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Chapter One

The Naked Trap

Archie Picket shifted his feet, finding no comfort in the thick pile carpet. It was late, and he was tired. Twenty-four hours without sleep was not his first choice, certainly not in the middle of an operation. Alertness was called for, not exhaustion. Unfortunately, they were too close to the end for a nap, regardless of how the comfortable hotel bed called to him.

Instead, he stood at the window of room 246 in the Ottoman Hotel in Palm Beach, staring down at a maroon, Olympic style one-piece bathing suit with a buxom blonde girl in it. She’d been doing steady laps in the hotel pool for nearly half an hour. As he watched, she finished a final lap by the arched steps in the shallow end and climbed, with no visible sign of exertion, up into the warm Florida night air.

God, what a body.

Picket was grateful for the distraction. 

The cell phone vibrated in his pocket. He took it out and thumbed the screen to life. A one word text message. “Now.” About time, too. He turned his back on the swimmer and left the hotel room, pushing the borrowed service cart out into the hall. The elevator was three rooms down. He pressed the up button, and heard the doors close and then the soft whine as the box rose to the second floor. When the door slid aside, the girl from the pool looked at him briefly. She had a hotel robe over her bathing suit and expensive sandals on bare, well-tended feet. And he’d been right. She was a beauty.

“Good morning,” he said.

She shifted to the side, nodding to him with a faint smile turning up the corners of a beautiful mouth. “Bon jour,” she replied in nearly perfect French, with all of fashionable Paris entwined like wisteria in those two words. Archie heard something else in the inflection, as well. The girl’s French was good, educated, but there was some Eastern Europe in there, too.

Archie was surprised. He had pegged her as an over-the-hill cheerleader, as American as a Missouri corn field. You just don’t get eyes like that in Eastern Europe. Standing just behind and to one side allowed for a leisurely, but unobtrusive inspection.

About thirty, he decided. Intelligence in the pretty blue eyes, pale buttery blonde hair, and a heavy dusting of cinnamon freckles over all the skin he could see. Five seven, and a little on the hefty side, although she wore it well. She was wide in the hips and heavy in the breast, with a steeply indented waist that exaggerated her curves even further. Hundred and forty pounds give or take. Size ten. Maybe a twelve to fit the impressive shelf of breasts. He noticed her earrings, tiny gold handcuffs. An interesting choice, that. A statement? It was hard to tell.

There was something distinctly North American about a body like that, and about what Europeans generally referred to as those perfect fucking American teeth. The accent was out of place as well, although it sounded natural enough. That puzzled him. He wondered about it in the few seconds they were together. Maybe she was an American raised in Europe. Archie wasn’t personally concerned with the girl, but anomalies of any sort drew his interest.

Language was a knack. Earlier in his career Archie spent a lot of time in Europe, and had an ear for the dialects, especially eastern European ones. He spoke six fluently and six more sufficiently to get by. He identified the oh-so-faint guttural undertone as Croatian, possibly from the Zagreb region. It was a matter of no import, of course, but interesting. That said, he would bet money he was right.

The minor puzzle went unresolved. The elevator stopped and the girl got out ahead of him, turning left. Archie pushed his cart out into the hall and turned right, moving down to room 346. He tapped lightly with a knuckle, holding his face in line with the peephole.

Myoko Jones snatched the door open from inside as if she’d been waiting for him. Which she had. She was a remarkably pretty girl, naked save for white knee socks and a pair of heavy, silver plated butterfly clamps swinging from her nipples. She flung herself into his arms.

“Christ, I thought you’d never get here.”

“Let’s do this inside,” Archie said.

“I don’t want to.” She clutched him with desperate strength. “I don’t want to be anywhere around that bastard ever again.” She was trembling visibly almost vibrating.

“It’s nearly over,” he said. “Come on, get inside. The neighbors will talk. I’m here now. Everything’s cool.”

“My hero,” she said, and took a deep breath, gathering herself.

She led the way back into the room. Archie, in his stolen hotel uniform, pushed the maintenance cart in after her and closed the door behind them. He set all three privacy locks Then  he turned. Myoko peeked around the corner at the bed like a kid spying on her parents, proffering what in Archie’s mind was the most beautiful backside in the world. He looked over the top of her head. Beyond, Aaron Farnsworth stirred sluggishly on the hotel bed. She recoiled, looked at Archie with wide eyes.

