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CHAPTER
ONE-A

"Darren"




In my previous life, I was Darren Peter Hornsby. I was a forty-two
year old American History professor at a small, private college near
Annapolis, Maryland. I was married with three kids. I drove a
seven-year-old Hyundai that was too small to fit my six-foot tall,
nearly three hundred pound frame but my wife bought it for me as a
gift so I was required to drive it until the wheels fell off.




It was a gift all right, a gift to her.




The damn thing got me to work and back for two weeks without needing
to fill up on gas allowing her to spend more money at the local mall,
her favorite hobby. I resented my wife and barely knew my children.
That all three of my children were losers does not excuse my distance
from them, but telling you that makes me feel a little less guilty.




It was a cold, rainy Thursday in November. I was on my way home from
work and dreading my arrival.




My wife, Charlotte, I was no longer allowed to call her Charlie like
I had while we were dating, had called me between classes and told me
that she had been summoned to the high school to pick up Sean, our
middle child. He had been suspended from school for a month for
carrying a knife and possessing narcotics, enough for the principal
to call the cops and get him charged with possession with intent to
distribute. Like I said, losers!




I knew Charlotte would insist I go upstairs and talk to him. "The
drugs could not be his. Sean would never do such a thing," she
would say. "The principal must have set him up. Or maybe it was
one of those other kids he's been hanging out with." Just
for emphasis, one more dig, she would add, "I told you we
shouldn't buy this place. The schools here suck!"




Charlotte lived happily in her lovely, rose-colored world of denial.
Charlotte was the only reason we had bought the house. I had hated
the layout and the neighborhood from the moment I saw it. The kids
complained that the bedrooms were too small and it was too far away
from all the friends they had had in the old house we had been
renting for ten years. I had warned her she would not like going into
the unfinished basement to do laundry but Charlotte heard none of it.
She wouldn't consider any other house, or, at least, not one we could
afford on my salary.




So, we bought the house and we moved in. Within two weeks, Charlotte
was no longer taking credit for choosing the house. It was now my
fault. The kids' rooms were too small, the neighborhood sucked,
the layout of the house was "just strange," and she hated
going into the basement to do laundry. "I shouldn't have
to put on shoes to do the laundry." The concrete floor was too
cold and hard for her tender little toes. Boo fucking hoo! So, for
last few years, I had been doing the laundry after a full day at the
college.




I digress.




I was on my way home, dreading my arrival on this cold, rainy
Thursday in November when I heard what sounded like a horn blaring.
Because of the rain, it was already dark, so everyone already had
their headlights on. In my rear view mirror I could see these
headlights coming right at me, the reflection blinding me. I remember
a sudden jolt, metal screeching, and then nothing.




I was dead!




A semi literally ran over my Hyundai and me.




I hope Charlotte didn't spend all of my life insurance money on
Sean's defense. The boy was guilty as sin. Anyone who was
looking could tell the boy had been doing drugs for at least the last
two years.




Next thing I
know, I am standing in this foggy place. I can't even tell you
whether it was inside or out because I couldn't see anything but fog.
I was standing on something, so obviously there was a floor but I
couldn't see it.




I was me but not me. It was as if I was an idealized version of me. I
was me as I had always thought I should look. I was also twenty years
younger. I once again had a full head of dark brown hair. My thick
mustache was nothing more than a bad memory and I was young and
svelte which I had not been since... well, since never.




I was just about to start panicking when I saw a light right in front
of me. The light just hovered there at chest level. I was blinded at
first, but it seemed to dim, or maybe my eyes adjusted. A loud,
baritone voice that sounded like a church bell ringing spoke.




"We are in need of an agent. You are noble and brave. We ask
that you be our agent."




I swear to you, there was no one there but the light and me. "Who
are you?" I asked. It seems rather stupid to me, too, now. So
go ahead and laugh if you want, but what would you have said?




"We are known by many names. Jesus, Yahweh, Jehovah, the Alpha
and the Omega, Allah, Krishna, Odin, Zeus, God, The Almighty, and
hundreds of others, and that is just on the Earth. We are in need of
an agent. Will you be our agent?"




"Me?" I asked stunned, pointing a finger at my chest.
"Brave and noble? What makes you think I am brave and noble?"


"We have watched you your entire life. It is true you
have grown fat, lazy and resentful in recent years. But it is not
your true self.




"Your true self, at fourteen, aided a young girl who had lost
her mother in the mall. You missed your ride home and had to walk
three miles and face your parent's wrath at your tardiness. Your true
self, at sixteen, dove into traffic to push a woman you had never met
from the path of an oncoming car. Your true self gave a paper you had
written to a friend in need of a good grade while you were a
sophomore in college. Your friend received the A, you took the F.
While serving in the military, you often aided other young servicemen
in learning to survive military life., something you were never asked
nor required to do. After your marriage, you worked two jobs so your
young family could live in a better neighborhood, while your wife was
able to stay home with your young children. These are not the acts of
someone fat, lazy and resentful. These are the acts of a brave and
noble soul. This part of you may have been hidden recently but we
know that brave, noble soul is still within you." 



"What kind of agent?"




"You will act to ensure that certain situations are resolved,
situations in which we can not be directly involved," The voice
boomed.




"What kind of situations?"




I think he/she/it/they laughed at this question. After a second
though, they spoke.




"Many and varied situations. Do not concern yourself. We will
make sure you are well prepared to deal with any situation in which
you find yourself. Will you be our agent?"




What do you say? Do you tell God no? I shrugged.




"Sure," I said
weakly.







"Abby"

I awoke on a bed in a cheap motel room. I was naked and there was
a very pretty, very young, blond girl on her knees between my legs
sucking my cock.

'Now that's a miracle, ' I thought. I cannot tell you the last
time any female put her mouth on my cock.

I had no idea who she was, why I was in bed with her, or how I got
there. Wherever that might be. I didn't even know my name, I
realized.

I don't know how long she had been sucking on me before I woke up
but the girl was good at cock sucking and brought me to the edge
quickly.

"Darling, you better stop. You're about to find my creamy
center."

She giggled at my joke, then wrapped four pretty little fingers
and a thumb around my enormous cock, which was significantly larger,
in both length and girth, than I used to be, and began to jerk me off
as she sucked at the head and ran her tongue over my cock slit. Her
tiny little fingers were painted with pink fingernail polish that
matched the pink lipstick stains on my cock. I decided she wanted me
to cum in her mouth. Who was I to refuse? I thrust my hips up off the
bed and shot my load into her mouth and down her throat.

"Damn! That felt good!" I gasped when I was able to
breathe again.

While I recovered, my pretty little cock sucker crawled over me
and laid down beside me, wrapped my arm around her shoulders and
rested her sweet little head on my chest, her tiny rock hard nipples
pressed into my side. I could feel the heat from her pussy against my
thigh. I looked down at her and all I could see was her shiny blond
hair. Instinctively, I raised my head and kissed her gently on top of
the head.

"What's your name?"

She looked up at me and I was dazzled by her flashing blue eyes.
"Abby."

That was the last thing I heard. My head fell back onto the pillow
and I was asleep.

I woke up to Abby shaking me awake. "Your time's almost up.
Are you going to fuck me?"

I opened my eyes, lifted my head and looked at her. 'What the fuck
have I done?' I thought as I looked at her. She looked like she was
twelve years old. I was then hit with a flood of information about
the young girl lying beside me. It all just seemed to appear in my
head.

Her name was Abigail Thorson. She was a young looking fifteen year
old. She had run away from her home in a suburb of Rexville, where
the cheap motel I was now in is located, and she had been living on
the streets for the last year.

She had been driven from her mother's house by an abusive
stepfather who was beating her and her mother. He had already begun
molesting Abby and had promised that he would have her as soon as he
could get her mother out of the picture. Abby had told her mother
what was going on but fear of her husband kept Abby's mother from
acting. Choosing not to wait around for her stepfather to rape her,
Abby had run.

Abby managed pretty well on the streets for a while. Only in the
last three months had she turned to prostitution. She had been conned
into that. A friend had told her about a woman who let young girls,
runaways, stay with her for a while. Abby had gone to the house and
knocked on the door. She had gone to the house because she had been
suffering with the flu for more than a week and wasn't getting
better.

The woman, named Ms. Crystal, had taken Abby in, gotten her
medical attention, given her a warm bed, and introduced her to some
very nice girls, all about Abby's age. Abby had been fed, clothed,
sheltered, hugged, and cared for. She was beginning to think of Ms.
Crystal as a second mother. When Abby got better, she was put to work
doing household chores like vacuuming and laundry. Ms. Crystal and
the other girls were even teaching her to cook.

Abby could not help but notice that men would come to the house,
which was the biggest house Abby had ever seen, would take one or two
of the girls and disappear into one of the bedrooms for a while. When
the men reappeared, they would give Ms. Crystal some money and leave.
When Abby asked one of the girls, what the girls were doing with the
men, Erin told her they were working.

It was a couple months before Ms. Crystal came to Abby asking
about the future. Abby had shrugged. "You need to figure it out.
You cannot stay here forever. You're not going to school or making
any money."

"Can I go to school?" Abby asked, excited at the idea.
She liked school. She had always made A's and B's.

"Not unless you go home. You have to have a legal guardian
sign the forms," Ms. Crystal explained with a shrug.

"Can't I just keep washing dishes, doing laundry, and
vacuuming?"

Ms. Crystal shook her head, sadly. "I took you in and let you
stay because you were sick. You're better now. Unless you can bring
money into the house, I'm gonna have to put you out. Other girls
would love to have your bed. Girls who would bring money in."

"What kind of job can I get? I'm only fourteen."

Ms. Crystal had looked at her as a farmer examines a turkey at
Thanksgiving, sizing her up, judging her. "I think I can find
something for you to do around here. Do you wanna work for me?"

"Doing what?"

"Making people happy. That's what we do here. We make people
happy. Mostly men but some women too. You're a very beautiful young
woman, Abby. I think you could do quite well here."

Ms. Crystal was patient. Over the next two days, she and Abby had
numerous little talks, each short, and each time, Ms. Crystal avoided
telling Abby exactly what the job was she had for her. Then, one
Saturday, Ms. Crystal came to Abby's room and woke Abby up.

"Abby," Ms. Crystal said, looking sad. "I'm afraid
it's time for you to go. I have a half dozen girls who want your bed
and can bring in money. You need to leave today."

Abby was in tears. "Please don't make me leave, Ms. Crystal!"
Abby cried as she threw herself at the woman and wrapped her arms
around Ms. Crystal's neck. Abby hugged Ms. Crystal tight and tears
rolled down her cheeks. "I'll do it! I'll take the job. Please,
don't make me leave. Please? I'll do anything."

Abby could not see the smile on Ms. Crystal's face. Later that
day, Abby went to work in Ms. Crystal's high-class bordello of young
girls. Except for Ms. Crystal and her two lieutenants, no one in the
house was more than sixteen years old.

Ms. Crystal was the boss. Her lieutenants, both of whom had aged
out of being whores, kept the girls in line. Normally, the two girls,
India and Janet, were friendly, playing the part of big sisters to
the younger girls. Only if a girl got out of line, refused a john, or
tried to run away, did they get nasty. When India and Janet got
nasty, someone got hurt.

All of this flooded into my mind. I could see it all as clear as I
could see Abby kneeling beside me on the bed. It felt like I had just
lived a year and a half of Abby's life but it had all taken less than
three seconds. I also knew what I had been assigned. It was five
fold:

1) I was to keep Abby safe. Someone, I wasn't sure who, was going
to try to kill her sometime in the next twelve hours.

2) I was to convince Ms. Crystal to shut down her bordello. The
bordello was to be closed one way or the other, whether by choice or
by force.

3) I was to find safe haven for all of Ms. Crystal's girls that I
could.

4) I was to avenge the abuse Abby and her mother had taken from
her stepfather.

5) I was to return Abby to her mother's custody once the
stepfather was no longer in the picture.

I also knew a few other things. My name was now Adam Knight. I
still had the idealized body I'd had when I was "recruited."
It seemed designed so that I could pass for a guy from seventeen to
twenty-five. My body was almost super human with Olympic level
strength, speed, agility and dexterity. The date was November 27,
2006, just slightly more than a year after I had died as Darren
Hornsby. I had been staying at this fleabag motel for two months and
was a regular at Ms. Crystal's establishment.

People believed I was a former factory worker from Pittsburgh who,
after being thrown out by my wife, had relocated to Rexville in hopes
of finding better luck. I had taken a job as a bouncer at a nearby
Gentleman's Club known as "The Beaver's Lodge."

Only VIP customers get one of Ms. Crystal's girls to come to them.
Normally, a guy has to go there. For VIP customers like me, Ms.
Crystal would arrange for the girl to come to you, if you had the
money. I couldn't help but wonder how Adam Knight, a bouncer, managed
to get VIP status at Ms. Crystals. Maybe all you had to do was pay
enough money. Either India or Janet was probably sitting downstairs
waiting for Abby to come out.

I also knew I would not be in trouble with my "employer"
if I enjoyed my time with Abby, or the other girls if the opportunity
presented, as long as I completed the assignment.

Comforted that I was not going to be in trouble for having sex
with a minor, I looked around for a clock. I found one on the
nightstand. The clock read 1:20 A.M.

I had arranged for Abby to come to my motel the day before. I had
gotten off at eleven from the Beaver's Lodge and Abby had been
waiting when I got here. I had asked for three hours with her.

"We've got forty minutes," I told her and pulled her
down to me. "We got plenty of time yet." I smiled and then
kissed her.

I did not feel guilty about having sex with this young girl.
Darren would have felt guilty. After all, Abby was only a few months
older than Darren's youngest child and only daughter. As I saw it,
even if I was supposed to save Abby, for the moment, I was nothing
but another paying customer. I might as well enjoy myself. I had put
out good money for her time, even if the money technically was not
mine, and it is not as if she were a virgin or anything. This was
nothing new, nothing special to her.

I slid my hand into Abby's beautiful, shiny, blond hair, pressed
her lips hard against my own, and pushed my tongue into her mouth. We
played a quick game of tonsil hockey. I pushed Abby onto her back and
rolled on top of her. When I pulled my lips from hers, she smiled.
"Think you can get it up again, old man?"

"Old man?" I asked. In my new body, I was not more than
ten years her senior. "I'll show you what this old man can do!"
I said.

I quickly kissed her again, then moved down to one of her small
breasts. They were not much more than buds. The nipples were huge in
comparison. I licked at one and then the other, sucked the nipple
into my mouth, and then slowly sucked the entire breast in. I flicked
the nipple up and down, then left and right with tongue as I
continued to suck. I moved back to the other tit and did the same.
Abby moaned and ran her fingers through my hair. She relaxed and
seemed to be enjoying what I was doing.

I stopped playing vacuum cleaner and used the tip of my tongue to
circle the base of her pointy little nipple. I slowly made larger and
larger circles until I reached the base of her tit, making sure to
lick every square inch of her small boob. I repeated the process on
the other breast before kissing a trail down her belly to her little
inney belly button. I circled it with my tongue, pushed in and
swirled my tongue around, playing lint inspector.

I moved down a little more and laid myself between her spread
legs. I know what you are thinking, you don't eat out a hooker! It
just isn't done! Apparently, Abby thought the same thing. She grabbed
my hair and made me look her in the eye. "You don't have to do
that."

I nodded as best I could with her still holding my hair. "I
know I don't have to, but you're the prettiest and youngest girl I've
been with since I was in high school, back when the dinosaurs still
roamed the Earth. This might be my last chance to get a taste of teen
aged pussy. I've sorely missed it." She gave me this cute little
smile, blushed, and then released my hair. I looked down at her
little pink pussy lips and inhaled deeply. "If you taste even
half as good as you look and smell, it's gonna be incredible."

Abby had only a small, thin patch of puffy blond hair on her mons
and none on the lips covering her secrets. I blew some cool air onto
the swollen lips, used my nose to spread them apart and pushed my
tongue in. She lifted her legs, placed her heels on my back and
allowed her knees to fall to the side, relaxed, just like I like
them.

My tongue found her little clit and I flicked it up, then down,
then right, then left and then started over again. She was already
beginning to moan. I used my fingers and spread her pussy lips as far
apart as I could and took a quick look at all the pretty pinkness. I
ran my tongue around her clit once more before taking a huge lick up
her entire slit. This really got Abby moaning, so I did it repeatedly
until she convulsed from her first orgasm of the night.

When she settled down again, I speared her hole with two fingers.
I went looking for her G-spot and found it right where all the dirty
stories say it is. I tapped it with my fingers a few times, Abby
clutched at the sheets, and her hips came up off the bed. I kept
finger fucking her, making sure to hit that one sensitive spot as
often as I could until she screamed out another orgasm.

She was now good and wet. I took one last lick of her tasty little
twat before getting on my hands and knees and crawling on top of her,
supporting my weight above her with my arms. When she opened her eyes
after recovering from that orgasm, she found my face right above
hers, looking in her eyes. "God, that was good."

"I'll let him know you liked it," I told her. She did
not get the joke.

"Are you going to fuck me now?"

"Do you mind?" I asked with a smile.

In answer to my question, she wrapped her skinny little legs
around my waist and pulled my hard cock towards her entrance. At the
same time, she grabbed me by the ears and pulled me down for a kiss.
I am sure she could taste her own pussy on my lips and tongue. She
didn't seem to care.

My cock lined up easily with her pussy, slipped between her pussy
lips, and slid into her slit. I kept pushing until I felt her tight
little tunnel squeeze the head of my cock. "Do it! Fuck me!"
Abby screamed. Not one to keep a woman waiting, I did as I was told.
I pushed into her a few inches, and then pulled back, only to thrust
into her again, going in a few inches more. After doing this one more
time, I was fully inside her. She was the tightest fuck I'd had in my
life. I briefly wondered if it was possible to fall in love with a
fifteen-year-old hooker that I had just met. I pushed that question
away, though, closed my eyes, and enjoyed the wonderful sensations
this beautiful young girl was causing. "Oh yes!" Abby
continued to scream. "Fuck my little teenaged pussy. Knock me
up! Make me a teenaged mommy!"

Abby used birth control. It was one of the rules for all of Ms.
Crystal's girls. Ms. Crystal had one girl in the brothel that was
pregnant just for those guys who liked fucking pregnant girls but
Abby was not that girl. I leaned down so that my mouth was right
beside Abby's ear and began to whisper to her as I thrust in and out
of her. "You feel so good. I don't think I can hold out much
longer. I think I'm gonna cum. It's gonna be big one Abby. I think
it's gonna be two or maybe even three babies' worth of sperm. Do you
want twins Abby?"

"Yes!" She screamed and convulsed beneath me. For a few
seconds, I could not thrust at all. Her pussy held me tight inside
her.

I rotated my hips just a touch once she had relaxed and began
thrusting again, looking for a good sensitive spot. I must have found
one. "You're so young though, Abby," I said, still talking
to her in a whisper. "You're just a baby yourself. Are you sure
you want me to knock you up? It sounds so kinky, though. I bet you
would make beautiful babies. Do you want my baby, Abby?"

"Yes!" She screamed and convulsed again.

This time, I continued to thrust into her as she squeezed my cock.
I knew I was not going to last much longer. I wanted both of us to
enjoy this as much as possible. It was a distinct possibility that
this would be the last fuck Abby ever had as a whore. Hopefully, the
next time a guy put a cock in her, it would be her husband on their
honeymoon and he would give her a baby. "Here it comes, Abby.
I'm gonna cum. I'm gonna put that baby in you. Here I cum!" We
both screamed as my semen coated her tight little tunnel.

Like house calls, fucking without a condom was one of the
advantages to being a VIP at Ms. Crystal's house.

Once I ran dry, I collapsed on top of her. I had just enough
strength to roll off. My cock popped out with a wet squishing sound.
I lay on my back beside her as we both tried to recover.

"Shit! We only got fifteen minutes left," Abby informed
me, once she could talk again.

"Why don't you jump up and take a quick shower. Get yourself
all cleaned up and looking pretty again."

She gave me a smile and rolled out of bed. I gave her a swat on
the ass when she stood up. She grabbed her clothes and headed for the
bathroom.

I found my clothes, which had apparently been tossed everywhere,
and dressed. I had to admit, Adam Knight had more style than Darren
Hornsby. I found myself wearing a pair of leather cowboy boots and
black denim jeans that looked as though they were too small for me
but fit comfortably and showed off my new, young, small ass quite
nicely. I also found a dark blue, short sleeved, button down the
front dress shirt.

By the time Abby came out of the bathroom, I was dressed and
sitting on the bed waiting for her. "Abby, why are you doing
this?" I asked, trying to start a conversation that would be
necessary if I were to succeed in my mission.

"Doing what?"

"Being a call girl. First off, you're way too young."

Abby laughed. "You didn't think so a few minutes ago when you
were plowing that huge cock into my tiny, virginal pussy."

"Virginal?" I asked with raised eyebrows. "Abby,
you've fucked an average of four guys a day for the last three
months. The only days you took off were Sundays and that's because
Ms. Crystal closes up shop on Sundays."

"Now, how the hell do you know that?" Abby asked as she
retrieved a book bag and pulled a hairbrush out of one of the
pockets.

I realized immediately I might have given myself away. I wasn't
supposed to know that much about her. As far as she knew, this was
the first time we had ever met. "Ms. Crystal told me. I asked
which girl she was gonna send yesterday. She told me a few things
about you." Abby nodded, apparently accepting my explanation.
"So why do you do it?"

"I need the money."

"Why not go home? You do have a family somewhere, right?"

"Yeah," Abby said. I couldn't see her. She had gone to
the bathroom mirror to brush her hair. "I have a Mom. But I
can't stand the asshole she married. He's the reason I left home in
the first place."

"What if he wasn't there anymore? Would you go home then?"

She came out of the bathroom and just shrugged as she returned the
brush to her pack. She applied some more pink lipstick before
announcing she was ready.

"Let me take you home, Abby. I'll take care of your
stepfather."

Abby chuckled. "And how are you going to do that?"

"I'll kill him if he won't leave of his own free will."

Abby rolled her eyes, slung her backpack over one shoulder and
headed for the door. "I've gotta go or I'm gonna be late."

"Abby!" I said and stood up. She had a hand on the
doorknob.

"It isn't worth going back to Ms. Crystal's."

"Why not?" She asked, turning around to face me again.

"I was sent here for two reasons. One, to take you home, and,
two, to shut Ms. Crystal down. If you don't go with me now, I'll just
take you once I've shut Ms. Crystal's place down."

"Who sent you? Are you a cop?"

"If I was cop, Abby, I'd be in a hell of mess for going
around fucking a fifteen year old whore."

"I'm not a whore!" she screamed, tears welling up in her
eyes.

"Hate to say it, Abby, but you are. What else would you call
it?"

"I'm leaving," she said and spun around to the door
again. "If I'm late, India will be mad."

"Stay and India will never get close to you. I promise."

"Listen," Abby said, turning back to me again. "I
don't want to go home. I don't want to live with my stepfather and
even if I did, India would kill us both before we ever got out of
this shitty little motel."

"She ain't gonna kill either of us."

Abby spun around, mad and upset. "She has a gun, okay! She
has a gun, and she isn't afraid to use it. Even on me and the other
girls. I've seen her. She'll kill us! Don't you get it?"

"Oh, I get it," I said nodding. I pulled open the top
dresser drawer and reached in. Without looking, I found what I wanted
and pulled it out. I don't know how it got there or how I knew it was
there but I had a Glock nine-millimeter pistol in my hand. I knew
that it had thirteen rounds, hollow points to cause maximum damage,
in the clip and one in the chamber. Just flip off the safety, aim,
and squeeze the trigger. "There. Now I've got a gun. I'll get my
jacket and we'll go down and have a talk with India. Once that's
done, I'll take you home." I stuffed the pistol in the waistband
of my pants and grabbed the black leather coat that I had laid over
the back of the chair.

"I... am... not... going... home!" she said, pausing
between each word for emphasis. She threw open the door and started
to march out.

I went to the door. "Abby, I really like you. I really don't
want to hurt you. But I've been told to take you home."

"By who?" she hollered. We were now both in the hallway
of the motel.

"You would never believe me if I told you. But I intend to do
my job. I will take you home, and I will close down Ms. Crystal's
Brothel for Teenaged Girls. I don't want to have to hurt you but I
will if it becomes necessary."

"Bull fucking shit!" Abby spun around and headed for the
stairs.

I could tell when I grabbed her shoulder and spun her around that
she did not think anyone could move as fast I just had. I didn't
think anyone, especially me, could, either. I was almost as stunned
as she was. "I'm taking you home Abby. Period!" I wrapped
my arm around her waist, easily lifted her up and tossed her over my
shoulder.

"Hey! Put me down right this fucking second!"

"Young ladies shouldn't use that kind of language. You better
be nice or I'll tell your mother when I get you home."

Abby began pounding on my back and screaming at me as I went down
the three flights of steps to the ground floor. As promised, India
was there waiting for us. She must have heard Abby screaming because
she was already on her feet and heading for us when I reached the
bottom of the steps. She had a small .32 caliber revolver in hand.

"What the hell is going on?"

"I'm taking Abby home to her mother. Tell Ms. Crystal that
she quits."

For just a second, India just stood there, dumbstruck. When she
recovered from the shock, she shouted, "I don't fucking think
so!"

India started to raise the revolver. I beat her to the punch. I
had Abby over my right shoulder. My mistake. I had to draw my pistol
with my left hand. I easily found the safety and flipped it off with
my middle finger. Even with the gun in my off hand and the odd
twisting I had to do to turn off the safety, I still managed to get
the pistol pointed at India's nose before she got the revolver all
the way up. "Don't make me shoot you, India. Let's both walk out
of here."

She was frozen. I am not sure what it was that made her freeze,
whether it was the speed at which I drew, fear because it was pointed
right at her nose, or shock that someone was actually going to beat
her in a fight. Something I don't think she had ever experienced. All
of the girls she beat up on were a younger or smaller than she was.
For those that were close to her size, she always had Janet as back
up. If a john got feisty, she always had the revolver. Here, she was
alone. I was bigger and stronger than she was, and I had a gun. She
didn't know what to do.

"What do you say, India? Just go back and tell Ms. Crystal
that Abby quits."

"I can't do that!" India stated. "She'd kill me for
losing her."

Abby was still over my shoulder but had stopped kicking,
screaming, and pounding on my back. She was listening to what was
going on.

"I'll kill you if you try to take her back," I said.

"I've called the cops!" the old woman working at the
motel desk shouted. She had ducked down behind the counter in case
someone decided to shoot at her. No one else was around. It was two
o'clock in the morning.

"Listen, India, just go back and tell Ms. Crystal the truth.
Tell her I've kidnapped Abby and that I got the draw on you. Yeah,
she'll probably be mad but I'll be back later today to shut her down
so you won't have to deal with her for long."

"What do you mean, shut her down?"

I smiled and nodded. "Abby here didn't believe me either,"
I said, swatting Abby on her denim covered ass. "That's my job.
I have been sent to take Abby home and to shut down Ms. Crystal's
little brothel. Why don't you run home and tell her I'll be coming
for her once I get Abby here home and safe. Now, put the gun back in
your coat pocket, walk out to your car, and drive away."

To my surprise and relief, India did exactly what I had told her.
She slipped the gun back into her coat pocket, and, with both hands
hanging at her side, she walked out of the motel, followed closely by
me and Abby. She went to her car, gave me one last look, then started
the car and drove away.

"Okay, that's taken care of," I said as I slipped the
gun into my own coat pocket and set Abby on the ground. "Now,
why don't we head for your Mom's house?"

"I told you..."

"I know, I know. You're not going home. Listen Abby, India's
gone. She drove away and I really don't think she's gonna be coming
back anytime soon. You have no ride back to Ms. Crystal's and it's a
long walk."

"I'll take the bus. I'll call a cab. Hell, I could call Ms.
Crystal and she'd send someone to get me."

"True," I said with a nod. "You could do any of
those things but I'm the one with the gun." I smiled. "Come
on." I took her by the arm and led her to my car.

Where I had gotten this car, I had no idea. The car was a 1968
Camaro, painted black with a red racing stripe and flames painted on
the hood. I opened the passenger side door and put Abby in. She did
not resist, and when I circled around to the driver's side, she did
not jump out and run away. I thought this was a good sign and got in.
"Buckle up," I told Abby as I put on my own seat belt.

"You aren't going to get away with this. I'll call the cops.
Report you for kidnapping."

I just smiled, put on my seat belt and then pulled a cell phone
from my coat. I handed it to her. "Go ahead. We can both tell
our stories." She sat there for a second, staring at the silver
cell phone and then turned and glared at me. "Buckle up," I
told her again as I slipped the cell back into my pocket and started
the engine. It was loud but purred like a kitten.

I slammed the car into gear, gunned the engine, and we tore out of
the parking lot, leaving a trail of burned rubber in our wake. What
can I say? When I was a teen, I was forced to drive an old pickup
truck that shook whenever it went over forty five. For just a moment,
I got to experience a little of what all my friends had.

Abby screamed at the noise. Once she had calmed down some, she
gave me one more glare and then buckled her seat belt. "I ain't
gonna tell you where my Mom's house is. It's going to be a wasted
trip."

"Number eighty-three Willow Drive, Oakdale."

Abby stared at me, her jaw nearly in her lap for a long moment.
"How do you know that?"

"I told you, I was sent here to return you home. My employer
thought you might be hesitant to go with me."

"Who sent you?" She asked again.

"Like I said Abby, you would never believe me if I told you."

"Try me!"

"Already did," I said and gave her a salacious smile.
"You were incredible. Best I've had in a long time."

"Whoopsy shit! I'll probably never see my cut. Even if you
don't shut her down, she'll keep my percentage for the trouble you're
causing."

"Abby, how much have you made at Ms. Crystal's?"

"I don't know. Why?"

"How much do you have in the bank?"

"I don't have a bank account. I would have to have a parent
to sign for it."

"Do you have money hidden somewhere in Ms. Crystal's house?"

"No, she holds onto it for me."

I shook my head. "You ain't never gonna see any of it. I bet
you can't name me one girl who has ever left that place."

"I've only been there a few months."

"Still, I bet no girl has ever gotten her cut and gone off to
lead the rest of her life."

"I know girls have left. India and Janet talked about them."

"Did they get their money though?"

"I would think so. I imagine they'd get awful mad if they
didn't."

"Unless they weren't really in any shape to ask for it.
Anyway, even if they were fine, who are they going to go to? The
cops? The Better Business Bureau? Who would they report her to?"

The rest of the ride out to the bridge that marked the western
edge of the Rexville city limits went by without either of us
speaking. Much to my relief, even when I stopped at a traffic light,
Abby never tried to jump out of the car.

She finally spoke when I turned off the main road onto a side
street that would lead eventually to her mother's house.

"Who hired you? Are you a private investigator or something?
I know my Mom didn't hire you. My step dad wouldn't let her. He'd say
hiring someone to find a waste of humanity was a waste of money. So,
who did hire you? I can't think of anyone else who might have done
it."

I could not hold back a chuckle. "What about your father?"

