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Body Dancing: Sex and Violence for the Modern Age
Following are selections from Body Dancing One, Two, and Five, hopefully to be published sooner or later.

This stuff is not for everybody.  In fact, this stuff is not for minors of any kind, not even enlightened and very cool ones often found at comic shows.  There are scenes of violent homoerotica, and explicit sex.  So if you are easily offended by any of these subjects please hand this to someone who isn’t and shut the hell up about it.  It’s not for you if you are squeamish about sex (hetero or otherwise).

Enough with the warnings.

This material is copyright 1999 by Sara K Gray.

On no account should this material be distributed, copied, or uploaded in any form.  No consent will be given for this purpose, so don’t bother asking.

Body Dancing takes place in 2050 or so, in the tri-city area of Angeles/Diego/Talon, a city sprawl of approximately 200 million population or more.  Technology includes nanomachines and medicine, gene-replacement, cybernetics to a small extent, Virtual reality almost indistinguishable by most people using it from Physical reality.  The Vspace is accessed through Pods, physically immersing the user in a ballistic-gel like substance which provides pressure, heat, touch and motion, and a finer grain of it is used for the eyepieces for visuals.  This technology is common now, but not cheaply so.  The gel needs to be changed about once a month, or else it becomes hard and crystallized.

Hazards of Virtual Space are few but present.  Viruses still attack computer centers now and again, and they are much more subtle than they are currently.  Hard Wiring a subject into a computer frame is achieved by actually growing wires into the brain and nervous system, and they become permanently a part of their system.  When Hardwires are running loose in a simulation in Vspace, they can cause physical damage to the other users through their Pods.  Hardwired weapons cause the Pod gel to crystallize and harden immediately, and though the damage may be slight at first, (say only 1/8” at a time) there is very little a normal user can do to stop it from becoming deeper and more serious.

Another hazard, much less publicized, is called Body Dancing.  A virus coding allows a person to switch bodies with another user.  Under completely supervised and controlled conditions, this is reversible, however when people get into the net and do it unsupervised, death usually follows for the target.

Alabaster Incorporated stops Dancers.  Allied with the US President and a number of Mafia families in any given city they have a location, Alabaster uses any technique they feel is necessary to subdue and capture Dancers.  Teams of employees and freelancers known as Taggers work day and night to ensure that the world net is as safe as they can make it from this hazard.

One Tagger, Daverin, and her girlfriend Brianna work for Alabaster in their Angeles facility.  Daverin is recognized in the field of Virtual Tagging (covertly of course) and also as a pioneer of the Virtual Pods themselves, having worked on them when she was very young, at the Institute for Science and Technology.  She has since parted company with the Institute, but Brianna still studies there and clandestinely works at Alabaster.

Alabaster is owned and operated by a father and son team, Jeff and Kyle Engle, hence the moniker of Jake when referring to either or both of them.  They hire only the best in the field, and when Daverin had come off a stint at the Institute they jumped at her, her programming and engineering ability unsurpassed.  Jeff runs an above the board legal firm dealing with entertainment and other such industries, but also has several contacts with weapon manufacturers and is in fact a major supplier to other countries for these things.

Another Alabaster full-time employee is Sanger, whom Daverin has only just encountered a week before the first story here.  Living in the Alabaster building, isolated from society and kept from leaving the building by force if necessary, Sanger is the live-in head interrogator for Jake.  He was described by Jeff as “completely psychotic”, and also that Daverin should never be caught alone with him.  Stern warnings and sincere: both basically true.

However, upon meeting after watching a questioning session, Daverin was shocked to learn something about herself more than anything else: her Virtual shape, quite far from being her own real one, looked exactly like Sanger.  Unable to clearly recall why she would do this, when they might have met before, or even why she thought she was being original in designing this new body of hers, Daverin becomes somewhat obsessed about learning the truth behind it all.

Her search begins here, as she is working on attempting to make a rat Hyperintelligent with drugs (which she herself had been given as a child -- her intelligence is rated at Hyper 7, approximately 270 IQ) in a Virtual setting before doing the real thing.  Her work on this subject was commissioned by God, AKA Haskell Prophet working for the Institute.  God is an artificial intelligence, and had saved Daverin from being killed Virtually by a Hardwired pack of security guards short months before now.

Body Dancing Two takes place about six months after the end of part One, and things have changed quite a bit.

Body Dancing Five happens another six months after Two, and while the sample chapter here is all nice and pleasant, the whole of it is really hard on everyone in the story.

Enjoy.

Characters are as follows:

Daverin, Virtual -- Male, apparently 30-35 years old, tall (6’2) and fairly thin, olive skin, black straight hair, blue eyes

Daverin, Live -- Female, around 30 years old, 5’8”, at the start is a little more fleshed out but becomes quite thin and is getting thinner as time goes on, skin is pale verging on pallid and gaining scars like nobody’s business, hazel eyes which change color with her moods, and hair which she dyes on a regular basis.  Daverin is the epitome of “identity crisis” at times, but is usually sure of herself and tackles the problem of Sanger’s sanity pretty well.  Daverin is an engineer, designer, and has a perfectly photographic memory: she is admissible in court as evidence the same way a tape of something is.

Brianna Smith -- Female, age 22, around 5 feet tall, very shapely (large breasts, healthy hips), fair skin with freckles, red curly hair usually in tails, ocean blue eyes.  Brianna is calm, endearing, and totally in love with Daverin.  She at first doesn’t like the idea of her girlfriend being with this crazy Sanger guy, but after a while they meet and she takes quite a lot of the responsibility for him too.  Brianna is an artist, does realistic and strangely truthful paintings.  She was raised by two mothers, pretty much everyone in her family (extended and otherwise) are same-sex preference.

Sanger -- Male, looks around 40-45 but is much older than he looks, 6’3 and strongly muscled but isn’t a bulky person, olive tan skin which gets darker during the story (tanning salon downstairs) and long, straight black hair, stunning blue eyes -- Sanger and Virtual Daverin look the same.  Habitually abused mentally, physically and emotionally by his lover Jon Byers for many years while he was still working for the Institute, Sanger is now completely (or at least Mostly) insane and tends to funnel his artistic energy into sex and violence at the start of the stories, but with the assistance of Dav and Bri he is able to become more like a real person along the way.  He still throws a damn decent orgy, and he still can string someone’s organs artistically across a room without thinking twice about it.

There is a fourth member of their love triangle, namely Jeff Engle, but since there isn’t any sex directly with him in it I won’t put much about him: He’s around 50 or so and healthy looking, about 6’ tall, doesn’t exercise enough but isn’t totally out of shape, has pale skin, white hair (went from blond through silver already) and a perfectly beautiful face which most people fall in love with regardless of their gender (Sanger is...), and has pale blue eyes.  He’s the boss.  He can just back out any time he wants, and often does, until the end of part Five, where his support is absolutely necessary for Sanger’s survival.




Body Dancing Chapter Seven: The Trigger Effect

One evening about two weeks after talking to God, I got a vid call.  Brianna was out, shopping for more furniture I wouldn’t sit in.  I answered the call blandly and distractedly because I was still working on the sim of the rat.

The video came to life and I turned to it -- jolted.

It was Sanger.  He was in a darkened room, I could tell because there were two walls behind his head which had underlighting.  Made me wonder where he lived.  And then shudder.  It reminded me so much of Grand Moff Tarkin in the Death Star... Less old and gaunt, more frightening by half.  He glanced down at the corner of his screen, seeing the small yellow light that obviously was echoed on this end.  Oh yes, mister spooky, call me on my inside line and expect not to get traced?  He had used the same call number as my personal listing with Jeff and that could mean only one thing.  There was a little blip in the corner of the vid screen which told me his call originated within the Alabaster building, that link was open.  So he did live there.  He wasn’t smiling, but he adopted a sinister smirk when I answered.

“Ah, Daverin,” he said.  I nodded.  Jeff hadn’t introduced us, but he still knew my name.  I wasn’t trusting my voice not to scream at that fact, so I said nothing.  “Engle said you wanted information from this Henry... person,” he tossed his head and I really hoped that he wouldn’t be holding up another tattoo.

“That’s right,” I said.  My hands were shaking, it was a good thing I wasn’t doing surgery with them.

“Then I think I have something for you.”  He tilted his head a little, I watched his narrow eyes adopt lines of a smile, and he showed off the fact that he wasn’t losing any of that wonderful hair.  Some of it slid over his shoulder like tar, and he didn’t move it away.  And his shoulder was bare.  So my heart stopped a little.

I would have looked exactly like this, in Vspace, only I wouldn’t have said it that way.  Not enough perversion in me to do that.  He held up a small download chip between two long fingers, and I nodded.

“Send it on over,” I said.  “When did you get this?”

“Last night,” he replied with a smile.  His teeth (and mine Virtually) were bright and large.  I wondered how he kept them up so nicely, since I didn’t have to while Virtual.  “He was ranting in his cell after the sedatives wore off.  Most of this is from his down time.”  He looked ever so slightly miffed at that.  Aww, too bad.

I flickered my gaze at the other screen, and watched its overhead camera recording of Mr Henry.

Several things competed for attention: this was the ‘isolation’ cell Jeff said they kept prisoners in and it was about eight by six with absolutely nothing in it -- no seat, not a bench, just the door and a drain.  The other thing I realized was that the camera was filming in infrared scope mode; meaning that there also was no light in this cell.  The only thing keeping me from feeling the slightest bit sorry about Alabaster’s prisoner situation was of course that this guy was a ‘dancer.

There were time indicators in the corners and I turned up the sound.  It was silent most of the time, save for the slight echoes of movement and scuffling that his bare feet did over the cement floor.  His one foot was still bandaged.  Wonder why.  I was certain they could have reattached that toe but...  His shoulder which used to have that big tattoo of a firebird surrounded by large flames now only held a curved scar which showed up as brighter against his skin.  There was another one missing, I noticed, the one off his leg.

He said something about prayers.  He was freaking praying.  I tilted my head and looked on oddly, listening with the intent to remember.  When he was finished, I tapped the ‘hold’ button and looked back to Sanger who had been staring at me the whole time.  I don’t think he blinked once.  I put my fingers to my lips (after sliding them from the hand-jelly) and pondered what to say.

“Thank you,” I finally said.  “I can use this, I think.”

I continued to look at the frozen Mr Henry on the other screen, trying to ignore the look on Sanger.  God, I thought, I was wearing a fucking tank top, of course he was staring.  When he visibly blinked and looked a different direction, I looked back.

“I know I’ll regret asking this,” I said and he snapped his attention back on me.  “But is there anything you want for this?”

He had a look of, oh, I don’t know, mellow contempt on his face?  “We are in the business of give and take, my dear.  Of course there is a price.”

I was a little sick to my stomach, looking at him.  “How much?”

So he laughed.  Less like the time in the hallway, not a guffaw exactly but it was still enough to send fear through my skin.

“Money is completely out of the question,” he said finally.  “Why on earth would I need it?  Like yourself, Daverin, I have more than I need.”  He paused.  “I do have other... needs, though.”  The look in his eyes was absolutely serious, and I believed it was a mixture of insanity and lust.

Well, that was rather blunt, wasn’t it?  I wanted to press my fingers into my forehead and look away.  But I didn’t dare take my eyes off his: he was challenging me and I understood this predator pretty well thank you.  So I thought it over for a moment and decided on a tact.

“There are a lot of things Jeff won’t allow, understand.  And I’ve been warned about you anyway.”

“I am frankly surprised that you haven’t looked me up before now,” he snickered.  “Or is it that Engle is keeping you from doing just that?” His voice was low and smooth, and more confident than mine ever had been.  I could be insane for thinking the things I was... I was comparing my Virtual self to him again.  And losing.

I wasn’t going to play that particular game any more.  “Look, tell me a price.”

A faint smile graced his thin lips.  “Come to see me,” he whispered.  “And I’ll tell you.”

There was no surprise in my eyes, I knew that was the only thing he was going to say, but still, I was clinging to a slight hope it wouldn’t work that way.

“Only way I’ll do that is Virtually, Sanger.  I’m not stupid.” I snapped.

“So I’ve been told.” He said, cold.  “However none of us in the employ of the generous Mr Engle are known for stupidity.”  The beginning of a sneer crept across his face, echoed by mine.

“I’ll meet you in the net, and only there, Sanger.  Any damage you want to inflict on me is going to have to be illusory.  Sorry.”  And on a thought, “and it’ll have to wait to see if this information is as good as it looks.” I paused again, waited until it looked like he was going to say something.  “Which it does, I’m not saying that it’s bad or that it’s useless.  I don’t want to insult you,” I smiled.

He repeated the grin with the most insincere cast to his eyes, and nodded.  We disconnected and I sat back slowly.  I was faint, and my heart wouldn’t slow down.

Maybe I was much, much more stupid than I thought, agreeing to that condition I’d accidentally given him, but hey.  Curiosity and all.  I never wanted to change the body of Virtual Daverin, not even then, and certainly not now.  It’s too handy to have around and I’m used to it.  And on thinking about Sanger and Daverin In There, I smiled to myself and decided that he’d probably not care if I was male, female, alive, dead or completely synthetic.  He’d better be flattered when he gets an eyeful of my Virtual body.  I was pretty sure he knew about it, but since Jeff hadn’t told me about what he knew, it was also entirely possible that he hadn’t told Sanger about me.

To distract myself from obsessing on this all, I went over the ranting of Mr Henry again and again.  He said words in order and they came up a real prayer (but I had to look it up, I wasn’t sure who he was praying to in there).  But what he said after that, and in a harsh whisper which the microphone barely caught was “we are all but beasts.  Beasts.”  Meaning?

Hell if I knew.  But I thought on it for several days.  There was something nagging me about it, so I kept on reviewing it.  The address and physical location of his Virtual Pod.  The presence of the ‘Wired pack.  Beasts.  Human genes.  Fuck.  It was in front of me and I was so distracted by Sanger that none of it was coming together.

Brianna had some of the other tag teamers over and they sat in their nice new chairs and loved them, I guess.  Funk and Chuck both offered to decorate my otherwise black and chrome walls with ‘art’ they’d done.  I told them maybe in another life.  Chuck offered to end mine so they could go ahead, and I laughed.  I noticed later that Brianna took far more interest in their work than I did.  While the others were talking and drinking I was still working on both the Rant and Rave file and the simulated rat -- and having much more success at that rat suddenly than I’d had in ages.

Spooky came by and watched over my shoulder as I multitasked with one hand in one vat and another in the other.  When he seemed to be bored by the workings, I tapped out on the R&R screen: do you know about Sanger?

He jolted back, and looked at me oddly.

“Yes,” he said quietly.  “You don’t want to.”

