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Dear Reader:

Shakir Rashaan introduced readers to his brand of erotica with his Chronicles of the Nubian Underworld series. Now he has launched an exciting series with Dominic Law, known as the “Kink Detective.”

Mystery meets kinky in this case where Law utilizes his skills to search for a killer within Atlanta’s BDSM and Fetish community, one in which the author is a real-life practitioner. The detective, often recruited to help solve unusual sex crimes, teams up with Detective Nikia Santiago, his former partner from the city’s police department. Mix in Detective Natasha Reddick who’s now a member of his old precinct, and you have a trio that seeks criminals while finding it hard to resist temptation as they find themselves in a web of erotica. The lustful scenes along this trail of suspense reveal why Law is considered “Kink, P.I.”

Be sure to check out Shakir’s Chronicles of the Nubian Underworld series: The Awakening, Legacy and Tempest.

As always, thanks for supporting myself and the Strebor Books family. We strive to bring you the most cutting-edge, out-of-the-box material on the market. You can find me on Facebook @AuthorZane or you can email me at zane@eroticanoir.com.

Blessings,
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What moves men of genius, or rather what inspires their work, is not new ideas, but their obsession with the idea that what has already been said is still not enough

—Eugene Delacroix


For My Beloved:

For loving the extrovert…

For understanding the Pharaoh…

For comforting the teenager…

And for taming the Beast in the darkness and making him yours…

I love you more than life itself…
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When I first conceived the Kink, P.I. Series, it was actually a few years ago, and it went by a different name: the Deviant Intent Series. I wanted to try and figure out what else I could come up with to keep myself busy. After all, I still had a few months before I thought about writing another book in the Nubian Underworld series, and a lot of the fans (damn, it felt good to say that) kept emailing me, wanting to know about the mysterious police detective, who really didn’t have much more than a cameo appearance in the Nubian Underworld series. (Okay, that’s not entirely accurate, but it sounded good to say. LOL!)

I couldn’t help what happened with the way that this series started. I was chilling with my Beloved one night and in the midst of us falling asleep, Dom showed up out of the blue on me. The thing was, he wasn’t in his uniform, but looking like something out of a ghetto PI novel, edgier than Shaft, but not quite so rugged that I couldn’t do anything to reign him in.

We came to the conclusion that the ladies might enjoy seeing a male Dominant with an edge to him, completely different in style from Ramesses, just to test things out a bit. But, I couldn’t make him too rough around the edges since he is a businessman now, and you have to have some acumen about you. So, I rolled a lot of the P.I.’s that I’ve read about in the past, and tried to take pieces of them and create the Dom that you will be reading about. I also wanted his new girls, Niki and Natasha, to be vastly different from the girls that belong to Ramesses and Neferterri; if for anything else, I wanted a challenge in creating new submissive characters, based on others that I have either observed in the scene, or know personally.

I know you get sick of hearing that, but, it works, so you’ll get over it. LOL

As always, I couldn’t have done this book without my Beloved, who has now begun to understand the crazy process that has to be done to put a book together and doesn’t cause me too much madness over it now. [image: Images]

To my mother and sister, I have no words to describe the love and support that you showed when I first began this venture, and your acceptance of my lifestyle. Thank you for understanding, and for also keeping an open mind with the type of material that I have been creating and giving me honest critiques.

For those who are finding me for the first time through the Kink, P.I. Series, I’ve put an excerpt of my first book in the Nubian Underworld series, The Awakening, so you can get a taste of the type of heat that I bring. I promise, you won’t be disappointed!

I’m going to end this in the usual fashion because I still have my next in the series, Deception: The Kink, P.I. Series, burning up the pages and then some (that one is going to be crazy, I’m telling you), and I know I’m missing a whole gang of folks, so just do me a favor and insert your name in this next statement:

I’d like to thank ____________________ for the support and love. I hope to continue to put books out that you will want to tell your friends and family about.

Thank you for reading, and God Bless you.
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SPECIAL NOTE TO READERS

The grammatical errors that you might see within the dialog between the characters are not oversights. This is the type of speech and text that is used in some facets of the BDSM world. As one of my submissive friends put it, “The lowercase letters in a slave’s or submissive’s name are a demonstration of the hierarchical relationship. It is a reminder to the submissive that he or she is the bottom part of the hierarchy, meant to be led, and the Dominant’s name is always capitalized, as He or She is the Top part, meant to lead.” In keeping with the essence of the series and the essence of the BDSM community, preserving the speech was paramount. It is my hope that you, the reader, will understand and appreciate the symbolism.