Abby snorted. "I haven't seen hide nor hair of him since I
was three years old. For some reason, I just can't see him coming
back and paying someone to find me."

"Let me ask you a question now. Was life at Ms. Crystal's all
that much better than home? Didn't you have a friend you could stay
with or something?"

"Hey, Ms. Crystal's wasn't that bad a place. She took me in
when I was sick, fed me, cared for me, introduced me to lots of
friends."

"And made you into a hooker."

Abby turned back to the window and when she spoke, she spoke very
quietly. "That came later." I wondered if she was a little
embarrassed at the idea of being a hooker. As long as she was at Ms.
Crystal's, she was as good as everyone else was. Maybe better if she
could make more money, get more customers. Out here, away from
Crystal's, she was seeing herself for what she really was—a
whore!

"You say that like it wasn't her plan all along, Abby. Do you
believe that? Do you really think that Ms. Crystal took you in, fed
you, cared for you, got you medicine and all out of the kindness of
her heart? Don't you think it's a pretty good theory that Ms. Crystal
intended to make a hooker out of you from the beginning."

Abby just shrugged. I decided not to keep the conversation going
anymore. As we were entering Oakdale, the town where her mother and
stepfather lived, it dawned on me that there was going to be quite a
show when Abby arrived home. Her stepfather and I would no doubt be
having words, probably something more than words for all he had done
to Abby and her mother. Three o'clock in the morning was not really
the right time to be having a big show. "You happen to know
where a hotel is around here."

"What? You want another ride before you take me home to my
stepfather?"

"You're so young to be so jaded. No, I don't want another
ride. I don't figure three o'clock in the morning is the best time to
be returning you home. It's a good bet that there's going to be a
scuffle between your stepfather and me and I don't want to wake the
neighbors. I'd prefer to keep this as quiet as possible. I was
thinking we would get a room for the night, get some sleep, and go
over once the sun has risen. So, I ask again. Do you know of a hotel
around here?"

"About two blocks up. It's not great but not nearly as bad as
the place as we just left. It's a little place called the Stone Creek
Inn."







"Mr. Big"

I nodded. I found the motel easily enough. It was a little tiny
place, only twelve rooms to rent and an office. The old man at the
desk gave me a key without asking any questions and, much to my
surprise, Abby was still in the car when I got back. "I'm
surprised you didn't run," I told her as I parked the car in
front of room three.

Abby shrugged. "It's too far to walk and the buses don't come
out here. A cab ride would cost me more than I made tonight. I know
I'm just a young whore to you, but I don't want to get raped tonight.
It would ruin my plans. So that rules out walking and hitching."

I was willing to let her go on thinking whatever she wanted about
me. As long as she stuck around until morning and I could reunite her
with her mother. We got out of the car. Neither one of us had a bag
or a change of clothes. I unlocked the door and went in. As Abby had
said, the place was not too bad at all. Two queen sized beds, a color
TV and a bathroom that did not leak or stink. What more could a
heaven-sent agent ask for.

"I'm gonna go grab a shower," I told Abby, once the door
closed. "You gonna be here when I get out?"

She shrugged, crashed down on to the bed near the door and scooped
up the remote. I just shook my head. With my gun still being in my
coat pocket, I kept all my clothes on until I was in the bathroom and
the door was locked. I set the gun on the sink. I started the water,
got it to the right temperature and stripped off my clothes. That
warm water sure felt good.

I finished my shower in record time. I was worried that if I took
too long Abby would be gone. I know it does not make sense. She
really only needed a minute or two to get out the door and down the
road a bit but for some reason I felt that she would stay—as
long as I did not take too long. So, I rushed. I did manage to get
all the important parts washed and I shaved, too.

It was my first chance to get a good look at myself. I still had
brown hair and blue eyes as I had in my previous life but my hair was
now cut short and my eyes were a slightly lighter shade of blue. I
still stood about six feet tall and probably weighed around one
seventy or one eighty. I had muscles everywhere, arms, chest,
abdomen, even my butt and thighs. I had already noticed my cock was
larger. In my previous existence, I had had a meager six inches. It
was now more like eight or nine when hard. I was perfectly happy with
what the Almighty had given me to work with.

I slipped my shorts back on but carried the rest of my clothes
with me. I saw no reason to be modest. Abby and I had seen everything
there was to see at the other motel. I laid my pants out carefully
and put the shirt on top hoping they would not be wrinkled the next
morning. I should have thought to grab some clothes but I am sure if
I had, Abby would have run to India and would be back at Ms.
Crystal's house.

Abby was still in the room. Like me, she had thrown modesty to the
wind and had undressed. She had stripped down to her matching black
bra and panties and was in the same bed, the covers pulled up over
her to her waist. She had propped the pillows up behind her and was
sitting up, leaning against the pillows and the wall. She was even
more adorable in this light than she had been in the darkness of my
motel room back in the city.

I gave her a quick smile, climbed into the other bed, and slid
under the covers. I set the alarm on the nightstand for nine in the
morning and then looked over at her. "You gonna be here in the
morning?"

She did not take her eyes off the TV or say a word. She gave me a
quick nod. I glanced over at the TV and recognized the old movie she
was watching. I had not been interested in seeing it the first time.
I sure was not interested now. I rolled over, facing away from Abby,
fluffed my pillows, and laid down. "You might want to get some
sleep. Gonna be a long day tomorrow, and we're already going to be
shy on sleep."

She did not respond. I didn't really expect her to. I fully
expected her, being the fifteen-year-old girl that she was, to rebel
against any authority and do exactly the opposite of what I told her.
Abby's sleep schedule wasn't my problem so I left her alone, turned
off the light and went to sleep.

I woke up to the sound of glass breaking. I didn't bother to sit
up or even look to see what had happened. I just threw off the covers
and rolled out of the bed on the side away from the window. The room
was dark and silent. "Abby?" I shouted.

"What the hell is going on?" she shouted back.

I got up my nerves and peeked over the bed. I could hear someone
clearing away the glass from the pane. Someone else reached in,
grabbed the curtains and pushed them out of the way.

'Fuck!' I thought. I had slipped the pistol into the pocket of my
pants, intending to get it out and place it under my pillow. But I
had forgotten. My clothes were over the chair at the foot of my bed.
"Abby, get on the floor. Now!" I watched as she did the
same thing I had, curling up and rolling off the bed.

A very large man sat himself on the windowsill, lifted his legs
and spun himself around so he was in the room. His legs easily
reached over the air conditioning unit and he stood up, knocking a
chair aside as he stood. He came around Abby's bed. Thanks to the
light pouring in from the parking lot through the broken window, I
could see him smile down at her.

I didn't wait any longer. I jumped to my feet, hoping these guys
wouldn't shoot a guy in nothing but his underwear, and dove for my
pants, landing on my stomach right in front of the chair. I yanked my
pants down onto the floor and groped for the gun.

Someone, I think it was the big man, laughed and I could hear
footsteps. My hand touched the butt of the gun through the fabric of
my pants. A second later, my finger found the trigger. I did not
bother looking for the opening to the pocket, I rolled onto my back,
aimed my pants at the big guy who was now glancing between Abby and
I, and pulled the trigger. I had never reset the safety. The report
of the gun in such close quarters deafened me for a second. Even with
the concussion, I heard Abby's scream as the big man's brains flew
out the left side of his head and splattered onto the bed she had
been sleeping in.

The big man had not even hit the floor when I had pulled the gun
from my pants pocket and jumped to my feet. The second guy was still
outside the window staring at his friend's head as Mr. Big slowly hit
the ground. He was already dead. His body just had not fallen down
yet.

I was on my feet, the gun pointed right at Snerdly, which is the
name I gave him in my mind. He looked like a Snerdly, tiny little
guy, no more than five foot five or so, scrawny, balding with thick
glasses. I guessed he was the brains of the pair while Mr. Big was
the muscle. I couldn't shoot Snerdly. Yes, he had aided his buddy
breaking in but he was not actually in the room. If I shot him while
he was still outside, I could not claim self-defense.

I ran at him, keeping the gun leveled between his eyes. I grabbed
him by the collar and dragged him bodily into the room, tossed him to
the floor at my feet, dropped my knee right in to his gut and then
placed the tip of the barrel of my Glock to his left temple.

Mr. Big had finally fallen and had apparently fallen right on top
of Abby because she still was not on her feet and was screaming
hysterically. I figured if she was screaming, she could not be badly
hurt and I still had Snerdly to worry about.

Snerdly was trying to remember how to breathe, so I took the
opportunity to scan the parking lot outside to see if Snerdly and Mr.
Big had an acquaintance, maybe someone waiting in a get-away car. I
saw a light blue, four-door sedan sitting outside, right behind my
Camaro, but it was empty. If they had a partner, he was hidden.
Satisfied, I grabbed Snerdly's collar, stood up, yanked him up with
me and dragged him to a spot right in front of the main door.

"Abby, can you hear me?" I shouted when she stopped
screaming.

"Ye... yeah, I can hear you."

"Just stay where you are. Don't worry about the big guy. He's
dead. He isn't going to hurt you. I don't think there's anyone else
out there but I'm not sure yet. Just stay down. Don't even put a
pinky up on that bed."

"O... Okay," was her only response.

Satisfied that my charge was safe, I turned my attention back to
Snerdly. I jammed the barrel of the pistol into Snerdly's mouth,
forced him to look up at me and then smiled my best evil smile.
"You're gonna tell me who sent you and what your assignment was
or I'm going to shoot you. Got it?" He nodded and I pulled the
pistol from his mouth.

"We were sent for the girl."

"Why?"

"I... I don't know. We were supposed to take her and bring
her back."

"To whom?"

"I... I can't tell. He'll kill me."

Without even looking down, I moved the gun and pulled the trigger.
The gun fired and Snerdly screamed as the bullet ripped into his left
knee.

"If you don't tell me, I'm going to kill you and I'm going to
personally make sure you die in horrible pain."

Snerdly was now crying and holding his knee which had a massive
bleeding hole in the center of it. I don't know how I made the shot
because I never even looked down.

"Abby, you okay over there?" I asked over my shoulder.

"Yeah."

"Just hold on another minute and we'll be out of here."

I got down on one knee, putting my face only inches from Snerdly.
"Who sent you?" I asked, trying to sound calm but menacing
at the same time.

"His name's Robert Richards! That's all I know!"

I thought about this for a second. I had no clue who the hell
Robert Richards was but I knew that Snerdly was telling me the truth,
at least as far as he knew it. I could just feel it.

I had what I needed from Snerdly. I slammed the butt of the gun
across his jaw and he crumpled to the side, unconscious. Satisfied he
was not going to be causing me any more problems, I stood up and
moved to the window. I scanned the parking lot once more to see if
Snerdly and Mr. Big had brought help but, except for a few fellow
guests at the Inn, no one else seemed to be moving.

I pulled the curtains closed. "Abby, get up. Get dressed.
Hurry!"

"Is it safe?"

"I guarantee it. If you're still worried, get your clothes
and go in the bathroom."

Abby stood up and I gave her a quick once over. I didn't see any
injuries on her or even a drop of blood. Apparently, she had gotten
out of the way before Mr. Big crashed to the floor. We passed as we
both went to retrieve our clothes. She apparently decided she did not
need to go to the bathroom to dress because she stepped into her
pants right there at the foot of her bed.

"Did you kill 'em both?"

"No. Mr. Big is dead. Snerdly over there is just unconscious.
Although, I doubt he'll be running the marathon any time soon."
I picked up my pants and found the drawback to firing your gun while
it was still in your pants pocket. I now had a burn hole in the
bottom of my pocket and another in the pant leg. "Damn it!"
I groaned and pulled them on. "Do you happen to know who Robert
Richards is?" I asked Abby.

"No," she said, a quiver of fear still in her voice. "I
have no idea. Why were they after me?"

"No idea, darling. I aim to find out, though. I figure I'll
run into Mr. Robert Richards eventually. Who knows. Maybe your former
employer can give me a clue as to his whereabouts."

"Are there gonna be others?"

"Not today, darling," I told her trying to sound
confident. "I doubt Mr. Richards would send out two teams for
one little girl. He'll probably wait all day for these two before
deciding that they aren't going to report in. It'll be at least
tomorrow before he sends anyone else. Does Ms. Crystal know the
address of your mother's house?" Abby did not speak. She just
shook her head. "Good, so you should be safe there until I can
find Mr. Richards and find out exactly why it is he's after you."

We both had our pants and shirt on. We took a seat and put on our
shoes, or in my case, my boots.

"What about the cops?"

"I'm trying to figure that one out myself."

By now, I was sure someone had called the cops. They would
probably pull up outside at any moment. No chance of getting away
which meant we would have to talk to them. I had no idea what to tell
them. How could I explain Abby and I being together or Snerdly and
Mr. Big, or the gun in my pants? I was at a complete and total loss.
The only idea I had was to tell the truth and that sounded like a
real bad idea if I wanted Abby to stay alive for more than another
day or so.

"Why don't we run?"

Almost as if on cue, I could hear the sirens from the police cars.
They were close. "We don't have time."

"What about the window?"

I looked up at her, confused. "What about the window?"

"We could go through the window and out."

"Right into the parking lot," I told her pointing to the
broken window.

"Not that window. The one in the bathroom. It's small but I
think we could fit."

She was still talking while I headed into the bathroom. She
followed me. She was right. There was a window in the bathroom. I
wondered how I could have missed it before. She was also right that
she could fit through it. I thought I might fit too, but I was not
worried about that. I jumped up on the toilet and pulled the window
open. It had been painted shut, but, with my new God-given strength,
I easily pulled it open. I remembered that behind the motel was a
line of woods that would be perfect for what I had in mind.

I got off the toilet and looked at Abby. "You just saved us
both. I want you to go out the window. Run to the trees. You can't
see them from the window but I know they're there. Get over there and
hide yourself." I could see the panic rising in her eyes as soon
as I said it. "Listen. The motel manager can identify me. They
know I am here. I can't run. If I do, I'll look guilty and they'll be
looking for me forever. That will make my job much, much harder. No
one here has seen you. I didn't tell the manager about you. When the
window and curtains were open, you were hidden. By the time you came
out, the curtains were closed. No one's seen you and I can't come up
with a good explanation of why we're together. We need to get out of
here as soon as possible. It will be much easier, and much quicker,
if I talk to the cops alone. As soon as everyone is gone, you can
come out and go to the Waffle House across the street. As soon as I
can, I'll come get you. Don't worry, you will be safe. Please Abby?"

I could still see the fear in her eyes but she nodded. I helped
her onto the toilet and she was about halfway out the window when the
cops knocked on the door. "Mr. Knight," a cop shouted
through the broken window. "This is the police."

"Just a minute," I yelled out. Abby got out the window
and to the ground. I watched as she ran halfway across the clearing.
Confident no one had seen her, I closed the window, left the
bathroom, moved Snerdly from in front of the door, and opened it.
There were three cops at the door, each with their own pistol drawn
and ready to shoot me. I put up my arms in surrender. They rushed in,
pinned me to the bed, and took the gun from my pocket.

The cops insisted I come down to the station with them and tell
them everything that happened. I told them the truth, or as much of
the truth as I could. I made sure to leave Abby's existence out of
the story. Apparently, Snerdly had come to before they carted him off
to the hospital, but he wouldn't talk without a lawyer. I couldn't
help but think that that was a good thing. If he had told them he was
there to get Abby, it could have caused me all kinds of problems.

It had been just after five in the morning when Snerdly and Mr.
Big came knocking. It was after ten by the time the cops dropped me
off at the motel so I could pick up my car. I had given them the
motel in town I had been staying at as my place of residence. The
cops and a right friendly district attorney had told me that they did
not believe any charges would be filed against me because everything
I did was justifiable. As it turns out, Adam Knight is a registered
bounty hunter. I had found a valid drivers license and a permit to
carry a concealed weapon in my wallet.

Once back at the motel, I went to the manager's office and gave
him a credit card I had also found in my wallet to pay for the
damages to the room: the window, the carpet that Mr. Big had bled on,
and the sheets splattered with Mr. Big's brain matter. With that
taken care of, I checked out, got in my car, and headed for the
Waffle House across the street. I cannot tell you how relieved I was
when Abby ran up and threw her arms around me. The cops had not fed
me, so we returned to Abby's table and I ordered us both some
breakfast.

It was 11:15 when we left the waffle house. Abby promised me that
it was only another twenty minutes or so to her mother's house so we
headed that way. I was not as confident as I was earlier that Mr.
Richards' boys could not find the house where Abby's mother lived.
When we got into the right neighborhood, Abby and I took a few laps
around looking for anyone or anything that did not belong.

The neighborhood was older and run down. Most of the houses there
were not actually houses. They were mobile homes. The few houses that
were not movable were old, small clapboard style homes. The lawns
were poorly cared for and most had garbage of one kind or another
strewn about the yard. In my old life, I would have classified the
area as "white trash central." Ms. Thorson's house was one
of those clapboard homes, one story, two bedrooms, maybe eight
hundred square feet of space if you were generous with your
measurements.

I spotted the green Chevy on the first lap around the
neighborhood. It just did not fit. The car was probably the only new
car for five blocks in any direction. The fact that it was sitting in
the road, not in a driveway like every other car on the street, and
the fact that two men in dark suits were just sitting there were
clear indications they were waiting for something.

"Abby, I don't think I'm gonna be able to take you home right
yet," I told her as I turned down a side street, heading away
from her mother's house.

"Why?"

"Did you see the green car we passed?" She shook her
head no. "There were two men in the car. Any idea why they would
be there?"

"Do you think they saw us?"

"I don't think they were looking for our car. I think they
were waiting for me to drop you off at your mother's house. Once you
were home and comfortable, they would have come after you again.
Whoever this Mr. Richards is, he seems desperate to get his hands on
you. I don't think you'll be safe at your mother's house. Not until
I've dealt with Mr. Richards anyway."

"So what now?"

"Back to the city," I told her as I turned back onto the
road that would lead us back to the interstate and take us back to
the city.

"What do we do back in the city?"

"I'll find someplace safe for you and then I'm going to go
have a talk with Ms. Crystal."

"You're just going to leave me somewhere?"

"Don't worry, Abby. Remember, my job is to keep you safe and
get you home. I'm going to do everything I can to make sure that
happens. Okay?" I reached over, grabbed her tiny hand, and
squeezed it reassuringly. That got me a quick smile. After that
though, she turned to the window and stared out at the road and the
passing landscape as we headed back to the city. She did not speak to
me the whole way.

I had no idea where I was going to put Abby up at. I needed
somewhere the bad guys would not think to look and no one would ask
any awkward questions about me leaving her behind. The problem was I
didn't know anyone in this city. Actually, that was not true.

Adam Knight seemed to know many people, and I even had a few
memories of these people, mostly people from The Beaver's Lodge and
Ms. Crystal's place. I knew I could not take Abby with me to Ms.
Crystal's. It was simply out of the question. There were too many
people there Abby considered friends, including Ms. Crystal. If
things got rough, she might be a hindrance or worse. She could be a
target. In addition, there was a good chance that Mr. Richards,
whoever he might be, would have his goons watching there also.

That left me with only two choices. Go back to the sleaze bag
motel where we had started at or The Beaver's Lodge. Considering they
had managed to find us at the motel in Oakdale, it was a good bet
they had somehow followed us there, which meant they might be
watching the motel, waiting for us to return there. That only left
The Beaver's Lodge. A gentleman's club really wasn't the first place
I would choose to leave a fifteen year old girl but considering
Abby's former profession, it isn't like she would see anything she
hadn't seen and probably done a hundred times before. Therefore, The
Beaver's Lodge it was. One of the advantages to The Beaver's Lodge
was that it came with its own protection. Besides Adam, or rather me,
the place had four other bouncers, all of them big, all of them mean
and all of them more than willing to fight someone who was there to
hurt one of the girls.

"You know how to dance?" I asked as we left the
interstate.

It took a long second for Abby to turn to me, the question obvious
in her face. "Do I know how to dance? What does that matter?"

"I know somewhere you'll be safe. Do you know how to dance?
Seductively, I mean?"

"What does that mean? How does someone dance seductively?"

I took a deep breath and figured this would be easier if I just
asked flat out what I wanted to know. "The place I'm taking you
is a gentleman's club. That's a fancy name for a place where rich old
men go to see naked women, smoke cigars and drink a lot of alcohol."

"Sound's like Ms. Crystal's place."

I had to chuckle at that. She was right. The two places did have
some things in common. "Kind of, yeah. I work there sometimes
when money gets tight. I know and trust most of the people there.
They'll protect you if I ask. Thing is, you're going to stand out if
you're just sitting around. The customers will start to wonder. On
the other hand..." I said but she interrupted.

"You want me to strip?" Abby asked with a sardonic
smile. I just shrugged. Abby was quiet for a long minute, and then
shrugged. "I guess I can do that. Some of the people I've been
with have told me I would make a good stripper. But won't that draw
just as much attention?"

I shook my head. "No. First off, you'll be under a stage
name. Second, I doubt Mr. Richards knows you're with me. If he does,
I doubt he knows who I am. And if does, I doubt he knows that I work
at The Beaver's Lodge, so he won't bother to look there. None of the
asshole regulars will even think twice about a new girl at the club.

"I don't know who this Richards is or how well connected he
is, but even if friends of his happen to be members of the Lodge, it
won't matter. With you being underage and with the stage name,
they'll never connect the dots. They'll never place you as the girl
that Richards is looking for."

"Will they let me dance? I am underage."

"It'll be a one-night performance and then you'll be gone. I
think I can convince the manager to agree. I just hope I don't have
to do something that I'll regret in the morning."

The look in Abby's eyes told me I was not going to get away
without explaining that comment.

"The manager, Sandra, she likes me. She's been flirting with
me ever since I was hired," I explained with a shrug of my
shoulders.

"So you're gonna fuck her so she'll let me hide there?"

"Not unless I have to. That's what I meant by I hope I won't
have to do anything I'll regret come morning."

Abby had a giggling fit over this idea. "Where is this place
anyway?"

"About two blocks south of the motel we were at last night.
It's why I stay there. It's cheap and close to where I work."

The rest of the ride passed in peace. Abby continued to giggle
every now and then. To save my own pride, I did not ask why. I am
quite sure I would have been embarrassed if I had asked.

I pulled into the alley behind The Beaver's Lodge and parked just
across the alley from the back door. The only people allowed to use
the back door were employees. We got out. She had to climb over the
seats and get out my door, as the alley was too narrow for her to
open the passenger side door. I banged on the rear door and waited
for someone to open it. The door opened after my third bang.

"Hiya, Adam." I had never met the girl before, but,
apparently, Adam Knight had. Memories of her flooded into my brain.
Memories of a night spent in her apartment. Memories of her riding
my/Adam's cock cowgirl style and screaming each and every time she
had an orgasm, she screamed so loud that the windows rattled and I
was sure that the neighbors would be calling the cops at any moment
to report that someone was being murdered. Her real name was Donna
but the customers at the Lodge knew her better as Dawn Light. As in
"Dawn's Early Light" because, if you spent a night with
her, you were sure to see Dawn's early light. She was a wild woman, a
self proclaimed nymphomaniac, who never seemed to get satisfied.

"Hey Dawn. Is Sandra around?"

"She was in the dressing room yelling at Tiffany last time I
saw her. Who's your friend?"

"Thanks." I grabbed Abby's hand, pushed past Dawn, and
headed for the dressing room.

"Not real friendly today are you?" Dawn yelled after us
as the door shut.

"Working!" I hollered back without turning to look at
her.

I dragged/led Abby down the hall, took a right down another
hallway and stopped in front of the door that led to the dressing
room. There was a sign on the door that read "Ladies only. No
men or customers beyond this point." I ignored the sign and
threw open the door.

"I don't give a good God damn about your excuses, Tiffany,"
was the first thing we heard when the door opened.

Tiffany was in a wooden chair in front of the small area that
served as her make-up table. Her back was to the make-up table. She
was dressed in a sparkling bikini. Her elbows were on her knees and
her face buried in her hands. She was a nice enough girl although
somewhat unreliable according to the memories I had of Adam's
interactions with her. Sandra spent a lot of time yelling at Tiffany
because the girl was always late or forgetting something she would
need during her shift or was trying to get a night off or trying to
get off early. Yelling at Tiffany seemed to be one of Sandra's
favorite hobbies.

Sandra was standing in front of Tiffany, hands on her hips, bent
at the waist, yelling and spitting right into Tiffany's blond hair.
If Tiffany had not been crying into her hands, Sandra would have been
yelling into her face.

Sandra was an enigma. She was a beautiful woman, even at nearly
forty years old, with long brown hair and bright green eyes and an
incredible body. She was smart, having graduated from Rexville State
with a degree in business. She had gotten a job almost immediately
after graduation at some large corporation but had left that job
after only five years to work at The Beaver's Lodge as an assistant
manager. When the old manager was forced to retire because he was
moving "upstate," she was promoted into his place. She was
the first woman manager The Beaver's Lodge had ever had and the
youngest as well.

While working as an assistant manager, she had returned to college
and gotten her masters degree in business. Everyone expected her to
leave in search of a better job but when people asked her why she had
not left, she would say, "Why the hell should I?" There
were rumors that Sandra was secretly buying the Lodge from the three
men who had opened it. Some even said she was already the senior
partner but Sandra refused to confirm or deny the rumor. She was an
admitted bi-sexual with a really kinky side that came out when she
was drinking but she tended to go months, even years sometimes,
without taking a lover to bed. She had been flirting with me, or
rather Adam, since we/they had met.

This bit about having memories that were not my own was getting
confusing.

"You come to work, on-time and prepared!" Sandra
continued to scream. "God damn it, girl. Do you want me to can
your ass? You boyfriend already beats the shit out of you on a
regular basis for spending too much money. What do you think he'd do
if he found out you lost your job cuz you're a fucking idiot!"

Sandra apparently saw me come in out of the corner of her and
turned to me. "What the hell are you doing here? I thought you
took the week off?"

"Nice to see you, too, Sandra," I said with a nod. "I
have a rather large favor to ask of you." Abby was hiding behind
me. I don't think Sandra had seen her yet.

"You want to ask me a favor? Sorry, Adam. I ain't in a
favorable mood, so just get on out of here. Tiffany is already late,
and I don't want you distracting her."

"I'll wait in your office," I told her with a nod,
turned and left the room.

"I told you I ain't in the mood to be doing no favors. Just
go on home, Adam."

I waved at her over my shoulder. "I'll be in your office."
I shut the dressing room door before Sandra could say anything else.
I grabbed Abby's hand and almost ran down the hall and around the
corner. I was afraid Sandra would stick her head out of the dressing
room door and order me out of the place.

Abby and I made it to Sandra's office without running into anyone
else. I pushed Abby into the office first, checked the hallway one
more time, went in, and shut the door. "Grab yourself a seat,"
I told Abby. "In the mood she's in, we might be in for a wait."

"She said she wasn't in a favor-doing mood."

"I know. Sandra's never in a "favor-doing" mood.
It's just her normal personality."

"Is she always like that?" Abby asked as she took a seat
on the green couch that set against one wall of the small office.

I thought about this for a second. In all of Adam's memories, I
could not remember her being in a good mood, at least not while
working. "Anytime she's working, yeah, that's pretty much her
normal mood," I told her with a nod. I circled Sandra's desk to
what was once a buffet but was now part of Sandra's office. Her
printer/fax machine sat on top of the buffet. I pulled open the
middle drawer and pulled out a small bottle of Jack Daniels and two
glasses that Sandra always kept in there. I poured myself about half
a glass.

"Gonna offer me some?"

"Not on your life," I told her and swallowed all the
liquid in one gulp. After a second of recovering, I set the glass
down and filled it again. "You're too young to drink."

"I'm also too young to strip but that doesn't seem to bother
you."

"So I'm a hypocrite. Take it up with your priest. I don't
wanna hear it." Abby giggled at me as I swallowed down the
second glass. I then refilled my glass a third time. I also filled
the second glass. I put the lid back on the bottle and returned it to
the drawer. I picked up my glass, carried it with me, and sat down
beside Abby. Figuring Sandra would need a drink by the time she got
here, I left the second glass setting on the desk, waiting for her.

Abby was looking around and I had time to sit and think. In my
previous life, I had only a rudimentary understanding of guns of any
kind. I had served in the army just after high school to get money
for college. I had managed to qualify with an M-16, although just
barely. Then I went off to my job typing at a computer and, besides
the one time a year that the army required me to recertify with the
rifle, I never fired a shot. After serving my three years, I had
gotten out and had not touched a gun since. Now, here I was, reborn
into the body of a bounty hunter and I had been carrying a pistol
with me the entire time, had shot one man, beat up another and
threatened a young woman. Who had I become?

I took another swallow of my drink and noticed my hands were
shaking a little. 'Oh shit, ' I thought. 'Now, you get upset about
things?' I took a few deep breaths and forced myself to be calm.

I sat back and tried to figure out what was going on. Someone,
presumably God, had offered me a chance to come back after dying in a
car crash. He had improved my body to the level of an Olympic
athlete, given me a gun, and sent me off on a mission to save this
fifteen year old hooker and shut down the brothel she had been
working at. Now I was involved in something completely different.
Someone, for reason or reasons unknown, was after this girl. Whoever
this Robert Richards was, Snerdly had made it perfectly clear that he
wanted Abby. Abby had no idea who Richards was or why he would be
after her but I was responsible for keeping her safe and returning
her to her mother. I didn't look forward to finding out what my
"employer" would do if I failed in my mission. I knew he
could alter life and death. If I failed what would that mean for my
future?

It was a good twenty minutes before the office door opened and
Sandra came in. She glared at me and at Abby as she made her way
behind her desk, flopped down in her chair, and picked up the glass
of JD I had left for her. She raised it my way as a sign of thanks
and took a sip. "Okay Adam. I'm here. What do you want and who's
the kid? She's kind of young for you, isn't she?"

"Who my friend is doesn't matter right now. What I want
does," I told her and stood up. I went to the edge of her desk
and bent over it. "I need you to find her something to do around
here. Just for tonight. She says she can dance and is willing to
strip if needed."

"I'm not hiding some sixteen year old girl in my strip club,
Adam. That could get me shut down. My employers would not appreciate
that."

"So don't get caught," I told her. "It's just for a
few hours. Put her on stage. Put her in one of the peep shows. I
don't care. I just need you to find something for her to do. Some
reason for her to be here. I don't want her just sitting around
waiting."

"Why?"

I hated the idea of telling her. As far as I could tell, it would
make convincing her easier, but it would also endanger her if she
knew too much.

"Some one's trying to kill me," Abby said from her place
on the couch. "Adam is trying to save me."

I turned and glared at Abby. She had only given a quick synopsis
but it was still enough. I wasn't sure what I dreaded more, Sandra
finding out everything and kicking Abby and I both to the curb or
Sandra finding out everything, agreeing to help and then getting hurt
or even killed for her kindness.

"Who's trying to kill you and why?"

I turned back to Sandra. "I think it's better if you don't
know too much. It might put you in their sights if they found out.
Just keep her here for a couple hours. I'll be back before closing to
get her and then you'll never see her again. Please, Sandra?"