“I already do,” I admitted.  “‘Fact I owe him for this file.”

The subtle look on his face was just enough to interpret as fear combined with disgust.

“I’ve agreed on a payment,” I said in a hush, “when I go in Virtually -- of course --” he looked relieved, “I need someone outside making sure I get out alive.”

“You shouldn’t be going in at all,” he said.  There was genuine concern in his pale eyes, and I acknowledged it.

“I know, but it’s... Have you actually met him?” I asked, pretty sure I knew the answer.

“No,” he shook his head.  “I’ve heard stories, though.”

With a half assed grin, I said, “you’d know him if you saw him in real life, let me assure you.” He looked at me oddly because of the tone in my voice.  “Anyway, Spook, you want to back me up inside?”

“What do you need?”

“Just the security of someone watching the door and making sure I get out okay.”

“I can do that,” he assured me.

“And not watch through the keyhole,” I laughed, and he didn’t.  He nodded, grimly, and moved away.  “Thanks,” I called over my shoulder and got back to work.

“When?” He asked, and I shrugged.

“I’ll tell you.  This week some time.”

He nodded and looked unnerved, but because we all were who we were, no one asked the obvious questions.  If I hadn’t told them it wasn’t their business.  Brianna would find out, and I would tell her everything, if she asked.  If she didn’t I wouldn’t offer.  I had a feeling she wouldn’t want to know.

Two days later I’d built up the courage and mindless curiosity it took to go in.  I called Spooky up and he told me he’d be watching the gateway programs, one-in-one-out.  Anything anomalous and he’d check it out.  And he insisted that I give him the physical address I had.

His face on the vid was passive when he read it, but he nodded.

“Don’t think we can send a wet-team in there,” he said.  I agreed, but pretty much just wanted to get it over with.

I told Brianna where I was going and why, and then asked her to keep an eye on my Vpod while I was there, just in case.  She adopted that look of motherly worry I loved.

“I’ll be okay,” I said.  “I promise I’ll bail the moment things get as weird as everyone expects them to.”

By this time I’d told her enough about the situation to assuage her curiosity without letting her jump to conclusions.  She knew I was only doing this out of pure fascination about, well, myself mainly, rather than obligation or perversion.  Finally, when I was halfway into the Pod, she grinned and said, “can I watch?”

I shook my head as I went under, but she didn’t pout.

The program built into the Virtual Pod checked my fingerprints with the silicate essences I was immersed in, made sure I was who I said I was, and opened up with a grey-walled room simulation.  The eyepieces suctioned onto my face, and when my eyes opened the extra-fine grain gel displayed things to my eyes with a clarity nearly but not quite that of the real world.  I was but a wire-frame representation of myself, and the wall before me glowed with a green-white square.  Selections flickered into life, and I pushed some illusory buttons.

I built my body up from scratch again, changing the mass and frame (five-eight and one-forty into six-three and one-ninety), hair from short badly-dyed red and cut just the wrong length to get into my eyes and into the straight, slicked back black heavy silk which tumbled to my shoulder blades most days -- this time I altered it a little farther and gave myself another four inches down to the middle of my back.  Skin tone easily went from my pallid don’t-get-out-much to the Virtual olive tan of Greece, perhaps a shade never seen on anyone but myself and Sanger.  Eyes which had been hazel and rounded morphed into striking blue darker than sky but lighter than turquoise, fine lines around them.  Eyebrows designed to move with expression I could never arrange in real life, of black.

And of course, from female to male.  That was always both the strangest and most fascinating alteration.  With the jelly of the Vpod able to move into pressure waves and change electric impulses into sensation, I grew the double-handful of manhood I’d established long ago (and which Brianna seemed to agree now) as the ‘right’ size.  Virtual Daverin had nearly no body hair, and what pubic hair there was was soft, fine and jet black.  The feeling of flesh hanging where nothing usually rested was a complex thing: heat and a slight movement, pressure against my long legs.  Similarly, the weight of my breasts was canceled and flattened into the smooth muscles of my new chest.

I dressed this body also from the ground up, rather than assembling the whole thing as a single step.  Normally, I’d come out exactly like this only wearing a Victorian outfit, all in a chunk and wherever I pleased the program could take me; this time was a special excursion so I wanted to be as careful about the look as possible.  I chose to wear something simple, black snug leather pants with cord stitching on the sides showing enough of the skin to taunt, tan and white thigh-length tunic over a long sleeved v-necked shirt of black, wide black leather and silver buckled belt holding everything down.  I had my Virtual goggles dangling around my neck, and I’d decided on boots with silver tips to the toes.  No socks, no briefs or anything like that.  I had slender fingers with long and carefully manicured nails, over which I pulled snug leather gloves.  I’d heard of a program which could pile about sixteen layers of Virtual clothing on you and still keep all the textures straight, but whoever would be willing to wear that kind of trash probably wouldn’t have enough money to afford the memory for the program.

As it was, the pants were snug enough to make me look extremely hot, if I didn’t say so myself.  And I did on many occasions.  I didn’t bother with bringing my Virtual coat: I wouldn’t be needing any of the devices or programs I stored in it tonight.  It probably would have looked okay with the rest of it, but perhaps (I laughed to myself) next time.

I added a scent to the whole dose of Daverin, a kind of vanilla mixed with musk.  I knew it worked on Brianna, I wondered what effect it could have on my ‘date’.  The scent would stay with me no matter how much Virtual sweat I worked up, though I suppose I could have a timer cut it out if it got on my nerves.  The leather creaked nicely, I snapped my hands together and apart, bounced on the toes of my shoes and felt as ready as I’d ever be.

Pressing the ‘dispatch’ button took almost forever.  I’d programmed the destination in along with the customization options the last time I was Virtual, so it wasn’t like I could stall forever.  Finally, I jabbed at it with my left hand and there became visible a door in the otherwise unremarkable wall beside me.

I took a deep Virtual breath, and stepped from my cocoon of safety into the lion’s den.

Alabaster Inc looked almost exactly the same Virtually as it did in real life.  The lobby was the same, only by this time of evening it was darkened and supposedly locked.  I punched in a code in the Virtual elevator, and it took me rather briskly into the thirty-eighth level.

In the silvery walls of the lift, I watched my Virtual self gain some composure.  It was difficult.  I had a hard enough time thinking about where I was going and all, but when I kept looking and seeing him there instead of me... it was unnerving.  Also unnerving was that though this was a private meeting and usually such things were done staging area to staging area, he’d insisted on this indirect arrival.  I couldn’t figure out if it was just to make me nervous or because he wanted time for preparation, or just what.

As I rode in the lift, I discovered my right foot was tapping rapidly again -- a silly tic which I’d never been able to get rid of.  At the very least, I’d deleted the spur option on the boots (the spur would be jingling and making all that keen noise otherwise) because... It wasn’t a good idea.  Maybe it was to have them for protection, but it might provoke a reaction that otherwise I didn’t want.

Expected it, sure, but want?  No.

As I got out of the lift, I tried to convince myself that Sanger was going to be perfectly normal when confronted one-on-one.  Perfect gentleman like I attempted to emulate.

But it wasn’t working.  I was worried and sick with it, but I had to go on.  I’d called and left a message.  He apparently had been out on another floor (in real life) fucking with someone’s vital parts while they were still connected at the time I agreed to go, but shortly I got a message and the clear-codes for his place.  My stomach turned again when I remembered what he’d done to Henry during the questioning session.  He was a professional interrogator, I reminded myself.  A sinister and grounding thought that though we could extract any information from a human mind simply by running it through a Wire machine, there were still some people who derived pure enjoyment from seeing the insides of people.  I shook my head with a start when I realized the lift had stopped and the doors were opening.

The hall was wide and grey trimmed, with lighting I recalled seeing all over the building.  This hallway, though Virtual, was the same as the one in the real thing.  I knew of only few floors of offices which deviated from this sameness and they were pretty high up.  There were two large connecting halls on half the building’s floors, an opening from most which led to the elevator and the stairs, and several doors leading off from any given hallway.

I was trying to distract myself, when I reached this one black door.  It was at the end of the main hall, which led back to the elevator and beyond to another door just like it on the east wing of the building.  There were no other doors here, I saw, along the way to this one.

He had half a floor to himself.

Well, so did I but this was something on a much larger scale.  I didn’t question that he actually did have run of the place in real life.  I realized that to keep someone happy (this being a truly relative term of course) anything could be arranged, but this was very nice indeed.  I knocked on the Virtual door and waited.  Hoping maybe that he hadn’t got the message.

But he had.  When the door slid open with a whoosh-noise, Sanger stood with some plain shock on his otherwise scary features.  He looked me over, and smiled broadly and suddenly I liked him a whole lot more than I had before.  The smile was friendly, open, and honestly surprised.  He hadn’t been aware that I’d modeled myself after the vision of him remaining from my early years at the Institute.  Well, I prided myself on the fact that I knew one thing he didn’t.  Damn, and I’d gone and shared it.  And I didn’t share easily.

“Daverin,” he said, the hint of questioning in his tone.  I nodded.  His voice was lower than on the phone, with the accent I finally identified as Russian, perhaps a generation removed, and I noticed that while he had spoken little (less if at all when I had seen him before) I picked up a faint accent myself.  Only mine was more French.  He spoke again, “come in.  Good you could make it, yes?”

“Possibly,” I muttered and carefully moved into the doorway beside him.  I looked around immediately, heard the door close behind me, and hoped that Spooky knew what he was doing.  This was either my last day alive, or the beginning of a very new life.

The room was huge, just this entry way was bigger than my whole condo.  The room was probably fifty by thirty, with a fifteen foot ceiling down in the center of it.  It was all done in black and charcoal, but I detected other rooms beyond it with actual colors to their walls and floors.  Not bad colors, either, just regular tile and carpet.

All the carpet was dark, with paler threads gone through, and rough textured.  I suspected this was exactly true to life.  There were large leather couches, two of them, facing what appeared to be an entertainment wall in the center of the cavernous room.  Along the edges of the room were lights, which flickered and I believed them to be simulated lightning.  I noticed the room was about two degrees off into the cool side, and there were no hints at air conditioning or heaters.

Sanger moved past me -- oh, yes, did I forget to mention that he’d been blatantly looking me up and down this whole time?  Vain, we’re so God-damned vain in this room.  Well, I had worn the outfit for a reason anyway, and he apparently agreed that it was working.  What suddenly struck me was that I knew he’d do this.  I wished for the time to allow the blood back into my brain after that, but I didn’t have it.  I wasn’t trying to either remember him or forget him, but the fact remained that I did know him better than I ought.  I swung my eyes over him and tried to look casual.

He wore a pale colored floor-length satin robe (I think it was a shade of violet with so little color in it as to be undetectable save by eyes like mine), which fell on his shoulders with a very nice angle, open on his chest (which had only slightly more hair than I chose to keep, his was turning from black to grey) and was tied loosely with a wide violet sash.  Below it he had on silk blue-grey pants.  His feet were bare, and I could see his toenails from here, they were nearly black and I wondered if they were supposed to be that way.  I looked back up to his face.  He was probably thirty or so years older than me in reality, and therefore about twenty-five in the simulation.  He was showing his age with a grace that most men couldn’t, and no woman could.

With the heels on the boots I was a little taller than he, but we both stood the same, had the same fall to our hair, and while his face was older than mine my Virtual skin would line as his was already doing had it been able to age.  His lips (and therefore mine) were thin and tight, but could split into a smile to reveal those large, bright teeth I would dearly love to have in real life.  Or they could be moved into a deeply disturbing frown or sneer.

The smile had not faded from Sanger’s face and I realized that he didn’t get much in the way of company.  I’d never seen him in the halls, never heard of him around save for the few hints about his occupation within Alabaster: his presence wasn’t made apparent.  In fact it was downright hidden, since I had never found anything regarding him in any conversations even with Jeff or wet teamers who might have worked down there with him.  I caught myself and locked down on that and decided that -- just because I’d feel lousy about not visiting, my first encounter could end just as badly as I thought it might.  So I tried truly hard to concentrate on the fact that this was a total psychopath beside me, and not just some guy I’d decided to fuck.

And somewhere along the way, I wondered why I’d even expected it from myself?  I wasn’t entirely sure that it was what he wanted, but by the look he gave me as he invited me to his couches I was damned positive.  That was all right.  I agreed to some Virtual damage and I was prepared to pay the piper on it.

He seemed a little nervous and we just sat for a while.  Either of us was clearly unfamiliar with the role of willing victim/undemanding captor, so we just... sat.  The leather was nice, my pants on it made noises and both of us smirked about it.  I finally got into a mood: play with it.  This is the point in time which I may find out how good my young imagination really was when it came up with Daverin Virtual.  So I stared back at Sanger with his own eyes.

The role I played up was that of experienced hit man.  He played one of a mysterious and very dangerous expert in anything I wanted to imagine.  It was pretty good, sitting there on the couch just watching one another with the same exact look on our collective face.

I estimated we spent about ten minutes, just sitting and trying to relax.  I hoped that this was not part of the whole ‘treatment’ I expected.  I doubted it because I could detect his heart rate and it was also racing, like mine.  How... genuine.

There was no sound in this simulation, maybe.  I looked around finally, and commented that the whole point of having a simulated environment was to make it different from the one you’re used to.

“I’m quite comfortable with this environment, Daverin,” Sanger said with a vaguely bored expression.  “Why would I want to change it?” He looked at my neck.  “I suspect it’s rather like those for you,” he slipped a finger around the goggles and tugged on them and I didn’t stop him.  “They’re something you’re used to.  I remember seeing them on you in the--” he paused, caught himself saying one word and correcting himself, “other room.”

I leaned back, the leather of the couch making that faint creaking sound.  “Yeah,” I said.  “I suppose.  But these function a lot better here than there.  I don’t even need glasses in real life.”  I removed the goggles from my neck, placed them across the back of the couch at arm’s length.  He nodded and then I grinned.  “What was it you were going to call it?”

He looked into my face blankly, as if he didn’t remember what he had said, and then the roll of his eyes indicated he did.

“The ...” he licked his thin lips, and I watched his eyebrow flicker up, “entertainment center.”

I broke the otherwise silent room with a laugh.  A nice, full, Virtual Daverin deep-chested laugh, and apparently it was catching.  Well, we had that much in common: we had a strange sense of humor.

His clearly moreso than mine, but...

He offered me a Virtual drink, though this was obviously something he didn’t bother with himself.  I declined.  As he sat on the edge of the couch, he looked up and into one of the other rooms, and a smile came over his face.

“Would you like to view my collection?”  He waved his long hand in one direction, where the brightly spot-lit black walls beckoned.  Images drifted through my mind and I wondered what he could be collecting in here.  I didn’t like any of the thoughts I came up with.

