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Chapter 1

They came around a last corner on the trail and suddenly they weren’t in the forest any more. Ron came to a stop so abruptly that Elizabeth bumped into him.

“Will you look at that!” he exclaimed, stepping aside so that she could see. Elizabeth came up alongside him and peered down the wide street. She started to laugh.

“It looks like a set for an old Western!” she said. “They could shoot a movie here. Why did they do that?”

“I have no idea,” Ron answered, shaking his head. “Remember, I’ve never been here before.”

“Well, neither have I,” Elizabeth said. She smiled. He loved it when she smiled. “I like it. It feels kind of homey to me, being from West Texas and all. You mean to say that you never heard anything about this place?”

“No,” Ron replied. “Oh, I knew that there was such a place, but the Organization doesn’t encourage a lot of talk.” He put his arm around her, which wasn’t easy since she was wearing a backpack almost as bulky as his. “We could have come here by plane or car, you know,” he said.

She leaned against him with a contented sigh. “I know,” she murmured. “But I really liked being alone in the woods, just the two of us.” She held up her hand. “I think I still have some rope marks from last night.”

Ron peered closer. The marks were very, very faint, and barely noticeable on her soft, tan skin. He’d tied her pretty tightly last night for sex. He could still picture her magnificent body lying tautly spread eagled on the bare ground, the muscles in her arms and her long, gorgeous legs standing out as she struggled with her bonds, writhing and grunting through her gag with the effort, her knowing how much it would inflame him. The image in his mind was so vivid that for a moment he lost track of where he really was.

“Ron?” Elizabeth asked quietly.

He shook himself back to the here-and-now, feeling the warmth of her body against his, the wonderful scent of her in his nostrils. They’d been three days on a trail that they could have covered in one long day of straight hiking if they hadn’t spent so much time off of the trail and not hiking. It was a good thing that they’d packed enough provisions.

“Nothing,” he said. “I just hope that they held our reservations.”

“Well, why wouldn’t they?” Elizabeth asked. “They knew we were coming, and you told them you couldn’t be sure when we’d arrive. I’d love to see the town and everything else here.”

“Well, we have to go to something called the ‘Land Office’ first, sign in, and get the keys to our bungalow. I’m not sure where that is, so let’s find someone we can ask,”

“Yes, Master,” Elizabeth agreed with an impish smile. He smiled back at her. He hadn’t told her that she had to call him that, but it always felt good when she did. She was a beautiful, mature woman, with dark eyes and tumbling, curling dark hair, tall and strong and intelligent and confident. She knew what she liked and she knew what she wanted, and most days he couldn’t quite believe his good fortune in finding her.

“Well, let’s go find it,” he said. “The sooner we get to our bungalow the sooner we can get cleaned up.”

They entered Gordburg walking side by side. The street was wide enough for a four-lane highway, but it seemed to be made of nothing more than sand. Ron saw tracks, mostly footprints with a few hoof prints thrown into the mix and some skinny wheel tracks that couldn’t have come from anything that used tires. He wondered just how far they’d taken the Wild West motif here. Surely they had to have indoor plumbing. After three days in the woods he was pretty sure that he was getting a little ripe. The stream that they’d last washed up in hadn’t been very wide or very deep, and the water had been a little too chilly for comfort. Elizabeth hadn’t complained, though. She’d even stayed patiently on all fours on the gravelly bank while he washed her voluptuous body. He’d taken more time than was really necessary, simply because he loved the feel of her flesh under his hands. Her light tan skin always felt like warm silk to his fingertips, and the cold water had an interesting effect on her nipples. Even when she began shivering she’d never complained, only purred or moaned when he caressed her in a place or in a manner that she especially liked. She seemed to take as much pleasure in his touch as he did. That had started him thinking back to that long week back in the city where he had spent so much time and effort and imagination at the Office trying to break her down. Nothing had worked. She’d submitted easily to everything he did to her: The enforced nudity, the rough use of her body, the public display, the rigorous training, the occasional physical punishment and finally the anal sex. She bent whichever way he pushed her, but she never broke. It wasn’t until her time was nearly up that he’d discovered that she desperately wanted all of that. She more than wanted it, she craved it, hungered for it, as long as he was the one forcing it on her, and only him.