Sandra sat back and took a sip of her drink. She looked Abby up
and down and then locked eyes with me, trying to figure out what was
going on. "You're gonna owe me."

"Anything you want, Sandra," I heard myself say. I
wanted to kick myself.

Sandra downed the last of the drink, set the glass on the desk and
stood up. "Come on," she said waving Abby towards the door.
"I'll introduce you around and find someone to help you get
ready. I need a name," Sandra said at the door.

"Monica," Abby said without a seconds hesitation.

Sandra considered this for a moment and then nodded. "We
haven't had a Monique working here in a while. Come on." Sandra
put an arm around Abby and led her out of the office. "Adam,
don't you go away," Sandra shouted over her shoulder.

I closed the door, retrieved the bottle from the buffet and poured
myself another glass. I returned the bottle to its drawer, almost
empty, and returned to the couch. I had hoped to slip away while
Sandra was getting Abby set up but she had told me to stay and I was
afraid of retribution if I failed to follow her orders. Sandra could
make Abby's life, and mine, very difficult right now if she so chose.

Sandra came back to the office fifteen minutes later. She shut and
locked the office door and went to her desk. She spun her chair
around, retrieved the bottle of JD and looked at it. "How many
drinks have you had?"

"This is number four," I told her, holding the glass up
and draining the last of the liquid gold.

"You owe me a new bottle," Sandra said as she poured the
last few drops into her glass. "So, you wanna tell me what's
going on?"

"Can't," I said, shaking my head. "I'd tell you if
I could but, to tell you the truth, I'm not real sure and I don't
want to put you in danger by telling you too much."

"You will be back to collect the girl before I close tonight,
right? I don't need a teen-aged girl crashing at my place tonight."

"I'll be back."

"You better be or your ass is mine. By the way, I'm gonna
hold you to that promise of anything I want. Now get out of my
office." She hooked her thumb at the door, dismissing me.

I got up, set the empty glass on her desk, and went to the door.

"When you pick up the girl, you better have me a new bottle.
And I don't want no cheap, imitation rip-offs."

"Yes, boss," I said waving my hand over my shoulder as I
left. It had actually gone better than I had expected. I was really
expecting Sandra to demand I fuck her right there, right then. I knew
I'd hear about it later though. It might have been better if she had
insisted on it here and now, I thought as I made my way back to the
rear entrance and then out to the Camaro.

I got the car backed out of the alley and then started driving. My
first stop was easy. I needed to shut down Ms. Crystal's place and I
hoped she would be able to give me a lead to this Robert Richards
guy. Ms. Crystal cared for the girls, to a point. She would never let
any guy hurt one of her girls. On the other hand, she wouldn't be
very happy with me since I had threatened India and kidnapped Abby
away from her. I didn't think I would get a real warm greeting.

It was just after one in the afternoon, so I decided to stop at a
burger joint before heading for Ms. Crystal's place. I figured Ms.
Crystal's busiest time of day would be evenings. Who goes to a
brothel in the middle of the afternoon, even if it was a Saturday? I
got myself lunch then headed to Ms. Crystal's place. I knew how to
get there from the Adam Knight's trips to the place. I parked down
the street.

I figured that Ms. Crystal and her girls might need some incentive
to close down the business so I decided to be ready for just about
anything. The fact that I wasn't going to be very welcome made it all
the more important. I slipped my knee-length leather coat on,
reloaded the clip in my pistol, and popped the trunk.

I don't know if the stuff in my trunk came from my "employer"
or from the old Adam Knight, but I was ready for a short war. There
were grenades of all sorts: smoke, concussion, fragmentation. There
were even a couple of white phosphorous grenades meant for melting
the breech of a Howitzer or an engine block right out of a vehicle.
Nasty stuff. There were two different shotguns, I chose the one with
the auto-loader and loaded it up with grape shot. I didn't intend to
kill Ms. Crystal or her girls. In fact, I'd been told to help the
girls if possible, but if one of them came after me, I wasn't afraid
to hurt them a little. There were a couple military style assault
rifles, an M-16 and an AK-47 and a crate of what appeared to be
well-made, but obviously homemade, Molotov Cocktails. I found some
plastic explosives and one of the new Squad Assault Weapons, or
SAW's. All I can say is I'm very glad the police had had no reason to
search the car otherwise. Abby might have been sitting at the Waffle
House for a very long time.

I got myself a hunting knife and slipped it into my boot, got out
a small revolver and put it in my other boot. Just in case, I took
the shotgun, which I hid under my coat and a couple of Molotov
cocktails to "evacuate" the house if it became necessary.
Of course, I would have to get the girls out before I lit the place
up. Satisfied that I was ready for whatever Ms. Crystal and her girls
might throw at me, I headed down the sidewalk.







"Shawna"

The neighborhood where Ms. Crystal's was located was one of the
ritzier communities in Rexville. It was filled with mansions, BMW's
and sports cars of all kinds. Lots of walled-in houses. All with
automatic gates and guys working security. Ms. Crystal's house was
behind an eight-foot high brick wall with an iron gate that was
controlled from the inside. There were rumors that Ms. Crystal had a
pack of Dobermans that she let wander the grounds when the place was
closed but I had never heard nor seen any sign of the dogs. I was
hoping that it was only a rumor. I hated the idea of shooting some
dumb dog just because he was doing what he'd been trained to do.

I didn't try to sneak up on the place. I saw no real reason to. I
just walked up to the gate, intending to talk my way in. There was no
need, though. As I stepped up to the gate, two guys in an SUV pulled
up on the other side. Both were dressed casually in jeans and tee
shirts. Both had a holster on their hip with a pistol inside. "Ms.
Crystal has asked us to bring you to her, Mr. Knight," one of
the men said as the lock clicked on the gate. The gate clanged once
and then started to slide open.

"Excellent," I said.

Both of the men stood over six feet tall and both had muscles that
could be seen clearly through the tight black tee shirts they wore.
The one who had spoken had his head shaven, the other has his blond
hair cut into a high and tight, like a Marine.

"We're supposed to search you before you go inside,"
Baldy said and put a hand up to my chest.

It was just like back in the hotel room when I shot Mr. Big and
then automatically went after Snerdly. My body just did what it
wanted, not bothering to worry about what my mind wanted. It almost
seemed like, for a moment there, someone else, somewhere inside me,
had taken over. I had noticed the same thing when Snerdly and Mr. Big
woke me earlier.

My left fist flew out and made solid contact with the baldy's jaw.
His head snapped around and he stumbled back before falling onto the
ground. As this was going on, my right hand went into the pocket of
my coat, and, before the first guy hit the ground, I had my pistol in
my hand and aimed right between the eyes of the other guy. I flipped
the safety off and I smiled at him. "Do you wanna go home
tonight?" I asked him very casually. He nodded and moved his
hands clear of the holster. "Good. Me too. So why don't you just
use the keypad and close the gate. Then you and I will get in the
truck and go up to see Ms. Crystal."

He nodded and tapped a button on the keypad. We both went to the
SUV. He got in the driver's seat. I got in the passenger's seat,
keeping the pistol aimed at his face the entire time. He started the
engine, backed up into the grass, turned the truck around, and we
headed up the long driveway towards the house. "How many others
are on security detail?" I asked the guy as he drove.

He refused to answer me. Adam Knight normally would have beat the
shit out of him for refusing to answer the question, but, considering
he was at the wheel of the vehicle I was riding in, I chose to wait
until later to discuss showing proper respect to a guest in your
establishment, and I just kept the pistol aimed at him.

When he pulled up in front of the house, there were four more huge
guys, all dressed in jeans and tee shirts, all four with pistols
drawn, standing on the stairs. All of their pistols were aimed right
at me. At least I now knew how many guys they had on the security
detail. Damn it!

As soon as the SUV came to a stop, I slipped off my seat and
kneeled on the floor of the SUV. I had no idea whether the truck was
bullet proof, its possible the windows were bullet proof, but even if
none of it were armored, the metal of the body would provide me a
hell of a lot better protection than the window. I shoved the barrel
of the pistol in to the driver's ribs. "Roll down your window.
Tell them to drop their weapons and go away or I'm gonna shoot you."
The guy laughed. He didn't believe me so—I shot him. Once,
point blank in to the right side of his chest, the round entered just
beneath his right armpit and didn't come out the other side. He
crumpled over the steering wheel.

I wasn't too surprised when the four goons all opened up, firing
round after round into the side of the SUV. I wasn't sure I was going
to live through this. I, personally, had never been a real live
gunfight. Adam Knight had been in one but not at four to one odds
against, and I had no idea whether more might join in at some point.
I doubted they would be on my side. I covered my face with my arms as
the windows shattered all around me, answering the question of
whether they were bulletproof or not.

The metal of the car did a good enough job of protecting me. When
the shooting stopped, I was covered in glass but uninjured. I knew I
should have counted how many rounds had been fired. Who knows, maybe
the four had all emptied their magazines. But they fired so fast and
so furious, I simply couldn't count that fast. I uncovered my face
and waited.

These guys weren't very well trained. One of them stuck his head
through the shattered passenger's side window. I jammed the barrel of
my gun in to his neck. He froze. "If you want to go home
tonight, tell your buddies to drop their guns and get the hell out of
here," I told him quietly.

I have no idea what he was thinking but he didn't do as asked.
Something moved on the other side of the truck and I saw one of the
goons circling the truck to check on the driver, or maybe to check on
me. I kept the pistol jammed into the first guy's neck, pulled the
small revolver from my boot and shot the one on the other side of the
truck. The bullet slammed into the center of his forehead and he
dropped.

The one I had the pistol on, must have thought I was distracted
and tried to pull his head back out the window. Oops. Another one
dead. This one scattered blood and brain matter all over the roof of
the SUV and all over me. 'Another good leather jacket gets bloody, '
was all I could think as I climbed up into the seat, pistol in one
hand, revolver in the other. I brought both guns up and started
firing at the remaining two goons, one of whom was now in front of
the SUV and the other was still on the stairs. The one to the front
took three rounds from my revolver to the chest before disappearing.
The other took one shot to head from the 9mm and tumbled head over
heels down the steps.

Using my left hand, I unlatched the passenger's side door and
stepped out of the now bloody SUV. I took a look around to make sure
no one was gonna shoot me in the back, stepped over the guy who had
left his brains in the SUV, and then headed up the stairs, taking a
quick glance at the one at the front of the SUV. He was groaning and
moaning and seemed to be having trouble breathing. I didn't figure he
was a real threat.

I reached the door of the house only to find it locked. I shrugged
and rang the doorbell. Much to my amazement and amusement, someone, a
man, from inside used the intercom and asked who was there. I tapped
the intercom button with a blood-covered finger and told him, "Adam
Knight. I think Ms. Crystal is expecting me."

"I'm sorry, sir," the man on the intercom said. "But
Ms. Crystal is very busy today, and, unless you have an appointment,
I don't believe she'll have time to see you."

It had to be the butler. Ms. Crystal had this old man, or he
looked old to the old Adam Knight, who always wore a black tuxedo and
was there to answer the door and show the guests in. I was now sure
that's whom I was talking to. I slipped the two guns back into my
pocket, pulled the shotgun from under my coat, leveled it at the
doorknob, and fired from about two feet away. I then tapped the
intercom button again. "If you don't open the door, Jeeves, I'm
gonna blow it off its hinges. Now, do you think Ms. Crystal can spare
a few minutes for me."

"Hold on, sir. I'll check."

I was actually giggling. The old man was good. He was keeping his
calm, doing his job and being pleasant about the whole thing. I
really hoped I wouldn't have to kill him. I stood there and waited a
few minutes, watching the front yard for signs of movement. It was
about three minutes before Jeeves came back.

"I'm sorry, sir. Ms. Crystal simply has no time to put you
into her schedule today. Perhaps if you come back tomorrow."

I aimed the shotgun at the door again and blew a few more holes
into it. Then I used my leg and kicked the door open.

Jeeves, as expected, was standing about four feet inside the
house. I aimed the shotgun at him. "Told you, Jeeves. I guess
Ms. Crystal didn't believe me."

"Oh, no, sir," Jeeves said, still perfectly calm. "She
believed you would break down the door. My orders were to keep you
busy while she and the girls escaped." He gave me a "Cat
that ate the canary" grin and then turned his back to me and
headed off to somewhere else in the house, moving very slowly. He was
an old man. Good thing. too. If it had been anyone else, I think I
would have shot them.

It was just about then that I heard a low rumble. I tried to
identify what it was. When I heard the squeal of tires outside, I
figured it out real quick. On the way up to the front of the house,
we had passed a four-car garage. The noise was that of a garage door
opening. I spun around just in time to see what looked like a dozen
young girls piled into two black SUV's tearing down the driveway. It
was too far away for a shot at the tires and I didn't want to risk
the lives of the girls by taking a shot at the driver or gas tank.

Ignoring the SUV's for the moment, I stepped back into the house.
Jeeves was still slowly making his way down the hallway. "Hey,
Jeeves," I hollered and waited for him to turn around. I pulled
one of the cocktails from the inside pocket of my coat and a lighter.
"How many are still in the house?"

"Three, sir," he stated. "Myself, the maid and the
cook."

"Is there another door?"

"Yes, sir."

"Good," I said and lit the fuse of the cocktail. "You
might want to get them and get the hell out of this house." I
did a baseball throw and tossed the cocktail into what served as the
sitting room. The cocktail landed right on the Persian rug and burst
into a million pieces allowing the fuel inside to get out. The fuse
lit the gas and the room exploded into fire.

Jeeves stood there, very calmly and watched all of this. "Yes
sir," he said, then turned and continued down the hall. He did
move a little quicker now.

I turned around and ran out to the SUV that had been shot up. I
pulled the dead driver out and dumped him unceremoniously onto the
pavement, jumped in, and started the truck. I was amazed that the
truck still worked. I backed out as quickly as I could, slammed it
into drive, and tore out after Ms. Crystal and her girls.

Apparently, Ms. Crystal, who I was sure was driving the front SUV,
didn't do a lot of get-away driving. She was taking the narrow
driveway awful slow. I wasn't. I pulled up behind the second SUV just
as the gate came into sight. Ms. Crystal must have had a remote for
the gate in the car because it was starting to open to let her out. I
realized I had a decision to make. My assignment was to save Abby,
get her home, close down Ms. Crystal's bordello, and to save whatever
girls possible in whatever way possible. For the moment, Abby was
safe. Until Ms. Crystal could get her house repaired from the fire or
find a new place of operations, her establishment was shut down. What
was my main responsibility? To catch Ms. Crystal so I could question
her about Robert Richards. That would mean ignoring the second SUV
and going after the first. On the other hand, should I ignore Ms.
Crystal for now and try to save the girls in the rear SUV?

How hard can it be to find a three hundred fifty pound, forty year
old prostitute with a bunch of teenaged whores?

I took the SUV I was driving off road, passed the rear SUV on the
right and cut them off just before the gate. Whoever was driving the
rear SUV spun the wheel to the left to avoid hitting me and went into
the grass. She got the truck stopped just before it was about to hit
the wall. I hit the corner of the gate with my SUV and the engine
died. I was amazed it had run at all after the pounding it had taken
earlier.

I was out of the truck as soon as it came to a stop and headed for
the girls in the other truck. The driver put the truck into reverse.
I pulled my pistol, put two rounds each into the front and rear
passenger side tires. She tried to get the truck moving forward but
had no luck at all. I looked up and noticed it was none other than
India driving the truck. Our eyes met for just a second and then she
pulled her own gun, a .32 revolver. We pointed our guns at each
other's heads. "Don't make me shoot you, India!" I shouted.
We stared at each other for another long second. I could see at least
a half dozen other girls in the truck. Most of them screaming for her
to put her gun down or crying hysterically.

India released her hold on the trigger and tossed the gun out the
open window. I moved over and picked up the gun. "Get out of the
truck," I ordered as I slipped her gun into my coat pocket.

India stepped out of the truck. "On the hood. I imagine you
know the routine." With her hands up, India moved to the hood
and assumed the position. "You, in the passenger seat, get out
and come around the truck."

A young girl with short red hair, the only one not screaming or
crying, climbed out and circled the truck. I tossed her a pair of
handcuffs and told her to cuff India's hands behind her back and sit
her down beside the tire. The girl grabbed India's right hand, cuffed
the wrist, grabbed her left hand and cuffed it, gave India a quick
rabbit punch to the kidney, said something to her that I couldn't
hear, and then pushed her to the ground.

I put my gun away, told the rest of the girls to get out, and
moved up beside the red head. "What was the punch for?"

"She beat a friend of mine a few days ago for no reason at
all," the red head said with a shrug. "Just getting a
little payback."

"Good for you," I said and put an arm around the girl's
shoulders. India was squirming in the grass trying to sit up.

As it turns out, there were eight girls in the truck, nine if you
included India. "What do we do now?" the red head asked.

"What's your name?"

"Shawna."

"Get all the girls over there," I said, pointing to the
other SUV. "I'm going to search India, and then we'll figure
something out."

Shawna rounded up the other seven girls, all looked to be between
the ages of twelve and sixteen, and led them over to the SUV I had
crashed. I yanked India to her feet, threw her against the hood of
the SUV, and patted her down. I found a six-inch lock blade knife in
her jeans pocket but other than that, nothing. I tossed the blade
into the woods and then spun her around. "Where was Ms. Crystal
headed?" She spit in my face. I slapped her hard across the
face, which sent her back down to the ground. I sat on top of her,
pinned her to the ground, and rubbed her face in the grass and dirt.
"Where was she headed?" I asked again.

"Fuck you!" was India's answer.

I couldn't bring myself to beat the answers out of her so I just
had to hope one of the other girls could tell me where they were
going. I got out another set of cuffs, bound her ankles together and
stuffed India into the backseat of the SUV I had been driving and
tossed the keys into the woods. With the help of the seven remaining
girls, we got two tires off the SUV I had been driving and replaced
the tires I had shot out. We then all piled into the SUV India had
been driving. The fire trucks were roaring down the street as I
pulled out of the driveway and headed for the Camaro.

"Any of you know where Ms. Crystal was going?" I asked
as I drove us to where I had parked my car. The girls and I wouldn't
all fit in my car and none of them looked old enough to drive so I
would have to use the truck until I found somewhere to leave the
girls, where they would be safe from Ms. Crystal until I could find
her. Closing down a brothel sounds like a nice easy job but this had
gotten very complicated between Mr. Richards trying to kill Abby and
Ms. Crystal doing everything she could to avoid me.

"She was headed for the other house," Shawna, who was
sitting in the seat beside me, stated.

"Do you know the address?"

Shawna shook her head. "No, but it's in the bad part of town.
I can show you where it is."

"Can you point it out on a map?"

"No, you'll have to take me with you."

'Women!' I thought shaking my head. 'Always wanting to go
somewhere when they're not wanted!' I decided to deal with that
later. Maybe Abby, or one of the others, could give me an address. I
pulled the SUV up beside my Camaro and got out. I took the keys to
the truck and got out. Don't get me wrong. It's nothing against the
girls. I just didn't know them well enough to trust them with the
truck when I was supposed to be saving them.
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I opened the trunk of the Camaro and dumped the shotgun, the
unused cocktail, and the blood covered leather jacket, minus my Glock
which was once more in the waistband of my jeans, into the trunk as
well as India's gun. I reloaded my own pistol, locked up the car, and
got back behind the wheel of the SUV.

"Anyone here happen to have family nearby who'd be willing to
take you in?" The odds were against me on this one but I had to
try. None of the girls had family nearby, or at least, none they
wanted to admit to or go visit. "Anyone have any idea of where I
can take you where you'll be safe from Ms. Crystal?"

"Why can't we go back to Ms. Crystal?" a young blond in
the back seat asked.

"Ms. Crystal is going out of business, darling. Going back
would just be a waste of time."

"Are you going to kill her?" an older blond asked.

"Not unless I have to. My job is to shut her down, not kill
her."

"What about India and Janet?"

"Well, the police will find India when they get to Ms.
Crystal's place. I don't know what she'll tell them but it should be
an interesting story. I imagine, by the time I'm done, Ms. Crystal,
India and Janet will all be in jail for a very long time. Which gives
me an idea," I finished with a huge smile.

I took a left at the next intersection and drove the girls to the
nearest Rexville City Police Station. I put Shawna in charge and told
her to take the other girls, go inside and tell the police everything
that had been going on. I told them to tell the cops all about why
they had runaway from home, how they found Ms. Crystal, all about
their jobs with Ms. Crystal, and all about how India and Janet had
kept them in line.

When two of the girls protested, saying they were afraid the cops
would send them home, I gave them all my cell phone number and told
them that if the cops sent them home, to give me a call and I'd come
have a chat with their parents about the proper way to treat a
pretty, young lady. They all giggled and blushed. It was enough to
get them out of the truck and into the police station.

I went in with them and stayed just long enough to hear the older
blond girl go up to the desk sergeant and tell him they needed to
talk to a detective. When the sergeant asked what they wanted to talk
about, Shawna answered, "We want to tell how we all became
teenaged prostitutes." The sergeant's eyes got big for a second
as he looked at each girl. Each girl gave him a nod. He picked up the
phone and called a detective down.

Satisfied the girls would do their part and help clear my name, I
headed back out to the SUV. When I got in to the truck, Shawna got in
also. "What are you doing?"

"You need me," Shawna said, giving me a smile. "I
know where Ms. Crystal is going, remember?"

"Damn it!" She was right. I did need her. I was so happy
to be getting the girls off my hands that I had forgotten all about
that little tidbit. "Get in!"

I got behind the wheel and headed off to find Ms. Crystal. "Here's
the deal," I told Shawna, once we were moving again. "You
show me the house. Once you have, I bring you back to the police
station. You give them your statement and that's it." Shawna
opened her mouth to protest but I shut her down before she could say
a word. "No, Shawna! That's the way it's going to be. If you
don't like it, I'll take you back to the police station right now."

Shawna harrumphed at me but didn't say anything else. "Now,
where's the house?"

"You know where the original Valiant Department Store was?"
I nodded. Adam Knight had memories of shopping there. "It's down
near there." Luckily, I was headed in the right direction. I
gave her a nod.

"What are you going to do when you find her? Ms. Crystal, I
mean."

"I'm gonna put her out of business. I also have a few
questions I want to ask her."

"Questions about what?"

"Doesn't matter right now," I told her hoping to end the
discussion. "How old are you?"

"I turn seventeen next week. Ms. Crystal had already told me
that I'd have to leave soon. That's why this isn't bothering me as
much as it is some of the other girls."

Shawna looked young for her age. A bowl cut of orange hair, bright
green eyes, a round face covered with freckles. She stood maybe five
foot four with nice round tits and a slightly large bubble butt. She
was the very definition of cute.

It took us more than an hour to reach the old Valiant Department
Store due to traffic. By the time we got there, it was almost three
in the afternoon. From the store, Shawna guided me to the house she
thought Ms. Crystal would head for. "From what Ms. Crystal and
India have said, Ms. Crystal owns a couple houses here in town. This
one, the one we're going to, is the biggest after the mansion. With
that many girls, she's going to need the room. That's why I figure
they'll come here."

It made sense to me but we were disappointed when we arrived. It
was obvious that the house was sitting empty. In fact, it was for
sale. "Shawna," I said as we sat in front of the house,
staring at the realty sign, "Do you know where any of the other
houses are?"

"I was at one other but I'm not sure if I can find it. It's
somewhere over near Brockwater Park. Near the playground."

I nodded and we headed that way. If they weren't at the second
house, I intended to return Shawna to the police station and then
stake out both of the houses and hope that Ms. Crystal or one of her
girls showed up.

Traffic was even worse this time. While heading for the Valiant,
we'd been moving against the flow of traffic. Now we were stuck in
it. From the radio reports we were hearing, there was no way around
it either. The bypass around the city was even more congested than
the city streets. By the time we got near Brockwater Park, the sun
was down. "I'm never gonna find it in the dark," Shawna
admitted almost as soon as we arrived at the park.

I parked the truck and sat back and thought about what to do next.
I wanted to know the location of the second house, if there was a
second house. I wasn't real sure I could trust Shawna on that tidbit.
It seemed to me she was doing everything she could just to stay with
me and not go back to the police. If she was just messing with me, I
was going to be real ticked. Now I had a couple of hard decisions to
make. What to do with Shawna was one, and what to do about Abby was
the second.

Abby, as far as I knew, was still at The Beaver's Lodge. Who knew
what Sandra had put her up to. I wasn't real worried about that.
Sandra protected her girls almost as fiercely as Ms. Crystal
protected hers. Despite the fact that Sandra considered this a favor
to me, I was pretty sure she would keep Abby safe and sound. The
problem was I had promised Sandra I'd come by and pick up Abby. With
darkness falling and no clue where Ms. Crystal had disappeared to and
still no lead on who this Robert Richards was or his whereabouts, I
was pretty much in the same situation as I had been first thing that
morning.

I had to get Abby by midnight or so and I had to find something to
do with Shawna. Did I want the two girls together? Did I want to
involve Shawna even more in this? Did I have the right to endanger
her life by having her associate with Abby and I, just for a possible
clue as to the whereabouts of Ms. Crystal and her girls? Would Mr.
Richards' goons check the identity of the teenaged girl I was with?
They must have figured out who I was by now. The death of Mr. Big, I
would bet, had caused quite a commotion.

"What are you thinking about? Trying to figure out how to get
rid of me?"

"There's a lot you don't know, Shawna. If you did, you might
be looking for a way out yourself. If you'd known the whole truth, I
doubt you would have come with me at all. The longer you're with me,
the more danger you're in. Problem is I really need to find Ms.
Crystal, and not just to shut her down. I'm trying to figure out what
to do next.

"We can't find the house at night. If I take you to the
police, they won't let you ride around with me tomorrow, especially
after what happened at Ms. Crystal's house. Hell, it wouldn't
surprise if they arrested me. So, I'm trying to figure out what to do
with you to keep you safe and available to me."

"Take me home," Shawna said with a smile.

"Home where?"

"Your home, silly!"

I laughed. "The people who are threatening me, will be
watching my house. They see you, they may not look carefully enough
and decide you're the one they want. That wouldn't be a good thing."

"But," Shawna said, obviously confused, "Aren't
they after you? Why would they be after me?"

"They're not after you, Shawna. That's my point. They might
think you're the one they want, though. The person they want is the
person I'm trying to protect."

"So where is she? How are you protecting her, if you're here
with me?"

"She's with people I trust. She's fine."

"Well, you can't turn me over to the police until I show you
the house. So I vote, we go get whoever it is you're supposed to be
protecting and find a hotel for the night."

At that moment, I had an epiphany. I smiled at Shawna, wanting
desperately to kiss her for inspiring me. I resisted the impulse. I
started the truck and headed for where all this started. Back to Ms.
Crystal's. "Can you drive?" I asked her as I pulled the SUV
in behind my Camaro.

"I don't have a license but I know how."

"Excellent! Come on!"

I got out of the truck, leaving it parked on the side of the road
and went and got into my car. I prefer my small sports car to a
big-ass SUV any day of the week. Shawna followed me and climbed in.
"Okay, why did you ask if I knew how to drive?"

"You'll find out later. For now, buckle up and hold on. We
have to go fetch Abby."

"Abby?" Shawna asked as I pulled out and headed back to
The Beaver's Lodge. "Abby who?"

"Don't worry about that. Abby is my client. I've been charged
with protecting her."

"By who?"

"My employer."

"And who's that?" Shawna asked.

"You'd never believe it. Hell, I'm not sure I believe it, but
I'm here and that means something."

We got to The Beaver's Lodge in good time. I parked in the alley
behind the Lodge just as I had earlier and banged on the door. Unlike
last time, I only had to bang once before the door popped open and
there stood Sandra. "Hiya, stranger," she said with a grin.
Then she noticed Shawna. "What are you doing, Adam? Going around
town picking up young girls today?"

I smiled and pushed my way in with Shawna following me. Once the
door was shut, I took a second to explain what was going on to
Sandra. "Sandra, this is Shawna. Shawna, Sandra," I said by
way of introductions. Sandra nodded. Shawna just gave her a smile.
"Shawna is a witness with important information I need. What I
need right now is Abby. Where is she?"

"Performing," Sandra said and turned and led us down the
hall. "She's a natural. Seems to know exactly what the guys want
her to do. If she were eighteen, I wouldn't let you have her back."

"So you let her dance?"

Sandra nodded. "I started her by having her bus tables and
washing dishes. She's a natural born flirt though and some of my
regulars started asking when she was gonna dance. I put her in a
booth and only let in regulars I know and like. She's been in there
all night. Word of mouth spread. She's been full all night. The fact
that she looks about twelve is making me a fortune."

"I'm glad to hear you made some money."

Sandra led us into a room that was full of one way mirrors. Each
mirror showed a view into a "peek-a-booth" where a girl was
dancing. A customer could go into a small closet-like room, put in
fifty cents and watch the show in privacy. Sandra led us to one of
the mirrors and we saw Abby.

She was in a small room, maybe eight feet by eight feet with
windows all around. The guys could see her but she couldn't see them.
She was buck naked, had her head thrown back, her eyes closed, her
legs spread and her fingers had her vaginal lips spread and one
finger rubbing her clit. I couldn't blame the guys for watching her.
I popped a boner the minute I saw her.

"How much longer has she got?" I asked.

Sandra checked her watch. "She goes on break in about ten
minutes. You all can wait here and I'll bring her to you as soon as
she's done." Sandra turned and left the room.

"Holy shit! That's Abby!" Shawna said, her jaw almost on
the ground.

"You know her?"

Shawna nodded and responded but never took her eyes off Abby.
"Yeah. We roomed together at Ms. Crystal's for a while right
after we got there. She's one of my best friends."

"Good," I said. "Then I won't have to keep you two
entertained. You can entertain each other."

Shawna laughed. "I'm willing but she says she doesn't swing
that way."

Okay, so I'm a little slow. It took me a minute to figure out what
she was talking about. I hid my own stupidity from Shawna and walked
around the room, checking out each of the various rooms. Shawna
didn't move from in front of Abby's room.

About ten minutes later, the shade drew down over Abby's window. I
had forced myself to check on her only occasionally. I didn't really
have a problem with Abby stripping or whatever but watching her felt
perverted with Shawna beside me. It was another five minutes before
the door opened and Abby walked in, now dressed in blue jeans and a
sleeveless denim shirt. She had her hair pulled back in a single
ponytail, setting high on the back of her head. "Here's your
girl," Sandra said as they entered the room.

Shawna squealed and ran to Abby, hugging her fiercely. Abby was
surprised at first but when she realized who it was, she squealed and
the two ran off to a corner and began to chat. "I think they
know each other," Sandra said with a smile.

"I get the feeling they like each other," I said as I
watched the two chattering in a low whisper. I turned back to Sandra.
"I really do appreciate you hiding her like this."

Sandra nodded and ran a hand down my arm. "Just remember,
stud. You owe me one. Get these girls out of here before the cops
close me down." Sandra gave me a quick kiss on the cheek,
turned, and left the room.