I snorted, licked my lips and shook my head.  “I don’t think so,” I replied.  “Not just yet anyway.” I paused, then, “come up and see my etchings...”

He laughed, and I was relaxing.  When he sank back into the seat, it was that much more close to me, and I didn’t move away.  I’d chosen to have a normal body temperature, this time around, rather than being my hit-man stone cold, and I think that was a good decision.  I could feel him beside me, watching me though I wasn’t looking.

I turned, and tried to interpret his eyes.  He was just looking at me, not harshly nor with a trace of hate, disgust or any of the other negative modifiers I could ascribe to either of us.  Just looking.

Finally, he asked, “what is it you think of me?”  I paused, wondering how I ought to answer.

“I don’t know what to think of you, Sanger,” I said with a sigh.  “I know things about you that... frighten me.  To the core.  That’s what --”

“It’s what I do,” he said, sliding silently with the satin over the dark leather.  He pressed his arm behind my head, on the couch, and I could tell he smelled me.  “Would you like to know what I think of your job?”

“Depends,” I said.

“It isn’t negative, I assure you.” I could feel his fingers on my hair, slowly moving through it probably the way he felt his own on occasion: distractedly.  “I think you do the world a service.  And of course without you, my job becomes... rather difficult.  Or useless.”  He looked away in an odd fashion.  He didn’t like the thought of being useless.  Hmm.

I leaned my head into his fingers, and said, “you enjoy your job a lot more than I do mine, Sanger.”

“Do you think so?  I think,” I could feel his side against my arm, and without pausing, I moved my hand to his leg softly.  Warm.  He continued, “that your only regret is that you cannot take your function within Alabaster Incorporated for granted.  Ever.”

I opened my eyes -- realizing that I’d closed them to enjoy his fingers on my scalp -- and thought about it.  “Can anyone?  Can you?”

“I suspect there will never be a time when my services are not needed,” he said softly.  “But I feel no inclination to be indebted to Engle for paying me for it.  I could just as well be working for our government, or another, for that matter.”  Something about the way his voice was edged: he was lying?  And he didn’t want to be?

I turned to look at him, his fingers kept my hair gently and he wasn’t concentrating on anything but them.

“While mine is a matter of... pride, I suppose.”  My voice was exactly like his... with a tint of warmth to it his lacked.  He took that statement and thought about it.

“Pride makes for both better results and performance,” He said.  “But it can lead to an ego and around here that isn’t always looked on as a positive.” Then he smiled at me.

God but he smiled well.  I had the idea that I knew why Brianna had stayed with me both in real life and Virtually now: though she was sided far more toward women than men, Virtual Daverin looked like this when he smiled.  That would make anyone pause.

Including myself.  Because that smile was edged with many things: pain, anger, pride not the least of it all.

“I’m afraid of you, Sanger,” I admitted.

“Good,” he said, “that you’ve decided to be honest.” I felt his hand behind my head reach down to the top of my neck, where the fingers then tightened.  “If you were to lie to me, even accidentally, I’d know it.”

Then I knew that he could also feel my own heart rapidly and thinly beating.

“So don’t,” he suggested.  I nodded.

I had long ago programmed Virtual Daverin to be steady-handed, so the violent shaking I ought to be doing with my fingers against his leg turned to a slight tremble.  Subtlety was a boon.  If the Pod gel was giving me this as an action (I glanced briefly at my fingers and back up to the glossy wall) I wondered what my nerves would be doing in real life?

Sanger nosed closer to my neck.  I took the cue from his fingers on my head that I ought to allow it, and so I did.  I kept my breathing at a slow minimum, but wanted to hold my breath.  I could feel his breath on my skin, warm.  He pressed his hand deeper into my hair, holding on to a larger hunk of it and continued to smell around my ear, below my hair, then my shoulder.  My eyes closed again, and I was starting to abjectly enjoy this.

I pressed the backs of my fingers onto his leg, and then his hand found mine.  He gripped it tightly, strong.  Then he pulled my head down with his right hand, slowly.  I arched my neck, and he touched it with his lips.  And then his teeth.  I took in a rapid breath, and he held on, both hands and his hard white teeth, I felt his tongue chasing a taste along my skin.  He moved his mouth to the back of my ear, and finally across my cheek.

I couldn’t open my eyes, but they weren’t shut tightly either.  My mouth rested very slightly open and he found it, bit my lower lip gently and I had my first taste of myself.  Bittersweet, strong.  More musk in the air from him than me.

His left hand removed itself from mine and found my chest slowly.  He pressed me deeper into the soft leather couch, and slid ever closer.  My hand balled up but I still hadn’t found the strength or courage to raise my other.  Finally I did, touching his hair which was as smooth as mine only thicker.  He wasn’t kissing me, he was tasting me, deeply, slowly.  I could do nothing but allow it, at the moment.

I finally tasted him back, moving my Virtual tongue against his and into his mouth.  Teeth slick and cool, until he removed himself from me.  I found myself pressing his head toward mine, but he pulled my hair harder and his mouth met the center of my neck.  There, he breathed and pressed his sharp nose into the soft of my neck.  I took slow, hissing breaths between my teeth, which grew cold with it.

He’d moved his left hand onto my shoulder, and it stayed there, each finger pressing onto exactly the right nerve so I knew where they all were.

With a sudden shudder of realization, I knew that he had such a grasp of anatomy that couldn’t be equaled.  He could kill me, live, with these talented fingers of his.  He could conceivably incapacitate me here Virtually, but he wanted me functional for the moment.  I hadn’t given him the ability to directly damage me, and I had something he wanted.  I wasn’t sure what it was, nor if he would ask first.  Nor if I would know when I’d given it up to him.

Sanger’s head pressed into my chin, as he moved his tongue back up my neck.  I couldn’t move my hands, both now lay by my sides.  Even if I had wanted to, I wouldn’t be able to move.  His breath hypnotized me, and I could barely focus on the ceiling when I opened my eyes.  He carefully rose and then straddled me, his legs were strong and tightened against mine.

As he removed his hand from my neck, it moved down to the tunic and slid it aside.  The loose material went snug on my other shoulder, and there he also slid it down.  Pressing into my arms, the shirt threatened my circulation.

A moment later, he simply pulled it off me.  I did nothing to get in the way, though it was difficult to do with him still sitting on me the way he was.  Wherever the tunic landed, I didn’t see, and didn’t much care.  The black shirt and the belt still rested over me, but they too were simple obstructions, quickly removed.

A tightness in my throat gathered, and I watched as Sanger moved his hands over my chest.  His eyes had a glint of greed to them before I looked away.  I had my arms both slung over the top of the couch, and I moved one of them.  Suddenly -- so fast I almost cringed -- he pressed his hand over that arm tightly.

I took in a breath, about to say something, when he covered my mouth with his own.  His right hand meandered over my left, and drew it toward my head.  Then I noticed that his left hand had gripped my arm more tightly with the nails centered harder on my skin, and moved it down behind the couch as well.  It was like I was disembodied, watching this all with a distance to it.  It was a wonder to me, when he’d tightened his grip on the one wrist he’d gotten ahold of the other, and was therefore pinning my arms behind my head.

I dared say nothing, now.  That had triggered it.

I had to allow myself to relax again.  It was very hard.  The bend to my arms was less than comfortable and I realized that was the point.  My throat tightened again, but I leaned my head back with the push of his lips.

And I would be lying if I said that I wasn’t excited by all this.  When I watched him torturing poor Mr Henry before, it was with a disgust and morbidity; when I was watching him now, it was with a growing fascination.  He was not asking any questions, he was not trying to hurt any given part of me more than any other.  Sex and pain were clearly one in the same for him, and slowly I agreed to it.  I wasn’t sure if he would break bones or burn me, I was certain he was leading me into something I might enjoy myself.  I hadn’t been consciously willing to entertain the thoughts that I maybe had a streak of Masochism in me and it looked to be about a mile wide now.

With his still-free right hand, he pushed his nails into my chest, slowly, drawing a long set of lines down from my neck to ribs.  He lingered over my nipple and then circled it with three fingers and thumb.  The pinkie rested at a delicate angle, not willing to join the others just yet.  I suspected it would, soon enough.

He remained intent on my chest for long minutes.  The hold he had on my wrists was like a deathgrip, and I didn’t dare resist it.  I exhaled slowly, concentrating on only -- trying to concentrate on breathing but rather dwelling on the fact that he was biting my skin just beside the nipple.  I felt my eyes roll back, when he took it into his tight lips, tapped at it with his tongue, and then tighten on it with his teeth slowly.  He moved inch by inch over to the other, each bite very slightly different from the last.

And I could feel myself growing harder.  The complexity of the virtual network which decided how hard and long, how much heat, all these things I could try to think on, but I failed miserably and instead felt the tightness of the leather against the head, and his leg above -- flexing because he could feel it too.

A moment after a hiss escaped from my lips, he looked at my face for the first time in half an hour.  Either of us could have looked passive, but he wore a narrow-eyed intensity and I, I suppose, had a look of quietus which disturbed him.

Then he smiled slow and long, and when we kissed again both of us maintained eye contact.  His pupils were severely dilated, I don’t know what mine looked like.  Finally he closed his eyes and drove his tongue farther into my mouth, and let go of my hands.  At first I wasn’t sure what to do about that, but then after flexing the fingers briefly and hesitating to shake the life back into them, I moved both arms around his sides.

I was worried that anything I might do would cause him to attack again, so subtly I took my hands and draped them over his shoulders.  The satin was warm with his body, his skin was nearly the same texture as it, smooth and with the slightest grain to it.  Without looking him in the eyes, then, I moved the robe from his shoulders.

Tan skin, flawless.  Aged a little from mine, but without any marring -- at least he chose not to display any scars Virtually.  He allowed me freedom enough to take the robe down his arms, he moved slowly and with purpose to free himself of them.  Then he clasped his fingers behind my head, and watched me for a moment with a sadness to those hooded eyes.

“You make me look so young,” he finally whispered.

“You could do the same, here,” I pointed out.  “But you don’t need to.”  I looked down his face, moved my eyes ever lower to his chin, chest, stomach.  It was flat as mine, and I got the impression that he actually did work out the way I appeared I had.  That made him more strong than me by a long shot, come to real life.  I recalled the extraordinary expanse of him below the black suit he’d been in for the interrogation, and I knew this had to be true.

I had my hands around his waist, I pulled up and against him.  He was warm, solid.  So real this Virtuality we had.  I smelled deeply and caught the faintest of scents.  I buried my face in his chest, rubbed my head against him and allowed him to watch.  He didn’t move to stop me, braced against the back of the couch I heard his hands clench.

He rose again, brushing his whole torso against my face, until I was given to stare at his hips.  I took the robe’s tie and undid it, it fell away with a silent rustle.  The robe opened gracefully and slid down without the support of his arms in it.  I ran my right hand up his side, felt the long muscles and tightness beneath.  I thought about grazing his skin with my nails, as he’d done to me, but didn’t do it.  I don’t know why not.

I rested my chin on his low abdomen, looked up.  He was staring at the ceiling, or just had his head back I couldn’t see his eyes.  His chest moved as slowly as mine, but most likely he didn’t have to concentrate on keeping his breath steady.  My hand moved past his ribs and over his nipple, and he caught it with his own.  I allowed him to take my hand slowly higher, until he held it to his lips.  There, I moved my fingers into his mouth, the slightest of movements.

My other hand was on the small of his back, the elegant curve of his ass (God, I reminded myself, what a great ass we had!) below my arm.  His tongue was on my finger and gently his lips enveloped it, sucking on it slowly.

I breathed out hard, and couldn’t help it.  Eyes closed, I traced lines with my tongue on his skin, into and around his navel, pushed a little with my chin so that the top of his silk pants moved lower.  His tongue had found the web of my finger, the tip was brushing his molars and he very gently bit down.  Another breath escaped me and I --

Have never wanted someone so badly in my life.

My left hand balled up, scraping his skin with the nails, causing him to push into my face slightly.  He licked the palm of my hand, still holding on to the wrist with his one hand, and his other found its way to my hair again.  I felt the weight shift, as he let go of the couch, he pressed with his knees harder down onto me.

Sanger kissed and bit my wrist gently, taking my fingers into his hand tightly.  I put my hand flat against his back again as he slowly descended along my raised arm, reaching the tender inner elbow, closer down to my underarm.  His hair wasn’t quite as long as mine, but when my fingers encountered it as he slid down, I let it move around them like a heavy waterfall.

Finally, he glanced across my collar bone with his lips, held my face up so he could see it, while he was lowering our hands.  He said nothing, I looked up at him with the adoration that I’d felt for the most recent and only clear moment of my life.

With a practiced shift in weight, and moving his leg across mine, he slid me down until I was wholly laying on the seat of the couch.  My neck arched and mouth open, he pressed my hand back against the seat, kissing me deeply.  I felt along his spine with my other hand until he grasped it as well, held it hard beside my head.

My heart was pounding and other parts similarly.

This killer -- flayer of bodies -- could be so delicate that I wondered why I had ever wanted to escape, I couldn’t any longer remember a moment in time when he was anything less than a god.  I was so weak, breathing hard and heartbeat thready, I wanted to die right then.  He hadn’t even started.

Rather, he ground his hips onto mine, and I felt through the leather that he was as aroused as I was -- possibly moreso because of the freedom of the silken pants.

He said nothing, but removed his hand from mine.  When it reappeared in my perception, it was at my hip, working at the tie to the pants.  His hand moved of its own accord and undid the side threads, while his teeth bit against my ear.  When he changed hands, it was a little more difficult to untie the pants leg for it was the one closer to the seat-back.  No matter.  He always occupied both hands and his lips at the same time, and kept me from wondering what he was getting at.

Since he had allowed my hands loose, I moved one of them to his hair again.  It was apt to fall into my face, as he sat above me, so I held a large portion of it up, watching it slide darkly through my fingers and onto his back.  It was a sheen of gloss on his skin, collecting the light and soaking it up.  I rolled my head to the side when he pushed at my neck, he bit hard and I tensed up.

He gathered both his hands down my chest and sides, and rested them onto my pelvis, clutching the sides of my hips and rising.  His hair fell across his shoulders in a great black wave, mine was splayed across the leather seat.  As he rose, he moved back, silently, taking the top of the leather pants with his hands.  With the tips of his fingers, then, he moved the material down.  I watched, unchallenging, as his face expressed a calm, eager need.

I knew what he’d been asking for, over the vid; I felt it through memories as to how he’d want it, but... The look on his face was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen.  And I was immeasurably happy that I was on the receiving end of it.  Still I didn’t know exactly what to expect of him.  Only he knew.