The discovery had awed him. At first, though, he’d thought it was only a temporary infatuation. More than one woman had fixated on him after he’d taken them captive, broken them, and trained them, but it had never lasted. It couldn’t have lasted. The Organization had very strict rules about that, rules that he’d always followed. But that last night in the Office, holding Elizabeth in his arms and listening to her pour her heart out to him, he’d suddenly realized that he wanted her and he needed her as much as she seemed to need and want him. The rules be damned. He was not going to let this woman go, as he’d let go of so many other women over the years. He’d kissed her and told her so, and shortly afterwards had turned in his resignation. They had tried very hard to get him to change his mind. He was one of their best operatives, and they clearly didn’t want to lose him. When they’d finally believed he was utterly determined, a man had suggested to him that perhaps the rules didn’t need to be quite so absolute all the time and they should all take a while to think everything over.

That was how he’d come to be here with Elizabeth. Officially he was here on what amounted to a sabbatical, his ultimate standing in limbo for the moment. The Organization was paying for their trip here, unofficially, and they were free to stay for as long as they liked. He wasn’t sure what they had in mind, but it wasn’t something he was going to spend too much time worrying about. Elizabeth had jumped at the opportunity once she’d been told something about Gordburg, and now he was here with this tall, stunning female, his female, at his side.

Elizabeth took his arm as they climbed the few steps up to the raised wooden walkway. It seemed to run for the length of the street on both sides, and for most of its length it was shaded by porch roofs that jutted out from the buildings lining the street. The first few structures they passed by seemed to be residences of some sort, with shades drawn on the small windows. Then they came to a building that looked like an office, with one big window. Gold lettering on the window read: ‘F. Thurlow, Dentist’. He peered in as they passed by, but all he saw was a young woman sitting behind a big old wooden desk, leafing through a magazine and looking bored. She wasn’t wearing whites, so he guessed that she must be a receptionist.

They came to a three-story wooden structure that advertised itself as a saloon. It certainly looked like one, complete with swinging doors and the tinkling of a piano wafting out onto the street. They went to the doorway and looked in. The interior could have served as a convincing movie set, up to but not including the patrons. The bartender appeared to be dressed in period costume, but the rest of the people in there, all men, were wearing more modern clothing, mostly jeans and work shirts. There weren’t many of them this time of day. Four men were seated around a round wooden table playing poker, with another half dozen or so seated at other tables, eating, drinking or talking. One of them caught sight of Ron and Elizabeth standing there and forgot all about his companion who turned to look to see what had distracted him. He promptly forgot all about his companion in turn. 

Ron could imagine why they were staring. He stood well over six feet tall, and in her hiking boots Elizabeth was just a tad over six feet herself. She was wearing snug jeans and a tight black t-shirt today. The swinging doors would block their view of her from the hips up, so all they would see would be those long, long legs and her face, with those high cheekbones, full lips and flashing eyes, framed in a tumbled mass of dark hair. He knew that those men were looking at her so intently that if they were asked to describe the tall, muscular black man standing next to her later they would probably be unable to. Hell, some of them probably wouldn’t even remember that he’d been there at all.

“Do you want to go in?” he asked. She looked up at him. 

“Not right now,” she replied. “Unless you want to.”

He chuckled. “I think we can wait,” he said. “We still have to find the Land Office.”

They continued walking along the raised wooden sidewalks. Every so often there would be a gap that might be an alley or side street between buildings and they’d have to descend to the sandy street and climb up another set of steps on the other side. Elizabeth suddenly came to a dead stop as she spied something off to their left. Her eyes widened.

“What is it?” he asked.

“Look!” she exclaimed, pointing. He turned to look and found that they were opposite a very wide side street on the other side of the main thoroughfare. The side street might be wide, but it wasn’t very long. It ran for about half a city block and ended in front of a huge barnlike building sitting sideways to it. There was a set of big double doors standing open, but the distance was too great and the interior of the building too dim for him to make out any details. It was impossible not to make out the big, painted wooden sign that hung over the doors though. It read ‘Slave Market’ in lettering right out of a Western. He could see a couple of men standing just inside the doorway. They seemed to be engaged in a lively discussion. One of the men held the end of a rope in his hand. The other end was looped around the neck of a naked young woman who kept nervously shifting her weight from one foot to the other and looking around as if she was worried about how many people might see her like this. Her hands were tied behind her, or she’d surely be trying to cover herself with them. Elizabeth gripped his arm a little tighter and pressed herself against him so that he could feel the yielding warmth of her breast pressed against his biceps.