ONE

Hate me or love me, I get results…

I’m damn good at what I do. Sure, I bent the rules a little bit, but what cop hadn’t? But I was never…I repeat, never…dirty. Ask any of my old partners and they’d tell you that for a fact.

I enjoyed the rigors of the job, the satisfaction of getting the bad guys off the streets, all of that. When I was promoted to detective, the only thing that changed was the clothes that I wore and the trademark fedora that the detectives wore to distinguish themselves from the beat patrol. I was on the fast track to doing some really big things, and I probably would have gotten them done, too.

The funniest thing about setting goals and planning out the future is the old cliché: “life is what happens to you while you’re busy making plans.”

Life was what happened to me when my childhood partner-in-crime came calling and said the words that would alter my future forever. “I got something for you, bruh. This is going to be a game-changer, I promise you.” I was skeptical at first, if I was honest with myself, so I told him I would think about it and get back to him.

He gave me twenty-four hours.

By the time he showed me the capital he had at his disposal to keep me happy and pull me away from APD, I jumped at his proposal with the speed of a Shinkansen bullet train. That’s what I did a year ago, and I haven’t looked back since.

He and I go way back. In fact, we were damn near partners on the force together, until he decided to start doing his photography thing and began to blow up. We went our separate ways after that. I never held a grudge against him about it, though. The way I saw it, things had a funny way of working themselves out, and he always said he would find a way to get me out of APD before he felt he had to bury me.

Oh, by the way, the name’s Law, Dominic Law, but my now business partner Ramesses liked to refer to me by my nickname, Dom. He called me that when we were in high school and the nickname kinda stuck. But now, instead of Detective Law of the Atlanta Police Department, you could call me by a different moniker: Private Investigator. I still answer to Detective Law, of course, but the APD part was no longer necessary.

Actually, it’s more than that: I ran the P.I. business, yes, but I was also the head of Ramesses’s security detail at NEBU and Neferterri’s security detail at her club, Liquid Paradise. All in all, they kept me quite busy with everything that went on.

But that’s not all. Thanks to Ramesses’s father’s connections all over the city, I picked up a lot of cases that the various P.D.s couldn’t always deem high priority, especially when sometimes the cases weren’t always “normal” by mainstream standards. After a while, I developed the reputation as the “Kink Detective,” which had its share of perks, at least from a financial perspective. When the occasion called for it, I could be brought in on a consult for the more unusual sex crimes that needed my “specific expertise.” A lot of the crimes were kink-related, coincidentally, and I found myself immersed deep inside the BDSM and Fetish community. It wasn’t like I wasn’t already into the shit to begin with; I could thank Ramesses and Amenhotep for that. I honestly didn’t think that I wanted to be that deep, but when you saw how women like Ramesses’s and Neferterri’s submissives and the slaves at NEBU treated a neophyte Dominant like me, it was very hard to resist learning how to get that same treatment.

Oh, and so we’re clear, my boy had damn near converted me. My only problem, as he saw it, was that I was the new “meat” on the scene. I was a heterosexual black man and my best friend—who was mentoring me, by the way—happened to be one of the power players in the Atlanta BDSM community, and damn near at the top of the food chain within the black BDSM community. The women on the scene drooled over me once they found out I was a cop at one point in time.

So, what was the problem, you were wondering?

Technically there was no problem, unless you included an ex-wife that happened to be into the same thing that I, when we were married, could really never be a part of, due to the nature of my occupation, as a problem. Even though law enforcement made strides in their understanding recently, fifteen years ago when I was coming out of the Academy, there was no way I could be able to be a cop in the Deep South and try to be discreet doing “kinky shit.”

In fact, it’s one of the “irreconcilable differences” she listed when she filed for divorce a few years ago. Now, not only was I a newbie in the community, but I had to occasionally run into her at munches or at NEBU when a larger community function was going on. Talk about awkward?

I’d dwell on this some more, but you probably couldn’t care less. If you’re like most Americans, you’re simply going to lump me into that collection of oddballs that you thought of as “the strange people.” Well, with the recent popularity of what Ramesses called “that godforsaken movie,” maybe there might not be such a rush to judgment anymore, but I’d been known to be wrong before.