"You two ready to go? You can continue your conversation in
the car."

Abby took Shawna's hand and led her over to me. When they got
close, Abby released Shawna's hand and threw her arms around my neck.
"Thank you for saving my friend," she whispered in my ear.
She kissed me on the cheek and then let me go.

I just nodded. "Come on. The car's waiting."

I led the two girls to the back door, checked the alley to make
sure no one was waiting, and waved them out. Shawna got into the
little back seat while Abby got in the front beside me. I climbed in
behind the wheel and backed out of the alley. "Where to now?"
Abby asked.

"Shawna came up with a plan that just might work and keep us
all alive until tomorrow morning."

"I did?" Shawna asked from the back seat as I pulled the
Camaro out onto the road, shifted into first gear and stomped the
accelerator.

"Well, sort of," I said with a nod. "You gave me
the inspiration for my plan. We're going to go back to where we left
the SUV. With luck, the police haven't found it and impounded it yet.
When we get there, Shawna, I want you to drive the truck and follow
me to the motel where we'll be spending the night."

"Can I ride with her?" Abby asked immediately.

"No!" And I didn't give either of the girls a chance to
protest. "We'll get two rooms on opposite sides of the motel.
We'll park the truck in front of one and the Camaro in front of the
other. Then we'll sleep in the one by the truck."

"What good will that do?" Shawna asked.

"The people after Abby don't know about the truck but I'm
pretty sure they're looking for the Camaro by now. If they spot the
Camaro in the parking lot, they'll go to that room first. If they
bust down that door, it'll tell us they've found us and we'll know
it's time to leave or make a stand. Either way, at least we'll have
some warning."

"Where'd the truck come from?" Abby asked.

"He stole it from Ms. Crystal."

Abby smacked me on the arm. "You bad boy." She smiled,
then leaned over and hugged my arm. "I'm glad you're back. I
feel safer with you around."

I wish I felt the same. I wasn't real sure this idea would work.
It hadn't occurred to me previously but there was the possibility
that Ms. Crystal and Mr. Richards were working together. Which meant
that Mr. Richards may well know about the SUV and be looking for it.
Not that it mattered. If they found the hotel, even if they knew
about the truck, we would have a fifty-fifty shot of them picking the
wrong room. I wasn't expecting to be getting much sleep that night.

We found the SUV where we'd left it. I handed the SUV key to
Shawna. Abby let her out of the backseat. They hugged quickly, Abby
got back in, and Shawna got in the truck. I waited until she had her
seatbelt on and the engine started before I pulled out onto the road.
She followed right behind me. I think my eyes spent more time
watching Shawna and the SUV in my rear view mirror than on the road
ahead of us.

"Why couldn't I ride with her?"

"My job is to protect you. Not Shawna. That's why she's
driving the truck and not you. It's why you're in the car with me
instead of in the truck with her. It's why we're in the Camaro
instead of the truck. I know and trust my Camaro. It has good pick-up
and can out-run pretty much anything on the road."

"In other words, if something happens, you're gonna ditch
Shawna."

I nodded once. "Only if I absolutely have to, but yes. My
assignment was to shut down Ms. Crystal's, keep you alive and do what
I could for the other girls. My employer didn't tell me which of my
assignments was most important. The way I see it though, your life
comes before any of the others. If needed, to keep you alive, I'd
kill Ms. Crystal, Shawna, and every other girl who you worked with
plus Mr. Richards and any of his hoodlums who got in my way."

"I think I'm a little flattered and a little scared at the
same time."

"You and me both."

I drove the car out of town. Considering her age, Shawna drove
pretty well. Even when a cop pulled up beside her, she kept her cool
and kept the truck moving. I don't know whether the cop checked her
out or not but if he did, he must not have found anything too
suspicious. He turned left after about two blocks. I pulled into a
motel south of town, about as far from the hotel Abby and I had
stayed at the night before as I could get. The only reason I stopped
is because it was getting late.

I went in and got two rooms. I was ready to tell him that my two
sisters were mad at me for some thing and that they wanted a room as
far from my own as they could get. He never asked why I wanted two
rooms on opposite sides of the motel, though.

The motel was built in a U-shape with two floors. One room was on
the first floor, the other on the second floor. I parked the Camaro
in front of the second floor room and had Shawna park the truck in
front of the first floor room The second floor room may have been
somewhat more defensible but the first floor room gave us more
options if we needed to leave quickly. I didn't see myself deciding
to make a stand with two teenaged girls in the room with me. My job
was to save Abby, not put her in danger.

With the vehicles parked, we all gathered in the first floor room.
"Abby, you are not to leave this room tonight for any reason
unless I say otherwise. If you want a drink, if you need ice, if you
want food, you let me or Shawna get it. Do not go near the window.
The curtains stay closed, and, Abby, you don't even peek out of a
corner of the window. If you let Shawna or I into the room, you stay
out of sight, either stand beside or behind the door. If someone
comes to the door, you go in the bathroom. Understood?"

"Yes, Adam," Abby said.

"Shawna?"

"I get it!" She said. "I'm her slave for the
night." She smiled at the end to let Abby and I both know she
was kidding.

"Good. Shawna, see if you can get the number for a pizza
place that delivers. Order us something. I'm gonna go take a shower
while you two jabber. Do not unlock or open the door for anyone!"
I ordered. They both nodded and the two started talking about
whatever it is teenaged girls talk about. I put the revolver from my
boot on the cabinet by the TV. I took off my boots and then went into
the bathroom.

I undressed, realized once again that I had nothing to change
into, and started the shower. My cock had been at half mast all night
just thinking about Abby at The Beaver's Lodge and thinking about
what Shawna had said. I couldn't help but wonder whether she was
joking or if she was serious. I got into the shower and got myself
washed.

Washing my privates put little me at full staff and I knew it
wouldn't go away without some kind of satisfaction so I jerked myself
off as best I could. I seemed to have forgotten how to jerk myself
off or maybe Adam's cock just wasn't used to it. It took me about
fifteen minutes before I shot my wad into the bathtub. I watched the
little swimmers all disappear down the drain feeling just a little
sad.

As I got out of the shower, something dawned on me. I had been
here, in the body of Adam Knight, in Rexville, for about twenty-four
hours. In that entire time, I hadn't missed my old wife or children
once. Except in passing, I hadn't even thought about them. Standing
there in front of the mirror brushing my hair and teeth, I couldn't
help but wonder what they were doing, and what they would think of me
now. Would I'd ever see them again? And if I did, what would their
reaction be? Was I even allowed to contact them? If so, what the hell
would I tell them?

I pushed those maudlin thoughts to the back of my head, filed them
away for later consideration, and dressed in the same clothes I had
been wearing since I'd woken up in Adam Knight's body. It was time to
do something about this situation. The clothes were going to become a
burden. I wouldn't be able to go anywhere in public because my
clothes would stand out, the smell of them even if they weren't
becoming stained. I needed clean clothes. Doing laundry simply wasn't
a possibility and wouldn't fix a bullet hole anyway, and none of us,
Shawna, Abby or I, had anything to put on while they were washing
anyway. 'No, ' I thought, looking myself in the eyes. 'A shopping
trip is definitely needed.'

With that realization, came the question of how to go about it. I
could send Shawna out but there was no cash. I would have to use the
credit card. They would, without doubt, ask Shawna for some proof
that the card was hers or that she had permission to use it. If she
couldn't produce it, they might call the cops. By now, the cops must
know what had happened at Ms. Crystal's and were, no doubt, looking
for me. If they arrested Shawna, she might tell them where I was just
to clear her own name. Even if she managed to get the clothes, there
was the chance that she'd be followed back to the hotel, either by
the cops, Ms. Crystal, or goons working for Mr. Richards. That left
only one option: Leave the girls in the motel room, hope nothing
happened while I was gone, and go shopping myself.

With that settled in my head, I left the bathroom. I found the two
girls both sitting up on the bed nearest the door, with the TV turned
up and rap music blaring. I grabbed the remote and turned it down.
"We don't need to draw any attention to ourselves here," I
told them. "We don't need any potential neighbors calling the
desk to complain about the noise. Keep it down." I handed the
remote back to Shawna and got an apology from both girls. "Did
you order something for dinner?"

"I ordered Chinese. They deliver and Abby and I are both
tired of pizza."

"That's fine. How long did they say it would take?"

"About fifteen minutes. Should be.—" she checked
the clock. "Should be here in about five minutes now."

I nodded. "Abby, you know what to do when they get here?"

Abby nodded. "Go into the bathroom, right?" she asked
with a smile.

I nodded. "Good girl. Don't turn on the light and don't close
the door. Just stand in there being as quiet as possible until I tell
you it's okay to come out." She nodded in understanding.

"After we eat, I'm going out. You two are staying here."
I could see the protest in Shawna's eyes and the horror in Abby's.
"It's necessary. I can't risk taking you out, Abby. It would
just put you in more danger and I don't want to leave you alone."

"I could go," Shawna volunteered.

"I considered that possibility but I have no cash. I'll have
to use a credit card. I don't know if they'd let you use my card and
you have no idea how to spot if you're being tailed or how to lose
them if you do spot them and to top it all of, you don't have a
license. No, I'm elected."

"Where are you going?" Abby asked, I could see tears
welling in her eyes.

"To a department store. I'm going to get us all some clean
clothes to put on. We all need them. I've been in these since early
this morning," I said holding my shirt away from my body. "These
are getting rather raunchy." Both girls giggled at that. "Don't
worry. I'll leave you my cell number. If something happens, get away!
As soon as you can, call me and I'll come get you." Both girls
nodded. "I need you both to write down your sizes. Unless you
want clothes that don't fit."

Shawna pulled open the nightstand drawer and pulled out some note
paper, a pen and a Bible left by the Gideon's that she used as a lap
desk. She wrote her own sizes and then handed it to Abby. Abby was
forced to pause her writing when there was a knock at the door. She
jumped off the bed, ran into the bathroom, and sat down on the
toilet, leaving the door open and the light off as instructed. Shawna
laid on the bed, looking bored with the TV as I answered the door,
used the credit card to pay for the food, which the delivery guy
wasn't real happy with until I told him to add a ten dollar tip to
the total. Then he became real polite and nice about the whole thing.

I closed the door, set the food on the bed, and peeked through a
hole in the curtains and watched as the delivery guy returned to his
pickup truck and drove away. Only once he was out of the hotel
parking lot did I call Abby back in.

Dinner went fine. We all had bites of everyone's food. The two
girls kept me laughing the entire time we ate, joking about their
experiences with johns at Ms. Crystal's.

After dinner, I took the list of sizes they had written down for
me, made sure to take my 9mm and the revolver, which I returned to my
boot, and headed for the Camaro. As I walked across the lot, I looked
around counting the number of cars and taking note of what kinds of
cars were parked there. I also looked for anything suspicious, such
as someone sitting in a car or aimlessly wandering around or just
hanging out. I didn't see anything. I got into the Camaro and took
off. I watched my rear very carefully looking for anyone who might be
trying to tail me as I headed back into town. If someone was
following me, I couldn't spot them.

I was finding myself fortunate to have Adam's memories because in
my previous life, I had no experience with spotting a tail, shooting
a gun, or any such thing. I would have been killed quickly if it
wasn't for the memories and skills that Adam Knight had left behind.

I found a Wal-Mart and went inside. I headed to the girl's
department and found a young woman who worked there to help me. I
told her I had two sixteen year old nieces at home who had just
arrived for a visit and the airline had lost their luggage so they
had no clothes except those they were wearing. "The airline has
promised us that they will find the luggage and have it for them
tomorrow but they need something to wear until then."

The young woman was very understanding and very helpful. Within
twenty minutes I had enough clothes for me and the girls. While
waiting in line to pay I thought of a half dozen other things we
should probably have so I went wandering through the Wal-Mart picking
up what I felt we needed. The last thing I picked up was a large
overnight bag to carry all this stuff in. With that done, I headed
for the registers and checked out. It cost me nearly two hundred
dollars. I stood there hoping that Adam Knight had the resources to
pay for this shopping trip.

With that finished, I pushed my cart, now full of Wal-Mart bags
towards the door. I was almost there when something caught my eye. It
was an ATM machine. It was just outside a bank located in front of
the Wal-Mart. The bank was closed but that isn't what caught my eye.

What caught my eye was a sticker on the ATM showing the credit
card I had. I wondered if I was an idiot for not having thought of
this before. I went over to the ATM, pulled the card from my wallet,
and noted that the card had been issued by the same bank. How lucky
can a guy get? I slipped the credit card into the machine, and,
without even really thinking, typed in the PIN.

My jaw fell open when the number worked. I had access to someone's
bank account and I couldn't afford to not take advantage of it. I did
an account balance inquiry and got a receipt that stated there was
more than ten thousand dollars in the account. I told the machine I
wanted to make a withdrawal. The machine limited the amount I could
take out to four hundred dollars, but that was fine with me. I
withdrew the four hundred, stuffed the money into my pocket, got my
card back, and, pleased with myself, I headed for the door.

At the car, I loaded all the goodies I had bought into the back
seat and passengers seat and then headed back to the hotel, not
taking the direct route. Instead I looped in and around, moving
quickly from street to street and sometimes going in circles just to
see if anyone was following me. I was pretty sure I wasn't being
followed and headed for the city limits and the motel.

I got back to the motel about two hours after leaving. I grabbed
all my goodies, hooking bags and bags over my arms, went to the motel
room door, and knocked. A moment later, Shawna opened the door and
let me in. I smiled when I didn't see Abby in the room. I entered the
room and dropped my purchases onto one of the beds as Shawna closed
the door. "Lock it," I told her and heard the deadbolt
slide into place. "You can come out now, Abby." A second
later, Abby appeared from the bathroom. I gave her a nod and a smile.
"Good girl."

She blushed shyly. A minute later I was overwhelmed with teenaged
girls on a stampede to look at the clothes I had bought them. I moved
out of the way after grabbing my own clothes and let them go. After
about ten minutes of constant talking and holding up clothes, they
seemed to calm down some. "Who gets the shower first?" I
asked.

The two girls looked at each other, locked eyes for a moment and
then smiled. "Share?" Shawna asked. Abby nodded. They each
got a the nightgown I had bought for them and a pair of panties and
then, holding hands, the two ran off to the bathroom, closing the
door behind them. I just stood there and smiled and shook my head.

Once I heard the water running and was pretty sure the two girls
wouldn't walk in on me, I stripped and changed into my new and clean
clothes. After the girls finished their shower, they came out and we
all settled in and watched some prime time TV. At about eleven, with
both girls already asleep in the other bed, I turned off the lights
and the TV, slipped down under the covers and closed my eyes.




"A Night In Heaven"





When I opened my eyes again, I was back in that foggy, white place
I had been right after my car accident. 'Oh goody! Here we go again,
' was my first thought.

A second after I arrived, the light flared into existence. Again
it was a few feet in front of me and hovering at chest level. My eyes
seemed to adjust a little quicker this time.

"We have called you here to tell you we are pleased with your
performance thus far."

"Thank you," I said. "Are you willing to answer
some of my questions?"

"Allow us to speak first. If questions still remain, we will
answer those we can."

I nodded and the light continued.

"We selected you because we found your soul to be brave and
noble. We had not expected the violence you have encountered nor the
violence you have committed but we do not hold this against you. We
are sure you are questioning yourself as to your actions. You have
done many things in the previous day that you have no experience
with. You have taken life and been placed in high stress situations.
Yet, you have not hesitated nor questioned yourself on these matters.
This is an unexpected side effect of the change we initiated and you
have gone through.

"Adam Knight was a child of fourteen years when he came to
us. He was a runaway from an abusive home. His guardians never
reported him missing. No one loved him. No one missed him. He had
frozen to death in an alley in the city of Rexville. He told us that
he felt he had been denied his destiny. He had believed, for as long
as he could remember, that he had a greater purpose. A task to
accomplish, something that had not been accomplished during his
lifetime. He did not know what the task was but he was desperate to
carry it out. He felt his name should be known through out the
community, if not the world. He had big aspirations for someone so
young.

"We could not send him back. We could, however, allow his
name to continue. We asked and received his permission to use his
name and body to accomplish certain tasks that we could not do
ourselves. It was thus that Adam Knight became our agent.

"The boy who originally occupied the body remains with us. He
is happy and content. We aided the body in recovering and sent an
agent to become Adam Knight. Our agent kept the body of Adam Knight
safe until he reached the age of majority at which time we recalled
our first agent and placed a second agent within the body.

"This agent was a young man with great bravery and was stout
of heart but was lacking the nobility that we find in you. He was
overly violent and often cruel, even to those he was assigned to
protect. It was our failing. We should have selected better because
the tasks we assign are of the highest importance.

"For this reason, we began to search for a new agent. Our
search was successful when we found you. We had nothing to do with
the death of Darren Peter Hornsby but we were pleased with the
opportunity it gave us. You were selected to replace our agent. We
recalled the agent to our side and put you in his place.

"Already, even after such a short time, we feel we have
selected well. You have saved the life of the young woman you were
sent to protect and have found yourself a companion. We are most
pleased with your progress.

"Do not concern yourself with the violence you have been
party to. It is not completely your doing. It is an unexpected side
effect of the transfer. It is a holdover from the agent who
previously inhabited the body of Adam Knight. It will fade with time.
Although you will retain the knowledge of our previous agent, your
personality will revert more to that of the man you've always known
yourself to be. Do not concern yourself. This tendency towards
violence will fade with time.

"Your tasks go well. We hope that you continue as our agent
but we now offer you the opportunity to retire from the mortal world
and join us here. We can not, we will not, force you to continue this
calling. It is your decision. No one will think less of you should
you choose to return to our side."

"I want to stay on Earth. I wanna go back."

"Excellent." It was just a ball of light. There were no
eyes or ears, no nose or mouth but I swear I could hear a smile when
they spoke. "We will now answer your questions."

"You answered most of them already. I only have a few others.
First, what about my family? My wife, my children?"

"The wife of Darren Peter Hornsby has already met and married
a new man."

"Is she happy?"

"She is happier than she has ever been."

I had to laugh. Charlotte was happier without me/Darren than she
had ever been with me/Darren. For some reason, this didn't bother me
at all. I was happier, too. "And my children?"

"They continue almost as they were."

"In other words, they're still losers."

"Do not be too hard on them. They will come around. They each
have destinies to fulfill."

"What does that mean?" I asked, suddenly concerned.

"It is not of importance at this time. Do you have other
questions?"

"You said something about me having found a companion..."

"That is not a question."

'Oh great, they're getting technical with me, ' I thought and
almost laughed at the idea. "Who is this companion you think
I've found?"

"Her name is Ekaterina Jagger. We can tell you nothing more
at this time."

"I don't know anyone named Ekaterina Jagger!" I stated
but got no response. I just shook my head and tried to think if there
were more questions I wanted answered. "Can you tell me anything
about Mr. Robert Richards? I haven't had much luck placing him.

"You will. We have confidence in you. We must return you
soon. We have a few things to share with you before you go."

"Can I ask a few more questions that I just thought of?"

"Of course."

"Why is it so important that I save Abby?"

"That will become clear in time," they said.

"Why can't you tell me now?"

"There are many futures. Abigail Thorson plays an important
role in most of them. In some, she dies, and, in a few, she fails.
All those future are possible. Those where she lives and succeeds
have the most beneficial outcomes."

"To who? You? The people of Rexville? Mankind? How do I know
you're really who you say you are?"

"Faith, Adam Knight. Faith."

When I woke up I found myself snuggled between two pretty teenaged
girls. Both had their head resting on my chest and I found my hands
absentmindedly rubbing their backs. I smiled and pulled them both
closer. The girls had left the light in the bathroom on. I had no
idea when the pair had climbed in bed with me. I looked down and
found Shawna's red hair on my left and Abby's blond hair on my right.
It took me a few seconds to realize that I was rubbing their bare
backs. They had removed their nightgowns. Only then did I notice
their soft breasts pressing against my chest and that I had a rock
hard boner in my boxer briefs.

I don't know what it was that woke her but Shawna lifted her head
up, rested her chin on my chest, and smiled at me, bleary eyed. "You
okay?" she asked.

"Yeah," I said and gave her a quick smile. "When
did you two get in bed with me?"

"Just after you fell asleep. I hope you don't intend to chase
us out. Neither one of us wanted to sleep without you."

I chuckled. "Why on Earth would I send two of the prettiest
girls I know out of my bed?"

She blushed, smiled, and then pushed herself up and kissed me
gently on the lips. My hand slid up her back and neck and into her
red hair and I held her lips against mine and deepened the kiss. Her
mouth opened and I slipped my tongue into her mouth and tasted her.

I felt her small hand slide over my chest, down my stomach and
into the waist band of my shorts. She wrapped her little hand around
my hard cock and gently began stroking it up and down. A moan escaped
my lips.

When we finally separated, I found Abby also awake, her eyes open
and watching Shawna and I. "Don't let me bother you," she
said with a smile.

I ignored her and pulled her up to me and kissed her next. Again,
I wrapped my hand into her hair and held her to me as I pushed my
tongue past her lips and into her mouth.

"Oh, God, this is so hot!" Shawna moaned.

As Abby and I continued to kiss and check out each others tonsils,
Shawna threw the covers back, uncovering me to my knees. She slid
down my body, kissing a trail down my chest and stomach, pulled my
shorts out and down, and hooked the elastic under and behind my
balls. Her hand then returned to my cock and a second later I felt
her engulf the tip of my cock with her mouth.

Instinctively, I pulled Abby closer and kissed her even harder. My
hand ran up and down her back and down to her bare ass. It didn't
surprise me that she was naked. I never doubted for an instant that
Shawna was just as naked. Shawna took me even further into her mouth
and I felt her run her tongue up and down the most sensitive parts of
my cock. Then she moved up to the head, circled it, and started all
over. She was a talented little cocksucker.

"I want you," Abby whispered into my ear when we finally
separated. She raised herself up onto one elbow and looked down at
me. "I've heard it is every guy's fantasy to have two girls at
the same time." She gave me this devilish little smile then got
to her knees. "You're about to find out what it's like."
She yanked the pillows from under my head so I was laying flat on the
bed, knee-walked up the bed, and straddled my head.

"Holy shit!" was all I could say as her pretty little
pink pussy came into view. I grabbed her hips with both hands and
pulled her down onto my face. I used my nose to pry her puffy little
lips apart and stabbed into her with my tongue.

"Oh, yes!" she groaned.

With all the stimulation I was getting, the smell of Abby's pussy,
the feel of Shawna's mouth, the sounds of Abby's moans, it shouldn't
be a big surprise that it wasn't more than another minute or two
before I was unloading in Shawna's mouth. I would have warned her it
was coming but my mother taught me not to speak with my mouth full.
Shawna apparently didn't mind. She kept sucking and swallowed every
drop. Once I'd run dry, she kept sucking, making sure I stayed hard.

Abby was having her third or maybe fourth orgasm when I heard
Shawna speak. "He's ready for you, Abby."

Abby dismounted from my tongue, knee-walked down the bed, and
straddled my hips. Shawna used her hands to line up my cock with
Abby's tiny hole. As Abby sank down on top of me, Shawna said, "Fuck
his brains out, girl."

Abby smiled and did her damnedest to do as requested. Shawna laid
down next to me. I pulled her close and tried to kiss her cheek,
unsure she would approve of me kissing her mouth with my face covered
in Abby's natural fluids. Apparently Shawna didn't mind. At the last
second, she turned her head to me and our lips met. She forced her
tongue into my mouth immediately.

Abby continued riding up and down on my cock and very much enjoyed
herself, if her moans and groans were any indication.

When Shawna and I finally separated, I started kissing, licking,
and sucking at her neck. When I found her ear, I sucked her earlobe
and then ran my tongue around her ear. "Abby took your toy. Why
don't you take her place on my face," I whispered to her.

I couldn't see Shawna's facial reaction, but from the way she
jumped up and got to her knees, I'm guessing she liked the idea.
Unlike Abby, who had climbed on facing the headboard, Shawna faced
Abby. I could only see her little bubble butt and her little pink
pucker of an asshole. Since I couldn't use my nose to spread her
pussy lips, I used my chin and tongue instead and pushed my way
through to find her clit.

Shawna was much wetter than Abby had been. My face was covered in
her juices almost immediately. I grabbed her hips and pulled her down
harder. She tasted incredible. I almost lost it again.

Abby was still going, but it was obvious she was starting to tire.
She leaned forward and placed her hands on my chest to support
herself. Shawna took full advantage of this position, leaned forward,
grabbed Abby under the chin, pulled her face up and kissed her hard
right on the lips. I couldn't see it. Shawna's butt was blocking my
view, but Shawna told me about it later. Abby protested at first but
soon stopped and started enjoying Shawna's very gentle attentions.
Shawna slid her hands over Abby's shoulders, rubbed up and down
Abby's neck with her fingertips, moved down to her chest, and cupped
Abby's breasts in her hands. When Shawna pinched Abby's nipples, Abby
groaned into Shawna's mouth.

I was still trapped under the two girls and couldn't see what
going on but I was very glad Shawna had leaned forward. It gave me
just enough room to be able to pull my face out and take a breath
every now and then.

With Shawna pleasuring her tits and my cock inside her vagina,
Abby didn't last much longer. She groaned, dropped all the way down
onto my cock, and sat there and shivered and shook for a few moments
before collapsing on top of me.

I knew Abby had stopped moving but wasn't sure what had happened
until Shawna lifted a leg and moved off my tongue. "What's going
on?" I asked.

"Abby passed out," Shawna stated, pointing to the
unconscious girl laying on top of me.

Shawna and I rolled Abby off of me and laid her out beside me.
Almost as soon as I was on my back again, Shawna wrapped her hand
around my still hard cock and began stroking it again. "Mind if
I finish what she started?"

At that point, how could I refuse her. I nodded and held her as
she straddled me She used her hands to put my cock at her entrance
and slowly sank down on top of me. "Oh, God, that's so good!"
she moaned once I was completely inside her.

Shawna had two orgasms, that I counted, before I gave her another
load of my sperm filled cum. Once we'd finished, Shawna laid on top
of me for a few minutes, as I slowly went soft and slipped out of
her. Only once I'd fallen out of her, did Shawna roll herself off me
and lay down on my other side, opposite Abby. "Finish her,"
Shawna said, indicating Abby.

I turned to look at Abby and noticed she was awake again. She was
on her back, her knees were raised and spread, and a hand was between
her legs. My cock jumped and seemed to grow hard again almost
instantly. I rolled over to face Abby and kissed her. I pushed her
hand out from between her thighs and pushed two fingers inside of her
while using my thumb to stimulate her tiny clit. She moaned, groaned,
and came almost as soon as I touched her.

I gave her yet another orgasm with my fingers, making sure that
little me was ready to go before I climbed on top of her.

"No. Please. Not again. I can't take it," Abby
whispered.

"She can take it," Shawna said as she rolled over and
took my place beside Abby. "Give it to her good. She'll love you
for it." Shawna then grabbed Abby's hands, which were trying
very hard to push me off of her, and pinned her hands above Abby's
head. Shawna then leaned down and kissed Abby hard on the mouth,
forcing her tongue down Abby's throat. Abby didn't protest anymore.

I placed myself at her entrance and thrust into her. Abby
immediately screamed in Shawna's mouth as she was thrown into another
orgasm. I didn't go slow. I thrust into her completely, as hard and
as fast as I could. Once in, I didn't slow down.

As I started to pound Abby, causing her to have one massive orgasm
after another or maybe it was just one very long orgasm, Shawna
pulled her lips from Abby's, smiled at me, and said "Do it,
Adam! Fuck her beautiful little brains out! Harder! Faster!"
Shawna continued to encourage me between kissing Abby and
occasionally sucking a nipple when one got close enough to her mouth.
"That's it, Adam! Give her that big beautiful cock. She wants it
so bad. Give it to her! Give it all to her! Shove it inside her."

Shawna leaned down and whispered into Abby's ear. I could barely
hear her. "He's gonna put a baby in your belly, Abby. He's gonna
take you home and your Mama's gonna be so happy to have a grand baby.
Oh, Abby, I wish it was me. Can I have his baby too, Abby?"

"Oh God!" Abby screamed and slammed her hips up into me,
trying to push me even further inside her.

With all this going on, even though I had already cum twice, it
didn't take long for my balls to start roiling. I could feel the
explosion building in my cock, and then, with one last vicious
thrust, I sank into Abby completely and dumped a huge, incredible
load deep inside her setting Abby off on yet another orgasm that sent
her brain on vacation again and she passed out.

"Shit! That was hot!" Shawna said once I had rolled off
of Abby. Shawna then cuddled up to me again, kissed me one more time,
laid her head on my chest, and was soon fast asleep. I managed to
stay awake just long enough to make sure Abby was breathing and to
take a look at the clock on the nightstand. It read just after two in
the morning. I closed my eyes and that was it for me.

We hadn't set the alarm, nor had we requested a wake-up call, so
the three of us slept until we woke up the next morning. Shawna was
up first and already in the shower when I woke up. Abby was still
asleep, her head once again, resting on my chest and my arm around
her, holding her against me. Her snoring, sounded like a cat purring.

I gently kissed Abby's forehead and her eyes popped open. She
turned to look at me, and a huge smile grew across her face. "Good
morning."

"Good morning. Sleep well?"

"After you fucked me nearly to death, I slept like a log.
Thank you very much." She pulled herself up and kissed me as she
rolled on top of me. Without hesitation or fear, she reached down
between her legs, found my morning hard-on and lined it up with her
entrance. "I love it that you're so virile." She then
pushed her hips back, forcing my cock into her.

The fact that she was smiling and had just impaled herself on my
cock showed me that she wasn't mad at all about what Shawna and I had
done to her last night. I figured Shawna must have known some secret
about Abby. Maybe the girl had a rape fantasy or maybe a domination
fantasy where she simply could not stop the man.

Abby rode me, slowly and gently for about ten minutes, then she
kissed me and smiled. "Roll me over and do it again. Hard and
fast, just like last night."

Never one to refuse a lover a wish, I rolled us both over so I was
on top, pinned her arms beside her head and began fucking her as I
tried to shove my tongue down her throat again. The sex only lasted
about ten more minutes before I dumped another load into Abby, but we
were both very satisfied.

When I rolled off of her, I was surprised to hear someone
applauding. We both found the strength to lift our heads. There at
the foot of the bed was Shawna, her red hair matted to her head, neck
and shoulders, still dripping water from her shower and naked as the
day she was born.

She stopped applauding and looked at us. "You two should know
better. You can't go doing that kind of thing without me. I'll get
jealous. And you don't want that," Shawna said, scolding us and
shaking her head. "You wouldn't like me when I'm jealous. I
think you should both make it up to me."

Abby and I glanced at each other, then turned back. Abby spoke
first. "What would we have to do?"

Shawna looked up at the ceiling as she considered what to ask for.
After only a moment of consideration, she looked at us and said only
one word, a huge smile on her face. "Share!"

"Share what?" I asked.

I could see a devilish glint in her eyes. "You," she
said pointing at me, "have to share your load. That load."
She pointed to Abby's pussy which was leaking my cum badly. "And
you," she said pointing at Abby, "have to share your
boyfriend."