“Just look at that!” she said in a hushed voice. “I wonder what it’s like inside?”

“We could go and have a look,” Ron suggested. 

“Oh, no!” she shook her head. “I’m all dirty and stinky and tired and my hair’s a mess! Let’s go and get settled in first, get all cleaned up, and then maybe have a hot meal. We can take a tour of that place later.”

“Nonsense,” he chuckled. “You look beautiful.” Her long hair was a bit tousled and tangled, but as far as he was concerned that only made her all the more attractive. As for the dirty and stinky part, he was sure that he had a better claim to the title than she did, but there was no doubt that she was probably tired. He knew that he was, and after living so much of her adult life in cities, the outdoor life had to be even more wearing on her, no matter how eagerly she’d returned to it with him.

“Thank you,” she smiled at his compliment.

They finally found someone who could give them directions to the Land Office, which wasn’t on the main street at all, but tucked away on one of the narrow side streets. Only one person, a spry, elderly gentleman whose eyes sparkled whenever he looked at Elizabeth, manned the office. He introduced himself as Mr. Tanner. 

“Yes, of course we held your reservations, Mr. Smith,” he said as he sat down behind his desk after shaking hands with both of them. All of the furniture looked as if it had been bought second-hand from a movie lot, which made the computer on his desk stand out jarringly. “The busy season here hasn’t quite started yet, so it was no problem for us.” He tapped out something on the keyboard and then opened a drawer in the desk. “Do you think you can find your bungalow yourselves?” he asked as he fished around for something in the drawer.

“Probably not,” Ron shook his head. “We needed some help just to find this office. We’ve never been here before.”

“Oh. Well, that’s easily taken care of,” Mr. Tanner smiled, mostly at Elizabeth, who smiled back. “I’ll send for a guide. You don’t mind waiting for a few minutes?”

“We don’t mind waiting,” Ron replied. In fact, he was glad of the opportunity to shed his heavy pack and just sit for a while. He was still very fit, but he wasn’t quite as young as he used to be.

“How long do you plan on staying with us?” Mr. Tanner asked politely. He tapped out something more on his keyboard.

“I really don’t know,” Ron said with a shake of his head. He looked over at Elizabeth, who was sitting close alongside him. “This is something like a honeymoon for us.”

“Really?” the old man looked up from his computer screen. “I suppose that congratulations are in order, Mr. And Mrs. Smith.” He smiled warmly…at Elizabeth.

“Oh, we’re not married,” Elizabeth corrected him. “At least, not yet.” She looked at Ron and smiled. “But we are together.” She reached out to clasp his hand in hers.

“Ah.” Mr. Tanner seemed to take the news in stride. He’d probably seen a lot of unusual arrangements over the years. “Well, no matter. There is a lot to see and do here. We don’t have any printed brochures, you understand, but guides can always be provided to give information and directions.”

“There was an interesting-looking building that we passed on the way here,” Ron said. “It had a big sign on it: Slave Market. Would it be possible for us to get a closer look at it?”

“Why, yes, of course,” Mr. Tanner nodded. “It’s closed from midnight until six A.M., but any time it’s open you’re free to go on in and look around. Somebody there will be happy to help if you have any questions.”

At that point a young woman entered the office after a perfunctory knock at the door. Ron stood as she came in, out of habit. Elizabeth remained seated, but turned in her chair to look.

“Hi,” the woman said. “You called for a guide?” She had an athletic build but stood barely a few inches over five feet tall. Her light brown hair was cut in a short bob that seemed to suit her, as did the khaki shirt and shorts and desert boots she wore. “I’m Philippa. Philippa Trent.” She held out her hand to Ron, who shook it once. She smiled and nodded towards Elizabeth at the same time.

“Philippa, could you please show these good people the way to their bungalow?” Mr. Tanner asked. “It’s Number Three, Beechwood.”

“Of course,” the young woman nodded without looking at him. Instead, she was looking up at Ron, a wide grin slowly spreading across her face.

“You’re him, aren’t you?” she asked. “Ron Smith?”

“Yes, I am,” Ron admitted. 