He knew what he was going to get the moment I walked into the room, he had the time to desire me a little first.  I was not at all sure if he cared that I felt pretty insanely lustful toward him: I didn’t know if he cared at all.  But he hadn’t insulted me, hadn’t told me to beg or whine, hadn’t insisted that I be silent.  He merely gave me clues which would keep me from getting hurt right off.

The last clue indicated that I ought to raise my back, which I did.  His hands pulled the leather pants down off me, smoothly over my ass and as far back as he could reach.  I think he watched me, my eyes were closed so I don’t know for sure.

When I did open my eyes again, he was looking at the penis I’d selected and modified over the years, with an appreciation I hadn’t expected.  Then without a word, he slid back down over me, shoulder to shoulder, eyes closed, and licked my neck while glancing a thumbnail across the skin of my Virtual member.

I took in a breath and nearly ground into him, resisted but barely.  I held that breath long, until I heard his own in my ear.  My teeth clenched and threatened to chatter when his long cool fingers reached all the way around the shaft, at first gently but with a tightening so slight I nearly screamed.  We breathed in time, then, slowly, while he moved his hand gracefully along down to the base crushing his knuckles into my body, and then back out.

His middle finger had found the long nerve, the nail brushing perfectly and carefully against it the whole time.  My toes curled tight.  The crush of his body against my arm as I grasped for his hair kept me from moving too much, I wanted to.  I could feel how his legs kept mine down, his foot braced against mine and the other on the seat.  His hip pushed down against mine, countering any slight thrusts I might make.  His hand kept my hair flat, pressuring me to remain perfectly still, while his tongue worked into the fold of my ear.  Every muscle in his body seemed completely under his control.

I wondered about mine.

When his fingers slipped from the shaft over the head and onto the skin of my balls as they tightened and loosened, I gasped and then let out a low moan.  I could feel on the side of my face the tightening of his own: he smiled.  His fingers dallied, catching hair and pulling, then went back to slowly stroking me.

If I hadn’t been so damned dizzy at the time, I would have tried accelerating his hand, but I couldn’t move.  I could only breathe, hard, and await the long, deep push of his tongue on mine.

I suppose it was the look on my face that caused the very clear chuckle from Sanger.  His hand slowed and for the life of me I wanted him to just keep pulling at me until...

“Not yet, Daverin,” he hissed.  My eyes snapped open.  He let me go, one finger at a time, peeling away from my skin.  My jaw worked and my lips went into that snarl I couldn’t possibly control.  He only laughed again.

Without much effort, he drew himself off me, and stood by the couch, looking down at me.  I lay there, still panting, tense and rather hard.  I looked at him right back, hoping that the threat in my eyes was taken the right way.  His hand passed by my foot, and I kicked off the boots, squeezed out of the pants and left them there sitting on the couch.

Standing eye to eye, I think he was judging my reaction.  Finally, he said, “come with me,” and tossed his head toward one of the other rooms.

“I was trying,” I muttered, and heard him laugh as he moved away.  The ripples of the silk over his legs was very nicely done.

There was a part of me that wanted to see it on him in real life.  After I thought that, I just stood there, watching, then at last followed him into the hall.

He waited for me, leaning against the blue-black corner beyond the first.  There were several corridors, doorways and rooms off from there, he turned and walked down the straight hall.  I watched his hair swing across the dark of his back, and that ass hidden by the silk pants, and thought to myself.  My two voices, Virtual and Real, didn’t often have arguments, but sometimes it helped.

What kind of music you like?  You get out at all?  Are you a caffeine, nicotine, or protein shake kinda guy?  Allah on a goddamned pogo stick, Daverin, this guy is a complete mystery to you and you’re about to dive all the way in?  Damned right I am Daverin, try and talk me out of it.  Okay, think: Jeff warned you about him.  Jeff is smart.  Jeff is there to take care of those of us who he likes.  He also checks out our girlfriends and relatives before allowing us to talk to them.  He only does that to keep his company safe.  Well then what the hell is so unsafe about ... 
On that note, then, Sanger opened a door.

That, Daverin, that’s what’s so unsafe, she reminded him.  I ignored the rest of what my mind had to say and kept to what my body was telling me.

That I was so goddamned hard that the sight of several machines and too much leather for a fucking tack shop at a horse show still kept me up.  Lights came on in the room, flickering and then steady.  The room was huge, but that was relative.  There was a lot in it.  It only vaguely reminded me of any given fetish dungeon I’d seen Virtually on jobs, this one didn’t have the cliché dark brick walls or anything, it was bright and clean, smokeless and smelled Virtually of only the leather and metal.

He’d taken my gloves off while I stood there mutely looking over the collection of metal and plastic and vinyl things, but before I could see where he was going to toss them, he put them on himself, smiled at the results while spreading his fingers, and disappeared.

“What, no torches?” I asked, but there was no answer.

Oh, fuck, Daverin, don’t suddenly get stupid.  Don’t talk and don’t fucking make any--

I’m not sure how he got behind me, but his hands with my gloves came around my hair and waist.  I felt his face near my ear.  I felt the pressure of his arm against my stomach tighten, as well as the fingers through my hair down to the scalp sharply.

“Daverin,” he said with a growling to his tone, “do not resist.  Understand?” I nodded in as much as his grip on my hair allowed.  “Good.  If you resist I’m liable to hurt you.”

The way he emphasized hurt was unnerving suddenly, moreso than it had been in an hour.

Only an hour?  Didn’t seem like it, more like three or four.  It was double that before I said another word.  Never in my life had I seen someone so able to pull me into every stage of an orgasm without allowing me to actually come.  Standing in the open area of the room, he did it again, this time massaging my chest and moving the slightest of pinpoints on his nails across my cock.  He stood behind me, pressed into my back, and I could feel his own bouncing against the silk pants.  And I wanted it.

A pleading moan from me and he dug into the head hard, and I gasped.

“Not... yet,” he hissed, “I don’t want the first to be the last.”

I went against my better judgment and the pull of my hair between us, and looked at him.  His eyes were nearly shut, but mine were wide.

“It wouldn’t be,” I croaked, “female on the other end there doesn’t like to stop with just one, so I’ve set up Virtual me with a loop program -- until I fall out of the mood I can keep shooting.”

He paused.  Then he moved into a more observant stance behind me.

“Really,” he said, and I was damn sure I knew what expression was on his face.  He walked from behind me and I stood still as he did so.  His fingers traced from the slightly dripping end of my cock to his lips, and he licked their sharp nails.  “That’s very clever,” he whispered.  “Indeed.”

He looked at me as if for the first time, I wondered if he didn’t have some kind of attention deficit problem.  Or a reset button.  Sanger went from sane to scary so fast... I decided he was just fucked in the head more than any case study I’d heard of before, and left it at that.  His eyes moved down my legs and then his eyebrows furrowed.

“I didn’t give you those,” he said of the double set of scars on my legs.

I shook my head.  “Recent additions,” I said.  “They’re there in real life too, only they don’t look quite as... nice.” I fingered the one on my hip, which was actually the one I thought looked okay on the Real Daverin.  They’d be there as long as the nerves took to regrow below the skin, otherwise they’d just be ignoring all the input from the gel.  “I got them from the Hardwired critters at the Institute.”

His eyes narrowed at the mention of the Institute, but the tilt of his head told me to continue, while he wandered around watching me.  I told him about ‘Wiring, and its effect on Vpod jelly, which he was given to think about.  The long, slow pause he offered while picking through other leather and metal things made me shudder.  I didn’t ask him if he didn’t already know about Hardwiring, I assumed he had but it was entirely possible he had no need to consider it.  Perhaps he’d heard people screaming about it in his entertainment room but never got more than that.  It wasn’t like the information was available to people in general.  It was only available to me because I was a consummate hack.  I looked back up.

He turned on me with this -- I had no idea what it was in his hands, but it took two hands to carry it in the first place.  He looked at me with an odd expression, and said, “go on,” while he moved around behind me again.

I decided it wasn’t that he wanted to confuse me to any degree, on purpose anyway.  But apparently he thought that he and I ought to have a conversation in addition to standing in a chilled room with -- that thing -- heading into my ass.  Okay, as if.  There was a detachment he had which I guess I couldn’t emulate, at least not at the time.  Perhaps later, and I apologized to him that I couldn’t keep up a discussion through trembling hands and tearing up eyes, as he nailed me to a cold metal counter.  He said nothing, clutched my hands against the shelf, rolled my fingers into fists.  He held me down from behind, and I had to assume that whatever the thing was with the straps and multiple protrusions was meant for two people.

After a moment, when motion had been my world and we’d fallen into a deep gasping rhythm, I allowed myself the thought that it wasn’t as bad as it had looked.  And if I just let go, it would be easy to see what Sanger got out of it.

That was lying to myself but it got me past one major hurdle and into the race.

A little bit later, after the removal of the object and subsequent laying on of soft, expert hands, Sanger allowed me to come, he pressed into my side and watched my face.  I in turn watched him as I stayed hard, and the look of appreciation made me smile.

It was when he knelt down and started softly licking the skin around my navel that I wondered quite suddenly who was paying whom here, and for exactly what.

I watched, right hand bracing myself on the counter, and left held up and loosely into a fist, as Sanger hooked his long fingers around my balls and, without opening his eyes, caressed the whole length of my penis with his tongue.  My hand went from fist to open and back, reflecting the confusion in my mind.  Slowly, I moved it down to his hair, and wound long strands of it around my fingers.

“Damn,” I hissed quietly, “I don’t give head that good.”  To which he very slowly bit down.  But it was a good bite, his teeth cold and sharp, and if he hadn’t drawn blood the first time he did the second.  I clenched his hair into my fist and assisted with a drive all my own.  Finally, folded over him and shaking, I came hard into his mouth -- blood and all.  While I was heaving still, he was off me and moving around again.

I already felt sore, before the first strap went around my arm.  Because I was still recovering, I couldn’t properly concentrate on anything except standing where he wanted to leave me.  Echoes threatened my sanity: I could never tell where he was going to appear.  Oh, there was never a blindfold or blinkers or anything like that.  He had a way of moving around almost like me in the coat.

Maybe, I considered, that ought to read the other way around.

There was a bar that he strapped me to, hanging free on one long chain.  Both my arms were caught up into it, slung over, at the elbows.  Majorly uncomfortable.  Like I was here to be comforted?  The sting of a pulled muscle in my shoulder came back to me over and over, more or less depending on how much weight Sanger decided to lay into my legs.  When I felt a cold trickling down my inner leg, I wondered but didn’t look.

I didn’t know if I could be made to bleed, just like that.  It was something extraordinarily sharp, I hadn’t felt it.

The burn started a moment later, and I really wasn’t prepared for the powertool sound so I screamed on impulse.  It didn’t stop, the pain increased in the soft skin directly below my buttock, and so I didn’t stop screaming.  I kept on when the scent of burning bone wafted up.

So my voice gave out before the power tool died.

When it stopped I wondered what the hell-- wondered out loud, “what the fuck was that-- drilling yourself another fucking hole?  That sounded like a fucking router.”

The sting of a hard metal object hitting my back shut me up.

Don’t resist.

Heart racing, I hung there as the illusion of blood pooled below me.  But by then, whatever programs were ambient in the room had somehow healed it, nothing more came.  My head was light, spinning, simulated blood loss.  Terrific.  When the bar started to lower, my legs wouldn’t hold my weight.  Something he’d done to me probably, I went with it.  I slid into the blood, legs folded and cold.

Though I didn’t want to look, the bar pressed my head down so I had to see it, I watched the dark reflection as Sanger walked back to me.  He’d finally removed the silk pants, and hung with very nearly the same size as I had adopted.  His head was larger and shaft wider, but otherwise I’d gotten it right.

I commended my imagination and my head slumped again.

But he took my hair (I could smell the leather gloves -- doubted I’d be able to wear them again soon) and growled.  “Your turn,” he said.

My head pressed hard against the bar, and my shoulders burned.  I cooperated with his hands as much as I could, but after a moment I could barely breathe.  He wasn’t asking me to take his cock and give a little head here: he was fucking my mouth.  I relaxed, or tried to, gulped in air when I could, but had to make due with what he gave me between pressing his head up to the backs of my teeth and driving it down so my face hit his pelvic bone.

He moved one hand below my chin and pulled to himself, narrowing my mouth more.  My initial urge to resist chomping down was therefore thwarted and what I got was skin clenched between my teeth.  He slowed, backed up, gave a very quiet instruction and I obeyed.  Not only had I never done that particularly difficult action, but I doubted that I’d ever been with a man who could have either done it to me or wanted me to.  Sanger pushed all the way down, into my throat.

He was in no hurry, so when I gasped for breath and panted a moment later, he allowed it.  I honestly couldn’t tell if I was actually enjoying myself any more, but the program controlling my Virtual penis hadn’t given up on me yet.  I decided that this was the last time I’d leave that program on.

Sanger hadn’t come yet, he withdrew without it and stood before me waiting.  Well, he’d have to wait a damn lot longer before I’d have the blood pressure in me to do anything but dangle there on the bar.  I didn’t have to wait that long: he was patient but not that much.  With a shadow movement above me, he drew the bar back up and me with it.

God that hurt, so severely on my shoulders that I heard one of them creaking and so I groaned back at it.  My legs still wouldn’t respond, however, so I couldn’t yet give my arms a pause.

Have I ever mentioned that my pain threshold is awfully high?  There’s this program I’d disabled long ago which was supposed to draw you out of a sim if you sustained too much pain.  I could, in essence, take this for ever.

I managed to raise my head (over the protestations of my arms) and looked at Sanger.  He stood there with his expressionless face and my fucking leather gloves on and though I was completely terrified of him, I wanted to stay there with him.  For ever?  Maybe not, but for the moment.

I finally regained the feeling in my legs, just in time for a strangely played session of metal on skin where I came again.  The music of the striking spring-like things on my back offered a background for a chorus of screaming, which I gave without pause.  And it wasn’t that he exactly asked for it, it was that he didn’t stop me from screaming so I continued.

When he walked before me and held my head up, looking into his own face, he scowled.

“What is wrong with you, Daverin?”

“Hell if I know,” I hissed, “I agreed to come here, that’s my fucking--”  He jammed my head hard against the bar, keeping his nails embedded in my scalp.

“You scream so sweetly,” he said, getting in close, “yet... there isn’t any fear on your face.”

My eyes snapped open and sought his.

“It’s a program,” I said, hoping for the time to say anything about it, hoping that he wouldn’t just shut me up again.  He allowed me to continue.  “My profession won’t allow for shit like fear, Sanger.  And -- sorry to say -- unlike yourself I do have some fears left.  I can’t let that show, so it’s not in the program.  Ever.”