"What?" Abby asked, obviously confused. I have to admit,
I spent a minute trying to figure out what Shawna wanted.

"I think you should explain what you want better," I
told Shawna.

Shawna smiled and climbed onto the foot of the bed and knee-walked
up between Abby's legs. She looked Abby in the eye. "You know
I'm bi, right?" Abby nodded. It was news to me but I can't say
it was a real surprise, not after how she had reacted to Abby's
'performance' at The Beaver's Lodge the night before. "You also
know I've always been attracted to you, right?" Abby nodded
again.

Shawna then turned to me. "I'm sure you've guessed by now
that Abby and I both lust after you?"

"I kind of figured that out last night, yeah," I
responded.

Shawna turned back to Abby. "I want to try you. I promise,
it'll be just this one time. Let me..." She paused as she worked
up her nerve to say what she wanted. "Let me lick his stuff out
of you." Abby's jaw dropped open. Mine dropped, too. I just
covered better. "Let me eat you, just this once, while he fucks
me. After this one time, if you don't want, I'll never try anything
again."

Abby and I just laid there staring at Shawna for a long time. None
of us moved. Shawna stayed there, on her knees, between Abby's
wide-spread legs.

Abby shocked me again when she turned to me and asked, perfectly
calm, "When is it gonna be safe to take me home?"

To me, the question seemed to come out of the blue. I had no idea
why she had picked this instant to ask. After switching gears, I
answered her. "It's going to end today. You'll be home tonight,
Abby. I guarantee it."

Abby then turned back to Shawna. "This might be the last time
we ever see each other." Shawna nodded in agreement. Abby then
did something I never expected. She smiled and nodded. Both girls
then turned to me.

"What?" I asked, not real sure what had transpired.

"Are you going to share?" Abby asked, a smile playing on
her lips.

I shrugged. "Let's see," I said, teasing them both. "I'm
supposed to fuck a beautiful, little red-head while that beautiful,
little red head eats out a beautiful blond. Gee, I don't know."
I then rubbed my chin and considered my options. Both girls were
giggling at me. "Oh, what the heck!" I finally declared.
"This one time, I'll take one for the team."

"I'd say I'm the one taking one for the team," Shawna
said, staring at my hard cock.

Yes, I was hard again! I couldn't believe it either. My 'employer'
must have done something to me beyond what they had told me. This was
getting ridiculous. This would be my fifth orgasm inside of seven
hours. My life is so hard.







"Ms. Crystal"





It was another two hours before we were finally packed up and had
checked out of the motel. No one had interrupted our night's rest. It
was a real good thing no one did. I'm not sure I was in any kind of
shape to be fighting people. And if someone had interrupted some of
our activities, well, that would have made me real mad!

Shawna asked what we were going to do about the truck. "Nothing,"
I told her. "We're going to leave it right here and let the
police find and deal with it. As far as I'm concerned, we've never
seen it before." I wiped down the front seat, steering wheel and
dashboard of the truck to remove any fingerprints. We then climbed
into the Camaro and left the motel.

"So, you said you were going to end this today," Abby
said once we were on the road. "How do you plan to do that?"

"Simple," I responded. "Shawna's gonna lead us to
where Ms. Crystal has taken up residence. Ms. Crystal and I are going
to have a nice little talk about exactly who Mr. Robert Richards is.
Once that's done, we'll call the cops and let them deal with her and
the other girls."

"What about Janet? India was the meaner of the two, but we'll
still have to deal with Janet."

"If Janet gets in my way, it'll be the last thing she ever
does. Trust me, Abby. This will end today." I wished I was as
confident as I sounded.

We had just crossed into the city limits when I noticed a blue
four door sedan coming up on us rather quickly. I told the girls to
make sure they had their seat belts on and then waited to see if the
blue sedan was going to cause us problems. It did.

I waited as long as I could before putting the accelerator all the
way down. From all appearances, the blue sedan intended to ram me,
probably hoping to knock me off the road. "What's going on?"
Shawna screamed from the back seat.

"Someone's trying to run us off the road," I told her
but didn't elaborate as I was a little busy weaving the Camaro
through traffic. My Camaro had better pick-up, better speed, and
better handling. I easily left the sedan behind by weaving through
the traffic at high speed. The traffic was getting steadily worse as
we got closer to the city center.

Shawna had spun in her seat as best she could without undoing her
seat belt and was helping me track the sedan. Abby just sat in front,
her knuckles turning white, watching as I weaved through the traffic.

"Verdammt!" Shawna screamed at one point.

"What?" I asked.

"They're gaining on us again, and I think they've got a
friend."

I looked in my rear view mirror and could tell she was right. The
blue sedan had been joined by a black Explorer. "Okay," I
said. "We'll do it their way. Hold on, ladies."

I gunned the engine and shot out ahead of the two chase cars. Once
I was a good distance ahead, I spun the wheel hard and stomped the
brakes, doing a bootlegger turn. Once the car was facing back the way
we had just come, I stomped the gas pedal again.

I pulled the pistol from my jacket and laid it on my lap, slammed
the Camaro into the third gear, and rolled down the drivers side
window. "They won't see this one coming!" I said as I
slammed the Camaro into forth gear and roared back at them.

The sedan was slowing down, probably with the intent of turning
and following. The Explorer hadn't noticed us yet and was still
coming up behind them. I picked up the pistol, stuck it out the
window, and, as we passed the sedan, I fired four shots at the
drivers side tires on the sedan. I had no idea whether I'd hit them
or not, or whether it would stop them if I did. We simply flew by too
fast for me to tell. I kept the pedal to the floor and concentrated
on getting to the Explorer before it could think to turn into our
path.

The driver of the Explorer must have seen me shoot at the sedan.
He spun the wheel to the right and veered into the far lane and then
stomped the brake. Whoever was driving was good. They managed to put
an innocent bystander's car between me and them, leaving me no shot
at the Explorer.

"You got the sedan. They've stopped!" Shawna told me
from the back seat. "The SUV is turning around to follow us
though."

"Good," I screamed. I put the gun in my lap again,
waited until I had a nice stretch of road, did another bootlegger,
once again turning the car to the left, slammed the transmission into
second gear, and tore off back towards the city.

Shawna was laughing as we blew past the sedan, which was now
pulled off to the side of the road with a flat. Apparently, the two
men who had been in the car hadn't expected us to come back. They
just stood there and watched us fly by. Shawna reported that the
Explorer tried to turn around again, presumably to follow us but, by
the time they got a clear road and got the truck turned, we were long
gone.

Forty minutes after leaving the motel, I brought the Camaro to a
stop a few houses from where Shawna said Ms. Crystal might be hiding.
The good news was that there was a black SUV, just like the one I'd
seen Ms. Crystal driving the day before, sitting out in front of the
house.

"What now?" Shawna asked, sitting forward in her seat.

"Does Ms. Crystal carry a gun?" I asked.

"No," both girls answered at the same time.

"But Janet usually does," Abby explained.

"Okay, this is how we do it. We're going to walk right up to
the front door and walk in." I got out of the car, circled
around to the trunk and popped the trunk. As I was reloading the
pistol, Shawna and Abby both joined me at the rear of the car.
"Either of you two know how to use a pistol?"

"I do," Shawna volunteered. "My Daddy used to take
me to the shooting range a lot. He said I was a natural."

I reached into the trunk, grabbed a spare pistol I kept there,
slammed a loaded magazine home, and chambered a round. "Just
remember," I told Shawna as I handed her the gun, butt first.
"There's a big difference between shooting at paper targets and
shooting real people. Just flip the safety, aim and fire."
Shawna nodded. "Let me do any shooting. That's only for
emergencies. If I'm not there, or if I'm hurt or dead. Otherwise,
I'll do the shooting! Got it?" Shawna nodded. "Your job is
to find the other girls and keep them safe. I'm gonna try and deal
with Janet first but if she gets by me, you're job is to protect
those girls. Abby, you stay by my side, no matter what! Got it?"

Abby nodded. Shawna and I both carried our pistols, not even
trying to hide them, and the three of us walked up to the front door
of the house. I banged on the door, then kicked it open. "Honey!
I'm home!" I screamed.

There were a series of screams from inside and the girls, who were
all gathered in the large living room, scattered to the wind. By the
time Abby, Shawna and I strolled in, pistols raised, the only people
left in the room were Janet and Ms. Crystal. Janet had her pistol out
and aimed it at me. I fired one shot into her shoulder. She screamed,
dropped her pistol, spun around, and collapsed to the floor, crying.

"Shawna, collect Janet's gun and then go find the girls,"
I ordered as I turned my pistol to Ms. Crystal.

Ms. Crystal was sitting in a recliner, her legs up on an matching
ottoman. She didn't even look scared as I came towards her, the
pistol pointed right at her face. "Let me see your hands!"
I ordered. Slowly, her hands came out from the pockets of the
flower-print summer dress she was wearing. She laid her fat little
hands on her lap.

"So you finally found me. With help, I see," Ms. Crystal
said, turning from Abby to Shawna and back again, glaring at them. No
doubt she felt as though they had betrayed her by giving me
information on her. I wasn't too worried about that at the moment
though.

I circled around behind Ms. Crystal, grabbed her reddish-blond,
straight-from-a-bottle hair, and yanked her head back hard over the
back of the chair. When she opened her mouth to scream, I shoved the
barrel of my pistol into her mouth.

"By now," I told her keeping my voice very quiet and
very calm. "I'm sure you've heard of what happened at your
mansion. At least four of your security guards are dead, two others
wounded and possibly dead, and the house is burned, hopefully beyond
any chance of repair. Half of your girls have gone to the cops.
India, I imagine, is either in jail or in the hospital. Either way, I
don't care, and your staff is scattered to the four winds. You don't
have Jeeves to stall me this time."

"His name is Raymond," Abby stated.

I looked up to find Abby standing near Ms. Crystal's feet, smiling
at me. Janet was still rolling on the floor, crying and moaning. I
could hear Shawna yelling at someone in another part of the house. I
figured she had a pistol if things got to out of hand.

I gave Abby a wink and turned my attention back to Ms. Crystal. I
was still holding her hair while pulling her head back over the top
of the recliner, the barrel of my pistol still stuck between her
teeth. I took a breath and bent down, placing my face just inches
from hers.

"I want information and then I want your oath that you will
retire from this business. No more taking in thirteen, fourteen and
fifteen year old female runaways and pressuring them into
prostitution. It's over! Understood?" Her eyes were wide open in
fear. She nodded.

I pulled the pistol from her mouth, released her hair and circled
around to stand beside Abby. "Now that that's taken care of, I
have only one more question for you, and then, Shawna, Abby and I
will be out of your hair forever. As long as you keep your promise to
retire."

"What do you want to know?" Ms. Crystal asked. It was
almost a growl.

I still had my pistol pointed at her, just in case she tried
something. I couldn't imagine a woman as large as Ms. Crystal being
able to move quickly or being very athletic but I could still see a
fire in her eyes that made me think she might cause us trouble. "I
want to know what you know about a man named Robert Richards. Who is
he? Where can I find him? And most of all, why is he trying to kill
Abby?"

"He's trying to kill Abby?" Ms. Crystal asked, glancing
at Abby standing at my left side. Abby and I nodded at almost the
same instant. "I have no idea why he's trying to kill Abby. As
for finding him, that shouldn't be too hard. Just go to police
station."

"The police station? Is he in legal trouble of some sort?"

Ms. Crystal chuckled at this.

My attention was suddenly drawn away as Shawna, closely followed
by the other six teen prostitutes, entered the room. Shawna still had
the pistol in her hand, obviously using it to maintain some control
of the girls. She ordered the girls to line up against a wall, stay
there, and stay quiet. She stepped up beside me, opposite Abby.
"Robert Richards," I said, turning back to Ms. Crystal.
"Why would he be at the police station?"

She was giggling as she answered. "Robert Richards is the
chief of detectives for the Rexville Police Department, you imbecile.
He's not a criminal. He's a cop!"

"Fuck!" Abby, Shawna and I all three said
simultaneously.

"Has he visited your establishment?"

"Lots," Ms Crystal told us. "He comes by about once
a month for pay off money. I give him and his partner five grand and
they don't shut me down. He occasionally enjoys the company of one of
my girls."

"Was he ever with Abby?"

Ms. Crystal looked at Abby and considered this question before she
answered. "I have no clue. I guess it's possible. If he was, I
don't remember it though. Could have happened though."

"What does he look like?" Abby asked.

"Dark blond or light brown hair, has a big bald spot in the
middle of his head, between five-ten and six feet, average weight,
glasses, narrow little face, his nose kind of hooks to one side.
Usually came in wearing a black suit and a bright colored tie."

"I remember him," Shawna said, with a nod. "I
always thought he was one of Ms. Crystal's partners. Never figured
him for a cop."

"Were you ever with him?" I asked.

"No. He seemed to prefer blonds and the more exotic girls:
Asians and black girls."

"Abby?"

Abby shook her head. "I don't remember being with anyone by
that description. Maybe if I saw him," she shrugged.

I slipped the pistol into my pocket and pulled out a pair of
handcuffs. Moments later, Ms. Crystal was cuffed to her recliner and
Janet was cuffed to the leg of the couch. I ordered one of the girls
who was there to call 911. I hoped that with the statements from the
girls yesterday, getting the cops out to the house would be enough to
lead to Ms. Crystal and Janet being arrested. About the best I could
do for the girls, for the moment anyway, was hand them over to the
police. Like with the first group of girls, I gave them all my number
and told them to call me if the police sent them to a bad place. They
were all grateful.

Not wanting to be arrested myself for my "vigilante"
actions, Shawna, Abby, and I left pretty quick.

"What do we do now, Adam?" Shawna asked, now riding in
the front seat with me.

"I don't know," I said. "Let me think for a while."

I was confused. I really hadn't expected this twist in the story.
Why would the Chief of Detectives be after a fifteen year old
prostitute who, as far as I could tell, had never seen the man.
Obviously he was dirty. He was taking bribes from Ms. Crystal to let
her operate her brothel without harassment, and, apparently, he
wasn't the only dirty cop in the city. There was no doubt that I
would have to deal with him. The question was how? All this time I
had expected Mr. Richards to be some thug or mobster, not a high
ranking officer in the RPD.

As was becoming a habit for her, it was Shawna who pointed the
way. "Uh, Adam," she said after we'd been driving for over
an hour. "We've got a problem." I had been so lost in my
thoughts that I had been paying just enough attention to driving to
keep us on the road and out of an accident. Shawna's proclamation was
enough to pull me out of my thoughts.

"What's up?"

Shawna pointed over her shoulder. "Check your rear view."

I glanced in my rear view mirror and saw two black and white
police cars trailing us real close. Neither had their lights or
sirens on, which is probably why I hadn't noted them earlier. I made
a few quick turns, leading the cops around a block of warehouses.
Apparently, that was enough for them to realize I had noted them and
was testing to see if they were after me. As we turned back onto the
street where we had started, they hit their lights and sirens and
"lit me up" as the popular term goes.

It was then that I had another epiphany.

"Shawna, you still got that pistol?"

"Yeah," she said and pulled it from the side of her
jeans and showed me.

I nodded and took the gun from her. I flipped it around in my hand
and pointed it at her and flipped off the safety.

"Adam, what are you doing?" Abby asked from the back
seat.

"You both just became my hostages. Hold on!" I gunned
the engine and sped away from the two black and whites. They stomped
the accelerators in their cars and tore after me, no doubt calling
for back-up as they did. With all the damage I had done over the last
two days, with all the dead people I had left in my wake, I figured
within a few minutes, every on-duty cop in the city would be hunting
for my car. I should have realized it sooner. Most likely it was pure
dumb luck that we hadn't been spotted and pursued before now.

"Please tell me you have a plan, Adam," Shawna said as I
fish-tailed the Camaro around a corner and gunned it again, heading
up a street that would lead to the interstate. "Please tell me
you haven't just flipped out and decided that you're in a butt load
of trouble and are actually going to use us as hostages."

"No, I haven't flipped out, but yes, I am going to use you as
a hostage. We need to attract the attention of Robert Richards and
confront him in front of a large number of police officers."

A huge smile slowly grew across Shawna's face. "You're
brilliant, you know that." She then held on for dear life as we
headed up the on-ramp and onto the interstate.

"Does someone wanna explain this plan to me?" Abby
hollered from the back seat. I couldn't help but smile.

"He's gonna get every cop in this burg chasing us. Then he's
gonna pull over and make Roberts admit what he's up to," Shawna
explained.

"How?"

"Don't worry about that right now," I told Abby. "For
now, your job is to get on the floor, out of sight, hold on and look
terrified."

"That last part won't be hard," Abby screamed back at me
as we almost rear-ended a semi. She obediently slipped off the seat
into the cramped space between the front and rear seat.

"Good girl," I shouted back at her. I flipped the safety
on the pistol so it wouldn't accidentally discharge and kill Shawna
or me and shoved it under my right thigh. I then concentrated on
driving.

The cops didn't seem interested in forcing me to stop. For the
moment they were just following. I figured they were waiting for more
back-up. I was glad of this. I wasn't ready to stop yet. Within a few
minutes three more black and whites had joined the pursuit as had two
pursuit cars. I was pretty sure the Camaro could outrun the black and
whites. The pursuit cars were built specifically to chase down
anything on the road though. They might give me a run for my money. I
hoped they would stay happy following until I was ready to pull over.

I continued along the interstate until just before we were about
to leave the city limits. I pulled off at an exit, turned around, and
got back on headed the other way. It didn't even phase the cops. I
wondered what they thought. Most criminals would have headed for the
state line hoping to get away. Me, I had just turned around and was
going back the way I had come. I was speeding but not excessively. My
top speed never hit seventy, and I only went over the speed limit
when one of the cops got too close for comfort.

It wasn't even two minutes after I'd turned around that the police
helicopter joined the pursuit and the cop cars backed off. 'Good, ' I
thought. I wanted them to follow. I didn't want them to stop me. I
was waiting for one more guest to this party before I would stop. A
moment later, Shawna spotted our final guest on it's way. A news
helicopter coming at us from the east.

"Perfect," I shouted when Shawna pointed them out. "Okay
girls, hold on. Things are gonna go quick here. Abby, no matter what,
until I say otherwise, you keep your head down. I don't want them to
know you're there."

"Got it! I hope this works."

"Trust me, Abby." I hoped I sounded a lot more confident
than I felt. I jerked the wheel and put us on the off-ramp I had been
waiting for. The police and news helicopter were now both right over
head.

I imagine the cops were a little stumped why I had gotten off the
interstate where I did. The road we ended up on was the city's main
north-south thoroughfare, Rexville Boulevard. It led right through
the city center. The area was infamous for it's traffic. Adam Knight
could remember the city center traffic stopping many a high-speed
pursuit. To anyone who didn't want to be caught, it was near suicide
to drive on Rexville Boulevard. Unlike most of the suspects in
high-speed pursuits, I wanted to be caught.

"Where are you gonna stop?" Shawna asked as I slowed
down to about forty miles an hour and weaved the sports car through
the heavy traffic.

"The last place the cops would think of."

Shawna laughed. "Right across the street from City Hall!"

"You got it!" I said with a nod.

The intersection of Rexville Boulevard and Main Street was known
as City Square. The county courthouse, the Rexville City Hall, the
main branch of the Rexville County Library, and the main station for
the Rexville Police Department were all there. That's right. I was
going to stop this pursuit right in front of the police station.
Right in the heart of enemy territory. Richards would never see it
coming!

Ahead there was traffic waiting at a light. I put two wheels on
the sidewalk and managed to skirt around it and into City Square. I
pulled up to the curb and stopped the Camaro right in front of the
cop shop. I then popped my seat belt free and did the same to
Shawna's. I tossed the seat belts off us both, scooped Shawna up and
slid her over onto my lap. I then pulled the pistol from beneath my
right leg, made sure to leave the safety on and poked the barrel in
Shawna's side, just above her hips.

Shawna glanced back at me, smiled and said, "If you wanted me
to sit on your lap, Adam, all you had to do was ask."

"Shut up and look terrified," I told her even as I
chuckled at her comment. We both turned serious as cop cars started
screeching to a stop all around us and cops jumped out of their cars
and aimed rifles, pistols and shotguns at us.

"I have a hostage. Unless you want this girl dead, you'll
back the fuck up!" I screamed out to the cops after rolling down
my side window. The cops could see Shawna, and she must have been
putting on quite an act because they all backed off quick.

I waited a few minutes, giving the cops a chance to get organized.
I then hollered again. "I wanna talk to whoever is in charge.
You have fifteen minutes to get 'em out here!" I then rolled up
the window so they didn't try and discuss the situation with me. I
had a very specific plan and it didn't include a fucking hostage
negotiator.

Ten minutes later, a man who looked to be about thirty-five or so
came out from behind the wall of cop cars. He was dressed in cop blue
but had his gun belt in his hand. He held it up to show me and then
laid it on a nearby police car. He then came forward. I figured that
whoever he was, for now, he was in charge, I rolled down my window
and waved him forward.

"I'm Lieutenant Daniel Jones," the cop told me as he got
within five feet of the Camaro.

"Like I give a fuck. Stop right there!" He froze.
"Here's what I want. I want Chief of Detectives Robert Richards,
unarmed and standing where you are in twenty minutes or you'll have a
dead little slut on your hands. You know who I am! You know I have no
problem with killing people, so don't even think to fuck with me. Get
him out here! From here on out, he is the only person I will talk
to." I then aimed the pistol at Lieutenant Jones. "Now get
the fuck away from my car! Anyone gets close, the bitch gets it!"

Police Lieutenant Jones never turned his back to me until I put
the gun back down. I once again aimed at Shawna's side and rolled up
the window. The window's of the Camaro were tinted so the cops
couldn't get a clear picture of what was going on in the car. Shawna
and I relaxed a bit and had some fun.

"Slut? Bitch? What other names are you going to call me?"

I chuckled at her. "Next comes dirty little cunt."

"Oh, you know you like it, Shawna," Abby said from the
back seat. "You've always liked a man who would claim you."

"Shut up, you cowardly little whore," Shawna teased
back. "At least I'm up here in the front seat. Not cowering back
there with my head down."

"The only reason you're up there is so you can sit on his
lap. Does he have a boner by the way?"

"A big one. I can feel it in the crack of my ass. I'm getting
wet just sitting here." As if to emphasize her point, Shawna
began to flex her ass, one cheek at a time, playing havoc with my
cock, which was semi-hard and was pressing into her cute little ass.

"You are such a slut!" Abby declared.

"Hey," I jumped in. "Don't tease my sacrificial
lamb here too much."

"Sacrificial lamb?" Both girls asked at the same time.

"Yeah. I have her sitting on my lap for a reason. I'm hoping
it'll make the cops think twice about shooting me. She's my shield.
If they decide to shoot, I'm hoping she takes a few bullets for me."

"Geez! I think I wanna get in the back with Abby now!"

"No can do. I can't use Abby as a shield. I'm supposed to be
protecting her, remember?" I said, trying to take my mind off
what Shawna was doing to my hard on as well as working out the
details of the plan. "Abby, which way are you facing?"

"Umm," Abby said.

"Is your head behind the driver or the passenger seat?"
I asked, clarifying my question.

"Driver's seat, why?"

"I need you to get a look at Richards to see if you recognize
him."

"I can swing around."

"No! If the car starts rocking and rolling from you moving
the cops might get worried. You're fine, just the way you are. It
just means we'll have to get Richards on the other side of the car.
We can do that."

I reached up and adjusted the rear view mirror for a better view
of the back of the car. I didn't want any one sneaking up on us.

"Shawna, you watch the front, I'll watch the back. Let me
know if anyone moves in front of those cop cars."

"Got it!" Shawna said.

We sat in silence for a few minutes. It was Shawna who started the
next conversation. "So, Adam, when are you going to tell Abby
exactly who it is that hired you to protect her?"

"What does it matter?" I asked.

"It matters to me," Abby stated. "I wanna know. I
should know. I have a right to know, I think."

"Go ahead, Adam. Tell her. Tell her who hired you."

"Do you know, Shawna?" Abby asked.

"Yeah," Shawna said. She turned and looked over her
shoulder and smiled at me. "His employer contacted me last
night. Had all kinds of interesting things to say."

"How did his employer contact you? I never heard the phone
ring?" Abby asked.

It was a valid question and one I had thought of myself. Of
course, my employer had contacted me last night, too, and there was
no telephone involved. I figured this might just be a ploy by Shawna
to get some information out of me. I decided to wait and see what she
said before reacting.

"Oh no, they didn't call me. I met them. Quite a place they
have, huh Adam? All that fog and the clothes." I could see
Shawna's smiling face in the mirror. She was enjoying this.

"What did they tell you?" I asked.

If she knew about the fog and the clothes, I figured it was
actually possible that my employer had contacted her. I had no idea
why they would though. While I knew who my employer claimed to be, I
still wasn't sure they were telling me the truth. It's not like I
could ask to see a driver's license. Hell, I still wasn't sure I
wasn't delusional.

"They told me to tell you my real name."

"I thought Shawna was your real name?" Abby said.

"Oh, it is. It's my middle name, though. My full name is
Ekaterina Shawna Christiana Jagger."

"What a name!" Abby stated.

"You're..." I said but didn't say anything else. I knew
the name. I think I had known who my employer was talking about even
before Shawna told me her name. They had said I had found a
companion. Unless they were talking about Abby, and that didn't seem
likely considering she was the client, Shawna was the only other
person I had met.

"I used to go by Kat but there was a Kathy already working at
Ms. Crystal's when I got there, so I had to choose a different name.
Ms. Crystal was afraid the customers would get confused with a Kat
and a Kathy there. You gotta realize, Ms. Crystal was and is under
the impression that all men are stupid," Shawna explained. "Over
the year or so I was there, I got used to going by Shawna. No one
ever asked if it was my real name."

"How do you get a name like that?" I asked.

"My father is a second generation German-American. My father
insisted I have a German first name. After that, he left it up to my
mother. My mother had always dreamt of naming her daughter Shawna. My
paternal grandmother's name was Ekaterina. She died not long before I
was born. So, I became Ekaterina Shawna Jagger. Jagger is actually an
Americanized German name. My father's original last name was Jäger
which means hunter. My Grandfather Americanized their name when they
moved to the states. I don't know why they put the Christiana in
there."

"So, who's this anonymous employer?" Abby asked.

"Oops," Shawna said. "No time for that now.
Someone's coming."

I turned to the front and Shawna, or maybe Kat, was right. A man
had just stepped in front of the half circle of police cruisers that
surrounded us. He was a tall, thin man with light brown hair that was
starting to thin all over. He had on wire-rimmed glasses, had a long
nose, thin lips, a narrow face with drawn in cheeks. He was wearing a
tan three piece suit. As Shawna/Kat and I watched, he took off his
coat to reveal a holster with a pistol in it. He laid the coat on the
hood of nearby cruiser, removed the holster and laid it with the
jacket. He removed the tan vest and, finally, his red tie. The vest
and the tie joined the jacket, pistol and holster on the hood of the
car.

"Ten bucks says he has a throwaway in his waistband,"
Shawna/Kat stated.

"It's a fool's bet," I told her with a smile. "Abby,
stay low. Don't say or do anything until I tell you to."

"Got it," was Abby's only response. I could feel her
shift as she moved into a slightly more comfortable position on the
floor of the back seat.

"Do you prefer Shawna or Kat?" I asked as I poked the
barrel of my 9mm back into Shawna/Kat's side.

"I actually prefer Kat."

"Kat it is. Just sit there and act scared. I'm going to try
and get this asshole into the car with us. If he does, I may let you
out. If I do, head for the cops and do what they tell you. I'll get
you back. Don't worry."

"I'm not worried," Kat stated, sounding very confident.

"That's my girl," I said and patted her arm. "Here
he comes. Abby, stay low, stay quiet. As soon as he's in the car, or
on the passenger's side, get a look at him. See if you know him."

The man I was assuming was Robert Richards advanced towards the
Camaro. I rolled down the window about halfway and let him get about
five feet from the car. "Stop right there!" He stopped, his
hands raised in surrender. "Take the gun out and set it on the
ground."

"I don't have a gun on me," he stated. "I set it
down back there."

"You set one gun down back there. Now, take out the other
one."

"I'm telling you I don't have a gun."

"Fine, then slowly turn around. Be warned, if I see a gun,
I'm gonna shoot it." With that I raised the pistol and pointed
it out the window.

"Okay, fine," Chief Richards said. He then slowly
reached behind him and pulled a small revolver from the waist band of
his pants. He then set it on the ground.

"Very good. We're making progress. Circle around the car and
get in the passenger's seat."

"Not a chance. I'm not going to become another hostage,"
Chief Richards stated.

"I have no interest in taking you hostage. I just want to
make sure your boys over there," I said indicating all the cops
with their guns still aimed at me, "don't shoot me. You being in
the car will make them think before shooting. Now get in or this
conversation is over." I stuck the gun back in to Kat's side and
rolled up the window.

Chief Richards considered his options for a moment. He then said
something to the cops all around us and circled in front of the car.

"Here he comes, Abby," I told Abby in the backseat. "Try
not to show yourself to the other cops but get a look at him."

Richards reached the passenger's door, pulled it open and climbed
in. He sat down but didn't close the door.

"Close it!" I told him. He glared at me for a second,
then closed the door. "Abby?"

"I've seen him at Ms. Crystal's a time or two."

Chief Richards was surprised by the voice from the back seat and
turned to see who was speaking. "What is this?"

"Any idea why he's after you?" I asked.

"Nope. Sorry."

"Here's the deal. My employer set me a number of tasks,"
I explained to Chief Richards. "I was told to save Abby from Ms.
Crystal's bordello. I was told to shut Ms. Crystal's down and to find
whoever it was that was trying to kill Abby. I was then to return her
home to her mother. Now, I've done fairly well at this job. I saved
Abby from Ms. Crystal, I've shut the woman down and now I've got the
man who's been trying to kill Abby in the car with me. The one thing
I haven't been able to figure out is why you are trying so hard to
kill little Abby back there. I was hoping you would explain it to
me."

"I don't know what you're talking about," Chief Richards
stated.

I knew he was lying. I could feel it.

"I've never seen this girl before and I'm certainly not
trying to kill her. You, on the other hand, are wanted for
questioning for about six murders, plus evading arrest and now for
holding these two girls hostage."

"I'm not a hostage," Kat stated with a smile. "I'm
here of my own free will."

"Me too," Abby added.

"Like Adam, we wanna know why you've been trying to kill
Abby," Kat added.

"I haven't been trying to kill anyone."

"Then why did Snerdly give us your name?" I asked.

"I don't know any Snerdly."

"Sure you do. I know it isn't his real name. The weasely guy
you sent to kill Abby and I early yesterday morning. The one with Mr.
Big."

"I have no idea what you're talking about."

"Chief, we can sit here all day if you wanna play that way.
In the end, I'll either shoot you which will keep Abby safe, or you
will tell me why you're trying to kill Abby because we really have no
idea." I turned the gun, taking it from pointing at Kat to point
at Richards. For the first time since we stopped in front of the cop
shop, I flipped off the safety. "Up to you."