“I’ve heard a lot about you,” she said. “Welcome to Gordburg.”

“Uh…thanks.” Ron looked at Elizabeth. She just smiled back, her head tilted to the left, and said nothing. He wondered just what Philippa might have heard about his career with the Organization. It was something he’d never brought up with Elizabeth, and she had never asked. That was probably going to change.

“I guess you’re both anxious to settle in,” Philippa went on. “If you’ll just follow me, I’ll take you to your accommodations.”

The main drag of Gordburg ran roughly east-west. Ron and Elizabeth had entered at the western end of the street. As Philippa led the way, Ron noticed that they were approaching the eastern end of the street, or, more exactly, the eastern end of the wide, sandy track. Up ahead he could see where the sand ended and a two-lane asphalt road began. To the right of the blacktop he saw a large four-story building that appeared to be a hotel, and, just beyond it, what looked like a nightclub. There didn’t seem to be any traffic on the road, though. 

Philippa turned sharply left before they reached the paved part of the road, up a side street of packed dirt. The street led to a seemingly haphazard maze of small houses sitting under the shade of many tall, old trees. Ron recognized them as poplars. You spend enough time in the outdoors and you learn what all the plants, large and small, are, and which ones you should leave alone.

“Here we are,” Philippa announced as they approached one of the small houses. “Number Three, Beechwood.” The front door did indeed have a metal ‘3’ mounted on it, but Ron hadn’t seen any street signs. Maybe ‘Beechwood’ referred to the cluster of buildings and not to a street, but there wasn’t a beech tree to be seen. He shrugged. The odds were that nobody who came here would care. He didn’t really care that much himself. He stepped past Philippa and used the key card Mr. Tanner had given to him. The door opened easily. He and Elizabeth entered Number Three and immediately dumped their backpacks in the small foyer. 

“Let me show you the place,” Philippa offered. “It’s small, but very comfortable.”

“Well, it certainly looks small from here,” Ron commented. From where he stood in the flagstone foyer, he could see a small kitchen to his right, a somewhat larger carpeted living room to his left, and a short hallway in front of him, just past the kitchen. There was a doorway at the far end of the hall. The door was open, and beyond it he could see what had to be a rear window.

“I think it’s cozy,” Elizabeth said as she gave him a playful jab in the ribs with her elbow. Philippa didn’t see it. “Are our bags here?”

“Well, they should be,” Philippa replied. “They usually put them in the bedroom. It’s back here.” She started down the short hallway, Elizabeth following closely. Ron stayed behind to have a look at the kitchen. It had an electric range that seemed to be in working order, a microwave oven, a coffee maker and a four-slice toaster lined up on the lone counter. He opened the refrigerator. It was running, and cold, but empty, as was its small freezer compartment. He’d have to ask about where to get groceries here. Maybe that ‘General Store’ they’d passed on the way here carried some. He was an indifferent cook himself, and for the very first time he wondered what kind of a cook Elizabeth was. There was a small round table in the corner, and two chairs, and that seemed to be the limit of the furniture here. The living room had a couch, an armchair, a coffee table, a couple of lamps on some small, square tables, and a miniscule fireplace. There was no sign of a television.

He heard a squeal of delight from Elizabeth and went in the back to see what had caused it. She and Philippa were in the bathroom, which was larger than he would have expected for this place. Philippa was smiling, but Elizabeth looked ecstatic. The tub was huge, big enough to fit both him and Elizabeth in it at the same time quite comfortably. Elizabeth greeted him with a hug before he could finish looking around, but it seemed as if she approved of the accommodations, and that was good enough for him.

“I’ll leave you two to get settled in,” Philippa said. “If you need anything, just call. There’s a phone in the living room.” Before Ron could ask her who he should call and what the number was, Elizabeth threw her arms around his neck and kissed him enthusiastically. He never actually saw Philippa take her leave.

“I love it!” Elizabeth said breathlessly after a long, long kiss. “I love it, I love it, I love it! And all our bags are here too! Let me show you the bedroom!” She dragged him along by his arm. He went willingly.

The bedroom took up the whole back of the bungalow. There was a big four-poster bed, some chests of drawers, a vanity table, and some comfortable-looking chairs. 

“How do you like the bed?” she murmured into his ear. “Doesn’t it give you some ideas?” She giggled as he grabbed her roughly and kissed her hard. He didn’t need to tell her what he was thinking. She kissed him back enthusiastically and for a moment they just stood there.