I was one of the popular people at one of the local munches on the west side. Oh, yeah, that’s right, I’m assuming that you knew the “strange person” jargon, so let me get you caught up to speed a bit in case you didn’t. A munch was short for a “meet and lunch” and that was the proper, and original, term for a gathering of people in the bondage, dominance and sadomasochism lifestyle, better known by the umbrella term of BDSM. And while we’re at it, take a minute to add Leather to your mental label for me. Go ahead, I’ll wait. You would be wrong, though. Not everyone into BDSM, or the lifestyle as we called it, was a leather-clad “freak.” A lot of us were, including Ramesses and Amenhotep, I’ll grant you, but not all of us…at least, not me.

It’s not like that wouldn’t stop Ramesses, though. To let him tell it, we’d have a plethora of issues to deal with now that the movie had rekindled the fervor of all the wannabes that thought that the “talented” Mr. Grey was hanging out at any of the three other dungeons in addition to NEBU. Trust me, if that dude, or any resemblance or copycat of him, showed up at the security checkpoint, I’d probably have him turned around and revoke his membership based on the illegitimacy of his “dominance” alone.

Look at me, I’m sounding like Ramesses again. Damn it.

Well, he had me convinced, but I had no intentions of sounding like a damn tape recorder, either.

Anyway, munches varied in tone. It’s all to do with the people involved. The West Atlanta munch was mostly made up of the well-educated and well-employed, so the only difference between one of our gatherings and a meeting of your local Kiwanis Club was…well, damned if I knew.

The tone was set by the group leaders—and with this particular munch, it was Ramesses, Neferterri and Mistress Sinsual—and generally the folks who had been around the longest. People also dressed casually: blue jeans, dresses, skirts and blouses, clean sneakers, and even the occasional suit.

The reason I was explaining all of this to you in detail was so you could understand why I wasn’t surprised when peaches sat down across from me. Well, that’s not entirely accurate; I was surprised, but she didn’t need to know the reason why. Of course, peaches was not her real name. Let me rephrase that: peaches was her real name in the sense that it’s the only one she’d answer to because it’s the name her Master gave her.

Don’t worry about understanding everything; just keep up with me and Ramesses and let the otherness sort of wash over you like a golden shower.

Sorry, I couldn’t resist.

The real reason I was surprised to see peaches here, much less anywhere outside of Inner Sanctum, one of the other local dungeons I mentioned, especially without her “beloved Master.” The West Atlanta munch was a place for people to socialize among other libertines, and Lord Aris and his harem weren’t really capable of getting outside and into the community. He thought it was a waste of time, except to collect more girls for his personal enjoyment. Ramesses and his mentor, Amenhotep, never could stand the guy. Hell, come to think of it, I hadn’t run into anyone that really held any affinity for the man, except for the subs that were with him. But, in the interest of keeping harmony in the community, most people tolerated him, so long as he didn’t cause any permanent harm to those who kneeled to him.

It wasn’t exactly what I would have done if the man ain’t worth two dead flies, but I digress.

Upon examining the situation further, I couldn’t recall, in my limited experience, ever seeing one of Aris’s slaves at a gathering where he wasn’t, and that gave me pause. Lord Aris was a controlling asshole, but it seemed that the women who were turned on by him mistook his misogynistic, control-freak attitude and lack of social skills for a commanding air of dominance, and they flocked to him like moths to a flame. He had to beat them off with a stick, which he loved. Hell, what man wouldn’t?

However, it still didn’t explain how peaches came to be there, and why she was there without the one she kneeled to.

I took another sip of my tea and waited. peaches wanted to talk to me, but the protocol that she’s under prohibited her from speaking to a Dominant unless spoken to first. I should have respected that protocol as a courtesy to her Master, but I didn’t. In case you hadn’t been paying attention, I didn’t like Aris much, and he’d been clear and vocal about his disdain for me, if for nothing else, due to my association with Ramesses, nothing more.

So fuck him, and fuck her…I had no time to play bleeding heart games with people I really didn’t like all that much.

I let her sit there and make eye contact with the table while I waited for her to decide which was more important: Aris’s protocol or her obvious need to talk to me. It was torture for her. Call it a sadistic side of me, but I enjoyed watching her squirm.