He paused, looking away, and then caressed my face.  He kissed me sweetly and long, and whispered in my ear, “good.”

There was a deep understanding and at the same time within my sensible brain I knew that I’d absolutely hate myself for thinking this way.

I told Real Daverin to take a leap.

When Sanger finally let me down off the bar he then carefully massaged my arms until I could move them properly.

“Can... I ask you something, Sanger?” I said, weakly.  While he dug through a box of Virtual stuff, he grunted and indicated a yes.  “Is there a name for your condition?”

He paused, arms braced and head down, and I saw him shudder with a subdued laugh.  When he turned his face to me it was with a broad honest smile.

“No, thankfully I’ve claimed this niche.  It’s unique, I believe.”

I was going to say good but I think he knew that and so I didn’t have to.  Saved me a little hurt.  Finally he turned back and had a strange look on his face.

“You were saying something before about hard-wiring.”

I looked at him like he was the madman he sported being.  “It’s really fucking hard for me to pick up on this conversation where we left off, Sanger.”

“Not from what I’ve been told,” he muttered.  In his hand was a long braided leather whip.  It was pretty normal looking after what he’d been plying onto my skin before.  “Come up with an answer before I distract you, then.”

Momentarily, then, I got up the last bits of thought -- so hard to remember with all the pain.  I’d have to work on that, probably.  So I kept talking while he paced about me like a cat, trailing the edge of the whip across the bloodied floor.  The blood was dry about the time I told him that once a brain got Wired in it was permanent.  That the best subjects were people who had no care for their physical bodies or the real world.

People like us, particularly I pointed out people like him, who had ‘lives’ and enjoyed being physical if anything more than Virtual, we had little to gain from being Wired.  Even for people like us who admittedly could have an awfully good time in Vspace, he’d prefer to inflict real pain on real people, rather than hazard that someone have a protection unit like I did now.

He vaguely agreed.  Then he stood before me with an odd faint... confusion to his features.  He held the handle of the whip up at me, casually.

“You know how to use this,” he told me.  I blinked and he did the same.  I pulled it from his hand slowly, he kept the strand between his fingers as it snaked all the way down, and finally I yanked it away.

And yes, I knew how to use it.  It was difficult for me to find things to actually identify with in the room to use on him the way he requested (with his eyes, mine), but I had a little help occasionally.  I wasn’t familiar enough with this kind of sex though I was more than well versed in other aspects: those videos I owned could go to prove that.  But here... Pain -- sex, sex, pain, it was so vibrantly clear to me now, but would never be first nature.  Had to take it, in order to give back.  I nestled the information about him into my mind and set about finding something to keep his knees from moving.

There was a wall in this room which was completely covered by mirrors.  I urged him toward it and we stood watching our reflection.  Oh, yeah, he was the one with the gloves.  Had to remind myself.

“You really don’t get many people in this way, do you,” I finally asked, keeping a safe distance.

Which he closed so suddenly that I dropped the strap and studded thing I’d been examining.

“Precious few,” he said.  Smiling, he pulled something around my neck, abdomen and stuffed my cock through it as well.  Trussed up suddenly I wondered how much energy this guy actually had?

“You don’t scare them away, or are there repeat customers?” I said, proud of the fact that I’d gotten the hang of talking and getting damaged at the same time.  He seemed to appreciate it, too.  So while he pulled my head down over a footstool-shaped thing, he cleared his throat and told me to decide for myself whether there were people who would want to or not.

I decided there were, at least two.  And they both looked a lot like him.

He grunted and snugged something deeply against my back, and in the mirror I saw a rather less than self-effacing Daverin getting fucked rudely from behind by a man who looked precisely like him.  I commented about it, and Sanger checked his motion for a brief second.

“Yes,” he said, “it is rather like fucking myself.”  He drove in again, saying, “something I’ve wanted to do on occasion.”

I laughed, hard, at that.  So he pulled on the chain by my head and I stopped laughing pretty quick.  I continued to smile about it, grimace, until he came into me and laid his head and arms on my back, panting slowly.

I glanced at my hand, which was bound on the wrist by a heavy iron shackle.

“Do you really hate yourself this much?” I asked, holding it up as far as the chain would allow.  I watched in the mirror as he shifted his face to it.  The look in his eyes was immeasurably sad for some reason.  I had seen that before (where? dammit, when?) and it made me very curious, very frightened.  Very sad myself.

He had no answer.  Verbally.  However he took the whole outfit off me momentarily and wouldn’t look me in the eye for a while.  I switched my glance between the mirror image and the real thing (so to speak) for a minute.  Then I moved my hands over his shoulders.  I took my own hands to his body and gave a little back, tenderly.

There was only the barest hint of any emotion in his eyes when he finally looked back up at me, and then he took me out of the room.  Slowly we walked around his Virtual apartment, there wasn’t much to see and I guessed there had to be more in the way of decoration in the real thing because he kept going on about the tattoos he removed from his sadly misnamed patients.

“Why not get one yourself?” I asked, and he laughed.

“I collect art, Daverin.  Skin art.  Other people’s art.”

I would have accused him of being afraid to get one, but just thought -- hell no, what he said was totally true.  No reason to have something on yourself when you can hang it on the wall after someone else has paid for it.

“Speaking of collections,” he said, and took my hand loosely in his.  We walked into a dimly lit room, low ceiling of black tiles.  Along the walls were cylindrical canisters, all with vague labels on them.  I didn’t get close enough to see any names, fortunately, because a moment later he told me what it was he collected Virtually.

I laughed first, checked his reaction which was to smile and begin chuckling himself.  “This is impossible,” I said.  “What is it?  How is it possible?”

He was readying a canister which pretty clearly had my name on it.  “You tell me, you’re the brilliant programmer.”  His tone was playful and accusatory at the same time.  He knew me too, it seemed.

I looked on as he clutched my cock one more time, fondling it with a care he hadn’t before.

“You don’t understand,” I moaned.  “When the Virtual shape gets coded -- there isn’t any --” I stopped being coherent about the time I donated to the collection.  Virtual spunk.  My god, I’d have to figure that one out myself, sometime.  I gave in and threw my head back, grasped Sanger by the hair and howled while I wondered to myself if this was what it felt like to be going to Hell in a handbasket.

After that, there was very little it seemed Sanger wanted out of me.  A night of company, pain and blood, sex and a long strange conversation?  Our conversation had been the only decent thing we did this whole time.  Not that I believed anything like sin could cloud my perfect record -- or my perfect image of Sanger.  I didn’t turn away from the pain the way I thought I might, I didn’t think I’d seek it out (at least, and the thought came to me stunningly clear, not from anyone but him) but I wasn’t shying away from it any longer.  As Brianna had taught me things about women... I really hated to admit that I learned things from Sanger that I’d never imagined doing to another living thing.

We sat on the couch as before, this time it was colder and slightly more harsh, but without the tint of unfamiliarity it had when I had arrived.  I sat limply with my hands draped across my thigh and hip, and I just sat not looking at anything with any focus.

Finally, I asked, “are you really a Doctor?”  I was dead tired, but still I wanted to know for sure.  I’d assumed he was: I knew something and called him one from the start, hadn’t I?  That bothered me now.  It apparently bothered him too, for some reason.

He sighed.  He walked, slowly, looking at the walls of his Virtual home.  “Yes,” he said.  “I have doctorates and degrees in a variety of subjects.” He paused, staring at nothing, and with a strangely hateful look on his beautiful dark face.  “But I can’t prove that any more.  And I don’t want to talk about it.”

I heard the groan of the leather beside me, as Sanger sat down.  He folded his one foot below his other leg, he could pounce from that catlike crouch.  If I’d tried it I could too, but I was so damned tired that moving at all was not on my agenda.  He had apparently boundless energy in Virtual space, I realized.  While I was exhausting myself the programs keeping me up plugged in new sets of baseline information, offering me the appearance of wakefulness.  I didn’t think he needed any such things.  Come to think of it, when Jeff stopped the interrogation of Mr Henry, he’d been on a roll and could have gone another four hours.

 I wondered where my clothes had got to, decided it wasn’t important.  If I made it out the door I’d be called back to reality automatically anyway, dressed or not.

“So, Daverin,” he said, somewhat more sharply than I expected, “I’ll ask you again.  What is it you think of me?”

With a strange inner jolt I remembered: the second time he asks is to clarify and get the first answer straight.  The third is when he--  I looked at him slowly, turning my head and feeling my hair  slipping around my shoulders.  I breathed in calmly, but I was pretty sure the expression on my face betrayed the amount of shock I felt.  If he asked me a third time I was in a whole lot of trouble.

Another moment went by as he watched me thinking on it.  He was patient about this one, I realized.  But... My answer might need to be well-thought-out.  Finally, “I think you’re an artist,” I said.  “A good one.  One who I respect.”

Blinking, and without changing a thing on the rest of his passive face, the lines around his eyes told me that was an acceptable answer.

When I got up and moved to the door, he stayed on the couch, watching me with his curious intensity.  I stopped at the door before opening it and turned.

No hint of a question in my voice, I said, “you’re paid in full, Sanger.”

He smiled wildly.  “Think so?”

I didn’t feel like smiling, myself.  I was too tired and beat and wanted to stop playing this game entirely.  “That’s what I said, isn’t it.”  I pressed the exit opening, and as it slid shut behind me, I could hear him laughing.

When I finally left it was nearing dawn.  In fact after dawn.  I pulled the mask from my face and felt my limbs the way they were supposed to be.  They weren’t hurt, but I was very sore and terribly hungry.

Awake but barely, with a cup of coffee in her hands and her pink and white robe around her body loosely, Brianna watched me with strange eyes.

I sat on the edge of the Pod, not watching her and trying not to think.  Mentally as well I was tired, hurt, and pretty sure I was going to try some things again, later.

Brianna broke the morning silence, “was all that... consensual?”

I looked at her and shook my head.  “Not all of it.”

“Are you okay?”

“No, but I’m more tired than anything.  Has anyone called?”

“It’s seven in the morning, it’s Sunday.  Who’s going to call?” She looked away but then returned her eyes to mine.

“Brianna, tell me if I’m losing my mind, okay?  But wasn’t it Friday when I --”

“It was,” she said, quiet.  “I didn’t want to...”

“That’s how he did it,” I muttered.  I looked at the electronically recorded log of activity from the Pod, on the small screen each one had that usually provided information on heart rate and brain activity.  There were several very long gaps, with intense activity breaking them up.  There had to be a controlled time-delay on his end.  Probably a compression program that could stretch everything out but accounted for perception.  Fucking brilliant.  He could go take a goddamned nap and I wouldn’t have known.  I snickered to myself but told Brianna nothing.  Finally, I looked back up at her.

“Did you watch?” I asked, smiling.

“No,” she said, offended.  I pressed it and smiled with my eyebrows flickering up and down.  She then rolled her eyes, “I didn’t have any way to do it.”

“Oh,” I said, rising and turning on the Alabaster link, “but you did.”

I knew absolutely nothing more about him than I had before, other than the fact that he was much more canny a programmer than I thought.  And that I wanted more, now.




Next: One Year Later




Body Dancing Two Chapter Eleven: Hallowed Atrocity

Brianna and I stormed into Alabaster in the late of the October sun.  There had been a low flying Alabaster helicopter headed out this way when we left the apartment, from the South: Talon City.  When we reached Jeff’s office, there were three people there with him.

One of them looked to have only just arrived, the other two not so hurried.

Brianna didn’t know who they were, but I did.

“What’s this all about?” The one older woman asked.  Perhaps sixty and losing the battle to look young, she had badly permed hair and was dressed in simple housewear, she even had slippers on.  The harried black woman looked like she’d been in a business meeting before coming here, pressed suit and power haircut and just enough make up to cover her acne scars.  The other was a man perhaps in his fifties and who most likely worked at a warehouse pulling heavy items.  I bet without worrying about it that he’d be losing his job because of this disappearing act he’d suddenly pulled.

The other two echoed the old woman’s sentiment with words and nods.  Jeff looked at me, and motioned for Brianna to come to his side.  I stayed where I was, looking at them harshly with my shaded glasses protecting my sensitive eyes from the bright of Jeff’s office lights, black jeans and a vest over my long white shirt.  My boots had the spurs on them.

“I’ve just caught the man who killed your relatives,” I said to them.  I looked at the oldest, said, “your son,” to the black woman, “your sister,” and to the man, “your wife.  Mister Engle here has clearly shown his concern over this matter by inviting you here--”

“We weren’t invited,” the businesswoman said, sharply.  “I was dragged out of my business by a pair of his people,” she waved her dark hand at Jeff.  “And what the hell would you know about my sister’s death?  She died in--”

“Her Pod,” I said, “due to a terrible form of computer virus activity which was brought on by a man downstairs named Aaron Gyles.”

The woman chewed her lip and quieted.

“I can’t believe this,” the man said, cradling his head in his hands.  His brown hair was nearly gone, looked like he had pulled most of it out in tufts at one point or another.  “They only told me she’d suffocated.”

“She may very well have,” I said, “but the point is that she wouldn’t have unless Gyles hadn’t gone into her fucking brain.”

They looked at me, blank. Jeff whispered into Brianna’s ear, and though she paused, a moment later she whispered back.  I glanced at Jeff and he nodded, indicated with his hand the number three twice.

I nodded.

“You are welcome to watch something which precious few non-Alabaster employees have ever seen, then, if you wish.” I said, “I will be conducting an interrogation of Mister Gyles, downstairs, in a matter of minutes.  It will be the most harsh and violent thing you will ever witness.  I will not make any apologies for the gruesome nature of the interrogation process,” I looked at Jeff whose narrowed eyes and set jaw only told me: yes.

“I thought, because you’ve had people you loved destroyed by this man, that you might want to witness his own destruction.”

“Are you going to kill him?” The old woman asked, a little green.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly.  “Perhaps.  He has no right to live after what he’s done.  It didn’t end with your sister, Ms Cabrillo.” The black woman turned on me but said nothing.

“The nature of his threat,” Jeff said, “was that he was untraceable and nearly invisible.  It is extremely difficult to prove that his crimes have been committed.  We need his confession for any further action to be taken.

“And normally we have professionals on site who are used as witnesses, such as myself.” He indicated me, “and Daverin.  But here, you may provide us with information and confirmation when he does tell us what he’s done.”

“You don’t know for sure, then?” The man, Hollings, asked with a desperate edge to his already frayed voice.

“We can be sure only when he confesses,” I said.  “But frankly I am certain because I ran the information tracers myself.”

A light to my side came on, a video-less call from downstairs.  The light flashed green, indicating that he was ready.