"So what?" Richards said. "Now you're keeping me
hostage even though you said you wouldn't?"

"You're not a hostage. You can get out anytime you want."

"Fine," He then opened the door and started to get out.

"Of course, who knows what I might tell everyone if and when
they get me to surrender. There's gonna be an investigation of my
claims. Just the fact that these two girls can both testify that they
saw you at Ms. Crystal's having sex with underage girls will probably
be enough to lose you your badge. Come to think of it, you're right,
you should get out."

Chief Richards stopped, paused and then reconsidered. He slipped
back into his seat and closed the door again. "What the hell do
you want?"

"I'm not worried about me," I told him. "I want
your promise that Abby will be safe. That's all I care about. Tell me
why you have been sending people to kill her and tell me you'll stop
and this is over."

He looked at me for a long second, then back at Abby. "You're
Abigail Thorson, right?" Abby must have nodded. "Your
stepfather says hello." Kat and I both heard Abby inhale
sharply.

"Is that what this is about?"

"You have no idea who you have, do you?" Richards asked
with a sad chuckle. "The girl's stepfather is a very well
connected man. Even if you stop me, there'll be others. He wants her
dead. I don't really give a shit one way or the other. He offered to
clear some debts I have if I could arrange his stepdaughter's
untimely demise. I sent those two goons after you. That's it."

"What now, Adam?" Kat asked.

"I guess it's time we had a discussion with Abby's
stepfather."

Chief Richards laughed and shook his head. "She'll be dead
long before you get out of prison. There is nothing you can do. Best
thing you could do for the girl is to put two in her skull. Make it
quick and painless."

Abby started crying in the backseat. I looked around. We were
surrounded by cops, each with a gun drawn and aimed right at us. I
knew Richards was telling the truth. He was just the middle man.
Killing him wouldn't save Abby. It would just delay the inevitable. I
had made a mistake coming here. I should have confronted Richards in
private, alone. Then I could have just walked away and gone after
Abby's stepfather.

"Just give it up. There's no way you're walking out of this."

"Adam?" Kat said.

"Okay," I said as a smile spread across my face. "We'll
do it your way. We'll surrender."

"Adam!" Kat screamed.

"It's okay Kat. They have nothing." I turned to
Richards.







"Surrender"




"If Abby dies while in police custody, if he gets to her, I
will personally blame you!" I said and jabbed Chief Richards
with the barrel of the gun. "You think her stepfather can make
you suffer. You don't have any idea of what it means to suffer. If
she is so much as touched while I'm occupied with the cops, I won't
kill you. Not immediately anyway. I will kill every member of your
family starting with your grandparents, then your parents, aunts,
uncles, cousins and finally I'll work my way down to your children
and then your wife. I guarantee you, Chief, if Abby is hurt or dies
while in your protection, you will be the last person in your family
left alive. Then, once you have watched every member of your family
be put in the ground, then and only then, will I shoot you. Do we
understand each other?"

He must have seen the sincerity in my eyes. He paled and nodded.
"Good. Now, tell us everything you know."

We sat there for the next half hour as he told us the story.
Apparently, Abby's stepfather had been hunting for her ever since she
ran away. Only a few weeks before he had finally found her at Ms.
Crystal's. When he learned that Richards was a regular at the
bordello, he picked him to do the job. Richards wasn't given any
specifics. He was just told to make Abby go away. Mr. Big and Snerdly
were two small time hoods the Chief had known for a while. He went to
them and offered them a free trip to Mexico if they would take the
job. Abby's stepfather never said Richards had to do it himself, just
that it had to be done.

With that done, I released Richards after making sure he
understood what exactly would happen to him if Abby were hurt while
in the custody of the police. I sent Kat and Abby both out of the car
and then surrendered myself.

It wasn't a foolish thing to do. My 'employer' had resources. I
was sure I wasn't the only agent. I was pretty sure that someone
would come for me. I refused to say a word until I had legal
representation. Two hours after surrendering, two lawyers showed up.

The first was one was court appointed. A young kid, probably fresh
out of law school and scared out of his mind. The other was a young
woman, not too much older than the kid but she was a lot more
confident, a lot more comforting. When asked where she had come from,
she told the cops, and later me, that my employer had sent her. I
picked her as my attorney.

She walked into the small room where they had me handcuffed to a
table and closed the door. She took off her glasses and I realized
she was a beautiful young woman, devastatingly beautiful as a matter
of fact. Long blond hair hanging down her back in a huge freaking
ponytail, gorgeous blue eyes, and an incredible face, all carried
around on top of the most perfect body. She wore a red jacket over a
white blouse with a beige skirt that did wonders for her ass and
legs. She smiled at me.

"My name is Rhonda Sinclair. Our mutual employer, as you call
them, sent me to get you out of this place." She sat down across
the table from me and looked me over.

"How am I supposed to trust you? How am I supposed to know
you actually work for who you say?"

She smiled. "Have you seen one of these before?" she
asked and put up her left hand. On her third finger, the one that
normally has a wedding ring, she wore a large black ring with a
diamond set on top of it. The diamond was cut to resemble the "light"
that had been my employers only physical manifestation the two times
we had met.

"I'm not like you," Rhonda told me. "First off, I
haven't died and been brought back. I was recruited in my dreams.
Second, I am not a knight."

"A knight?"

She giggled. She had a beautiful laugh. "That's how I think
of it. You're a knight out on an errand to save some damsel in
distress. It also works as a Chess analogy. You're a knight, out
there in front, always on the offensive. Me, I'm more like a bishop.
I sit way in the back and protect you from afar. That's my job. I'm
an attorney, and I'm a damn good one at that. I was sent here by our
employer to get you and your young companions out of here. What I
need right now is for you to tell me what's been going on."

My sixth sense was kicking in big. I was beginning to wonder if it
was another gift that my employer had given me. Ever since I stepped
into the role of Adam Knight, I seemed to have an instinct about when
people were lying to me or telling me the truth. With Rhonda, it was
screaming honesty. I rubbed my eyes as best I could and told her the
entire story from waking up with Abby beside me to our conversation
with Chief Richards.

"Don't worry about me. The first thing you have got to do is
find Abby and make sure she is protected."

Rhonda laughed, hard. "It's not my job to protect Abby. It's
yours. I'll get you out of here and then you can protect Abby."

"I need Kat, too."

"Kat is your pawn, huh?"

I thought about this for a minute. If our employer was the king,
Abby the queen, me the knight, Rhonda the bishop then, it made sense
that Kat would be the pawn. I nodded. "I need my pawn back."

"I'll see what I can do." She stood up, gave me one last
confident smile, and left the room.

An hour later, a cop came in, released my handcuffs, and told me
that Chief Richards and my lawyer were waiting for me in the lobby.
When I got to the lobby, I was attacked by a red-headed bundle of
girl flesh who threw herself at me, wrapped her arms around my neck,
and kissed me hard right on the lips. "I didn't say a thing
until the lawyer showed up," she whispered in my ear.

"You done good." Kat and I walked over and met up with
Chief Richards and Rhonda. "So, what's the story?"

"You have been released. You and Kat told exactly the same
story to the cops. Since she has no criminal background and no family
to go to, she has been released into your custody for the moment.
That makes her your responsibility. Chief Richards was very helpful
in arranging that."

I turned to the Chief who hadn't said a word so far but had been
listening intently. "Thank you," I said and put out my
hand. He shook it and smiled. "What about Abby?"

"She won't talk," Chief Richards stated.

I turned to Rhonda. "You just got a new client."

"I know," Rhonda said.

Chief Richards escorted us to the room where they had Abby. I got
attacked again. This time it was a cute little blond. "Abby,"
I told her once she had settled down. "This is Rhonda Sinclair.
She's the lawyer who got Kat and I out and now, with Chief Richards
help, we're going to get you out. Before we can do that, I need you
to sit down with a police officer and tell them everything. From the
time before you left home, right up until today. Can you do that?"

"You told me not to say anything."

"I know I did. But this has to be done. The cops have to know
what's going on. Will you do it?"

"For you," Abby said with a nod. "I'll do it."

"Good girl. Rhonda," I said turning to the lawyer.
"You'll stay with her?" Rhonda nodded.

"I'll stay too," Chief Richards stated. "Just to
make sure."

"Where are you going?" Abby asked.

"Kat and I are going to go pay a visit to your stepfather. I
promised you this morning Abby, that this would end today. I plan to
honor that promise."

"No!" Abby said and threw her arms around my neck again.
"I wanna stay with you. Please? You're the only one who makes me
feel safe. Please don't leave me, Adam. Please!"

I grabbed both of Abby's upper arms and pried her off of me. I
then kneeled down and looked her right in the eyes.

"Abby, my job was to save you from Ms. Crystal. I've done
that. My job was to shut Ms. Crystal down. I've done that. I was told
to do what I could to help the other girls who were working for Ms.
Crystal. I've done everything there I could. I was also told to stop
whoever it was that was trying to kill you. I've done that but right
now, it's only temporary. You're safe here. Rhonda and Chief Richards
will keep you safe."

"A little while ago, he was out to kill me!" Abby
screamed.

"I'm sorry about that, Abby. I... I have no excuse,"
Chief Richards stated. "If it's any consolation, I plan to put
in my resignation. You all haven't said anything about it but if you
want to tell the cops. I can't really stop you."

"Abby," I said, not giving her a chance to respond to
Chief Richards right then. "There's also one more thing I was
told to do. Something I haven't told you about up until now. My last
job is to reunite you and your Mom." Her eyes got wide and her
mouth hung open. "That's right, Abby. I'm going to take you
home. But I can't do that while your stepfather is there. I can't
risk your stepfather getting hold of you. I can't risk him hurting or
killing me and then coming after you. I can't take you home, I can't
bring your mother here until he is out of the picture. Do you
understand?" She nodded. "That's what I'm going to do now,
Abby."

"Are you going to kill him?"

"Only if I have to," I told her.

"I hope you have to."

I smiled at her, hugged her and held her for a few minutes as I
whispered in her ear. "I need you to stay here, Abby. I need you
to tell them everything. I need you to clear my name. I need you to
tell them about your stepfather. Tell them everything."

I pushed away and she stared at me for a long second before
nodding. She turned to Rhonda, took the woman's hand, and the two
wandered over to the table and sat down and began to talk.

"Chief," I said, standing up and turning to the man.
"You keep Abby and Rhonda here and safe, and, as far as I'm
concerned, we're even." I put out my hand. He nodded and then
took my hand and shook it. "Kat, you're with me."

The Chief stayed with Abby as Rhonda walked us out. "Your car
has been impounded. All of the guns and explosives have been seized.
What the hell were you thinking carrying Molotov Cocktails around in
the trunk of your car anyway? That car is a classic. If I could, I'd
let them take that car away from you just so someone who would adore
it properly would be able to buy it."

I looked at Kat and rolled my eyes. "Who'd believe it. Our
pretty little lawyer is a gear head." Kat giggled. Rhonda didn't
seem to find it that funny.

"You'll probably get cited for carrying the explosives. Your
weapons permit does not include explosives."

"It's okay," I told her with a smile. "I can make
more if I need them."

Rhonda just shook her head in annoyance. She then reached into her
overly large purse and pulled out a clear plastic bag with my wallet,
change, keys and other personal items in it.

"Here are your personal possessions. Kat's already gotten
hers. They're doing ballistic testing on all the guns they found on
you and in your car, you'll get them back later if they are found to
be legal and clean. They are legal and clean, aren't they?"

I shrugged. "Like I know. Remember, I'm a new occupant in
this body. I seem to have some of the old Adam's memories and some of
his skills but those memories are very limited."

"Whatever!" Rhonda said. "We'll deal with that as
it comes. Your car's in the impound lot over on Reed Street. You'll
have to call a cab or take a bus over there. Anything else?"

I shrugged. "Not that I can think of."

"You got Abby's home address?" Rhonda asked.

"I know it," I said with a nod. "Thanks for your
help." I shook Rhonda's hand. She and Kat shared a quick hug,
and then Kat and I were out of the cop shop. Rhonda headed back to
talk to Abby.

Kat and I left the police station just a little less than four
hours after we had surrendered, largely cleared of any wrong-doing.
"What now, boss?" Kat asked.

"We get the Camaro first. Then over to my apartment to
re-arm."

Kat smiled. "You have more guns?"

I smiled at her question. "Part of the job." I gave her
a wink, took her hand and headed for the bus station across the
street.

We reached Reed Street after only changing buses twice. I paid the
hundred fifty dollar fee and got my car back. Kat and I stopped for a
quick dinner before returning to the apartment.

"Um, Adam," Kat said, while we waited for our food. "Not
to put a wrench in your idea but won't Abby's stepfather have someone
watching your place?"

"Maybe," I said with a shrug. "Doesn't matter
anymore. If there are, they can watch. If they do anything stupid, we
still have a right to defend ourselves if we're attacked."

"In other words, more killing."

"But of course!" I said with a huge smile.

"You enjoy your job way too much."

I nodded in agreement. "You're absolutely right. I'll try and
stop that."

Our server brought our food and we ate. We were both famished. The
cops hadn't seen fit to feed either of us since we weren't
cooperating with them. Unless you signed a confession admitting to
everything they said, you could starve for all they care. We laughed
and talked and teased each other as if we had been friends our entire
lives. Only once we were on the way back to the motel where
everything had started did Kat turn serious again.

"So, what exactly is my job gonna be anyway? I've been told
to be your companion. What does that mean? Am I your sex slave or
what?"

"It means you do whatever I ask," I said with a smile.
Making sure she knew I was teasing. "Whether it be sex or
secretarial, whether it be blowing me or guarding my back."

"The sex, the blowing you and guarding your back are okay
with me. I'm not sure about the secretarial stuff though. I don't
know how to type or file."

"Luckily, I have no files and no computer or typewriter. You
can do shorthand though, right?"

"No," she responded rather sadly.

"Well then," I told her, chuckling as I did. "You'll
just have to make up for it in other ways."

We both cracked up at that point and both busted out laughing. I
pulled into the parking lot of the cheap motel that was my home. The
walk into the place was uncomfortable. I felt naked without a weapon.
Not only were people still potentially after me, and by extension
Kat, but also, it wasn't the greatest of neighborhoods.

I hadn't bothered to even look for someone following us or
watching us. As I had told Kat, it no longer mattered. If they came
at us, we would deal with them—most harshly.

We got to my room and went inside. Kat locked the door behind us.
I went to the small closet and pulled out a couple boxes. I had no
idea how my 'employer' had picked what memories I should have and
which one's weren't important but this one must have been deemed
important because I had a clear memory of Adam Knight hiding a couple
extra weapons in a box in the far back left hand corner of the
closet. I pushed aside my clothes, moved some boxes around, and came
out of the closet with a metal lock box.

Kat was watching out the window. The girl seemed to be a natural
at spy stuff. She knew to lock the door, I hadn't seen her lose her
cool yet, no matter what was going on around us, no matter how big
the danger. She knew how to shoot, and she knew to watch the window
for anyone coming for us while I prepared. I wondered if our
'employer' had done something to make her a natural or if she already
had the needed skills.

"Two men just got out of a dark sedan. They don't look
special but I can't tell from here. They're heading into the motel,"
Kat reported as I set the box on the bed and worked the combination
lock. I pulled open the box and withdrew two brand new nine
millimeter pistols, exact duplicates of the one the cops had taken
from me. I set them on the bed, pulled a couple clips from the box,
already loaded with rounds. I pulled the slide back on one gun and
slammed the clip into place. I then released the slide. It slid
forward and pushed a round into the chamber. I made sure it was on
safe and then tossed it to Kat. She caught it, checked it, and
slipped it into the waistband of her jeans. I loaded the second
pistol and chambered a round just as someone knocked on the door.

"Expecting someone?" Kat asked.

"No one knows I'm here." I got up off the bed and moved
behind the door. Kat stayed at the window, clear across the room from
the door. She gave me a nod and I pulled open the door.

"Hello, boys," Kat said with a smile. "As you can
see, I'm not the girl you're after, but, please, come right on in."

They must have known I was behind the door. Someone had to have
opened it. Apparently they were pretty sure of themselves and stepped
into the room. One of them grabbed the door and slammed it shut. "We
know she's here," said the other, still talking to Kat. "Where
is she?"

I had my pistol up and aimed at the speakers head. "You're
welcome to look but she isn't here," I told him. He didn't seem
startled I was behind him. He didn't move.

Both men were wearing white shirts and tan Dockers. They were both
perfectly average in height and weight and had brown hair, about
collar length. They both looked to be in their late twenties. They
were extremely forgettable. With their looks and the way they were
dressed, they could go anywhere and blend right in. No one would give
them a second look. It was a good tactic, if it worked.

"If she isn't here, then where is she?" asked the same
guy who had been doing all the talking.

"Doesn't matter. You two might as well go get back in your
car and go home. The contract is being canceled. Even if you killed
her now, you wouldn't get your money."

"We always get our money," the second guy stated. Cocky
little bastard!

"I know who put out the contract. Kat and I are about to go
make a social call on him. He probably won't be around to pay you."

"If he's dead or gone," the spokesman stated, "then
we'll take our pay from his wife." I could tell by the tone of
his voice that he liked that idea. He was still chuckling at his own
comment when the bullet exploded out the front of his head. His knees
gave and he collapsed in a pile on the floor.

The second goon turned and watched his buddy collapse. He spun
only to be hit from two directions. My shot went right between his
eyes. Kat's shot hit him on the left side of his ribcage, shredding
his heart and a lung. The bullet never exited his body. He had this
really stunned look on his face as he fell.

Kat still had her gun pointed at him. "Nice shot."

Kat smiled and stuffed the gun back into her waistband. "I
think it's time to move, Adam. This place is getting awful crowded."

"Couldn't agree more. Let me get my things."

"Adam, do you have time to pack? The cops will probably be
here in ten minutes."

"No they won't. No one in this place is gonna call the cops
over shots fired. It's an everyday occurrence around here. They'll
think it was out on the street," I told her as I returned to the
closet and pulled out a blue overnight bag. "As for packing."
I tossed the overnight bag over my shoulder and smiled at her. "I'm
done."

"What about the rest?"

"Most of it was here when I moved in. Adam Knight always
travels light. The majority of my stuff was seized by the police. I
can buy new clothes."

Kat shrugged. We each took a pistol off of one of the dead
assassins and then headed out. We got back to the Camaro without
further incident. "I was kind of hoping to take a shower before
we had to leave," I told Kat.

"You need one. You stink," Kat teased.

"Thanks." I said. "We'll find a hotel, maybe one a
little better than this one and get cleaned up. I like the idea of
visiting Abby's stepfather at night. Maybe wake him up. Makes it that
much scarier."

"Ohhh," Kat teased. "Is Adam trying to be all big
and scary."

"You know it," I said with a smile.

I drove us right to the edge of town before stopping at a national
hotel chain and getting a room. Kat was on one of the beds surfing TV
channels, with one pistol on the bed, in the open, and one under the
pillows behind her back. I went into the bathroom and set the pistol
I'd taken off the dead assassin on the sink, in the open and wrapped
my pistol in a towel. If someone got in and managed to get past Kat,
I figured they'd want to talk. They'd want to know where Abby was.
Figuring they had my only pistol, they'd let me get out and dry off
which would be the end of them.

I was scrubbing my hair when I felt a cold draft. I hadn't heard
the door open but I was pretty sure someone had just come in. It was
way too quick for someone to have gotten by Kat which left only one
option. I was about to have a friend to shower with. She didn't speak
but I could hear the occasional rustle of clothing as she undressed.

I was rinsing the shampoo from my hair when she quietly pulled the
curtain back and stepped into the shower with me. I didn't jump when
her hands ran down my back, then around my waist. One went up to my
chest, the other went down and wrapped around my flaccid cock. "Hello
Kat. Did you decide you couldn't wait for a shower?" I asked,
pulling my head from under the water. "Are you that dirty?"

"Abso-fucking-lutely."

I turned and she stepped into my arms and wrapped her arms around
my neck. I put my hands on her waist, our eyes locked, and then we
kissed. It was a soft kiss at first but we seemed to be reading each
others minds because within seconds I was pulling her body into me
and she was holding my head to keep my lips on hers. I backed her up
to the wall. My hands slid down and grabbed the cheeks of her little
round butt. I got a good hold, spreading her little globes apart and
lifted her up.

My cock, now solid, slid easily between her spread legs as she
wrapped them around my waist, and slid into her slick entrance. For
the first time since we kissed, our lips parted and we each took a
breath. "This time, you're all mine!" she growled and then
pulled my lips down to hers once more.

I fucked her slow and easy, standing there in the shower. Our lips
pressed together almost the entire time. No words were spoken. None
were needed. Once I had drained my cock deep inside her, I set her
back on her feet. "Let's get washed. Then we can try it again in
the bed," she told me with a smile. I rather liked that idea.

Fifteen minutes later, after I'd washed her hair and then her sexy
little body and she had washed my hair again, and then my body, we
stepped out of the shower, dried each other off, and, carrying the
two pistols with us, we headed for the bed. We stuck the pistols, all
four of them, under the pillows, and then climbed under the covers.
We killed the lights and she was in my arms again.

"Make love to me, Adam. Please?" she asked quietly
between soft, passionate kisses.

I rolled on top of her, kissed her again and rained kisses all
over her face and down her neck. I nibbled on her ear lobes, put a
hickey on the side of her neck, bit at her collar bone and licked the
valley between her full breasts. With one hand squeezing and rubbing
her left breast, I sucked the nipple of her right breast for all I
was worth, then switched and gave equal attention to the other
breast.

I slipped under the covers as best I could and kissed a trail down
her belly to her belly button which I gave equal attention to,
licking, sucking and kissing it. Finally, I moved between her
wide-spread legs. The blankets were now on the floor at the foot of
the bed. I laid myself down, used my fingers to spread her swollen
pink cunt lips and slipped my tongue inside, searching for her little
clit. I knew I had found it by the gasp she gave. I circled it with
my tongue, licked it a few times, and sucked it into my mouth. "Oh
Adam!" she groaned as she mauled her tits with her fingers.

I wrapped an arm around one of her thighs, then slipped a thumb
down between her cunt lips and used it to stimulate her clit as I
stabbed my tongue into her vagina. "Oh, my God!" She
stiffened for a moment, then relaxed. I started to tongue fuck her,
looking for that secret spot all women have, even as I continued to
rub her clit with my thumb.

Within minutes, her hips raised up off the bed and she had a
pillow over her face to drown out the moans and screams caused by a
massive orgasm. I pulled away for just a second to catch my breath
and noticed her little pink asshole. I slid my free hand up
underneath her and tickled it, sending shivers up and down her body.
I smiled, used my nose to part her cunt lips and stuck my tongue
inside her again. Being stimulated three ways: my thumb on her clit,
my finger tickling her asshole, and my tongue as far inside as I
could get, was apparently more than she could handle. She screamed
out one last time, her hips rising and falling almost violently, and
then she just shut down.

I looked up at her and realized she was out cold. She had passed
out. I smiled, rather pleased with myself. I got up on my knees
between her still spread legs and looked down at her. She was
beautiful. Her short red hair lay around her head like a halo. Her
pretty freckle-covered face was peaceful and angelic. Her chest
rising and falling did wonderful things to her full breasts, her pink
nipples standing erect. She was short, standing only five foot six or
so with short, powerful little legs but she was a looker.

When I heard her moan, I figured she was starting to come around.
I laid myself on top of her, my cock head right at her entrance,
ready to be thrust in as soon as she was once again aware. I held
myself over her so I didn't squash her and waited for her green eyes
to open. When they did, she smiled and I kissed her tenderly.

"That was incredible," she whispered. She didn't move. I
don't think she had the strength.

I gave her a smile and pushed my cock inside her very slowly. "Oh
God, yes!" She groaned and closed her eyes. I pushed into her
completely and held myself there, enjoying the feel of being inside
her. After a long moment, she wrapped her arms around my neck, lifted
herself up and kissed me. "Fuck me!" I obeyed.

I slowly pulled out until only the head of my cock was left inside
her and then plunged back in just as slowly. Low moans escaped her
lips almost constantly as we both enjoyed the feel of the other. I
had already cum earlier in the shower so there was no desperate need.
I wanted this to be a nice slow, romantic screw.

"Let me be on top," she said after a few minutes. I
nodded and together we rolled over as one, my cock never leaving her
slick tunnel. She sat up about halfway, used my chest to hold herself
up and started moving her hips up and down on me. "This is
incredible. This is the best fuck of my life."

"I'm glad you're enjoying it," I said as my hands roamed
up and over her body, spending large amounts of time playing with her
incredible tits.

"Oh, I am. I am!" She lowered herself down and was too
short to kiss my lips so she started kissing my chest. She ran her
tongue around my nipple. When I groaned, she smiled and did the same
to the other. She rode me for a half hour. She was breathing hard and
looking a little pale.

"You're looking a little tired there, Kitty Cat." It was
the first time I had ever called her that.

She smiled at the term of affection, then sat up and really
started to ride me hard, trying to get us both off so that we could
rest a little. We both had a massive orgasm. She started which set me
off a second later. We then both collapsed. With my cock growing soft
inside her and still breathing hard from the exertion, I set the
alarm that was beside the bed for eleven PM, wrapped my arms around
Kat, and we both got a few hours sleep.

When the alarm went off, we both rolled out of bed. She was a
little slow getting up but when I told her I was hoping to take
another shower with her before we went after Abby's stepfather, she
was up in the matter of a second or two. We did have a very nice,
very fun shower together. Even though she tried, my cock just would
not grow hard for her. "You wore him plum out," I told her
with a smile.

We washed and dried each other and dressed. I had a few changes of
clothing in my bag so I put on some black jeans and a black sweater.
We each collected two pistols from under the pillows and climbed into
the Camaro. It was a thirty minute drive to the house where Abby's
mother and stepfather lived.

"I think maybe it's time to retire the Camaro," I told
her as we drove.

"What do you mean?"

"Well, considering that I think the pair of us are going to
be living out of the car for a while, I was thinking of getting
something a little bigger. Maybe a van or an RV."

"Do you have the money for that?"

I smiled over at her. "My, my, aren't we the practical one?
As for money, if I don't have it now, I don't think we'll have too
hard a time raising some funds."

"How?"

"Well, as it turns out, Adam Knight, that's me now, is a
licensed and qualified bounty hunter. I was thinking, now that we
have a contact within the police department that we could go out
bounty hunting. That should bring in some money."

"Sounds like fun," Kat said with a smile.

"Plus, since we won't be needing the Camaro, we could sell
it. It's a classic, remember? Should be someone out there willing to
put out some good money for it."

"Don't you want to keep it?"

I shook my head. "I just got here, remember? I have no
sentimental attachment to this car. I'm also not a gear head and I
prefer something with an automatic transmission. I like looking at
sports cars, but I haven't had a real strong desire to own once since
I graduated high school. We won't be able to outrun the cops like we
did in this, but, with luck, that won't be necessary too damned
often. I'm not sure I could take that kind of action too often."

"How old are you, anyway?"

"When I died, and I'm pretty sure I did die. Or maybe I was
about to die. Either way, when I crashed I was forty-two years old. I
was married with three kids, two girls and a boy. My youngest was
just a little younger than you."

"Is it odd being with me now?" She asked.

"Nope. That life doesn't feel real to me anymore. It feels
like it was nothing more than a bad dream. And, yes, it would have
been a bad dream. I was miserable. Marking time, just waiting for my
heart attack. Dying in a car accident was probably a good thing.
Didn't feel any pain at all. One moment I was driving, the next I
wasn't."

Kat didn't respond to that. I can't blame her. What do you say to
someone who's discussing their own death, in the past tense. I can't
imagine it's something that comes up a lot. Ten minutes later, I
turned onto the road we wanted.

The street was dark. The one streetlight was out and the city
hadn't gotten around to fixing it. I parked the Camaro in front of
the house. We sat there and waited and watched. All the houses nearby
were dark. I wanted to make sure no one was up wandering around. I
preferred to do this as quickly, as painlessly, as possible with as
few witnesses and as little collateral damage as possible.

"So, how do we do this?" Kat asked.

I opened my door and climbed out. I circled around and met Kat on
the sidewalk. "I'll go around back and find a way in. You watch
the front. If he hears me and tries to run, or if he gets away from
me, you stop him anyway you can. If Abby's mother comes out, stop her
but do your best not to hurt her. Abby didn't say anything about
brothers or sisters so I'm hoping it'll just be her mother and
stepfather inside. I'll open the front door for you once I've checked
out the house."

Kat nodded. We had a quick kiss for luck and then parted company.
We both moved from shadow to shadow, trying to stay as hidden as
possible in the darkness. I jumped the six foot high fence with ease,
which in itself, is a little scary and says something for my
'improved' body. There were two windows into the house in the
backyard plus a sliding glass door that led into the kitchen. I
ignored the windows in hopes of using the door. With the curtains
drawn, there was no way of telling which room I would be climbing
into if I went through a window. I might end up in bed with Abby's
stepfather. Plus, going through the door was just easier.

I didn't make a rookie's mistake. First thing I did was check to
see if it was locked. The door slid open with ease. I had to smile at
that. I drew my pistol, clicked off the safety and slipped into the
house. I slid the door shut, stood there and listened as my eyes
adjusted to the darkness.

The house was older. Probably built in the forties or fifties. One
story, two bedrooms, a kitchen/dining room, a living room, a small
den and one small bathroom.

I took a look around the kitchen/dinning room. There was a small
glass and metal dining table with only two chairs. The chairs didn't
match the table. The linoleum floor was starting to separate from the
plywood beneath. The counters were small and old. The sink, stove and
refrigerator were all in desperate need of replacing. There was a
small microwave setting on one counter, the only modern appliance in
the kitchen.

I moved through the kitchen and into the living room. There was a
variety of furniture in the room, most of it tattered and old. There
was a recently installed gas fireplace in one corner with a brand new
big-screen TV sitting beside it almost completely blocking out a
small window. In another corner sat a small desk with an IBM computer
sitting atop it. The computer was turned on but in sleep mode. I
moved past the bathroom and into the hallway that led to both
bedrooms and the front door.

The door to the master bedroom was closed and latched. The door to
the smaller bedroom was pulled closed but not latched. I pushed that
door open and peered inside. It had obviously been Abby's room at one
point. A nice looking four poster bed was still sitting in one
corner. A six drawer side-by-side dresser sat almost right at the
foot of the bed. There wasn't enough room to put it anywhere else.
The bed almost completely blocked off two of the six drawers. There
was a small closet with the door now gone. The hinges were still
there but attached to nothing. The bed, the dresser and the floor
were now covered with boxes and papers and exercise equipment that
apparently no one used.

I moved to the front door and opened it slowly. Kat stepped into
the hallway and I shut the door. "looks like everyone's asleep,"
I whispered to her. "I've checked every room but the den, which
is on the far side of the house and the master bedroom which is
through that door." I pointed to the door. "When we go in,
I'll deal with the stepfather. Your job, unless something happens to
me, is to keep Abby's mother out of the way and off my back."