“Wow,” she breathed as he broke the kiss. There were spots of color in her cheeks. “I like how your mind works, Mr. Smith, but I really think we should get these stinky clothes off and get in that big, decadent tub. We can wash each other.” She yawned. “And maybe take a little nap. Now that we’re finally here I suddenly feel kind of tired.”

“So do I, as a matter of fact,” he said. “And I’d kind of like to try out that bed before we start playing games in it.”

“Mmm…but tell, me, Mister Smith,” she began. “You said that your organization didn’t encourage talk, yet that perky little guide seemed to have heard all about you. How is that?”

“I have no idea,” he replied honestly. “I’ve heard about this place from time to time, but I’ve never been here and I certainly never met her. Anyway, no matter what an official policy is, people will try to get around it.”

“Uh-huh,” she said with a teasing grin. “Now you have me thinking that you’re a little bit famous.” She pulled her t-shirt off over her head. “We can talk in the tub. I want to soak in some nice hot, soapy water until my fingertips get all wrinkly, and then soak in it for a little while longer.” She sat down on the floor to pull her boots and socks off, then stood up slowly. “I’d like it if you joined me,” she purred. She began pulling her sports bra off, very slowly. His eyes went to her breasts as soon as they popped free. They were full, and round, and mouth-watering, taut, silky globes tipped with brown nipples. He kept looking at them even after she’d tossed the sports bra aside. He could almost feel his fingers twitching. She knew that he liked seeing her standing there in nothing but her jeans.

“Will you join me?” she asked teasingly.

“Get the bath started,” he managed to say. “I’ll be with you in a minute.”

She sashayed into the bathroom, walking in a way that exaggerated the sway of her hips. A moment later, he heard the water running. 

She certainly knew how to start his engine, but he wanted to have a better look at this place so that he knew where everything was. The bedroom took up the whole rear of the house, which made it a damned big bedroom. The furniture was all clustered in one half of the space, so he went to see why that was. He soon saw that the other half of the room was apparently set aside for fun and games. There were eyebolts set in the ceiling and the walls, and the carpeting here seemed to have an extra bit of padding under it. There were two doors on the interior wall, probably closets. He opened one and found that it was narrow but deep, with hooks and rods for hanging things. He opened the other door, and at first thought that he’d found a walk-in closet until he noticed that there wasn’t any place to hang anything, unless you counted the eyebolts set in the ceiling and walls. The floor wasn’t carpeted, but there was a thin black rubber mat on the floor. Okay, it might serve as a closet, but it was clearly set up for more fun and games. This was an interestingly constructed vacation bungalow.

“Ron?” Elizabeth called out. “Come on in.”

He shut the door, noticing that it could be locked from the outside, and headed for the bathroom, shedding his clothes as he went. Elizabeth was waiting for him, reclining in the big tub, the water already up to her gorgeous breasts. “This thing fills up fast,” she said with a smile. 

“Well, let’s make it a little fuller,” Ron smiled. He stepped into the tub carefully. Half of it was below floor level, which struck him as unusual. He stretched out alongside his female, taking her in his arms. After so many days in the wilderness, the warm water felt especially good. He heard Elizabeth sigh contentedly as she snuggled up next to him.

“This is an interesting place,” she said. “Didn't you ever hear anything about it?”

“Only that it was here,” he answered. “And that it was a pretty big place, pretty much an indoor-outdoor BDSM playground.”

“I’d like to explore it,” she murmured. “But later. I’m starting to feel sleepy. How about you?”

At first he was going to tell her that there was no way he could feel sleepy with her lying naked in his arms, but he saw the fatigue in her face and realized that he was just as worn and tired as she was.

“That sounds like a good idea,” he said. They would be here for a while. It would be better if they went exploring once they were fully rested. He took the soap off of the dish and sniffed it. It didn’t seem to have much of a scent at all. “Let’s get cleaned up,” he said.