I simply looked over them once, then turned and went into the hall.

Brianna and Jeff were in the observation room, I wondered at Bri’s desire to see it but... She’d been there the whole operation while they were recording the Brotherhood’s activities.  Those things would be the least of Gyles’ concerns.

Those were only assists and kidnappings.  But I’d already taken care of the murders involved from that, of course.  So with steel eyes and a jaw so tight I wondered if I’d ever speak again, I strode into the hallway by the interrogation room and found Sanger standing in wait.

He sighed, audibly, odd for him.  “Daverin, he’s ready.  Are you?”

I nodded, silent.

He wasn’t so sure.  I wasn’t either, but -- His cool fingers took up my chin, and I tried making eye contact with him.  I couldn’t do it.  I looked away, afraid to face him.  He pulled my face back up, said, “look at me,” and I had to.  The way he said it: he was already in that room, beyond the double doors.  I was too now, or at least it seemed he wanted me there.

“Do not lose your anger,” he said.  I nodded with the pull of his fingers.  “But do not allow it to control you,” he completed.

I stood straighter, if that was possible, and looked him in the eyes.  He would forgive me for this madness I’d taken on; I knew I’d be terrified of myself later, but for the moment I was going to start practicing what I’d been preaching at perps for some months.

He helped me into the scrubs, though I turned down the mask and the rubber gloves, and still I said nothing.

With his steady fingers on my back, moving me through the wide prep hall, we walked into the bare and darkened room.

I knew then that it was dark for him, not for the perp’s fear, but it served perfectly well for either.

I turned and saw the three victims’ family members standing uneasily at the glass wall, Kyle and others (mostly from the wet-teams) surrounding them.

Every one of those men and women had been involved in bringing in the Brotherhood, so we all stood to gain when this last member was taken down.  I looked over their faces: approval, hatred undisguised, worry for the families, cold silent perception.  Chuck was among them, but Cheryl was not.  He and I locked eyes, and he finally nodded.  I offered him the slightest of responses and turned back.

Sanger was readying a set of objects and I found others to add to the repetoir.  There was no way we’d be able to actually use most of these on Gyles, at least not after the one set of wires and tools.  But I could dream.

As nightmares, they would come back to me later in life about this whole time, but at the moment I was fixing to destroy Gyles within a moment of his death, and hopefully watch him bite it right there.  Or maybe I would be witness to one of the family people insisting they get to stone the bastard themselves.

I searched for Brianna’s face behind the mirrored glass, but I still couldn’t see anything.  Lucky me.

While I was doing that, Sanger approached me and touched my arm.  There was something in his hands, and I couldn’t tell exactly what it was.  I saw the shocked look on the witness’ faces -- all of them including Lopez and Chuck, Spooky and Alex -- as Sanger put a needle into my arm and pushed the plunger.

Something liquid moved into my arm, I felt it all sliding into my vein and slowly make its way into my brain.  I guessed something very strange was going on there.

“Yes, Daverin, I love you,” Sanger whispered.  “So this is all I can do for you.”

I was about to ask what it was, I heard Brianna’s voice shrieking in the booth but she didn’t come running out so I had to assume Jeff calmed her down.

“Long term memory blocker,” Sanger whispered, touching my hair and handing me the needle.

Slowly, I turned to him and admired the way his love showed.  Putting the needle into a bin, shortly, I turned to Jeff in the booth and said, “clear.”

So when Gyles was led, completely naked and already quite bruised, into the room...

He reacted to Sanger, of course, because that was the ‘young man’ who’d attacked him.  When I came to Sanger’s side, staring as harshly as I dared, suddenly Gyles quieted.

I took a deep breath and smelled antiseptic and blood, sweat, fear.  Along with some gunpowder left over from months ago.  I turned on Gyles and saw the open fear in his brown-grey eyes.  I had him moved immediately into the chair, and then the world kind of went white.

Later on, when the drug started to wear off, I found that I was holding a bonesaw and it was spinning.  It happened to be near a wide white-and-bloodied wrist, which didn’t seem to have any wounds on it presently.

So I dug the saw into that wrist, as it wound deeply into the sinew it slowed and its motor shrieked; I heard a gurgling scream and it was the most beautiful thing I’d ever heard.  I laughed at it, amazed that I was holding this tool and it was doing exactly what I wanted it to.  Had I been doing this all along?  I looked up, sought out anything familiar in the room, and all I saw was red and pink bits.

I felt a sharp point in my neck, and trusted Sanger’s hands.  I fell into the whiteness again, and I suppose that I did things I might have regretted.

Finally, when I came out of the second dose of memblocker, I refused any more.  The bloodied lump of human flesh on the chair had spread kind of out of it and onto the floor, the ceiling, and the walls.  I looked at the observation glass wall, and saw several people were actually still hanging on and I remembered thinking that it was a surprise that anyone was there at all.  Only the faintest memories clung to my brain, and when I looked at Gyles I hoped that I’d been asking him questions before moving all that skin off him.

He was still breathing, but shortly he stopped.  Just stopped.

And no one moved to help him start again.

All was well with the world.

Brianna didn’t speak to me for a day, but it was without anger.  It was, and I hated to recognize this fact, fear that kept her away from me.  I knew this would happen, too, but...

But I didn’t remember what had been done.  I would never go and look at the tapes of the session.  Finally, after another day of bare-minimum proximity, Brianna and I sat at one of the tables near the huge window, and we talked.

She admitted that she wanted to stay home from school because she felt quite ill about the whole thing, but she also said that she needed to be away from me as well.  Her choice was limited, she went to school and thought about me all day or so she said.

I believed her.

A thick thread of guilt bore its way through me, cutting down any defenses I might have had against her teary eyes and fearful hands.  So I finally took a tact and hoped it would work.

“How much did you watch, Bri?” I asked, and she sighed.

“About twenty minutes.”

“What did you see?”

She paused, looked away and down at the city below.  “Enough,” she said, but I pressed her.  “You asked the questions when Jeff said something, all he needed to do was say a number, or a time, and you’d elaborate on it, or Sanger would, and then Gyles would sit there.  When he didn’t say anything you --” her eyes streamed tears, and mine were threatening to do likewise, “took a surgical knife and sliced a chunk off his knee...” She trailed off, clearly disturbed.  “He screamed and screamed, and I had to leave.  Jeff wanted me to stay but I just couldn’t watch.  Lopez came with me, and we went up to your office and waited.”

“What happened then?”

“We waited a long time.  I guess it took a while for people to find us, and then some of the wet-team guys arrived.  From what I heard, Chuck and Alex and Ms. Cabrillo were the only ones left watching when you were finished.”

“I remember seeing them,” I muttered.

She stared at me.

“It went on for three hours,” I said.  “Three hours.  Two doses of a wonderful drug that I had utterly ignored the whole time I was studying basic medical at the Institute.  Fuck.” I pawed at my hair.  “If I’d known it would work like this I would have been on it since day one.”

“You really don’t remember anything?” She asked, and I searched.  I looked in my memory, and pressed myself and came up with nothing more than the brief moments as the drug wore off and before it went back in.  There was a very slight tone of relief in Brianna’s sigh.

“Bri,” I said, just crying now and not wanting to stop, “I am so sorry for this whole thing.  If I hadn’t been so fucking stupid years ago none of this would be happening.  You’d never be here and I wouldn’t have to worry about hurting you with it.”

“Don’t,” she said, putting her hand on my arm for the first time in a day and a half.  “Daverin, you do what you do... Because you have to.  I do it because... Well, because when we started it was fun.  But now it’s a job, it’s a dangerous one and you told me that a long time ago.  You told me there were things you did that you regretted and I know what they are now.”

I looked into the dark of the sky.  “Maybe I don’t want you knowing.”

“Maybe you don’t have a choice,” she pointed out.  “Daverin, that man was a killer, like you told me his... his followers were.  And believe me, I had to stand there and watch as he loaded nine goddamn victims onto that platform of theirs, and they were so scared...” I remembered again and this time the memory of Christine was superimposed not only with Kessel’s gunshot wound, but with Gyles’ face as he thudded into the Virtual mall’s wall.

“You did the right thing, by bringing him in.” Brianna said.  “I don’t want to know any more what you do to them afterwards.  It hurts me to think about it.”

I took in a breath but she pushed her fingers onto my lips.

“No.  Daverin, don’t even say you’ll stop.  Because you can’t.  Jeff depends on you to do it.  And from what I heard, Gyles confessed to everything and then some while you were doing it.  Not that it matters, but he did.”

I gulped back another sob, sat up and watched Brianna.

“Brianna,” I said, “can you possibly forgive me for this?”

“It’s your job,” she said.  “And you don’t need to be forgiven.  You gave Sanger the same speech a while ago, didn’t you?” I nodded.  “Take that advice then.  Jeff and he are the only ones who know for sure what you’re capable of doing in that room.”

“I’m afraid,” I started.

“Of bringing it here.” She completed.

“Yes.”

“Then be afraid.  Just don’t let it get out of hand.  If you can’t remember what you did, then that’s what you have to live with.”

“I don’t want you living with the--”

“I’m not living with it, Daverin!” Brianna said.  “I didn’t watch it!  I’m not innocent of it, but I didn’t see it.”

I paused, wiped my eyes on my sleeve and waited.  “Then what are you worried about?”

She kind of slumped a little.

“This is going to sound a little odd,” she said.

“Yeah, right,” I muttered.

“What’s rule number one?” She asked, and I looked up at her.

“Silence.  You want to just ignore it from now on?”

She looked away, and finally nodded.  “There isn’t anything else to do about it, Daverin.”  Bri took a deep breath and her eyes were clear when she turned back to me.  “It’s what Jeff does all the time.  How do you think he stays sane?”

“He hides it well,” I muttered.  Brianna laughed at that, and we finally decided that we just had to take her advice and maybe, just maybe, the whole thing would rest in peace along with the abused remains of Gyles.

Several hours later, while I was in my small office beside the living room closing the cases on those other confessed crimes (I’d found the files on my desk the next day, brought them home and left them alone until now) Brianna had made a phone call and wouldn’t let me hear it.  I wondered but then she just ignored me.

A worried look crossed her face, suddenly, and she got back on the phone.

This time I knew that she was talking to Sanger, seeing if he was okay.

God.  Here I’d been worrying about me.  And her.  But what I knew should have crept in sooner than this: months of work could just as well be going down the tubes with this.  We were all left to just deal with this problem of Gyles and me and blood.

But it seemed that it was just another experience he placed into his past and suppressed with a grace I hoped to have some day.  He didn’t disguise the fact that he’d seen me doing things to Gyles that he himself didn’t want to, and apparently he had to calm me down off it more than once.

I was more glad than ever that I missed the event in the long term.  I was more madly in love with either of them than ever before, too.  I began to wonder, why in the world was Brianna with me, anyway?  I’d gotten her into this whole nasty thing, and she was in deep now.  All three of us were.

And the trio of family members were too, only they were well-compensated for their testimony and signatures at the bottom of the page which said they believed they’d witnessed a confession.

Really well compensated.

I didn’t accept any money for this hit, nor for the questioning.  All of it went to the trio.

We attempted, after this time, to not worry about the whole event and to a very large extent, it worked.

We carted the huge pun’kin into the hallway and left it there, I hoped the thing didn’t attract bugs or anything, but it had been sitting in our living room for about a week anyway and nothing had crawled inside.

And then Brianna and I left, both of us laden with a large bag of goodies and another (much smaller) sack of dubious contents.

I say dubious because I hadn’t seen what was in them yet, and so I guessed things and Brianna gave me clues: warm, cold.

We drove to Alabaster, it was late in the afternoon and on the way we saw people actually walking through the streets carrying goody bags and wearing costumes.

All Hallows Eve was upon us and I was trying to figure out why the hell Bri was keeping me in the dark.  She’d been working on this for a week now, along with that pun’kin which had about a dozen small and intricately carved eyes and faces around its surface.  It was a work of art, I was duly impressed and she told me her older mother had taught her how to do it.

I told her along the way to Alabaster that some day I would very much like to meet her mothers and see what they thought of me.

She only laughed.

So I drove on, and when we got to the parking garage, I saw a couple people moving out with gear on.

“God,” I said.  “Not tonight.”

One of them was Alex.  He looked up at my voice and grinned with his dark skin blotched with silver make-up.

“Hell no, Daverin,” he shouted and his voice echoed over the engine of the vehicle, “we’re goin’ out winnin’ prizes at costume contests!”

They screeched out of the garage, Lopez in the driver’s seat I noticed, hooting, and I wondered how many times they’d won for ‘most realistic cyberpunk’ outfit.

Figures.

When we got into the lobby it was all dolled up and Brianna told me to unload my bag of stuff into the giveaway pot.  There were herds of kids with their attendant parents in tow all along the downtown areas, and they stopped into Alabaster because they could.  The whole lobby had been turned into a sort of haunted foyer with spiders and mummies and spooky music, an annual event I’d ignored mostly.  As we moved inside, we smiled and complimented some of the kids, when they came in timidly they tended to leave with more pride.  I told Bri that we should have had that monstrosity she carved brought out here.

She set her little jaw and looked mean, like she was going to take it out on me.  Then she turned, walked across the huge staircase and second level observation deck, and we went into the lift.  I followed at a slower pace, listening to the genuine shrieks and the affected ones with an appreciation I hadn’t had before now.  Perhaps next year we might even attend the fricking Alabaster party upstairs, at this rate.  I’d make them scream all right.

Smiling and shaking my head at myself, I pressed open the elevator doors and stood beside Brianna, after her hand had glanced across the control panel and set it into motion.  She looked up at the camera behind its hidden shaded glass square and started stripping.

I watched her with a blank fascination.  I didn’t stop her, she was doing it awfully fast.  She’d pressed several floors codes in random order, and so the elevator was going nuts following the instructions.  By the time she was out of her street clothes she had pulled something out of her little bag.

My jaw slid open, and my eyes were wide.  She got into it, barely, and stood looking at me for approval.

In that thing, she looked like a little licorice stick.  I started drooling and she swiped at my chin with the little whip.

God above, I thought to myself.  I’ve unleashed a monster.

So I started taking off my own clothes, finally, and when I looked into the bag I laughed at the wonderful pieces she’d chosen for me.

She still had another bag of stuff, and I wondered what the fuck she had gotten.  It was all sent up, she didn’t shop for it.  Called in.  Great.

This girl had the dirtiest mind, really.

Brianna put her street clothes back into the bag and kept watching me with a grin across her bright face.  So when I was actually dressed (if you can call it that) in a very snug and very vinyl two piece outfit and Brianna moved before me out of the lift, she finally offered me a look into her other bag.