“May i speak, Sir?” Her eyes slowly rose from her original focal point.

“Yes, you have permission to speak, slave,” I replied, following the proper etiquette that I was learning from Ramesses. I wanted to be a bit less etiquette, a bit more jackass, but I didn’t have much of a choice in the matter, especially with the other eyes watching the exchange with as much curiosity as I had when she sat down.

peaches regarded my body language, gauging how she wanted the conversation to proceed. Eventually, she shrugged in a silent gesture that she was now throwing caution to the wind. “i can’t find Master. i haven’t seen Him in over a week and He’s not returning my phone calls.”

My facial expression conveyed my indifference. I didn’t give a fuck, it’s not my problem.

Honestly, I had him pegged for some other, less altruistic reasoning, deducing that his past behavior might have had something to do with his disappearance. “Aris is not exactly known for letting His slaves down easily. Perhaps He’s simply gone incognito for a day or two?”

“No one has seen Him for a week, Sir,” she amplified, a slight bit irritated at my lack of concern. “He was supposed to have a session with my sister, slave maia, at His home on Thursday and He didn’t leave the key for her, Sir. i tried calling His work number and got the answering machine, and i’ve left several messages on His cell phone. i realize He’s not Your favorite person, and i understand if You do not want to, but can You find him for me, Sir? i know that You and Master Ramesses are close, and He is an honorable Dominant, so i know that You are of honor as well.”

Damn. She pulled the card of my mentor out on me, which made the prospect of saying no even harder. Truth be told, I was a softie when it came to women who were in earnest need of help. Some habits never died. After all, I was a cop before all of this, and the mantra of “to protect and serve” was ingrained in my psyche. But now, I was a businessman, and a businessman gets paid for services rendered.

“slave peaches, the fee is one hundred dollars per hour, two hour minimum per day, plus expenses, which will amount to at least another hundred dollars. I don’t promise any results.”

I almost put my prices up enough to put her off. The key word was “almost.”

“Lifestyle discount?” The tone in her voice was hesitant, probing to find out if she could push her luck. She immediately realized that she pushed too far, retreating back into herself, her meekness pushing to the surface.

I wondered what would happen if I toyed with the position I had her in. The need to humiliate her crept into my thoughts, teasing me to the point of nearly wanting to indulge in what was slowly becoming a hard-core kink. My logical mind won out, rationalizing that there was a time and place for everything, and this simply wasn’t the time or the place.

“Mind your place, slave.” My voice sounded rough in my rebuttal, trying to project the confidence in my response. Truth was, I really wasn’t sure if I was or not, but I didn’t care if I was being contracted; she was not about to set aside her protocol based on my decision to help.

“Please forgive me, Sir.” Her face colored a little, trying her best not to show her embarrassment. Once she was able to compose herself, she reached into her purse and pulled out some money. She counted out seven hundred dollars in neatly folded twenties and fifties and put them on the table. I counted them and put them away, placing my notebook and pen on the table in front of her.

“I’ll need your Master’s home address and a list of all the submissives He worked with, as well as submissives that are currently under His charge,” I instructed her. Normally, I’d have asked about enemies, but with Aris, we might have been talking all week. Besides, based on my independent intel, this was typical Aris. I’d probably find out that he’d gone to Vegas for a week or something like that, partying with the submissives he wanted to keep, while he waited for the submissives he’d chosen to get rid of to get the message.

“I’ll need your home info,” I told her. “I’ll send the contract to you there.”

“Could You go ahead and start looking today? Please, Sir?”

I considered making her beg. I’d enjoy that. She’d enjoy that. But this was a public munch; discretion was the term that applied and was enforced with the quickness. Ramesses and Mistress Sinsual got very unhappy with people who made the vanillas squirm, and it was not a pretty sight. The only nice thing about being “in the know” was that you weren’t actually an outcast. It’s hard to find the kind of women I liked in vanilla circles.

I texted Ramesses to keep from drawing too much attention to peaches. It was difficult enough as it was, considering that she wore a skirt short enough to cover her ass and a halter top and sandals. Not conservative, but she was a youngster and she knew she could show off her body and no one would complain…except those of the heterosexual female persuasion, of course.