The soap lathered up nicely. He lovingly washed his female clean, and she did the same for him. It was very sensuous, even if he wasn’t thinking of it as foreplay. Still, he loved to run his hands all over Elizabeth’s slick, wet skin, reminding himself yet again how she felt under his hands. She in turn liked to touch and caress every bit of his body. It took them a long time, certainly longer than was absolutely necessary, to get clean. They rinsed off, dried off while the water was gurgling out of the tub, and made their way back to the big four-poster bed. Since they had been together, they’d both taken to sleeping in the nude. The bed was every bit as comfortable as it looked. He lay on his back, with Elizabeth cuddling close on her side, facing him. There was a skylight over the bed, but it was made with frosted glass so that light could come in, but no one could see through it. It was something he entirely approved of. He turned his head to look at his female, and saw that she was already asleep.


Chapter 2

“Ron. Ron.”

Someone was nudging him, gently and repeatedly. Ron swam slowly up out of a sound sleep and yawned, aware at first only that he was lying in bed with Elizabeth pressed against him. He opened his eyes, and the first thing he saw was her face, with those lovely dark eyes and her quizzical little smile. He kissed her before he noticed that it was a lot dimmer in the bedroom now than it had been when they’d both laid down for a short nap.

“I think we were both a bit more tired than we’d thought,” Elizabeth said.

“I think you’re right,” he agreed, and yawned again. “What time is it, anyway?”

“I don’t know,” she replied with a tiny shake of her had. “There’s no clock in here. All I’m sure of is that it’s close to sunset. She smiled sleepily and slid one long, smooth leg over his as she bent her head for another kiss. Her long, dark hair tumbled down so that their faces were in a sweet-scented chamber of loose curls. When she drew back, she smiled again and brushed her hair back with her hand.

“Are you hungry?” Ron asked. Her smile widened.

“I’m ravenous!” she replied. “If you didn’t wake up soon I was thinking of devouring you.”

He chuckled and sat up, looking around for his pack before he remembered that it was still back in the foyer along with Elizabeth’s.

“I’d say it’s a bit late to go shopping for something to cook for dinner,” he said. “But I remember seeing what looked like a restaurant earlier. Let’s get dressed and see what it’s like.”

“How should I dress?” Elizabeth asked.

“Well, what did you pack? Did you bring some dresses along?”

“Yes, I did,” she answered. “Quite a few, in fact. Are we going some place fancy?”

“I really don’t know,” Ron shrugged. “I’ve never been here, remember, so I don’t know what things are like. I’m guessing something like upscale casual Friday night should do. But you just go ahead and pick something that you like.”

“I think I can find something,” she said as she slid off of the bed. She padded over to where the luggage they had sent on ahead of them was stacked neatly against the wall. Hers was a much larger pile than his, and her suitcases were not as old and battered. Well, she had more money than he did, and could afford to buy the best. But it looked as if his closet and drawer space was going to be minimal once they’d unpacked everything. He watched as his female began opening bags and moving them around, marveling yet again at the ripe abundance of her body. If she looked like this at forty, what must she have been like at twenty-five? The more he thought about it, though, the more he suspected that the younger Elizabeth would not have been as alluring as his Elizabeth was. Some women aged. Some matured like a fine wine, only getting better with time, and she certainly fell into that category. He felt a familiar stirring, followed by an urge to go over there, grab her, and carry her back to the bed. Then his stomach growled, loudly enough for her to hear it.

“I’ll be ready quickly,” she said. “I think I’m as hungry as you are.” She straightened up and turned to face him, holding a dress up in front of her. It was a warm yellow color that suited her, but there didn’t seem to be much of it. The fabric looked to be silky and thin, with spaghetti straps to hold it up and a skirt that ended somewhere around mid-thigh. “Will this be all right?” she asked. He hadn’t seen her in that particular dress before. Truth be told, he hadn’t seen her dressed at all for most of the time they’d been together. He was curious to see how well this little frock would cover her splendid body while putting it on display at the same time.

“That’ll be fine,” he grinned. “Go on, the bathroom is yours. Make yourself pretty. I’ll find something for me to wear.”

“Thank you.” Her voice dropped to that throaty purr that always affected him so strongly and her smile became sly and knowing, which also affected him. For a moment he was inclined to delay going to the restaurant again, and then his stomach growled once more. Elizabeth laughed as she gathered up a few more things from her baggage and then padded into the bathroom on bare feet. She didn’t close the door completely.