“You’d better hurry.”

The tone confirmed how rattled she was. That from the newly baptized tennis pro who’d gotten to round sixteen at Rolánd Garros in her first year, and been chosen as most promising new player at Wimbledon a few short weeks later. Who faced thousands of fans, millions of television viewers, and some of the best players in the world. Did it without flinching. But something about Farnsworth had gotten to her down in the guts where she couldn’t control herself. She was deeply afraid.

Archie took a loaded syringe out of his pocket, uncapped it and eased the plunger in enough to bring a single diamond glitter of fluid to the tip, verifying there was no air in the barrel. Then injected the whole thing into one of Farnsworth’s fat buttocks. He stepped back and looked at his watch.

“That’ll do it,” he said. “He’ll be out for a couple of hours. Now, how about you? Are you okay?”

“Do I look okay?”

“You look like the entreé at a pedophile lunch meeting,” he said.

She smiled at that, finally. Christ, she was beautiful: blended Caucasian and Japanese features, braids, long bangs, knee socks, slender, with a hairless crotch. She was nineteen years old, but had passed as fourteen. Five three, hundred and five pounds, inscrutable eyes easily mistaken for innocent. Predator heaven, with fangs.

“Let’s get this over with,” she said. “I need a long, hot shower and some serious cuddling away from him.”

Him being the aforementioned Aaron Farnsworth, Harvard grad, pride of Palm Beach society and one of the best jewel thieves in the business. Unfortunately, he had other bad habits as well; sadism, a taste for very young girls, and a budding career in serial murder among them. Unfortunate for him, of course, as he was about to draw a full ration of paybacks; naked on the bed, he didn’t look like much. Semi-conscious. Eyes unfocused. Not quite alert enough to do more than wonder what the hell had happened.

“Did he hurt you?” Archie asked.

“Took longer than I thought, that’s all,” she said. “He was very attentive.”

“So I see. Your butt is all pink and shiny.”

“What can I say? He’s a spanker.”

“Hard or soft?”

“Nothing like as hard as you, boss.”

“And who would know better?”

She gave him a little of the old arch smile and said, “Who, indeed?”

Archie was more relieved by that smile than he cared to admit. Myoko was visibly pulling herself together. She had volunteered for the job, risky as it was, and he had allowed it based on the fact that their mission leader would put Archie close enough to take care of... well, whatever. And for a moment there, he’d been afraid her youth and inexperience would cause her to fold up on him at the last minute.

Worse, she was naked, and it was hard enough to keep his hands off her, even at the best of times. He kissed the top of her head, stroking her bare back. Myoko made a little ‘fuck me’ sound in the back of her throat, and reached to encircle his neck with her arms. She hopped up and wrapped her legs around his hips. Archie got his hands under her butt, lifted, probing into the middle of her, and she stuck her tongue in his mouth. When they came up for air, he put her down.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?” she asked with a sly look.

“I do,” he said, “but we can’t have you dripping DNA samples on the carpet while we’re here.”

“Oh, pooh,” she said.

Archie checked Farnsworth’s pulse. Slow and steady.

“Any other problems?”

Myoko shrugged, making her nipple clamps sway. “He came in my mouth. Had to brush my teeth after to keep from vomiting. Even gargled a whole one of those little courtesy bottles of mouthwash.”

“You kissed me after sucking that asshole?”

“Never sucked anybody’s asshole but yours,” she said and giggled suddenly. “Well, hardly anybody’s, anyway.”

Archie looked at his watch again. Pulled purple surgeon’s gloves out of his pocket and passed her a pair. From the housekeeping cart, he extracted white paper suits, baby blue paper booties, as well. She dressed, clamps swinging. Archie did the same, only no clamps.

“Don’t those things hurt your tits?”

“Bet your ass,” she said.

“And you’re still wearing them for what reason exactly?”

“Turns me on,” she said. “I’m keeping them to remember him by.”

“You are seriously demented.”

“One of my many charms.”

He shrugged. “Have it your way, then. Let’s get started.”