He texted me about a minute later, telling me that I had the afternoon to handle business, but I needed to do a quick check at NEBU before the night was out. That gave me a few hours to do some preliminary work.

I put my smartphone back in its holster and turned my attention back to peaches. “Sure. I’m not doing anything this afternoon. I can at least get some quick follow-up done. If I figure out anything, I’ll let you know.”



TWO

I made my way up I-285 North, driving past the Glenwood Road exit. It was a light traffic day, despite the construction crews working on the roads, which narrowed the lanes down from five to three. I hated the fact that they always used the weekends to get the work in, like no one had things to do and places to go. Before long, I was able to make it to the US Hwy 78 exit, heading further east outside the city.

Aris lived in Stone Mountain, where most of the upwardly mobile black folks lived. It was a pretty large home, no doubt. I’d bet good money that I don’t have that Aris thought it made him look grand and important. If you asked me, I thought it looked like someone frankly overcompensated for something that he didn’t have in other areas. The mailbox out on the driveway was stuffed, which lent itself to my theory about him being out of town. I took a little look through it, noticing the usual assortment of junk mail, including the sort that only libertines received, and a bunch of bills. Nothing really jumped out at me, so I stuffed it back into the mailbox before I walked to the door and rang the doorbell a few times.

I was certain that the full mailbox I observed was a symptom of Aris simply being Aris, but in any missing person case, finding an overflowing mailbox was never a good sign. Neither was an unanswered doorbell. I did a walk around the house and kept my eyes open and my SIG-Sauers drawn. It was a quiet neighborhood, and there were a few of his neighbors outside, going about their day. It didn’t seem like anyone noticed me or, if they did, no one said anything to me or asked me what I was doing there. I chalked it up to the usual “none of my business” mentality that Kermit the Frog made famous.

I didn’t see any signs of forced entry or any convenient open windows or doors. I did notice what looked like an enormous doggie-door. It took me a minute to connect that with the doghouse and chain-linked kennel in the back yard and translate the idea into something that most in the BDSM community might understand, especially since Aris never owned any pets.

Quick BDSM 101 lesson: pet play was not an extreme kink, but it wasn’t something that a lot of people practiced, either. There were those people who used submissives in that manner, and there were submissives who loved being used in that manner.

It didn’t take a seasoned kinkster to figure this one out. He’d been treating submissives like pets, making them sleep in the kennel, crawl through the doggie-door, and stuff of that nature. Not my kink, but I wasn’t one to really judge like that.

I put a handkerchief over my hand and tried the lock. I wasn’t a police detective anymore, so, such precautions were necessary. It was locked, of course, but if I’d learned anything in my years on the force, it was that people who had fifty-dollar locks installed on their doors had ten-dollar locks installed on their doggie-doors, thinking that no one would have the guts to crawl through them. Picking that lock was pretty easy, and I crawled through and into the house.

I searched around the main floor of the house, trying to find anything that would give me any inkling that there wasn’t any foul play. Experience taught a lot, but it also made a person jaded in some instances. My senses told me that it was only a matter of time before I would find something that would not be pretty.

My instincts were right on the money; my nose led me toward the door to the lower level of the house.

As I approached the basement door, I had to take the handkerchief that I used on the door to cover my nose and mouth, as the unmistakable stench that I’d become all too familiar with as a homicide detective in my former life began to haunt my senses once again.
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Let me say this, in case there weren’t any misunderstandings.

Bodies stink. There’s no way to get around that. They stink to high heaven, and it was something that was hard to get out of the lungs once it has been introduced.

In my years on the force, I had seen bodies in all sorts of conditions and not one was pleasant to be around. Not one. A body that has had some time to decompose for a few days was perhaps my least favorite; the stench could be overpowering until some ventilation could be brought in.

There was definitely a dead body in the room I approached. From the minute I opened the door, there was no mistaking that certain things were going to have to happen.

Normally, people didn’t usually find themselves in this situation, but if they did, here’s what I would suggest they do:

First, go outside to throw up.

Second, call the police.

I didn’t do either of those.

I didn’t do the first due to my years of working through crime scenes, and I didn’t do the second because I was nosy as hell and I didn’t want the officers or the detectives involved yet.

Okay, so maybe I didn’t do the second because I could also close out the case if I positively identified Aris before I actually called the police to the scene, but nosy was still accurate. It wasn’t like I was contaminating the crime scene or anything like that. Besides, the detectives could figure out the whodunit part, that wasn’t what I was there for.