Smiling, she removed the whipped cream can, shook it up until it was cold, and squirted a jet into her mouth.  It made a marvelous noise, echoing in the quiet hall.  I laughed, took it from her and did the same.  We both had calmed and tried to put on serious faces by the time we reached the door.  It was difficult because I had to remove some of the stray cream from her lips and oh, shucks darn, some got on her neck and -- she had to push me away and laughed that we had places to be.

The taste of the cream on her skin was wonderful.

We walked down the hall and we quieted each other with giggles.

I used the buzzer.  I could just as well have pressed the key lock and gotten in, but this was Halloween after all, and we were in fact out for goodies.  Brianna stood there in the tiny lace skirt and leather corset, pressed against the wall, I was relaxed and beside her and it was a good thing I’d decided to wear the boots because they went perfectly with this outfit.

When Sanger opened the door he was in a dark tee shirt and darker jeans and wasn’t using the entertainment center to entertain himself (nothing new -- I’d never seen him turn it on the whole time I knew him).  He stood and blinked, and looked at us with ever widening eyes.

A broad, slow smile crept across my face.  “Trick or treat,” I said.

He took a breath and looked to be about to say something, when I interrupted him, moving into the doorway and pushing Brianna through it past him.

“She’s the treat,” I finished.

“I’m afraid I don’t have anything to give passing trick or treaters,” Sanger said with a strained and affected displeasure in his tone.

“You’re lying again, Sanger,” I hummed, and he laughed.

“Damn,” Brianna said, “it’s dark in here.”

“Hurts the eyes,” I mentioned.  “It’s probably why I liked our place dark, too, by the way.”

She nodded deeply, and her hair moved up and down her bare back.  To her it was dark in here.  To me and definitely to Sanger it was just perfectly lit.

“And cold,” Bri muttered, standing in the middle of the room, headed past the couches.

“Damn right,” I said.

“And too quiet,” Bri added a moment later, and I shuddered for effect.

“Spoooooky,” I said, laughing.

“That too,” Brianna said, turning.

“I thought,” Sanger said slowly, “that you two would be at home listening to scary stories from your friend.”

“Spooky’s got nothing on this,” Brianna said, while she stood in the doorway of the tattoo room.

“Don’t go in there,” I muttered.  She turned and grinned.

“Nothing to be afraid of,” she said.  “You told me about them, remember?”

Sanger looked at me with a little worry as we walked to the wall near the couches.

“Sorry,” I said, “I’m a terminal blabbermouth.”

“Yeah right,” Brianna said.  “With everything else it’s complete silence, need to know basis only.  Except regarding you,” she pointed with her strong little finger at Sanger.  He indicated himself and looked offended.

“I believe you’re wrong, Brianna,” he said, trying to look into the bag she’d deposited on the table by the couches.  I cleared my throat and his hand backed away carefully.  “You are in fact the only thing she talks about unprovoked.”

Brianna grinned ear to ear, and then came away from the display room to my side.  

“Okay,” I said, “you guys can stop feeding my ego now, and uh, Bri, get that can out.”

“Not yet,” she said, harshly.

I saw Sanger mouth can? but I said nothing more.  Okay, Bri, if you’re playing the controlling one in our little game, let’s see you go ahead.  I was worried, however briefly.  Brianna nuzzled me with her warm skin, and I held her ear close.

“Don’t make moves suddenly, always try to keep slow,” I said.  “And don’t try and run at any time.”  Brianna nodded, thinking I was done, but I wasn’t.  “And, if it hurts too much you’ve got to tell him, Bri.  Otherwise he won’t stop.”

I knew he heard me, but I was pretty sure he appreciated the warning I was giving her.  Perhaps he’d be able to stop himself from hurting her, but in any case I’d try getting in his way if it came to that.  I guessed I could handle the rough stuff a little better than she might, I was after all used to it.

But she was a hardy little midwesterner.  The term firecracker came to mind, as I watched Bri’s reaction to my warning.  She’d seen the results of some encounters on me, and decided to take that warning to heart.

Relaxing, however, was easy for her.  And contrary to what any of the three of us had in mind when I first brought them together a while ago, they hadn’t hung out together without me since.  So this was new to me and to her, but I knew -- not to him.

I remembered briefly the list of people in and out of here in the past.

And how they were grouped.

I muttered mostly to Sanger, “I’ve got no idea what we’re going to --”

“The first thing,” Brianna said, with her fingers tapping against her little lips, “is that you’ve got to lose that shirt.  It’s absolutely inappropriate.”

So he removed it, with the grace of a mechanic outside on a hot day, and with about the care of one who knew he was being watched by a woman.  I wasn’t sure what role I ought to be playing here, since Brianna hadn’t told me anything before now.  So I watched, Sanger and I were both just going to have to listen to her instructions.

Brianna watched Sanger’s body with a wonderful expression of desire, as he just stood there looking grand and not even fucking close to sixty-one years old.  She moved to face him closely, came to the middle of his chest (well, she only came to my shoulders).  He was working out much more regularly, I thought.  There was a weight room nestled beside the storage area and the other bedroom, I watched him there once and it simply drove me nuts.  I thought his appearance might not be that much of a surprise to Bri because of Virtual Daverin and all, but she smiled suddenly, moved her hand over the muscles of his chest and briefly tugged on the hair.

“You don’t have that much hair,” she pointed out to me.

“I would hope not,” I muttered, looking at my chest and causing both the others to laugh.

Before she turned away from Sanger, Brianna swiped her strong nail across his skin, leaving a little and brief mark.  His eyes closed with it, opened again with a familiar expression.

He was doing a marvelous job of relaxing, himself.  I would have fidgeted but the spurs on my boots stopped me from doing that.  It was embarrassing and I was with company I trusted would comment on it.

“I think maybe,” I offered, “we could take those jeans off too.  Too restraining.”

“Restraints are in the other room,” he muttered, and we both looked to Bri for approval.

She gave a nod, attempting to look disinterested and failing utterly.

You know, I suspect that if I were to root through the huge closet in the other room, and into any of the dressers or storage spaces in Sanger’s home, I’d find maybe a pair of boxers and those would be silk, so when the jeans came off his legs both Brianna and I just watched him standing out.

Oh, pardon.  We’re drooling.

“God, Daverin, you’ve been fuckin’ holding out on me,” Brianna yelled.  Sanger looked away, with the wide and bright smile which I had grown to love.  I had gotten him used to compliments, and found that he was just as good at giving them as receiving them.  Bri was about to grab for that sweet meat she was examining but I grabbed at her whip instead and distracted her.

“Oh, no you don’t,” I said.  “You’re just gonna have to wait a minute for that.”

“I beg to differ,” Sanger said, quietly, but we both kind of ignored him.

So Brianna and I stood watching each other, her blue eyes defiant and my hazel ones with a hint of knowing in them.  She swiped the whip back, and pointed me into the corner.

“You can stay out of this for a moment,” she said.

I turned briefly and watched Sanger.  He looked into my eyes and with a smile said, “you’d better not argue with her.  She looks like she means business.”

“She gets like that,” I muttered.  “Can I at least have a --”

“No,” she said as I reached for the bag of goodies.  I stuck my lower lip out, and headed to the other rooms.

While I walked I heard a giggle and Sanger’s soft voice saying something, but neither of them stopped me from leaving.  I was pretty certain that Brianna was noticing vocally that I had been correct in making Virtual Daverin’s pubic hair straight, it was probably the only time she’d ever seen that otherwise.  And here she thought I dreamed it up out of vanity.

When I had gotten back out from the play room (uh, yeah, that’s what we were calling it now) I had a much bigger whip than she did, and a pair of softly lined wrist bindings which I laid onto the floor beside the hallway.  Brianna was busy licking Sanger’s leg, and he had that look which said she’d been on other parts already.

Because the spurs made noise, I had removed them from the boots in the other room.  Approaching silently, then, I slicked the whip through my hand (the braid was rough, but the end was soft and frayed, it was a very nice whip indeed).  Sanger barely had looked up and Brianna hadn’t heard me anyway, when I sliced the end of the whip through the air and snapped it onto Bri’s perfect little butt through the lace.

She bit Sanger’s leg suddenly and he got harder than he’d been.

God above but I loved this game.

Bri jolted up and said, “I did not ask you to get --”

“We aren’t playing a domination trip, Brianna,” I reminded her.  “That isn’t appropriate.  And it’s unhelpful.” She glanced with her eyes up at Sanger and blinked with acceptance.  He’d told me about one pair of people, one of the few times he spoke about others before me, who he’d had to lecture quite thoroughly as to what he expected out of them; even so, they broke the rules and told him to beg and they didn’t leave whole.

That wasn’t Sanger’s game.  He’d gotten out of that, after he and Byers had finished their relationship.  Totally out, I reminded myself.  The things he wanted to do, they were just to be the feelings of pain, the tug of restraints for the thrill of it, the statement of command simply to offer another touch which any one of us would find better than the last.

And it wasn’t a game.  I had to remind myself, now, this was the real thing here before me, with the two people I loved most of all in the world.  I’d given a few thoughts to imagining them together, but now they looked so right: she with her peaches and cream and freckles complexion and beautiful kinked red hair, curves all over, round cheeks and merry blue eyes... He standing relaxed against the dark wall with his luxuriant raven hair tossed over his wide tan shoulder, all angles and lines, smiling with abandon at the woman by his knee and then back at me with his own startling blue eyes.

I hoped I wasn’t lost on them, I was pale and skinny and kind of scarred up with bad hair.  The only one of our trio with anything in the way of skin damage and I was reminded of it at the moment, because I’d watched myself in the huge mirrors of the play room.  Perhaps someday I’d have the scars removed.  Perhaps Sanger could do it without further damage.  But now was not the time for self-contemplation or the slightest thought of embarrassment at them being there on my legs.

Brianna slid up into standing, her hands pressed elegantly onto Sanger’s thigh.

“I think you’re right,” she said finally.  “Maybe you should come over here so I can apologize.”

So I moved to her, leaving the whip on the table, and she kissed me sweetly.  Without touching Sanger, and smiling about that because I knew exactly what I was doing, Brianna and I embraced beside him.  I tasted in her mouth the sweet of her tongue: copper and strawberries, a lip-gloss taste that she’d always had and I always loved.  Also there, I tasted him with the musk and vague denim left from his jeans.  In our little outfits, then, we pressed together and I felt around her back for the ends of her longish hair.

It tickled her shoulders, and I tugged it closer to her mid back.  Her neck arched, and I licked her throat.  The leather of the corset she wore pressed into her skin and made her breasts bulge when she took a deep breath.  I ran my other hand’s fingers over the rise of her right breast, looking at it with my head on her shoulder.

I felt Sanger behind me, as I licked Brianna’s shoulder and moved a little lower onto her chest.  His hand traced down my right arm, stopped at my elbow before Brianna would feel it.  She was mine, for the moment.

I ran my left hand down her side, tracing the mix of leather and lace, pulling on one of the cords holding the corset on.  Her hip was graceful and warm, fit perfectly below my hand.  While I touched the skin of her thigh I gently bit down on the soft fold by her armpit, and she squealed.

So I held onto her hair more tightly, and bit a little harder, closer to her breast.  I worked the cord of the corset out of the first small knot, I felt the back loosen somewhat.  Sanger’s hand simply lay on my shoulder now, I think he was just watching us.

Brianna’s breathing was quick, deep and sweet.  I removed my right hand from her hair, and pulled the corset apart from behind.  Her breasts, suddenly freed of the confining leather, rested instead on the top of it.  I touched her breast with one finger, drawing it slowly below where I knew she would have to squirm.  She rewarded me and I moved on.

Soon enough the little outfit lay on the floor, around her slightly parted feet.  She’d removed her shoes sometime while I had been out of the room, and I was tempted to remove mine, but that could wait.  For the moment, Brianna’s eyes were tightly shut because my fingers had descended on her nipples and I wouldn’t let go.

She had breasts larger than I could hold in one hand, but not so big to be obnoxious, I loved them.  I held them both up, snugged my face between them and heard her heart beating.

Since I was already in somewhat of a crouch I decided to move lower, sliding my face over Brianna’s belly and resting by her navel.  I folded my feet below myself, nestled in.  Sanger’s hand touched my hair, moved to my neck and massaged it.  If I could purr, I would have been.

Never more content.  I smelled Brianna’s heated scent, and buried my face closer to her hair.  She kept it trimmed and neat, but it was still dark red -- proving beyond a doubt that she was completely natural.  I smiled to myself, and pulled on the top few hairs with my teeth.  She bounced up to my mouth, trying to keep ahead of the pulls.

It wasn’t going to work, I thought.  No way.  So I took a larger bite, pressing into her mound of flesh and holding on.  I held my hands onto her hips, and pushed back and forth, grinding myself into her.

She made a sound, and I kept going.  Slowly passing down farther, licking at the hairs around her mound and finally down where the wetness between her legs had begun to plaster them to the skin, I took alternating bites and kisses.  I played, moved to her thighs and to the fold of her leg, but I avoided diving directly into her because she just needed to wait.

She’d done this to me often enough in the past that I figured it was payback time anyway.

My hands found her ass, it was fine and round and slightly chilly in the air of Sanger’s apartment.  He did keep the place cold, I had noticed it earlier, but I said nothing because we usually warmed up the place ourselves.  I pinched Bri’s butt with one hand, and caressed the other, switched off, and then pushed the halves together and ground my face into her warm hair.

She moaned, and I felt Sanger above me move to her face.  He didn’t lean on me, I felt his leg move and he was just as precise as always standing in a protective arc over me.  Brianna was moving by herself, now, and with Sanger taking care of that tongue and her pretty lips, I moved with my own rhythm.

From behind, then, I reached my fingers between her legs and felt how hot she was already.  There was wetness on my fingers, when I moved them away again.  I pressed around her leg, opened her stance a little, and held on to her inner leg with my fingers nearly pinching her skin.  I dragged my other hand around her leg, drawing the nails (hardened so conveniently by the Pod jelly, perhaps I’d been wrong in thinking that was a bad thing so long ago) down to her knee and back.  She pushed into my face with her hips, ground at me and I heard her trying to moan again.

Sanger’s other hand moved behind my head, and pushed at me from his own angle.  Okay, fine, I could take a hint.  I took my fingers up and pulled on the hair on her outer lips, nearly slipping off.  Opening her up a little more, I leaned in and while stroking her slick skin with my finger I licked at her again.

My fingers found purchase on the inner lips, which were full and hot now.  With two fingers grasping either side, I pulled down, and offered myself a little more to lick.  I crouched down and came back up more fully below Brianna, and she seemed to spread her legs farther.