“Briefcase in the closet,” Myoko said, leading the way. “Keys in the front pocket of his pants right side.”

“How original.”

“Help me get this oaf onto the floor,” she said.

Together, they rolled Farnsworth to the edge of the mattress and pushed him off. He fell in an untidy heap. Myoko stepped over him to strip the bed. Archie went for the case and keys. All pre-planned and rehearsed, each had a sequence of jobs - intertwined,  interchangeable, but every step necessary. He put the case on the desk. Unlocked it. Whistled softly.

“Wanna see?”

“In a minute,” she said, doing hospital corners.

Diamonds glittered in a small leather wallet lined with black velvet. Archie spilled them out, sorted them quickly, counting. Call it half carat and up to, oh, four or so. Forty-two of them altogether. Hard to value without a loupe and good lighting, but they looked good there on the desk. Maybe a million dollar’s worth, maybe two or three, depending entirely on quality. He grunted with satisfaction, stowed the wallet in a pocket. Put the laptop on the flat surface.

“All yours,” he said. “I’ll finish that.”

Myoko moved to the desk and booted the computer up. Archie finished making the bed and heaved Farnsworth back onto it, got the vacuum from his cart and plugged it in, ready for use. He replaced the towels in the bathroom with fresh ones, cleaned the sink and tub and shower stall with a bleach based disinfectant, put new little soaps out, changed the shampoo and conditioner, and emptied trash cans. All the details that got you caught if you didn’t do them.

Myoko said, “Christ, there are thousands of photographs in here, hundreds of videos, contact lists, phone numbers, and bank accounts. All kinds of shit.”

“Kiddy porn?”

“Just like we figured,” she said, looking faintly ill.

Archie took a small case from his pants pocket and selected a hundred meg thumb drive. “Okay, burn a copy. We’ll work on the encryptions later. Leave the computer on, and get started with the fingerprints.”

“Are you sure we can’t kill this bastard?” she asked.

“The golden boy said not to,” he said. The golden boy was John Willis, architect and backer of the operation. Called Johnny Gold in some circles, thus, golden boy. Only he was no boy.

“I know, but...”

“Death is too good for young Aaron, here, my love. We want to give this evil shit bird lots of prison time to consider his misdeeds. Think of all the kind and thoughtful inmates in the penitentiary, ready and willing to assist him with the studied review of his sins. Lot of those guys have families. They sit in their cells and think about how they can’t take care of their own kids. How some neighbor is bopping their wives while they’re away.”

“Bopping?”

“Like bunnies,” he said, “bopping all the time. Makes guys in jail absolutely crazy, that stuff. You drop a convicted pedophile into that; he pays much more than just prison time. Violent felons will overcompensate on his ass repetitively. There are some serious altruistic mother fuckers up in the jailhouse. Trust me on that.”

“You think they’ll do him?”

“Wouldn’t be surprised. Besides, we’ll be waiting if they don’t,” Archie said. “The justice system is slow and painful, darlin’ girl. Whatever else happens, this guy’s life is over, plain and simple. Locked up will make hell look like a summer vacation. If he survives, which I doubt, then he gets what’s coming to him in spades. And if he ever gets out of prison, we’ll track him down and you can do your worst. I promise. Doesn’t matter if he’s a hundred. We’ll find him again and string him up by his dick.”

“Ooh, you’re turning me on.”

“You can wear those clamps to his funeral.”

“Stop it, Archie.”

“Or what?”

She grinned like a shark.

“Or I’ll cum again.”

“Again?”

She gave him a bland look. “You didn’t expect me to waste a good spanking, now, did you?”

He laughed softly. “Lordy, but I do love a kinky woman.

They worked as they talked. Archie ran the vacuum. Myoko took the forensics kit and retraced her steps in the room. Anything she might have touched, she cleaned. And when she was done with that, got out the transfers from the kit and put replacement prints into the blank places; desktop, toilet, door handles, faucets. Prints from the police files, little messages from eight girls, age's seven to eleven. All dead at Farnsworth’s hands. Ghost prints.

“That ought to give the crime scene investigators something to think about,” she said, finishing up.

“You ready to make the call?”