The smell came from downstairs in his private dungeon. Making my way down to the space, a flurry of thoughts flooded my mind, more so in an attempt to brace myself for whatever I would discover.

One thought that triggered my memory was there had been a lot of discussion about the merits of private dungeons versus public dungeons, during the munch discussions. Submissives tended to love the private dungeons, since for them, it made the fantasy real. That whole “red room of pain” imagery didn’t do much to stifle that affinity for private dungeons, either. Dominants, on the other hand, realized that while they were expensive to set up and took a lot of work to maintain, the benefits far outweighed the costs.

For someone that kept such a well-manicured home, he’d apparently been too cheap to spend money on things like a floor and some lights. Despite those oversights, Aris had the most realistic dungeon I’d ever seen. It was damp. It was dark. It was perversely perfect and I didn’t mind admitting that it was disquieting. It looked like the kind of place a serial killer tortured and dismembered victims. Thanks to the dead body that hung in front of me, it smelled like that, too. In my mind, it had to be Aris.

At least, I thought it had to be Aris. I couldn’t positively identify him. The sonofabitch habitually strutted around at shows and at Inner Sanctum half-naked, but any tattoos I might have used to identify him were hidden behind bloated black flesh or covered by the damage. There was enough genitalia left to identify the person as a male, but that was about it.

Someone had done a real nasty job on him.

He’d been, quite literally, crucified to his own St. Andrews Cross. His arms and shoulders were tied to a pipe and his body left to dangle against the elevated Cross. The rest of his body…I’d seen some hard playing at NEBU that had the potential to turn my stomach, and it looked like every single one of those techniques had been used on him.

There were electrical wires dangling from his anal cavity, for crying out loud!

It was bad, and the zippered patent leather hood on his head prevented me from making the identification I needed to make before I called DeKalb’s finest.

I texted Ramesses to alert him of the situation. This was not going to be good, and DeKalb County investigators were going to have a field day with this.

So, I called the police…from outside the house, of course, and I waited around until they showed up.

And I waited around to walk them through my actions…

And I waited around until a detective deigned to take my statement…

And I waited around while the detective blustered about arresting me for breaking and entering and tried to get me to confess to the killing or at least to ransacking the house…

That’s the way it went. The thing was, though, that the police in DeKalb were really pretty decent and I got along well with them. I wouldn’t claim that they liked me now, though, since they didn’t like PI’s, but I always played it straight with them, and some of them still remembered me from before I went into private practice. Ramesses expected the company and its employees to cooperate with the police, and I always did. If I held back on some information and someone else got hurt, well, I’d be morally complicit, wouldn’t I?

Yes, I would…and that’s not a good thing. Moral complicity eventually transitioned into legal complicity, and legal complicity transitioned into those infamous words, “You are under arrest. You have the right to remain silent.”

Besides, when I identified a couple of puzzling items for them during the walk-through, it scored me a consulting gig. Those didn’t always pay well, which made me more grateful that I had what I have at the company. But it’s all about building a network of connections.

But this connection was one I wasn’t sure I wanted.

Watching her as she exited her vehicle, I felt like I saw a ghost. I didn’t want to believe what I saw, but the sway in her hips when she walked and the way her heels clicked against the concrete driveway were as familiar as an old song on the radio that I hadn’t heard in years.

Detective Nikia Santiago…my old partner before I left the force for good.

I used to call her Niki. It was my nickname for her at the time.

She was attractive and all tightly coiffed business. I’m sure she, and most of the world, saw her appearance as being professional, but I could, and did, look at it as being disciplined. I was inclined to that. It was sexy as hell to me, but I kept it business while we were partners.

But I couldn’t help playing the game of what if while we were partners. Like, what if we weren’t partners? What if I wasn’t married when we were on the streets together?

All that changed when I announced that I was leaving the force. She held it against me. She didn’t even come to my farewell party.

She still looked damn good in that skirt and blazer, though, and that gold detective shield hung tightly against her slim waist.

Wait a minute…that detective shield.

She was working as a lead detective in DeKalb? What the hell was that about? She was primed and ready for the Fulton County District Attorney’s office. Something didn’t add up here.

