. No expectations to fulfil. No fears to inhibit her. Even death was her friend now — a lover waiting in the wings for his chance to embrace her.
Smiling dreamily to herself, she lifted her attention from the loose road surface where she'd been picking a path for her bare feet by the moonlight. Something caught her eye.
Headlights, coming towards her.
Not moving from the centre of the road, she waited as the car drew closer, slowed, then stopped directly in front of her. The driver cut the engine, leaving the headlights on. As Wendee stood illuminated in their glare, a shiver ran over her skin. The night-time noises that had come from the thick vegetation on either side of the road had ceased. It was unnaturally quiet.
The passenger door opened, but no interior light came on. Still blinded by the headlights, she couldn't see who was emerging — whose shoes were crunching on the uneven road surface.
She waited, straining her eyes.
Finally, the figure spoke. "Will you come with me, Wendee?" he asked.
Dee felt her skin crawl.
"I need you," he said. "Come with me."
Still unable to see, she nodded, took a step towards the car.
"Yes," she said. "I will come."
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