She got Farnsworth’s cell off the desk. Archie repacked their gear and stowed the soiled linen on his cart, along with Myoko’s cute, little girl clothes. They were very careful people, no trace evidence, no DNA and no fingerprints, not theirs, anyway. That was the M.O. While he worked, Myoko dialed 911.

“Hello, hello.” She made it a desperate whisper. “Help me, please. I’m locked in a hotel room. Some horrible man. A grown-up. He’s been... hurting me!” She twisted the nipple clamps to transfer pain into her voice. “What? What? My name is Sheila Jefferson. Oh, please. Help me.” She winked at Archie. “Please hurry!” she said, whimpering. “The Ottoman. Room 346. Aaron Farnsworth. He’s asleep right now. I got his phone and I’m hiding in the bathroom.” She made big eyes. “Oh, God, Mr. Policeman, he’s coming. He’s coming!” She snapped the phone closed on the last word, chopping it off mid-way.

“Mr. Policeman?” Archie said, checking Farnsworth’s pulse.

Myoko shrugged, wiping the phone down. “Pays to be polite.”

“Remind me never to piss you off.”

“As opposed to pissing me on?”

“Pissing you on?” He sighed. “What language is that?”

“You know what mean I.”

“Get in the cart.”

He steadied it while she climbed inside, pulling the sheets over herself. Archie vacuumed the last of the carpet, backing toward the door. He took one more careful look around. Farnsworth slept on, a dead girl staring balefully at him from the computer screen. Everything was as it should be.

Sheila Jefferson was the last known victim, buried two months earlier. That and the computer files ought to do the fat man nicely, thank you very much. Florida cops were fierce and unforgiving with child molesters. They’d know a set-up when they saw one, but they would get the message loud and clear. Myoko and Archie had done their job. The police would do theirs. All things being equal, the elusive serial killer would go down forever and ever, Amen.

Archie cracked the room door and looked around, making sure the hall was clear. He pushed his cart out and vacuumed the wheel marks just inside the door, then stowed the vac on his cart. Locked Farnsworth inside and left the Do Not Disturb sign where it was like anyone was going to pay any attention to that. Finished, he stripped the gloves and booties off tossed them in on top of Myoko.

“Here we go,” he said in a whisper, pushing with one hand and dialing his cell with the other. He punched for text and thumbed the second, prearranged one-word message.

“Clear.”

“These clamps are killing me,” Myoko said in a muffled voice.

“Shut up, I’m on the phone.”

“Fuck you, Picket,” Myoko whispered.

“In a minute,” he said, pushing the cart back toward the elevator.


Chapter Two

Bolt Hole

At seven in the morning, Sarah Bolt carried a tea tray out onto the penthouse patio, shoes making pistol shot sounds on the stone flagging. John Willis, on a chaise, looked up from his paper. And up. And up. Sarah was six feet tall without the French clogs on her long, elegant feet. The shoes added another fifteen centimeters to her already impressive height. Six inch heels didn’t seem to bother her at all. She walked in them like a queen.

Her robe was floor length, white and virtually transparent and, in any case, hung open down the front. Sarah was built like a teen-ager’s wet dream, stacked out of her mind, achingly beautiful. As lush and inviting as anyone could be. The words Bolt Hole were tattooed in black script across the high arch of her prominent, smooth shaven Venus mount. Her husband’s youthful proclamation that Sarah had worn with varying degrees of enthusiasm for her entire adult life. She was thirty-eight years old, a woman by any measure, and a marked woman at that. The hairless display showed a certain level of maturity, if occasionally wry, acceptance.

“You’re an angel,” Willis said.

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “Shall I pour?” Playing the servant game, her favorite.

“Fletcher and Amy still asleep?”

Fletcher was not only Sarah’s husband, he was her owner and master. Amy belonged to Willis, but without the matching wedding bands. The similarity of their relationships had developed separately, but were so parallel that in the spirit of hospitality, each man had offered his woman to the other for the week-end. More out of courtesy than avarice, each had accepted. The girls pretended they hadn’t been consulted beforehand.

“In the bathroom, sir. Have been for quite some time.”

She poured the tea. Gave him a glinted look.

“What are they doing?”

“My master is giving your slave her morning coffee, sir.”

“Through an enema bag?”

“I believe so, sir.”

“She’s going to love him for that.”