Kat nodded in understanding and we moved to the door. I got a good
grip on the doorknob, Kat stood against the wall, her pistol raised
and ready to fire in case there was a surprise waiting for us on the
other side of the door. I turned the knob slowly and then pushed open
the door, allowing it to lightly contact the wall behind it. Kat
already had her gun aimed at the two occupants of the bed. "Stay
put. Watch my back," I told Kat. She nodded in understanding
and, with my pistol at the ready, I slipped into the bedroom.

I assumed the larger of the two sleeping occupants was Abby's
stepfather and circled around to his side of the bed. Once there, I
covered the sleeping forms as Kat moved into the room, circled the
bed and stopped beside the sleeping woman.

Standing beside the bed, I got my first look at Abby's stepfather.
There was just enough light to make out that he was a large man with
a round face and a thick mustache. He had the blankets pulled up over
his shoulders so I couldn't see his hands. I kneeled down beside him,
pointing the barrel of my pistol right at his nose, only an inch away
and slowly, smoothly, slid my hand under his two pillows in search of
a weapon he may have hid beneath the pillow. I found none.

The woman moaned and rolled over causing Kat to jump back. The
woman rolled onto her back, moaned again, scooted around a little
more on the bed and then started snoring again. Kat and I exchanged
smiles at Kat's jumpiness. I gave Kat a nod and, using hand signals,
told her what I wanted her to do. It took a minute but she nodded
when she figured it out.

Kat moved back to the edge of the bed, kept the pistol aimed at
the woman with her right hand and used her left hand to cover the
woman's mouth. The contact alone was enough to wake the woman.
"Quiet!" Kat whispered. "Don't wake your husband or
we'll shoot you both." Abby's mother showed an amazing, and
unexpected, amount of bravery. She nodded. "I'm going to let you
go. You scream, we shoot. I want you to get out of the bed. Try not
to wake your husband. You and I are gonna go in the living room."

Kat backed up, releasing the woman's mouth. Abby's mother took a
quick look around, saw me standing over her husband, gun in hand and
pointing at his skull. Realizing she could do nothing but go along,
she carefully tossed off the covers, revealing a white, thigh length
nightshirt with a cartoon character on the front. She rolled out of
the bed and onto her sock covered feet. Kat waved her past with the
gun and followed the woman out of the bedroom.

I waited a moment and then moved to the door and closed it quietly
then flipped the light switch. The room lit up. The man in the bed
grumbled but immediately returned to snoring. I leaned back against
the door, pointed the pistol at him and then started talking. "Time
to wake up!" I shouted. "Hello the bed!" He stopped
snoring, snorted, flipped his head side to side, and then slowly his
eyes opened. "Hello there," I said once his eyes opened.

The sound of my voice pulled him awake and he shot up in the bed,
eyes wide staring at me. "Who the fuck are you?" He shouted
as he threw off the covers. He had no shirt on so I could see his
hairy upper body, and it was hairy. His arms were huge, bulging with
muscle's but his stomach jiggled like pure fat. I figured he was one
of these guys who used his weight and his arm strength to bully
people. He lifted weights to get arm strength but didn't do a full
work out. No running or ab crunches for this guy.

He threw his legs off the bed, showing off his white boxers with
yellow pin stripes running horizontally. Like his wife, he had on a
pair of white tube socks that were pulled up almost to his knees. I
almost couldn't stop from laughing at the image before me. I pointed
the gun at him. "Stay put!" I told him. While he obviously
wasn't scared of me, he was smart enough to be scared of a bullet.

"What the fuck are you doing in my house?" he screamed.
"Who the fuck are you?"

I smiled at him but kept my position. I was a little more than six
feet from him. Plenty of time to shoot him if he charged me. "I'm
the guy you've been hunting for the last few days."

"What the fuck are you talking about?"

"I'm the one who's been protecting your stepdaughter, Abby."

His eyes got wide at the mention of Abby's name. I nodded. "Yeah,
that's right. We know you're the one who put out a contract on her.
We know about Richards, we know about Snerdly and Mr. Big and we know
about the Assassin Brothers who were waiting at the motel where I
stay. Did I miss anyone?"

He drew in a deep breath and puffed out his chest. "Where is
she? Where's my wife?" He asked, finally noting that he had been
alone in the bed.

"Don't worry. They're both safe. Abby is in hiding, telling a
real nice DA all about you and the goons you've been hiring to kill
her," I told him. I saw no reason to make things easy on him and
give him Abby's exact location, just in case he somehow did manage to
get by me and go after her himself. "Your wife is in the living
room with my partner. Unless she does something stupid, she won't be
hurt. We're here for you. Not her."

"What the fuck do you want? Money? I'll pay you off just to
leave Abby alone. You don't have to kill her, just stop protecting
her."

I shook my head. "No thanks. My employer, not to mention my
partner, would be very upset if I gave up Abby. I do my best not to
upset my employer and ticking off my partner is just a really bad
idea. She might stop sleeping with me."

"What the fuck do you want?" he shouted. He was so mad,
he was spitting when he talked. Or, who knows, maybe he always spits
when he talks.

"I want you out of this house and I want you to leave Abby,
her mother, their friends and family alone. If you agree to leave
peacefully and agree stay away from them, you get to walk out of
this. If you don't, I'll shoot you right here."

"This is my family," he shouted and rose from the bed.
He turned towards me and saw the pistol aimed right at his heart.

"Sit back down!" I growled.

He snarled at me and stayed standing. I shrugged, my arm dropped
and I pulled the trigger. He screamed as the bullet hit him in his
left foot. He collapsed back onto the bed screaming an unintelligible
string of curses. He put his left leg up on his right and gingerly
pulled the sock off. "You God damn asshole! You shot me in my
fucking foot!"

I could hear his wife screaming in the other room and I could hear
Kat telling her that her husband was obviously still alive because
they could still hear him screaming.

"And I'm gonna shoot you again," I told him as he pulled
the sock off to reveal a nice sized hole right in the middle of his
foot. "If you try and stand up again or if you don't agree to
get out of this house and to stay out of Abby's life."

"I ain't going nowhere," he growled, daring me to shoot
him.

I pulled the second pistol, the one I'd taken from one of the
Assassin Brothers, from my waistband and tossed it onto the bed
beside him, easily within his reach. "Go ahead. Pick it up."

He looked from me, to the gun and then back again. "No! You
want me to pick it up so you're justified in shooting me. But I'm not
gonna let you off that easily." He said, using the bloody sock
as a bandage and wrapping it around the hole in his foot.

"Ah shit! You're on to me. Come on man," I said, begging
him. "Please leave?"

He laughed at my act. He rose from the bed, his dirty sock wrapped
tight around his foot. "Tell you what," He said taking a
few cautious steps towards me. I just stood there and acted pitiful.
"You said you had a female partner right?" I nodded. "Put
that pistol down and call her in here and I'll fuck her instead of
you." I scratched his balls. He was only about a step away from
me.

I smiled, raised the pistol and pointed at the bridge of his nose.
"No thanks, asshole." I then pulled the trigger. He never
knew what hit him. Blood and gore flew out the back of his head. He
stood there stock still for a second and then just kind collapsed
down on himself as if his weight was too much for his knees to hold
for another second.

Once he was on the floor, I checked his pulse, finding none, I was
satisfied. I went to the bed, picked up the pistol, fired a shot into
the door, used my shirt to wipe my prints off of it and then placed
it in his right hand. I opened the door and could hear Abby's mother
screaming. Kat was sitting on the arm of the couch, consoling the
woman and turned to look at me. I shrugged as if to say 'sorry about
that.' I went out to the living room and kneeled in front of Abby's
mother.

"I need you to do me a favor," I told her. I guess she
was too scared of me to keep crying. She shut up almost instantly. "I
need you to sit here and cry for a few more minutes. Then I need you
to call the cops and tell them your husbands been shot. When they ask
who shot him, you tell him that two guys, both in ski masks, woke you
both up. While one of them guarded you out here in the living room,
the other shot your husband, killing him. They then left, leaving you
here unharmed."

"Why should I lie for you?"

"Because I know where Abby is. Your recently deceased husband
is the reason Abby ran away. He's the reason she's stayed away. She's
with the cops right now. As soon as she hears her stepfather is dead,
she'll come running home. Do you want your daughter back?"

She nodded.

"Good. We," I said, indicating Kat and I, "are
friends of hers. She won't want us in trouble. You can tell the cops
the truth. Tell them everything that happened. Just tell them it was
two guys, young guys, in ski masks. Can you do that?" She didn't
say anything. She just nodded. "Good." I stood up, looked
at Kat and said, "Let's go."

Kat nodded and followed me out the front door. We walked to the
car, got in and drove away. "What about the contract on you and
Abby?"

"Once the assassins learn that there's no payday, they'll all
disappear."

"So we won?"

I smiled at her. "Looks like it. Only one thing left to do
and that's reunite Abby with her mother and I figure the police will
take care of that come morning. So, yeah, I'd say mission
accomplished, job well done, and we win."







Success





Kat and I drove back to the same sleaze bag motel where I'd been
staying when all this started. There were a few odds and ends that
needed taking care of to finish things off, but they could and would
wait until after we had gotten some food and some sleep. None of it
was urgent the way the assignment had been.

"So, what's our next step?" Kat asked as we stepped into
the small shower together... We had spent twenty minutes getting the
bodies of the Assassin Brothers out of the room and into a dumpster
behind the hotel.

"What do you mean?"

"Just what I said. What do we do now? What's the next step?
Do we just go on doing what we've been doing while we wait for our
employer to come at us with another assignment?"

I hadn't considered what to do. Honestly, I was pretty sure it
wouldn't be too long before our employer contacted us again and they
would probably have another assignment. I wondered what it would be
next time? I can't believe there are that many teenaged prostitutes
who need help that I could specialize in saving them but I thought I
might ask.

"You work at that strip joint right?" I nodded. "Do
you like working there? I know you haven't been to work lately."

"It's not a bad place to work. Sandra's there. Lot's of
pretty girls." I got smacked in the gut for that comment. "I'm
just not sure what I should do. I think it's something I should
discuss with our employer."

Kat nodded. She approved of that idea. With that settled, the two
of us set about getting each other clean as a whistle and as sexually
excited as possible. By the time we got out of the shower, Kat had
already had a couple orgasms on my fingers, and I'd already shot a
load down her throat. After the shower, without bothering to dry off,
we headed for bed, curled up together and spent an hour or two
enjoying the hell out of each other.




I was back in the white fog zone when I next opened my eyes. Much
to my surprise, Kat was standing beside me, holding my hand. We
exchanged smiles but didn't say anything. The light appeared a second
later and, just like the other two times, it floated, looking
somewhat like a star, at about my chest level.

"We are pleased with your success. Even as we speak,
arrangements are being made to reunite Abigail Thorson with her
mother."

"What about Abby's stepfather?" I asked, interrupting.
Probably not the best of ideas considering who I was talking to. "The
cops are going to come visit us about that."

"No, they won't. Other arrangements have been made."

That was a cryptic answer if I ever heard one. What kind of
arrangements could have been made to insure that Kat and I were never
even questioned about the murder of a man, a man the cops knew we
were interested in, After a moment of wondering, I figured it didn't
really matter. I was just glad that chapter was closed once and for
all.

"We have made provisions to protect Ms. Jagger. There is a
woman in the city of Rexville named Maria Lewis. She works for the
Rexville Museum and is one of our agents. Contact her and she will
aid you in protecting Ms. Jagger for the future. She will be
expecting your visit. Do either of you have any questions?"

Kat elbowed me lightly in the ribs. I looked at her and could tell
she wanted me to say something. It took me a second to figure out
what it was she wanted me to discuss. "Yes, I was wondering if
my job at The Beaver's Lodge was important. Can I quit? If so, what
would be best for me to do?"

"Your job at The Beaver's Lodge is finished. You may quit but
do so with caution. The manager could prove an important asset in the
future. I believe you owe her a favor anyway."

How embarrassing. They knew about my deal with Sandra.

"You may do as you see fit. In order to aid you in your
tasks, you will find five hundred thousand dollars has been wired to
your account come morning. Use the money to arrange your Earthly
cover as you see fit. We are pleased with your success. Farewell."




It seemed the very next second, Kat and I woke up and it was
daylight. We looked at each other and knew that the other remembered
what had happened and what had been said. "So," Kat asked
as she snuggled up to me. "What do we do first?"

"We find Maria Lewis and find out how she's going to keep you
safe in the future. The thing that concerns me is that they didn't
say how she was going to protect you. Is she gonna teach you self
defense or what? After that, we make a visit to Abby and her mother,
make sure things are going well there."

"What about a job?"

I nodded. "Something else to deal with. I'm supposed to work
tonight. I'll put in my notice and be done with it. After that..."

"Want my recommendation on what we should do?" I nodded.
"I think you should use the money they're sending and open a
bond's retrieval company. Become a professional bounty hunter."

I considered the idea and it was a good one. "Not a bad idea.
Have to look into that."

"So," Kat said as she rolled on top of me. "What do
you want to do, right this minute?"

I smiled and pulled her lips to mine. "Kiss you," I told
her and then did just that.







"Prologue"





My grandfather, Johann Jaeger, came to America in the late
nineteen fifties after escaping communist East Germany. He was twenty
years old. Once in the US, he Americanized his last name from Jaeger
to Jagger and settled down in Rexville to make a living. He met my
grandmother, Ekaterina, married, and she soon gave birth to my
father, Hans Jagger, the only child they would have.

Hans Jagger grew up to be a bear of a man. He stood only five foot
nine inches tall but was more than two feet across, shoulder to
shoulder. He had the biggest barrel of a chest I have ever seen on a
man.

My father was a seaman in the US Navy, a combat engineer, when he
met my mother, a good natured, red-headed Irish lass by the name of
Katherine McBride. Like my grandfather, my father wasted no time in
proposing. Three months after they met, they married in a small
ceremony in New York City only days before my father set out for a
cruise aboard a U.S. Navy warship.

A month after setting sail, the mail caught up with my father and
he found out his blushing bride was now growing heavy with child. In
case you can't figure it out, that was me.

My mother died two hours after giving birth to me early one cold
December morning. My father was still at sea. My mother threw a blood
clot. It lodged in her brain and she had a massive stroke. She never
knew what hit her. My grandfather, Johann, quickly came to the
hospital and arranged to care for me. My father had missed his
mother's death and funeral only a month earlier. It was the next day
before they managed to get in contact with my father to tell him that
he'd lost his wife and gained a daughter.

My mother named me before she died. My father had told her in
letters that I absolutely must have a German name. My mother insisted
I also have an Irish name. I was named Ekaterina Shawna Christiana
Jagger. Ekaterina after my recently deceased grandmother and Shawna
after my mother's best friend. I've never been told where the name
Christiana came from. My father states he never heard the name before
my grandfather told him about my birth. My mother never mentioned it
to him and didn't live long enough for anyone to question her about
it. It's one of those little mysteries in life that I've just learned
to accept.

Upon being notified of my mother's death, my father was
immediately granted leave. He was put on a plane in Japan and
returned to the United States to attend her funeral and to see to the
welfare of his new daughter. A month later, he received a hardship
discharge from the Navy and he settled down in Rexville to care for
me permanently.

He rented a small apartment and took a job as a carpenter and
part-time roofer. With help from a sweet, elderly woman, a retired
school teacher, who lived in an apartment above us, he raised me and
worked to give me the best possible life.

My father and I were very close. He dated but I only rarely met
the women he saw,. From what he told me, he had no plans to remarry.
He later bought a small two bedroom house where we would live right
up until his death sixteen months ago.

It was his death that put me on the road with destiny. With my
grandfather having died a year earlier, I had no living relatives. I
was fifteen years old, a ward of the state, and living in a group
home. A group home is the modern day, politically correct word for an
orphanage.

I enjoyed my time at the group home. I made a few friends and we
had some fun. Two months after being placed I was yanked out of the
home and, with no explanation from the county, I was placed in a
foster home with a nice enough, middle aged couple who had no
children of their own.







"Bill and Maggie"




Well, they started out nice enough. Three weeks after being
placed, my foster mother, Margaret, went off to work. She worked at a
hospital as a finance clerk or something like that. She was the one
who billed the patients. It was a weekend so my foster father, Bill,
was at home to watch over me. I was in the bedroom they had given me,
writing a letter to one of the girls I had met in the group home;
telling her how wonderful my life at Bill's and Margaret's house was.

Bill tapped the bedroom door and then came in without waiting for
a response. I turned and watched as he stepped into the room and
closed the door. He was naked and his cock was sticking out in front
of him, hard as a rock. He gave me this horribly lecherous smile and
came towards me. "What are you doing?" I asked. He just
chuckled and continued coming towards me.

His cock looked huge to me but I had never seen one before so him
being hung like a horse might just be in my mind.

He reached the side of the bed. I had moved against the wall on
the other side of the bed. I knew that him coming to my bedroom naked
wasn't a good thing. He grabbed my ankles and yanked me towards him.

"Time to earn your room and board," he stated as if it
was just another chore. He grabbed the bottom of my tee shirt and
yanked me into a sitting position and pulled up the tee shirt
exposing my bra. I screamed and started crying as he forced my arms
up over my head and pulled my tee shirt off.

"Stop! Please!" I shouted. He just laughed.

He dropped my shirt onto the bed and grabbed my bra. He didn't
bother to unhook it, he just pulled it up. It felt like he was trying
to detach my breasts from my chest until the bra gave and slipped
over them. He pulled it up over my head and tossed it across the
room.

"From now on, you don't wear bras or panties in my house.
Maggie will take you shopping tomorrow to get you some skirts to
wear." He pushed me down on to the bed on my back. "You can
wear whatever the fuck you want to school and outside the house but
in this house, the rule is no underwear and women always wear
skirts."

He climbed on top of me, and sat on my thighs. When I tried to hit
him, to knock him off, he grabbed my wrists and pinned them both
above my head using only one hand. Using my own tee shirt, he tied my
wrists together. It didn't dawn on me at the time that this isn't
easy to tie someone's hands with a tee shirt, but he did it expertly
and quickly. He had obviously done it before many times.

With my wrists tied, he used one hand to pin me to the bed while
he crawled off and kneeled beside me. "Go ahead and scream and
beg, girl. The more you resist, the more I like it," he shouted
over my screams. "The more you beg, the more excited I get, and
the harder you get fucked."

Holding my hands down with one hand, he used his other hand to
unbutton my denim shorts and yanked down the zipper. He reached
underneath me, grabbed the back of the waistband of my shorts and
panties, lifted me up off the bed and pulled them down. He couldn't
have gotten them all the way off but my own struggling and kicking
did the job for him. I kicked my own shorts and panties off and they
went flying across the room

He smiled at me. I was still screaming and crying. He held my
hands above my head and climbed on top of me, this time, laying his
weight down over me. He grabbed my chin with his free hand, held my
face still, and kissed me. It was sloppy and wet and when I tried to
scream he jammed his tongue into my mouth and down my throat. I
gagged and started coughing but that didn't stop him. He began
sucking my earlobe and kissed his way down my neck. He stopped at the
base of my neck and sucked, leaving a hickey to remind me of the
momentous event.

Once satisfied with the hickey, he moved down to my right breast,
licked over the nipple once and then sucked it into his mouth. As he
sucked it, he nipped at it with his teeth, just hard enough to cause
me to scream in pain. He moved to my other breast and did the same
thing.

Once my nipples were standing hard and erect, he lifted his hips
off me, used his free hand to adjust his rock hard cock, rubbed it up
and down my slit and, with me begging him to stop, slipped it into my
slit and then rammed it into my tight, dry little vagina. I screamed.
First, when I felt the friction between his cock and my dry vagina
and, again, when he tore through my maidenhead.

"God, I love young virgins!" He groaned, once he was
completely inside me.

The pain of his penetration stopped my screaming and fighting. I
had given up. When he realized I was no longer fighting him, he
released my hands, lifted his torso off of me and began fucking me
with short quick strokes. I was lost in a haze and remember very
little of the next few hours. The rape lasted only a few minutes. He
pulled out and shot his load all over my tits and face. Finished with
me, he untied my hands, made some threats about what would happen to
me if I told anyone and left.

Once the door closed, I pulled the blankets over me, completely
covering myself in them, head to toe, rolled into a fetal position,
and cried myself to sleep.

Maggie woke me only shortly after she got home from work. She
yanked the covers off of me and shook me awake. "Come on, little
darling. Time to get cleaned up and ready for dinner."

She pulled me up out of the bed and dragged me, still naked, into
the bathroom. She already had a bath ready and dropped me into the
hot water. The water must have been enough to clear my head because
it was about then that my memories returned. "He raped me!"
I told her, tears starting down my face once more.

"Now, now, Dear. Rape is a very nasty word. Let's just say he
didn't ask before taking."

"He..." I began, but Maggie shushed me.

She kneeled beside the tub and picked up the bar of soap. "That
isn't the kind of thing a proper young lady discusses. Not with me,
not with your friends, not with anyone," she told me as she used
her soapy hands and began washing me, starting at my neck and working
her way down. When she got to my breasts, and spent a long minute
concentrating on getting them cleaned. "You're so pretty. Such a
beautiful little girl." She smiled at me as she pinched my
nipples. "Why don't you just lay back and relax and we'll get
you all cleaned up."

She pushed my shoulders until I sat back against the side of the
tub and then she slid me down until I was almost laying down. "That's
my good girl."

The water wasn't deep enough to completely cover me. With my legs
stretched out flat, the water didn't even cover my thighs. She
continued rubbing my breasts and belly. It felt nice, much nicer than
what Bill had done to me, but when I became uncomfortable with how
long she'd been washing my breasts and pushed her away, she scolded
me.

"Now, Dear. You don't want me to call Bill in here to tie
your hands again, do you? You really must learn to respect your
elders." She pushed my hands back down to my side. I stared at
her wide-eyed for a long minute. I realized I was being raped for a
second time. I turned my face away from her, closed my eyes, and
started to cry again.

Maggie continued talking to me, telling me everything was going to
be okay, that she and Bill were going to take wonderful care of me.
When she got to my pussy, she forced my thighs apart and used her
soapy hands to wash me. She slipped into my slit, found my clit, and
rubbed it until I had an orgasm. It wasn't my first orgasm ever but
it was the first one I'd had where another person was involved.

"See. You can enjoy this," Maggie said. I'm sure she was
trying to make herself feel better. "I think we're going to be
very good friends, you and I. You just watch."

Once I'd had an orgasm, she finished washing me quickly, all the
way down to the toes. She had me sit up, washed my back, and then had
me stand up. She turned me away from her and bent me over so she
could wash my ass. When I told her I could do it myself, she told me,
"Nonsense. I'm your mother now. I'm going to take care of you."

She washed my ass, inside and out. It was the first time anyone,
even me, had put anything in my asshole. She started with her pinky
to relax the sphincter, and then moved to her middle finger, which
she kept in my asshole for good long time. I had my back to her with
my eyes closed. I was crying so I couldn't tell it then, but, later
on, I learned that whenever she fingered my ass, her other hand was
usually up her skirt diddling her clit. It became usual for her to
finger my clit until I had an orgasm and then finger my ass until she
had an orgasm. She said we were bonding.

She got me out of the tub. She had to help because my legs barely
worked. She dried me off and led me back to my bedroom, wrapped in
only a towel. Bill was waiting on my bed for me. From the looks of
it, while Maggie had me in the bath, he'd come in, stripped and
remade the bed with clean sheets.

Maggie held my shoulders and stood me right in front of him and
yanked the towel off me. He stared at me lecherously. I was seriously
afraid that he was going to rape me again, right there in front of
Maggie. He didn't touch me though, not then, anyway. He looked me up
and down. Maggie turned me around so he could check out my ass. Then
he stood up and left the room, closing the door behind him.

"That wasn't so bad, was it? He's really a very nice man,
once you get to know him." She went to closet and pulled out
some clothes.

"Can I go back to the group home?" I asked, sitting down
on the bed, right where he had been a moment before.

"Now, don't be silly. This is your home now. Both Bill and I
are very happy you've come to stay with us. We even mentioned to the
social worker the idea of adopting you. Then we would be your
parents, now and always."

The idea of being Bill's legal daughter terrified me. I was only
fifteen but I knew grown men, were not supposed to force their
teenaged daughters into sex like he had done to me. Right then, I
decided if I couldn't find a way to go back to the group home, it
would be the streets for me.

Maggie handed me a man's white undershirt. "This is what
you'll sleep in." I took it and she turned and went to the
dresser where I had my clothes put away. "Just to make sure you
don't break the rules, I'm going to go ahead and take your panties
and bras. Don't worry, I'll provide some for you on days you have to
go to school." She scooped up all of my underclothes into her
arms and turned to me with a smile. I was still sitting there on the
bed in shock. "We're going to have so much fun tomorrow at the
mall. We'll get you an all new wardrobe." She gave me one last
smile, left the room, and closed the door. I wanted to lock it but
quickly realized, there was no lock. I felt incredibly vulnerable
right then.

I put the white undershirt on, turned off the light, and climbed
under the covers, just pushing my books and homework onto the floor.
I wrapped myself in the covers, head and all, and cried myself to
sleep.

The next day was a Saturday. Maggie was in early that morning,
waking me up at the crack of dawn. "Come on sleepy head. Time to
get up. We have a big day ahead of us." She tore the blankets
off of me and tossed them to the foot of the bed. She then grabbed my
hand and tried pulling me up.

"What do we have to do?" I asked, hoping that what I
remembered had just been a dream and that the truth was that I needed
to get up to go to school and that I'd find my under garments still
in the dresser.

"Why, we have a big shopping trip today, remember? Come on.
Get up and get yourself dressed." She turned and left the room.

I sat up, looked down at myself, and saw the white undershirt.
Fear gripped me for a long moment. Then, to confirm what I remembered
was real, I pulled up the undershirt and looked at my pussy. As I
feared, no panties. I fell back on the bed, rolled onto my stomach,
and started crying again.

I didn't get to cry long before Maggie was back. "What are
you doing back in the bed?" She asked. She must have noticed
then that I was crying. She sat down on the bed beside me and pulled
me up and hugged me close to her. "What's wrong? What with the
water works?"

"How could he do that to me? How could you let him?" I
screamed at her and pushed her away. "I hate you! I hate you
both! Leave me alone!" I jumped off the bed, ran into the
closet, jerked the door closed behind me, and collapsed onto the
floor beneath my clothes.

It was a few seconds before Maggie opened the door and kneeled
down in front of me. "Now, we can't have you acting like this.
You're a young woman. You have to behave like one. That means no
crying, no yelling, and learning to respect your elders. If you're
going to behave like a baby, Bill and I will treat you like a baby.
Is that what you want?" she asked sternly.

"Do we need to go out and get diapers for you? A crib maybe?
A pacifier for you to suck on? Grow up, stop the crying, and get
yourself dressed. Breakfast is almost ready. I expect you at the
table, cleaned up, and dressed in ten minutes, or I'll send Bill up
here to discuss these things with you." She slammed the closet
door shut and stomped out of the room.

Fear of Bill coming to my room again was enough to motivate me. I
crawled out of the closet, pulled the undershirt off, ripped it to
shreds using my bare hands, and tossed the remains into the garbage.
I was sure there would be ramifications but right then, I didn't give
a damn. I needed to shred something and the undershirt was the best
target for my pent-up frustrations.

I dressed quickly, putting a pair of spandex bicycle shorts on to
wear as underwear, beneath my jeans. I then put on an over sized tee
shirt that used to be my father's. It was a concert shirt from when
he took me to see the final tour of "The Who." I didn't
enjoy it. It was way too loud and I didn't know the songs, but my
father had loved it and it was a special memory because he had been
so happy afterwards. That tee shirt was one of only four or five I
would take with me when I ran.

I made it to the kitchen table, cleaned and dressed, before Maggie
sent Bill up. I had splashed water on my face, and my red eyes were
the only sign of my crying.

"What's wrong with you?" Bill asked when I sat down
beside him. It was a small glass table that would only seat four and
he and Maggie always sat across from each other, forcing me to sit
between them. "Why are your eyes all red? You been crying?"

I was shocked that Maggie hadn't told him about my little tizzy
fit. I shook my head. "I just didn't sleep very well last
night."

I wondered if Maggie would correct me or yell at me for lying.
When I looked over at her, she just smiled, nodded at me, and turned
back to the French Toast she was cooking. Suddenly it dawned on me
that maybe Maggie would have been in just as much trouble for
condoning my lie as I would be for telling the lie. I briefly
considered telling Bill the truth just to get Maggie in trouble.
Maybe she was as afraid of him as I was.

"You look horrible. Talk to Mags. Maybe she can give you
something to help you sleep better tonight."

"I'll be okay," I told him. "I think it is just a
one time thing. Hard day and all." Bill just nodded and turned
back to his newspaper. Thankfully he didn't ask what had made the
previous day so hard. Like he didn't know.

Bill seemed so nice and sweet, like a kindly, old grandfather
sitting at that table. In a lot of ways, he reminded of my dad. Dad
had always read the newspaper as he drank his coffee in the mornings.
Sundays were his favorite. He would sit and read the Sunday Times
from six in the morning when he got up, until it was time for lunch.
After lunch, he'd try the crossword. When I got older, I even got
into it, and we'd try to do the Sunday puzzle together. I don't think
we ever finished one. At least, not until I got a computer hooked up
to the Internet. After that, I could get online and find the answer
to any question. I wondered, if I stuck around and played their game,
would Bill and Maggie get me a new computer? Then I looked at Bill.
Memories flashed through my mind of what he had done to me the day
before, and I hated him again and was determined to leave just as
quickly as I could.

Bill left before I was finished with breakfast. He gave Maggie a
kiss on the cheek, said he was leaving, smiled at me, and was gone.
Maggie sat down beside me, smiled, and watched me eat for a moment.
"We've got a few things to do today before we can go shopping.
If you're willing to help me out, I think we can get everything done
pretty quickly and then we can go have some fun. Sound good to you?"

"What do we need to do?" I asked.

"Well, we need to get the kitchen cleaned up. Can't leave
dirty dishes sitting around. While I do that, why don't you run
upstairs and get your bed made. The sheets are clean so you don't
need to strip the bed today." Saturdays were normally the day we
stripped the beds and put on clean sheets.

"After that, we need to get you into the bathtub. Don't be
embarrassed now. I'm going to help you."

"I don't need help to take a bath."

"Oh I know that," Maggie said laughing and grabbing my
hand. "Of course you don't. Like I said this morning, you're a
young woman now. Young women know how to bathe themselves. That's not
the issue.

"You see, I think that since you grew up without a mother,
there are certain things you don't know about... oh, let's just say,
things you don't about women's hygiene. It is best to cover it all at
once,. Get all that embarrassing stuff out of the way right off the
bat so there are no more questions about it. Now, you don't need to
be worried. I understand fully. You grew up with only your father and
there are somethings that men just don't know," she said,
emphasizing each of the last four words. "We'll get all of that
out of the way and then we can relax and enjoy our day." She
smiled at me, patted my hand again, and was up and at the sink doing
dishes before I could ask any questions.