Ron had to sit down on the bed for a moment. He wanted her more than his stomach wanted food, but he would have to wait. She was like a powerful drug that he could not get enough of, and he hadn’t felt this way since he was a teenager. He hoped that he would never get over this feeling, but there was still that nagging worry deep in the back of his mind that he might. How many women had he hunted, captured, broken and trained since he started working for the Organization? He’d stopped counting years and years ago. He could only remember a few of the faces, a few of the bodies, and hardly any of the names, except for a select few. Only a very few of those stood out in his memory. The one who did the most vividly was the slender little blonde he’d called Elf-Girl, and that wasn’t just because she was one of his last subjects before Elizabeth. Elf-Girl had really made them work to catch her, and for all the fight she put up once he and his team had run her down and caught her, once she’d been broken down she was the sweetest little submissive any man could wish for. She’d been something, and someone, very special to him, and it had been surprisingly painful to cut her loose when the time was up. After that, the women who came along after her seemed somehow predictable and colorless. He’d just about decided to retire from the business of hunting and training women when the Organization, in a last, desperate move, had snatched him up out of the country, plopped him down in an unfamiliar city, and pointed him at Elizabeth. In her own way, his female had been just as difficult to run down as Elf-Girl had been, but once he’d caught her she hardly put up any resistance at all. She had come with him willingly to the Office, and once there had submitted readily to all the things he did to her or made her do. It had confused the hell out of him at first, given how very hard she’d made it to be taken in the first place. It had never occurred to him, until she told him, that he had won far more than her body in his determined stalking of her.

His stomach growled again, more loudly. He got up and started looking through his own luggage for something to wear. He didn’t know how many restaurants there might be here in Gordburg, or if they had dress codes, so he settled on dark slacks, a plain white shirt and a dark sports jacket. He had packed them carefully days ago, and they weren’t too wrinkled. He shook each garment out anyway and dressed quickly. Now that he was planning on dinner in the immediate future instead of hot, sweaty sex, he was starting to feel very hungry.

“I’m ready.” Elizabeth came out of the bathroom. She’d brushed her hair until it shone. The sheer material of the dress clung to her breasts and hips in a way that made him jealous. The flaring skirt left her legs bare to mid-thigh. The thin spaghetti straps holding it up practically invited him to break them with a couple of hard yanks. She twirled in place for him on her sandal-style heels, and the skirt flared out, exposing a bit more of her thighs for a moment. He could tell that she wasn’t wearing a bra. She didn’t always need to. He wondered what sort of panties she might be wearing under that dress. He would find out later. He was sure of that.

“Do I look all right?” she asked.

“Oh, yes, indeed you do,” he answered. “And you already knew that, so don’t be coy.”

“Yes, Master,” she dimpled. “I suppose you must punish me for that later?” He could tell from the impish tone in her voice that she was teasing him.

“We’ll see,” he replied, trying to sound ominous, but failing. 

“I was wondering, though,” she said. “What should I call you here? Master? Ron?”

“We can settle that later,” he answered. “Right now, I’m hungry.” He offered her his arm, and she took it. “Shall we go?” he asked.

She kept her arm linked with his as they walked through the cluster of bungalows, most of them dark, under the tall trees to Gordburg’s main street. The few streetlights were on, though it wasn’t dark enough to really need them yet. Across the street and up a little ways they could see the hotel. It looked big enough to have its own restaurant, and judging from the number of people coming from it and going to it, it probably did. Even if it didn’t, there would be someone there who could tell him where they could go for a meal. Beyond the hotel was the nightclub. That probably had some sort of restaurant in it as well.

“Ron?” Elizabeth said as he paused to consider where to try first. She was still holding his arm, and he could feel the soft, warm weight of her breast pressing against his arm. It was a good feeling.

“This way,” he said. “We’ll try the hotel first.”

The hotel had a restaurant occupying most of the rear of the building, with a well-appointed bar up in front right next to the check-in desk. The headwaiter told them that there would be a short wait for a table for two, and suggested that they wait in the bar. It sounded like a good idea.

Heads, mostly male, turned as they entered the bar, and once again Ron was sure of the reason. It wasn’t crowded, but every man there looked up and around when Elizabeth entered, as if she had broadcast some sort of subliminal signal. There were some women in the bar, and they couldn’t help looking either. One of them jabbed her male companion painfully in the ribs when it looked as if he was going to start drooling. Ron steered Elizabeth to the bar and held a stool for her.