“Of course she is, sir.”

Willis laughed and went back to his paper, rereading the headline and the first few paragraphs of the lead story.

Suspected Pedophile Found Mutilated and Near Death

IP-Alleged serial rapist, pedophile and murderer, Aaron T. Farnsworth, age 36, was found unconscious in a luxury hotel room in Palm Beach early this morning. His testicles had been surgically removed.

Police acted on a phone tip given by a young woman identifying herself as Sheila Jefferson. It will be remembered that Farnsworth has been on the wanted list for three months, since the disappearance and subsequent discovery of a girl, also named Sheila Jefferson, who was kidnapped from a bus stop, tortured, raped, and strangled to death. The body was found a month later, and Farnsworth was listed as a person of interest in the case.

During the arrest, a computer was taken into evidence which, according to anonymous sources, held thousands of kiddy porn files, including photographs of murder victims and many others. Mr. Farnsworth was moved to the emergency room in a local hospital and is currently being held under heavy guard. Judge Diane Kesto is reported to consider Farnsworth a flight risk, and has remanded the accused to prison without bail when he is well enough to be moved.

Police are seeking information as to the whereabouts of the tipster calling herself 

Sheila Jefferson. This stunning coincidence has not been lost on either the officials or the press. The call was made on Farnsworth’s personal cell phone, from the hotel itself. This young woman has disappeared and it is feared that she may be yet another victim of foul play.

Willis folded the paper and dropped it onto the table beside him. He knew all about Farnsworth’s history and so did the police. The issue had never been about whether the bastard did what everyone thought he was doing it was about catching him legally, prosecuting him successfully. Or, in this case, catching him illegally, but making it a ripe plum for the police, so that the investigators and prosecutors could go to work on him.

The one word text from Archie Picket said that their part of the job was done, and they were safely away. After that, it was up to the cops. The message should have been the end of two months work and yet, the newspaper suggested otherwise.

Castration?

What the fuck?

Sarah, who had already read the article, stood patiently beside him, looking out over the ocean. It was a fine view, available only to the very rich of which Willis was. The penthouse belonged, in fact, to one of the family corporations and Willis had only been in it twice in his life, neither in recent memory. However, it’s convenience for the Farnsworth operation had been  convenient.

Ordinarily, Willis found the trappings of wealth cloying, even occasionally stifling. He was  a plain man with regular habits and little need for ego satisfaction. He preferred doing for himself, rather than having it done. Sarah Bolt knew that about him and dropped the servant routine as if reading his mind.

“Mission accomplished,” she said.

He grimaced. “Somebody else knows what we’ve been up to. How else could they go in behind the team with enough time to cut his nuts off?”

“Perhaps Myoko got carried away?”

“Nonsense,” he said with an audible snort. “Someone knew who, how, what, when, and where. That worries me. A lot.”

“We all meet in Key West this afternoon. Right? Perhaps things will be clearer after you’ve had a chance to...?”

“Castration only works with the sexual predators,” Willis said. “Farnsworth is different, not only a pedophile, but a control freak. Worse, this guy is a sadist. That isn’t a pathology. It’s a choice.”

“Who would know that better than us?” she asked sweetly.

“There’s a big difference between banging a girl around who likes to be banged around, and hurting girls for fun especially little girls. And balls or no balls, Farnsworth won’t change his ways. There is just no cure for his particular problem except to lock his ass away forever and a day. What I want to know is who the fuck thought it did?”

“I told you we should have killed him out of hand, darling,” Sarah said gently. “Now you just drink your tea and settle down. No master of mine is going to be all wired up over something he can’t do anything about.” She smiled. “Besides, you’ll figure it out. I know you will.”

“I thought it was already figured out,” he said. He took the cup and saucer from her, tasting his tea, nodded in satisfaction and looked at her again. “Okay. I give up. We’ll wait. Now, how about some breakfast?”

“We’ve got fruit, bacon, eggs, and oatmeal. Whatever you like.”

“I’ll cook. You get yourself a cuppa and relax.”

Sarah smiled. “I’m supposed to be serving you, Johnny.”

“And if that means sitting bare-assed on the counter with your arms handcuffed behind your back while I make an omelet?”

“Ooh,” she said. “I’ll get the cuffs.”