I tried to maintain my own professionalism while suppressing the desire to flirt my ass off, while wanting to ask personal questions at the same time. Hey, you couldn’t blame me for wanting to test the waters, could you?

I tried to get close enough to make small talk, realizing that maybe I would be pushing my luck by doing so. The look she gave me could have cut through a diamond. She gave me the once-over, her body language reading nothing more than an ice-cold and contrite brick wall.

“So explain this to me,” she demanded, keeping it all business. “You’re supposed to be the expert, right? Well, expert, tell me what I need to know.”

She gestured at the body, lit up thanks to several floodlights that were turned on. A crime scene investigator stood by with a video camera, panning around to get a good look at things. I still felt the need to try and find a way to break the iceberg-sized coolness between us, but as I moved toward her to close the distance between us, she moved away to keep the distance reflective of her indifference toward me.

Oh well, so much for catching up.

I cleared my throat and began my tour. “Okay, class, welcome to Bondage 101: How to Screw Up a Scene. What we have here is an extreme example of sadism gone awry. Based on the amount of damage that was done to this body, I would speculate that this was done with the intention of causing severe pain beyond the levels usually encountered in alternative sexual playing. In layman’s terms, someone set out to hurt this poor bastard. In my opinion, I don’t think this is simply a case of someone accidentally dying during an intense scene.”

I pointed to the elevated Cross, sounding like a kink professor or something. “Do you see the crucifixion position of the body without the presence of any support for the feet? That alone would have been enough to kill the victim in a few hours, at most. The position places the weight of the body on the limbs and collapses the chest cavity. This makes it very hard to breathe and asphyxiation eventually follows. It’s hard to tell with the mask in place, but I think this little bulge by the mouth means that he was ball-gagged. That means he was breathing through his nose. That’s absolutely terrifying, given his body position.”

“What else have you found, based on the preliminary observations that you were able to make, considering you waited before calling us to the scene.”

“And what makes you think that I waited?”

Niki scoffed, genuinely irritated with what she felt was a rhetorical question. “We can play games, or we can keep it real. Which do you prefer?”

I had that coming. We were partners for the better part of a decade; she knew my tendencies better than anyone. I continued my observations as Niki moved with me around the corpse. “Okay, real talk, you got me. You’ll have to have the medical examiner check the anus during the autopsy, but I think you’ll find an electrode of some sort up there. The wires sticking out are a dead giveaway. I’ve heard of people playing with electricity, but it’s usually within the constructs of a violet wand or something like that. I’ve never seen anyone who actually did it in this manner. This is pure torture.”

“Torture, you say…as opposed to a friendly beating?” Santiago queried, her voice dripping with sarcasm.

“As opposed to a friendly beating, yes,” I echoed, staring at her with an incredulous look. At this point, I felt the need to balance the scales a bit. “Look, Niki, this may look like Satan-worshipping to you, but you’ve got to put aside snap value judgments if you want to understand.”

“Oh, I do understand, Law,” she snapped, obviously not thrilled that I used her nickname like that. “I understand that this is what you’re into, and that’s cool, but don’t mistake my questions for a lack of understanding. Let’s get back to the description, please.”

She really wasn’t trying to make this easy, so I kept on with the lesson. “Disapprove if you want to, but understand what it is that you’re disapproving of. Take spanking and flogging. If you look at studies, you’ll find the line between pleasure and pain doesn’t really exist. The standard person has two places in the brain where pleasure and pain are perceived. They’re right next to each other and they share some of the same space. So, if you use a mix of pleasure and pain, you can stimulate more of the brain and make for a really intense experience. And that’s only one of the physiological systems involved; there are more, all you have to do is look. This, on the other hand, is over the line by any standard. Giving someone electroshocks while they’re crucified and gagged? This is torture, plain and simple.”

“Continue, Law.” Niki kept at it, writing information in her pad.

“Look at the marks on the body. I’ve seen people beaten until they bled, but this…this was crippling. This kind of beating sends you to the emergency room in an ambulance. It’s criminal. Do you see the pins through the nipples? Not so very deviant in some circles, even the weights that have been attached aren’t unheard of. But through the testicles is remarkably extreme. Don’t get me wrong, this could be a scene gone wrong. I mean, people have had themselves castrated during scenes and sexual drives can be very powerful, but I’m ninety-nine-point-nine percent sure that this was a deliberate killing because ninety-nine-point-nine percent of the local BDSM community would be horrified by this.”