As I made my bed and straightened up my room, I tried real hard to
figure out what kind of stuff Maggie was going to teach me. I
wondered, if there were some "woman things" that I didn't
know., that Dad couldn't explain. He'd done alright at it. He'd taken
me to a female Ob/Gyn after I had had my first period and she had
taught me everything there was to know about menstruation and sex and
pregnancy and the female body. She had taught me to put on pads and
how to use a tampon and how and when to douche. We'd even talked
about masturbation, abstinence and prophylactics.

I think she was one of those women Dad dated, but all he'd ever
say was, "She's a friend of mine."

Considering that Doctor Howell, the doctor he'd taken me to, was a
woman and a doctor, I couldn't believe there might be stuff she
hadn't told me, but Maggie seemed to think that there were things I
didn't know. By the time I finished cleaning my room and making my
bed, Maggie had finished in the kitchen, and I was kind of curious
about what she was going to teach me. I was kind of looking forward
to it.

We headed upstairs to the Master Bedroom. "I think it'll be
better if we use the big tub in the master bath. It's bigger and
everything we'll need is in there anyway," Maggie explained when
I asked why we were using that tub instead of the one in what they
called the guest bathroom, the bathroom by my bedroom.

The master bathroom was extravagant. That is the only word I can
find to describe it. It was huge and luxurious. There was a double
vanity with two sink. The toilet was separated from the vanity by a
small glass brick wall. The shower was huge. Plenty big enough for
three people. Four, if they were small. There were something like ten
different shower heads. There were at least two shower heads coming
out of each of the three walls, plus one hanging from the ceiling.
There was even a stool in the shower. There were dozens of bottles of
stuff sitting on a shelf across the back of the shower and the entire
place smelled like lavender.

The tub was a whirlpool tub, big enough to seat four adults
comfortably. Maggie started the water as soon as we got in to the
bathroom. "Go ahead and close the door and start getting
undressed."

I admit, it was my fault. I was stupid for taking off my shirt
first. I knew there was a chance I'd get in trouble if Maggie or Bill
caught me wearing the shorts as underwear but it didn't occur to me
that Maggie would figure it out. If I had taken off my jeans first,
while she had her back turned, I may have gotten by with it. By the
time I got my shirt off, folded and set someplace safe, Maggie had
the water ready and had turned to face me and was unbuttoning her own
blouse. I unbuttoned my jeans without thinking, pushed down the
zipper, and Maggie froze.

"What is that?" She asked.

I followed her line of sight and knew I was busted. I pulled the
button of my jeans closed as if she would instantly forget what she
had seen. No such luck. "What was that? You know the rules about
underwear in this house."

I hung my head in faked shame and let my jeans fall. "I..."

"I don't want any excuses. We'll discuss this again later.
For now, get those clothes off and get in the tub."

To my surprise, Maggie undressed right along with me. For a woman
of fifty, she wasn't in bad shape. Her breasts sagged a little, but
the real shocker to me was that her pubic hair seemed to have fallen
out. She had a naked, bald pussy. She apparently saw me staring at
her and smiled. "Don't worry, Dear," she said, wrapping an
arm around my shoulders. "You'll understand when we're all
done." She led me to the tub, pressed the button to turn on the
water jets, and helped me climb in.

My life was to change forever.







"Three Epiphanies"

﻿

The bath was an experience, I'll say that much for it. It was the
first time I ever heard of a woman shaving her pubic hair. Maggie
showed me how to do it and told me that I needed to keep it shaved
from then on. I figured out all by myself, that she kept hers that
way and wanted mine that way because that's the way Bill liked it.
Even then, I got the distinct feeling that Maggie was enjoying
touching me a little more than she really should have.

After finishing my shave, we sat in the tub, the jets running, and
she repeated a lot of the same information that Dr. Howell had told
me when I was eleven. Maggie was a little more descriptive, and, now
that I'd had sex, even if it wasn't consensual, some of the
information about intercourse made a lot more sense to me.

Then came step three in her plan. "Katy," she's the only
person who's ever called me Katy. It wasn't that I didn't like the
name. Everyone who'd tried it, simply said it didn't fit me. I just
wasn't a Katy. Now, because of the bad memories of my time with
Maggie and Bill, I hate the name and I will hurt anyone who calls me
that. "Have you ever kissed another woman?"

"No!" I said. I wasn't sure why I was so definite about
it. Probably because my father was very much anti-gay. Men just did
not fool around with other men and women did not fool around with
other women. It just wasn't right!

"Have you ever thought about it?"

"No!" I said, just as fervently.

She gave me this really odd smile. Even then, at a naive fifteen
years old, I felt uncomfortable. I've seen that look since then on
the faces of some of my "clients" at Ms. Crystal's. It
means that someone is being devious.

"Why don't you swing around to the other side of the tub."

Maggie and I had been sitting side by side. Maggie now moved me so
that I was seated across the tub from her. She turned off the jets
and let the water settle. She then took hold of my ankles and pulled
me towards her, almost dragging my head under the water. "Have
you ever floated on your back in a pool?" She asked. I nodded.
"Good. Think you can do it in this tub?"

The tub was long enough, or maybe I was short enough, where I
could have lain almost flat on my back and stretched out. Being
naive, I shrugged and tried it out. Maggie grabbed my butt to help me
stay up once I was floating.

"Now, close your eyes and don't worry. I'm not going to hurt
you." She still had that odd, devious smile on her face but,
needing someone to trust after what had happened with Bill, I was
ready to trust her. I closed my eyes and lay back. "Now, just
relax."

I closed my eyes and tried to relax. Her hands remained under my
ass and thighs. After a second, I felt her spreading my legs, hooking
a leg over one side of the tub and laying it on the edge of the tub
and pushing the other to the edge of the tub. She then slipped
between my legs and ran her tongue up my slit. I gasped. My head came
out of the water and my eyes popped open.

"Lie back, close your eyes, and relax. Trust me Katy. This is
going to feel very good. You're going to enjoy this."

I stared at her for a few seconds, took a deep breath, lay back
and closed my eyes. Her tongue returned to my slit and then pushed
into it. She kept one hand supporting my butt and used the fingers of
her other hand to spread my pussy lips. Her tongue quickly found my
clit. She licked my clit. My body reacted instantly and I started
thrashing around.

Maggie waited until I settled down. "See. Wasn't that nice?"
she asked. I was still trying hard just to breathe, so I didn't
answer her. A second later, her tongue was back on my clit. Her lips
followed and then she was sucking me. I squirmed around in pleasure
for the next twenty minutes. By the time she finished, I'd had had
six or eight orgasms and she was tongue fucking me.

When she was finished, she set me back down into the water and let
me calm down and cool off. She turned the jets on and opened the
drain to let some of the water out. She then started running some
more warm water. I hadn't noticed that the water had cooled
significantly while she was eating me. By the time she plugged the
drain back up and turned off the water, I had pretty well recovered
and felt once again strong enough to speak, even if my knees still
felt like Jell-O.

"Did you enjoy that?"

I swallowed hard and chose to conserve energy. I just nodded.

"Excellent," she said with a huge smile. "Next
time, you can try doing me." She then stood up, stepped out of
the tub, wrapped herself in a knee-length bathrobe, and left the
bathroom. "You go ahead and soak for a little while longer. When
you get out, get dressed and come down stairs, and we'll go
shopping."

We did just that. I soaked for another ten minutes or so, then got
out of the tub, with only a towel wrapped around me, I went to my
bedroom and found clothes already laid out on the bed for me. I
dressed and went downstairs. Maggie was already dressed, and five
minutes later, we headed to the mall.

I won't lie. I had thoroughly enjoyed my time with Maggie. I did
consider running up to a cop I saw and telling him what Bill had done
to me but it seemed wrong to me somehow to hurt Maggie like that. We
shopped for the next three hours. We went to food court in the mall
and I had a couple slices of pizza for lunch while Maggie had
something from the small Chinese food stand. Maggie allowed me to
pick what I wanted. Well, design and color anyway. She refused to buy
me any jeans or shorts. "We're here to buy you some skirts,"
she told me when I asked why I couldn't have this great pair of jeans
I'd found.

When we got home, it was almost two in the afternoon. "Run
upstairs and get undressed," Maggie told me. "I'm sure Bill
is going to want to see what we bought. Change into one of your new
outfits and come down and model for us."

I had so many bags of new clothes that I had to make two trips to
get them all upstairs. I had no idea how much Maggie had spent on my
new wardrobe but it must have been a significant amount, a couple
hundred dollars at least, because we hadn't shopped for sales or
bargains. If I liked it and it was a skirt, we bought it, sometimes
in a half dozen different colors.

When I came back downstairs, dressed in a knee length denim skirt
and a white blouse, Bill and Maggie were both sitting on the couch
waiting for my fashion show to begin. They both ooh'd and ahh'd at my
new clothes. I would then run upstairs, quickly change outfits, run
back downstairs, and play model again.

It was on my third trip down that I put on my first mini-skirt.
I'd had skirts before but my father had refused to allow me to wear a
mini. It was another denim skirt. I was really into denim at the
time. This one stopped about three inches above the knee. I have to
admit, I loved the way it looked on me. Somehow, it felt dangerous
because I was "commando" beneath that short little skirt. I
knew that if I bent over just right, Maggie and Bill would both get a
good look at my ass. If I bent over in the right way, they could
probably see my newly shaved pussy.

I was almost done with my fashion show. I only had a few more
outfits to model when I went down in another mini. This one was
pleated and all white and looked a cheerleader's skirt. I had modeled
it and was getting ready to go back upstairs to change again when
Bill stopped me and called me over to him. I glanced at Maggie and
she gave me a reassuring smile and nod and I went over and stood in
front of Bill.

He took his arm from around Maggie's shoulder where it had been
for most of my fashion show and sat forward on the couch. He reached
out and ran his fingers through my red hair, which at the time hung
to below my shoulders, then lightly rubbed my cheek with the back of
his hand. "You're a beautiful young woman, Kat," he told
me, giving me a big smile. I actually smiled and got butterflies in
my stomach. It was so sincere and so unexpected.

Then he spoiled it. He put both hands on my shoulders and ran them
down my front, over my breasts. With no bra on, both of my nipples
went instantly erect. His hands slid down my belly, over the skirt
and to my thighs. I wanted to run. I could feel tears welling up in
my eyes as he raised the skirt and looked at my newly shaved pussy.
He looked for a few seconds, then dropped my skirt, ran his hands up
and down my legs and then smiled.

"You did very nicely," he said with a nod. "You and
Maggie both. I'm very happy." He winked at me and sat back on
the couch again, putting his arm back around Maggie.

Maggie nodded and I turned and ran back upstairs. I jumped onto
the bed, curled up into a fetal position and tried to figure out what
I was feeling. I was happy being there with Maggie and it wasn't just
the shopping or the orgasm's she had given me. I honestly liked her.

Bill, on the other hand, was nothing more than a lecherous old man
taking advantage, over and over again, of a young girl. Namely me.
Somehow, I wasn't sure how he had sucked Maggie into his sick little
games. At the time, it never dawned on me that Maggie might have
enjoyed his games just as much and was even an active participant.
Later on, I would figure out that Maggie was the honey that sucked
you in and Bill was the spider that ate you alive. At the time, I had
no idea about that though. I thought Bill was responsible for
everything.

It dawned on me then that I had three options. One. Stay there and
be happy with Maggie but have to put up with Bill's abuse. Two. Run.
Abandon Maggie but also get away from Bill. Three. Report what Bill
was doing to the authorities and hope he got carted off to prison and
hope it didn't hurt Maggie so much that she would hate me.

I was still in my room two hours later when Maggie poked her head
in and told me dinner was ready. "We were waiting for you to
come down and finish the fashion show," Maggie told me when I
didn't respond.

"I didn't feel like it."

She came over and sat on the bed beside me. Only then did she
notice that I'd been crying. "What's wrong?"

I sat up and faced her. "What Bill's doing to me is wrong! We
need to call the authorities. We need to tell them what he's doing.
Please, Maggie. Please, call the police. Right now. Tell them
everything. Please?" I was crying and begging.

She looked down at the floor and thought for a second. "I
can't do that, Katy. He's my husband." Only then did she look up
and look me in the eye. "Besides, is he really that terrible?"

"Good question!" Bill said. I hadn't heard him coming up
the stairs and hadn't seen him in the doorway. "Maggie, go back
downstairs and keep dinner warm. Kat and I need to have a little
talk."

"Please Maggie," I said softly. "Don't leave me
alone with him. Please?" Maggie smiled at me, rubbed my cheek
with her hand, then got up and left the bedroom. My pleas for her to
come back followed her out of the room.

Bill stepped into the room, gave Maggie a quick kiss on the cheek
as she left and closed the door behind her.

"Please, don't hurt me," I whimpered and curled up in a
ball, my back pressed into the wall again, just as I had been when he
grabbed my ankles and raped me the night before.

Bill came over and sat on the bed. "Come up here and sit by
me," he said, patting the bed just to his left side.

I was terrified. I didn't want to move. I certainly didn't want to
get any closer to him than I already was. At the same time though, I
was terrified of what would happen if I didn't jump when he gave a
command. I scooted up on the bed and sat beside him. My arms firmly
wrapped around a pillow, hugging it against my front, like it was a
shield that would protect me.

He seemed calm enough. He stared down at the floor at he spoke.
"Is that how you see me? As some sort of monster?" I didn't
answer. "I'm not a monster, Kat. If I was a monster things would
be much worse than they are now. Trust me, I can be a monster."

"You raped me." I didn't intend to say it but it came
out of my mouth, almost a whisper, before I could stop it.

He didn't respond for a long moment. "Kat, you're a young
woman. You need to learn respect. I don't know what your father was
teaching you," Bill said, shaking his head. "Maybe he felt
guilty because you had already lost your mother. Maybe he was trying
to make it up to you. I don't know. In this house though, I expect to
get the respect I feel I deserve."

"My father," I said, trying to be brave and forcing
myself not to cry. "Taught me that respect is earned. That it
isn't something you just give away."

"With most people, that's true. There are certain people
though who deserve your respect immediately. Your parents, a teacher,
and the boss at your job are just a few examples of that." He
finally looked up and turned a quarter turn to face me. I admit, I
flinched out of fear that he was going to grab me and hit me or,
worse, rape me again.

"Legally, I'm not your parent. Not yet, anyway. But I am the
man who's giving you food, shelter, clothes to wear. Hell, Maggie
must have spent a couple hundred dollars on you today," Bill
said, pointing at the pile of new clothes that were in a pile on the
floor waiting for their first washing. "This is how we get
thanked? You begging her to call the cops on me? No! That I can not
abide. I may not be your father, Kat, but, for the moment, I am your
provider. That means I, and Maggie too, deserve some respect. I won't
put up with you not giving us the respect we deserve. Do you
understand?"

We stared at each other for a long moment. Then I dropped my chin
to my chest. I asked myself, 'What choice do I really have?' Then I
said, "Yes sir."

"That's better. Now, stand up."

I tossed the pillow over my head and onto the bed behind me and
stood up and turned to face him, unsure what was coming next.

"Go downstairs to the kitchen and ask Maggie for a wooden
spoon. Bring it up here."

My eyes got wide as I realized what was going on. I was going to
be punished, spanked with a wooden spoon.

I guess I stood there too long. "Go!" Bill ordered
again. This time giving me a light slap on the butt.

The slap on the ass was enough to get me moving. I took off, out
of the room and down the stairs. I ran into the kitchen, tears
streaming down my face and out of breath. Maggie was waiting, a
wooden spoon in her hand. "I was listening at the door,"
she said and handed me the spoon. "Take your punishment like a
lady and he'll go easier on you. You must learn, Katy, that there are
consequences to your actions. You better go."

I turned and headed out of the kitchen. I walked back to the
bedroom thinking about what both Bill and Maggie had said to me. I
knew Bill was wrong for raping me. I knew he was right about me
showing him respect for feeding, clothing and sheltering me, but I
also knew he had lost any respect I might have had for him the minute
he raped me. Which meant, in my mind, the spanking was unjust. If the
spanking was unjust, then shouldn't I protest it? Fight against it?
But then Maggie's words came to me and I realized she was right. At
that moment, I had no place else to go and no money to go anywhere
even if I had someplace to go. That meant I would have to stay with
Bill and Maggie at least for a while longer. 'If that's true, ' I
thought, 'shouldn't I make the stay as easy as possible by doing as
they want?'

I returned to the bedroom having made a decision. Bill was still
where he had been when I had scrambled out of the room. I wiped the
tears from my face, took a deep breath, threw back my shoulders and
marched up to him and handed him the wooden spoon.

"I want to apologize for my actions. You were right. You and
Maggie have done a lot for me in the short time I've been here and
I've done nothing to deserve your kindness and generosity. I'm sorry
and I will try to do better."

Bill smiled. "Thank you. That was very well said and very
well done. Do you believe that's enough to get you out of your
punishment?"

"No sir. I expect to still get the punishment."

Bill nodded. "Good answer. Now, take off your skirt and lay
over my lap."

I hadn't thought about it that much. It hadn't dawned on me that
Bill might intend to spank my bare ass instead of my clothed ass. He
gave me pause but only for a second. Once I recovered, I undid my
skirt and let it slide down my legs. Forcing myself to swallow my
modesty, I stood there in front of him, my bald little pussy on
display for a few seconds, and then moved to lay across his lap. Bill
corrected me when I tried to lay with my ass by his left hand. Bill
was right handed.

Once I was laid across his lap, Bill rubbed my ass with his hand
for a moment. "Such soft skin," he said in a whisper,
almost as if it was a thought that had just escaped from his brain.

After a second, his hand left my ass and I felt his left hand come
down on the back of my neck, holding me in place. He raised his right
arm.

THWACK! I grimaced and almost bit a hole in my lower lip but
forced myself not to cry out.

THWACK! Again, I forced myself not to scream, tears rolled down my
cheeks again though.

He paused about two seconds between each hit and he switched from
butt cheek to butt cheek so the pain was almost bearable but he
didn't hold back at all. I'm sure he used every ounce of strength he
could muster from that arm. Six times that spoon came down on my bare
ass. I could feel the welts from each one already growing as he
raised his arm for the seventh.

"Scream, damn it! Or I'll keep going all day."

I had an epiphany at that moment, even though I didn't know that's
what it was called at the time. I realized that Bill didn't like
hurting me, as I had come to believe during the rape. He liked to
hear me scream. It was the screaming that got his motor going. After
that, I screamed, I cried, I even resisted a little. By the ninth
hit, I could feel his cock growing steadily larger with each scream.
By the twelfth hit, he was enjoying my screams so much that the spoon
was barely making contact with my ass anymore.

He hit me with that spoon fifteen times on my bare ass. He then
did another ten on the backs of my thighs; the contact was so light
that, when I looked later, there were not even any welts on the backs
of my thighs.

Once he finished on my thighs, he announced that that part of my
punishment was over and tossed the wooden spoon into the hallway. I
was surprised to hear there was more coming but I tried not to show
it even as I cried and begged him to stop the punishment. I even got
down on my knees, right between his legs and told him I'd put his
"thing" in my mouth if he didn't punish me anymore.

He was determined though and ordered me to get onto the bed on my
back. I laid on the bed, still crying. I had convinced myself that I
was crying to make him happy by this point. The crying wasn't real. I
was hanging tough! I wasn't giving him the satisfaction of making me
cry for real. The tears, the begging, the screams of pain, that was
all an act put on to make him happy. I would use the same techniques
with some of my clients later on at Ms. Crystal's.

Once I was on the bed, Bill stripped off his shirt and pants and
left them laying on the floor. Now dressed in only his boxers, he
climbed onto the bed and straddled my stomach on his knees. "Put
your arms up over your head."

"No! Please don't." I begged even as I raised my arms,
put my hands behind my head and interlaced my fingers. "Please
no more. My ass and thighs really hurt."

"Good," He said, rather proud of himself. "Maybe
you'll remember this lesson and won't repeat the same mistakes."
Bill lowered his weight down onto my hips, I assume to keep me in
place. "If your hands come up even once, we go back to the
spoon."

"No, please!" I said as quick as I could to be
authentic. "Not the spoon again! Please." I begged and
cried a little harder.

"If you don't want the spoon, keep your hands where they are
and close your eyes."

I really wanted to watch. I wanted to know what was coming but I
forced my eyes closed, and clutched my hands together tightly to keep
them from moving in alarm. Then I reconsidered. I was sure he'd want
my hands to move. He wanted to punish me more. He wanted to continue
to make me scream. I forced myself not to smile at this second
epiphany.

I couldn't see what he was going to do but started to figure it
out when he pulled my shirt up, exposing my breasts. He then took
both of my nipples in his fingers and twisted, hard. It did hurt. I
won't deny that but he didn't do it as hard as he could have and it
didn't hurt as much as I let on. By how much I screamed, you would
have thought he was murdering me. My hands flew out from under my
head, my eyes popped open and I knocked his hands away from my boobs.
I covered my nipples with my hand, protecting them, cried and tried
to roll away.

Bill held me in place. "I told you not to move. Put your
hands back!"

"No! Please! Don't!" I cried and begged some more. His
hard cock had popped out of the pee hole of his boxers and I could
just see the bulging pink head. "No more, please," I
whimpered as he grabbed my hands and forced them back down onto the
bed beside my head.

"Listen to me!" He screamed and I stifled the tears and
crying for a moment. "You will learn to do as you are told. Now
put your hands behind your head and close your eyes."

I began whimpering and put my hands back behind my head and closed
my eyes.

The next time he twisted my nipples, it still hurt but I was
prepared for it. I put on a hell of a show though. He twisted my
nipples first one way, held them there for a second and then twisted
them back the other way. I screamed bloody murder. My eyes were open
but I forced my hands to stay behind my head. It's not an easy thing
to not defend yourself when your body is being attacked. He did the
nipple twisting right and left five times each. My nipples hurt but I
was almost positive he'd done no lasting damage.

I was still "crying" when he stopped and looked down at
me. "I'll give you one chance to be a good girl. Do what you're
told and I won't get the spoon for your earlier infraction." He
climbed off me and sat on the edge of the bed. "Get over here
and get on your knees on the floor."

I forced myself up, stripping off my shirt which had been bunched
up under my underarms. I was now naked and he was still in his
boxers. I got onto the floor, kneeled between his legs and reached
immediately for his cock. I had to undo the button on his boxers to
get his cock completely out the pee hole. Once that was done, and
with my hand stroking his cock up and down, I looked up at him, got a
smile and a nod from him. I leaned forward and slid the head of his
cock into my mouth.

My third epiphany of the day occurred as he shot his wad down my
throat. He had his hands in my hair on the back of my head, holding
me in place so I couldn't pull away and he warned me it was coming
and told me what to do. For an asshole, I have to admit, the man
seemed to be a pretty good teacher. He'd taught me to give head as I
was giving it to him. He told me to swallow his cum and told me how
and I did it. That's when the third epiphany happened.

"If I can get him to cum in my mouth," I thought as he
walked out the bedroom door, wearing only his boxers and carrying the
rest of his clothes. "He won't rape me." His cock had gone
soft almost immediately after shooting off in my mouth. Raping me was
rather out of the question at that point.

I continued to cry as he left, closing the door behind him. As
soon as the door was closed and I thought he was out of ear shot, the
crying stopped and I picked myself up. I wrapped a bath robe around
my self and went to the bedroom door. I planned on going to brush my
teeth and use mouthwash to get his taste out of my mouth and then
soak in a nice hot bath to aid in the recovery of my red, welt
covered ass.

Maggie opened the bathroom door as I was gargling with Scope. She
smiled at me. I spit the mouthwash out and turned to her. "So,
you figured him out?"

"What do you mean?"

"He wasn't hitting you that hard there at the end. But I'd
swear your screams got louder."

"He likes me to scream."

She nodded. "I know. Are you planning on a bath?"

"Yes ma'am."

"You don't need to use ma'am with me unless he's around."
She slid behind me, sat on the toilet and started the bath water
running. "I'm going to make it a little hotter than comfortable
to help relax the muscles."

"Thank you," I said as I stripped off the bathrobe. I
wondered if Maggie planned to join me. I don't think I would have
minded too much but the tub was too small. Once I was settled into
the tub, she gave me a smile and went to the bathroom door.

At the door, she turned back to me "Leave the door open, here
and in your bedroom. Especially when your bathing or changing
clothes. It'll help him... relax. And don't forget, your dinner is
waiting on you." She winked at me and left, leaving the bathroom
door open.







"A Reason To Run"

﻿ The next two weeks passed in a blur of activity. Over
those weeks, with Bill at work and Maggie and I alone at home, Maggie
and I grew closer and closer. She told me to how "play"
Bill to give him satisfaction without getting myself hurt. It
involved a lot of begging, screaming and crying, even before he
started to punish me or to to rape me.

He did continue raping me. About once every other night he would
leave Maggie in their bed alone and come to my room. Each and every
time he came to me, I would beg, plead, whine and cry for him not to
rape me again, for him not to hurt me.

Besides that one spanking, none of the other spankings he gave me
ever hurt. The spoon, or the belt or the spatula often only barely
made contact with my skin after the second or third shot. If I
screamed loud enough anyway. Bill even told me I was a "pussy"
because I didn't take punishment very well. That was fine with me. I
could live with being a "pussy."

I became an excellent cock sucker and learned a good deal about
sex with men. On days when he didn't come to my room for sex, it was
because we had ended up in my room that afternoon with me being
spanked and tortured. Those sessions would always end with me on my
knees sucking his cock.

After a week or so of this, he started to become more dangerous.
Bill began tying me down on the bed, blindfolding me. Near the end of
the second week, he began using handcuffs and putting a gag in my
mouth. He would then abuse me somehow. It could be anything. Some of
the tortures he used on me were: pulling my hair, twisting my
nipples, tickling me until I peed the bed, spanking me and once, only
once, he took me into the bathroom, made me kneel in the tub, and
pissed on me. I guess I was fortunate he didn't do it in my mouth. It
was a one-time deal. He told me, he hadn't enjoyed it nearly as much
as he thought he would. I told him, "I didn't enjoy it either."
He actually laughed at that.

Twelve days after he first raped me, much to Bill and Maggie's
disappointment, I started my menstrual period. That night when Bill
came to my bed, I told him I had started and he said he knew. He then
ordered me to undress and put in a tampon. I'd never used one
previously. He ordered me onto the bed on my hands and knees. That
night was the first time I had ever thought about anal sex. He told
me it was my last virgin hole and that he was honored he was the one
to be allowed to take it. Throughout my entire period, he would ass
fuck me at least once a day telling me "We've gotta break it in
too."

Bill wasn't the only one using me for sexual pleasure though.
Maggie and I continued to take baths together almost every weekday
once Bill had left for work. Maggie continued to orally pleasure me
while we were in the tub. It took her almost a week to convince me to
try to pleasure her but once I'd tried it, I never looked back. Once
I had, I was ordered to display my talents.

The next Saturday, right after breakfast, Maggie took me to their
bedroom and laid on the bed and told me to eat her. Bill sat in a
chair across the room and watched. I pleasured Maggie for about ten
minutes before Bill couldn't take it anymore. He got onto the bed
behind me, propped my legs underneath me and entered me from behind.
From then on, Friday and Saturday nights were known as "Family
Night." When it was time for bed, Bill or Maggie would lead me
to their bed to get things started. The other would join later. I
would spend the night in the bed with them. Bill was always in charge
and got to decide what was going to happen. Sometimes he would order
Maggie to eat me while he fucked her, sometimes I was eating Maggie
while he fucked me, sometimes Bill would be on his back and have one
of us riding his cock while the other rode his tongue and finally,
the second Saturday this happened, he put me on my hands and knees,
kneeling above Maggie's head and while Maggie ate me, he made me suck
him.

The next morning, he told me that next weekend Maggie would be
away for a few days "But don't you worry," He told me. "I
already know someone to bring in to replace her. You're going to be
the main attraction next weekend."

Maggie told me during our next bath that Bill planned to invite
another man over that next weekend. This was the main impetus for me
to get out of there. I was horrified at the idea that Bill was going
to "rent me out" to his buddies. That very day, I started
planning my escape.

I hadn't been stagnant during these last two weeks with Bill and
Maggie. Even as I began to enjoy their attentions I was planning my
escape. I started small. I convinced Maggie to buy me a book bag for
school that was somewhat larger than what I would really need. I
started stealing loose change that I would find around the house and
hid it away in my bedroom. My sudden need to leave soon forced me to
take more drastic actions. Whenever possible, whenever I wouldn't be
seen, I would go into Maggie's pocketbook and steal a few dollars
here and there. When Bill passed out in my bed after raping me one
night, I went into his wallet and stole a ten dollar bill. If they
ever noticed, they never spoke of it to me.

It was a Thursday, not quite three weeks after Bill first raped
me, that I decided to run. Bill and Maggie had gone to attend a party
for a friend who was retiring from the company Bill worked for. They
would be gone for a number of hours. They had left me alone in the
house previously and I had not run so I had gained their trust. This
night, I would violate that trust all to hell.

I used the book bag Maggie bought me and shoved three sets of
clothes into it. I carefully picked out what to wear for the night. I
chose a short sleeved tee shirt, a denim skirt; socks and a pair of
work boots that I had brought with me from my father's house. I would
have preferred to wear jeans but Bill and Maggie had taken all my
jeans and hidden them. I had spent a couple hours, while Bill and
Maggie were out of the house, looking for the clothes they had taken
from me but I never found them. I had to assume they were in the
trash.

I got what little money I had managed to save or steal, somewhere
just around a hundred dollars. I stole a couple boxes of granola
bars, some crackers, a couple bottles of water and an unopened box of
my favorite cereal and stuffed them in with my clothes, I took a
steak knife and stuck it in my boot intending to use it if I needed
to defend myself and then headed out, making sure to lock the door
behind me.

I figure I was two to three hours gone by the time Bill and Maggie
got home and found me missing.

I managed to survive pretty well on the streets. I made my way
into Downtown Rexville and met up with a couple other girls who were
runaways and we hid out in this abandoned appliance store. We did
what we had to in order to survive, whether it was petty theft,
shoplifting, fighting, or, on a few occasions, offering our bodies.

It was Bethany, one of the younger girls in our group, who first
heard about a rich woman who took in young female runaways. Myself
and another girl named Meredith were the first ones to go there. I
took Meredith there because she was way pregnant and needed to get
off the streets. Ms. Crystal offered to let me stay too once we were
there and I really liked the idea of not living on the streets
anymore.

The entire group of girls from the streets,, there were five of us
by then, ended up at Ms. Crystal's. Meredith left Ms. Crystal's not
long after having her baby. She left the baby in the emergency room
waiting area at Rexville Presbyterian Hospital after giving birth. We
never saw her again. Bethany was still at Ms. Crystal's when Adam
came in and shut us down. I haven't seen any of the girls except
Abby, since Adam shut Ms. Crystal down. I'm pretty sure shutting Ms.
Crystal down was a good thing. I know I'm much happier now than I was
before.

-Kat Jagger.
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