He got bacon started in an iron skillet, what his grandmother had always called a black widow. Sarah came back with a pair of leather wrapped handcuffs with her name engraved around the lock. Willis handcuffed her wrists together behind her and lifted her onto the counter. He made it look easy, even though she was no lightweight.

He turned the bacon and cut fruit into a bowl: sliced banana  mango chunks, cantaloupe wedges, a dollop of cottage cheese, and blueberries scattered on top. Sarah seemed surprised when he forked fruit into her mouth. And pleased.

“You aren’t what I expected,” she said after awhile.

“Because I fuck the help?”

“No, because the rumor mill at work marked you as an unpredictable, self-centered rich kid without a thought in his head beyond the moment, and your own personal needs.” She smiled. “It’s all true, of course, only in a better way than I thought.”

“Mm Hm,” he said.

Once, Willis might have ignored that. But he had come to value Sarah’s opinions. Six months earlier, while Johnny lay in a private clinic in California recuperating from a bullet wound to the thigh, Sarah had been a secretary and part-time bartender with a bad marriage and an unhappy outlook. Since then, she had divorced her second husband, remarried the first, Willis’s best friend, Fletcher Bolt, and worked her way up to assistant manager at a small airport near Lake Okeechobee in central Florida. An airport Willis owned, one of four in Florida alone. Soon, she’d be a general manager, if she wanted.

A person like that would be smart, but also possess native intelligence at the gut level. Good instincts, good decision making skills under pressure, but more importantly, she had the knack. In Willis’s view, engendering loyalty was more valuable than book smarts, every time. The good news was that Sarah had both in spades. Willis was already contemplating her future promotions, perhaps to the high level management team that ran all his transportation companies. He liked the idea that a woman in chains, whether physically or psychically, could still be the boss, and a damned good one at that.

“Is it a problem?” he asked. “Doing this, I mean. Playing? Sleeping together?”

“Well, I’ve always been told not to shit where I eat,” she said, chewing.

“Present circumstances to the contrary, one would suppose.”

“One would,” she said, “besides, Fletcher made me do it.”

“Sure he did,” Willis replied dryly, and then gave her a sharp look. “Let me clarify, Sarah. Does this messing around with the boss thing distract from your ability to do your job? Is it the wrong thing for us to do?”

“I don’t think it is,” she said, matching his serious tone. “I’ve thought about it, of course, but if we keep things separated, I should be alright at work. I don’t know that for certain, but I’m pretty confident that I can still throw the bullshit flag on your desk if I need to as long as you don’t bend me over that same desk in front of my staff, that is.”

“That’s what I thought,” he said.

He ate some fruit and put the bacon onto a paper towel to drain. The toast popped, he cracked eggs into the bacon grease and got one plate from the cupboard. He set the two pieces of toast on it, Arranged bacon across it and, when they were ready, slid the sunny side eggs off a spatula onto the top of each.

“My favorite breakfast,” he said with satisfaction.

“Arteries notwithstanding?”

Willis turned the burner off on the stove and set the plate beside Sarah’s bare hip. He took a knife and fork from a drawer and cut one piece of toast into two triangles then cut a smaller bite and mopped up yoke. He held it aloft and Sarah opened her mouth.

“Yum,” she said, chewing.

“Fuck a bunch of arteries,” he said.

When they were done, he held a glass of orange juice to her mouth. She drank thirstily. Willis dabbed her lips with a paper napkin and kissed her again. Put the dishes in the sink and ran hot water. Washed, rinsed then stood them in the drainer.

“I love a man who cleans up after himself,” she said. “Thank you.”

“You’re making me horny with all that please and thank you stuff.”

“Got something in mind?”

“Wham, bam, thank you ma’am,” he said.

“Yum,” she said again.

He kissed her a second time, deeply, then set her on her feet. Turned her around and bent her forward. Her breasts swayed ponderously, hanging into the partially opened silverware drawer. Sarah shifted her feet apart as he pressed his hips forward into the grooved socket of her buttocks, sliding his erect cock downward. She didn’t say a word. He wet his fingertips to stroke the silky slickness, drawing fluids immediately. He wasn’t surprised as submission agreed with Sarah like no one he had ever met.