“Oh, really now, so you’re an authority on the freak community, Law?” Niki smirked like she didn’t believe a word I was saying. She could play all she wanted, she knew I was telling the truth. She had met Ramesses at his house that day that we arrested Amenhotep over a year ago.

“Yes, really,” I continued, ignoring her derision. “I don’t think this was Aris’s style. He always presented Himself as a hard-core Dominant. I don’t think He had a submissive bone in His body. I could be wrong, of course. Sometimes, the hard-core guys are the ones that want a Female Dominant to top them from time to time but…not Aris.”

“Aris, is that his alias?” She asked that for the photographer’s benefit. He was getting a kick out of the whole exchange. “Is that how you all do to keep under the radar?”

“Yes, Lord Aris, a.k.a. Terrence Lloyd. You’ll have to talk to His slaves, they’ll know more about Him.” I pondered for a moment, realizing that caution was needed. “A word of advice, Detective: you might want to hold off on announcing His death. A lot of submissives and slaves keep their activities quiet and if you announce the death and murder investigation of their Master, they’re going to make themselves scarce.”

“You have contact information for the woman that hired you, correct?”

I kept trying to find a way to ask the questions that were in my mind, but it wasn’t happening. I did whatever I could to keep the conversation engaging and active, if for nothing else, to at least give her a reason to participate. “I’ve also got contact information for all the submissives she knew about. A couple of them are only scene names, though; since they’d never been to NEBU, there is no way we would be able to have the legal information.”

“Okay, we’ll get back to that; there are ways to get that taken care of,” she remarked, giving me a curious look when I mentioned the bondage compound that I was responsible for. Her eyes zeroed in on the pile of implements at our feet. “Now, about this stuff right here…tell me more about this…equipment.”

“Right. Okay, well, this piece that he’s wearing is a patent leather zipper mask,” I continued. I pointed out the subtleties of the equipment, getting into “professor” mode. “That’s pretty standard with the leather and latex crowd. People have different sized heads, but Lloyd’s not a particularly big guy. This mask could fit damn near anyone, but I think that it’s part of his equipment. The Cross is pretty secure and it’s got multiple eye-bolts securing it to the joists, which means it was already a part of His dungeon. Most that design their own private dungeon space have a pretty good knowledge of safety rigging and the like. Let’s take a look here…we have a single-tail whip, a flogger, an electric fly swatter…”

“Did you say a fly swatter?”

“Yep, and you’ll see what I mean in just a moment.”

I took the apparatus and swatted a post on the wall. The sudden, loud crack of the electrical device startled everyone in the basement. Due to its distinct sound, I grinned at the correct technique applied, thanks to one of Ramesses’s brethren showing me how to work it.

Detective Santiago reacted in a way that I didn’t expect. She shuddered for a brief moment. In fact, it took a minute for her to compose herself to get back to the investigation.

Interesting…very interesting.

“Yeah, I feel the same way,” I told her. I didn’t hide my smirk this time.

“I thought you were into this stuff.”

“You knew I was into this stuff, but I couldn’t get into it like I wanted because we were…well, you knew the drill…wait a minute, this is interesting.” I squatted down next to something poking out from under the debris.

Yeah, interesting…a lot of things were starting to look that way, including my former partner.

I noticed something under some debris that I initially thought was a cattle prod. I motioned for Niki to pick up the iron rod, and when she did, my head cocked to the left.

“A branding iron,” I told her. “I don’t recall ever seeing brands on any of Lloyd’s girls.”

“Maybe he put them someplace that’s covered up in public?” the cameraman suggested.

“You haven’t been to one of the private gatherings at NEBU or the gatherings at the public dungeon,” I replied with a shake of my head. “Believe me, I’ve seen every inch of a couple of Lloyd’s slaves. Besides, it would have been a very bad idea for him to brand anyone. He wasn’t a long-term relationship kind of person and permanent body modification is a serious commitment. This is unusual and if I were you, I’d pay extra attention to this.”

We spent the next two hours poking around Aris’s home. Occasionally they’d wanted me to identify something; more often I would point out some everyday item that could be put to other uses. The cameraman was convinced I was a freak, which was fine by me. I took ownership of that label a long time ago.
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