Myself, I was getting very wet already, and I thought about playing with myself with my right hand, but rather I took it and moved my thumb around Brianna’s hole.  She enjoyed that immeasurably, so I continued doing it with another finger, then two.  I licked, alternately encountering her hair and skin, and the strong pink clit she had.  Finally I pressed hard to her with my face, and sucked on it, dancing my tongue over it between my teeth.

There were things she had shown to me, before, which I did my damnedest to emulate, and apparently with success.  The circling of her clit with my lips, the slight brushing with my tongue, and the grip of teeth; combined with the pull of my hand on her lips and the fingers I inserted into her rhythmically, these things moved her carefully close to an orgasm.

But not just yet.

I knew her, knew when she was ready to come and I didn’t let her.  I let go with my left fingers, dragging her wetness down her leg.  I pushed my fingers deep inside her, adding another, straining forward, and drew my tongue hard across all the red slick skin between her clit and my hand for more than half a minute, refusing to stop when she made those noises.  Her legs stiffened, and she yowled, pushing on my hand harder and harder, until she came with a gasp and thrashing hand which Sanger caught.

He had a hold of her lower back, which she probably appreciated since she was clearly unable to stand properly.  I pulled away slowly, watching her belly heave and her legs pulse.  Finally I took my hand down, moved it across my mouth, smelling her on my face and tasting the slightly bitter essence of her still on my tongue.  I looked up, saw that Sanger was watching me from over her.  There were tiny bite marks on her neck, slickened and wet from his own tongue.

And when I looked just a little back down, to my right, of course, his nicely engorged penis was resting on my shoulder, so I kissed it.  It pulsed back at me, happily.

I figured, while I was down there... I didn’t tire of this, I realized.  No way.  With Brianna as my lover, I’d practiced endurance of the tongue kind, and that extended to male companions easily enough.

I leaned back, resting more on my feet and held on to Sanger’s leg for support which he gladly offered.  Brianna still wasn’t functional, but soon she stood on her own.

My hand meandered over Sanger’s member and I enjoyed knowing his body as well as I knew Brianna’s.  I moved my shoulder from below it, supported it by the base with my right hand, and lovingly moved the nails of two fingers along it with my left.  I pressed in close to his hips, bit the base hard.  I suppose Brianna was a little surprised at that, I heard her gasp watching when I held on to the shaft with my teeth and grazed the head with nails.

But Sanger wasn’t saying anything other than a long slow hiss through his fine large teeth, and that was enough to tell me he wanted more.  With my right hand, then I grasped his balls warmly, still holding on to his cock with my teeth and fingertips.  Finally I took my tongue long and slow below and to the head without stopping.  He smelled wonderfully of spice, and Brianna’s scent mingled in the cool air with his.

I could only guess how much sensation the head of his cock had, if his nerves were all primed the way mine were becoming.  So I decided to test it, placed my mouth around it, and sucked down gently.  He throbbed, and I responded by sucking in time with his pulse.  I heard Brianna behind me breathing and I wanted to grow a couple more arms for her.  Since that wasn’t happening, I had to concentrate and when I did it was to begin moving my hand slowly up and down Sanger’s shaft, barely leaving his head with my tongue but no longer sucking on it.  My right hand had not left his balls, which I played with for a moment longer.  I moved a finger back a little, circling his anus with it, and felt him go harder again.

Just in time with my stroking, then, I moved first one finger and then another up his ass, slightly and with the intent to frustrate.  I knew I’d done it when his hand pushed against my head, and I didn’t resist it when he started thrusting into my mouth.  My left hand wasn’t exactly needed then, it was just getting in the way, so I reached out for Brianna and guided her hand to me.

Her fingers traced lines around my jaw, my eyes were closed this whole time so I don’t even know where anyone else was looking, or if they were at all.  I had about a minute of this pulsing cock and pushing my hand in to go before I thought Sanger was going to come, and I didn’t want to waste it.  I grasped around his hip, looked briefly up at him.  He wasn’t watching, his head thrown back and hair tossing into the air above me with each motion.

I pressed my hand into the small of his back, and he looked down.  This was a cue, I knew, and so did he.  And I suspect now so did Brianna.

“Yes,” he hissed, a question but a demand as well.  I would have nodded, smiled or said something, but of course here was his major large member going into my throat on a regular basis, and all I could really do was breathe when I was able and close my eyes when he pushed in all the way.  I think Brianna made a noise, but all I could hear was my own blood in my ears.

He shuddered into an orgasm, came into my throat and didn’t stop until I’d begun to pull away.  I gasped for breath, and Brianna held onto my shoulder.  Sanger’s hand was on the other, and I was in very nice company I thought.  Indeed.  I was dizzy and sat back onto the floor, watching the come drip slowly off Sanger’s cock, and to Brianna’s immense pleasure she noticed he was still hard afterward.

“Did you guess that too,” she asked, mock-sweet as she examined him.  “Or did you know this guy all along and played me for a complete fool all this time?”

Sanger assured her in a breathless whisper that I hadn’t known him until recently.  They got closer and Brianna swiped at some of the sweat on his face.

But I tilted my head, looked away and pondered.  There was no way I’d be able to be so accurate at least in dimensions without having seen him once--

“Maybe I did see you before,” I said, out of the blue to them.  “I mean, we were all working on Pods, right?”

He looked at me oddly, shrugged because he probably didn’t care at the moment, and I left it.  Perhaps I was making things up.  Perhaps I’d seen him in another office in some state of undress -- sadly underage as I was back then I wouldn’t have been able to appreciate him.  There was the question of the perfect ass, too, but Bri and Sanger were looking rather bored with me.

So rather than press it, I leaned back, held my foot in the air at them.  I waggled my shoe and they pulled them off me, laughing.

“I guess she wants some attention,” Brianna said.

“Always so demanding,” Sanger said, still vaguely out of breath.

“Hey, fuck you guys.  That is exactly what I’m here for.”

I seriously doubt that I’d have been able to script a better timed set of grins.  I had wondered before when they spoke on the vidphone whether they were becoming telepathic like Jeff and his son, and I wondered it again now.

“This whole floor thing is getting old,” Brianna said, and tossed her head at the couch nearest.  Sanger took my hand and smoothly pulled me off the carpet, watching my face.  Brianna moved back to the other couch, sat at it and dug around in the bag on the table.

“Happy Halloween,” I said, and Sanger smiled widely, chuckling.

“You aren’t here to be afraid,” he reminded me.  “Unless you think that’s wise.”

“It may be on the agenda yet,” I mentioned, sliding onto the couch and waiting for one of them to remember to help me out of the little vinyl outfit.  It was soaked with my scent, and Sanger noticed that.  He crouched by me, always watching my eyes so I watched him back, pleased.

Dwelling on my legs, his hands were still cool and perfect, never moving beyond what he wanted them to, I was sure.  Brianna busied herself, and Sanger moved the little tight shorts off me.  I’d gotten out of the flimsy top myself, after a moment.  Only Sanger’s breath brushed against my leg, warmly touching me without touching.  He’d once made me come by just breathing on me, before.

Thinking on that, I leaned into the back of the couch, pressed into the soft leather.  When Sanger’s hands moved my knees apart I allowed it with my eyes closed.  I think Bri was getting out of the couch and walking around, but the creaking of my ears against the leather subdued any noise she might be making.  I felt Sanger’s hair against my thigh, satin.  He kissed my skin, inches apart up my leg until reaching my crotch.  His hand went along my left leg, nails brushing the skin and probably leaving a trail of red.

When I felt an excessively cold stream of something dripping down my belly and onto my pubic hair, I snapped my eyes open.

Brianna stood with a bottle of some red labeled stuff in one hand and a honey dripper in the other, while Sanger smiled from between my legs.

“Garnishing,” he muttered, and licked at it while it pooled around my navel.  His fingers had found their way into me, careful with the nails dear.  Brianna came to my side, sat, and dribbled more honey along my nipple.  She watched it glistening and I was utterly at a loss as to what to do.

So I leaned my head back, and felt.  Felt her move and put the honey jar down onto the floor.  Felt Sanger holding on to my hip with one hand, while pressuring me from inside and slowly -- oh god so slowly -- sucking up the stray honey.  His long hair threatened to tickle me but as always I wasn’t quite sensitive enough for that.  He moved back and forth slightly, putting a little of his power into the strokes with his hand -- enough to remind me how strong and how controlled he really was.  Brianna leaned in, I detected her warmth before she touched me, and then her tongue flickered across my nipple, sliding the honey around.  She captured my nipple and bit gently, then chewed a little harder, seeing what reaction she would get.

It was for me to rise a little, into her mouth.  It was also for me to be pushing back, with my hips.  At that, Sanger moved his one hand and held me up, each finger on my ass exactly where it ought to be so I could feel it.

My own left hand moved to Brianna’s knee, then higher.  I reached quaveringly with a pair of fingers up to her nipple, brushed it, and tightened.  With my right, I selected a single strand of Sanger’s hair, and tugged on it while he moved.  He finally allowed his lips to grace my wet hair, his tongue danced with the last of the sticky honey on it.

And I could feel the difference.  I almost came right then, just because of it.  His tongue was textured and I was familiar with it.  The wetness around it also, I was quite familiar with that too, thank you very much.  But the honey lent a very slight grain to it all, sticking here and there, on this hair or that minute patch of skin.  God, if this was what it was like to change with the treatments -- I wanted it.  I wasn’t afraid of it any longer.

I put my leg over Sanger’s shoulder, pushed onto his warm strong back, and hooked my hand below Brianna’s crotch.  I stopped thinking about it all, just let myself utterly feel and smell and listen in to the pair of them with their breathing and the creaking of the leather couch, and Brianna’s cooing moans.

When I came my back arched up.  I felt Bri’s hand joining Sanger’s below me, and at the moment nothing meant more to me than that.  I pushed into Sanger’s face, getting a royal cramp in my right leg but I didn’t care, it was typical and felt just as good as the rippling tension in my body.

And besides, when I slowly went back to the couch’s seat, Sanger touched a single nerve above the flat of my spine near my ass and that cramp just stopped.

I didn’t open my eyes for a while, and was rewarded with a small moment of peace.  Brianna was apt to continue fondling me after I’d come but Sanger was kind and only kissed my leg when it tensed up.

I realized that my hand which had been moving around Brianna’s legs wasn’t paying her the attention that she deserved, but before I could do something about it, she had risen and started looking in the bag for something new to play with.

Finally sitting up, folded over my knees, I kissed Sanger and tasted myself.  He rested in a predatory crouch below me, still framed by my own knees.  He looked over at Brianna with a mysterious but amused expression.

“She’s insatiable,” I reminded him, “just in case you were wondering.”

He grunted, as she dug in and got the can finally.

“And I might point out that you have been as much,” I said, nudging his chin with my knee.

“Is that so?” He said, turning back to face me, and rising.

“I’d say it with some certainty,” I replied, looking on him again.  “Case in point.” I swatted at his cock as it hung there gloriously colored sunset reds.  I loved it when his lips did what they just had, exposing his teeth slightly, so I swatted again and this time a little harder.

Before Brianna had a chance to use any of that whipped cream on either of us, therefore, Sanger had already pushed his way down on me, and I accepted it with a hard gasping breath.  When I’d opened my eyes again, and Bri was still standing there watching his perfect ass pushing onto me, she unloaded a shock of cream into her mouth again, and was going to wander away.

With my toes, then, I indicated the table.

Then I closed my eyes and waited.  Being in complete control of when Sanger would start hurting me was one thing.

Allowing Brianna to do it was another.  And the thrill wouldn’t leave me as I waited.  I knew, but Sanger had his face buried in my neck and had his teeth gritted and eyes closed until now.  He had his hands over my shoulders but I could still move my arms.  So when Brianna gave the first hard swing with the whip over his back, there was a momentary change in his motion.  And then with a renewed energy he pushed and met flesh as hard as he could.

No, that probably wasn’t true, but it was at the very least, as hard as he would let himself.

I pulled my arm around his shoulder and took his hair, reaching my fingers into his scalp and listening for the hiss of the leather through the air.  Each time, he breathed harder then softer, I heard the slightest of moans from low in his throat and I echoed them because he transferred the energy to me.

Tantric, I guess.  That was exactly what this was.

Unpredictably, over a few minutes, Brianna got the hang of the whip.  I think she only hit herself once with it, accidentally.  I never opened my eyes the rest of the time, I just listened.

Testing myself.

When I felt the time was right, I held up a hand and indicated to Bri that she stop.  She put the whip down, watching us, fascinated.  I’d barely slit my eyes open: I could see the room very clearly albeit in a single line across without the ceiling and lowest part of my vision.  All in greys and that charcoal dark color of the living room, punctuated by Brianna’s fleshtone, and the shine of the other rooms beyond her.

Sanger was almost uncontrolled and hadn’t opened his own eyes for some time.  Sometimes I wondered: what did his mind give him to see?  I never asked and of course like me he never offered.  My hand moved again down his back, I felt the hot marks where the whip had dropped, and I also felt him tense with my touch.  He had not stopped moving, refused to stop.  And he refused to come.

Brianna probably would have been best off knowing this before hand but I had neglected to tell her: the rules of our lovemaking were complex.  Bri and I simply went and did it, any time, any where, for as long as we both wanted, enjoying the pleasure of a touch and the warmth of each other.

Sanger and I had sex like we were attempting to break into godhood, aggressively and with a passion borne of tension; and rather than one of us doing it to the other (which is what it could seem from watching) it was always doing it for the other.  Awareness was the pinnacle of our technique, and at the moment I was aware of something.  A need which I could sate.

Pushing off the couch, I raised Sanger’s head slowly with my hand, he followed the movement but still didn’t stop thrusting.  Any given moment when I concentrated on that, I might simply come all over him and exhaust myself with it.  But this was an intricate web of motion.  He leaned back, eyes still crushed shut.  I pushed forward and by the time he was sitting directly up I was pretty much crouched over his legs.  That neither of us stopped moving this whole time duly impressed Brianna.

I rested with my lower back on the edge of the couch, one hand still balancing us though I probably didn’t need to.  What it was that Sanger needed was the arm wrapped around his shoulder-blades, pressing his hair which was slickened with sweat, pulling down on his head with every hard stroke.  He needed my neck near his mouth which he bit onto so hard I nearly shouted.  I gave that to him too, finally, my voice rising over the pain and with the cock inside me deciding how high pitched.  He came a moment after I did, finally letting go of my neck and pushing me into the side of the couch and with a long wordless song of his own.  His arms braced against the seat, and I wished I could be Brianna, watching his extraordinary back working with my legs wrapped around him.

To say that I was distracted, that I was narrating to myself at a moment like this would be a lie.  I always thought about it, always.  And that was exactly why we could make love to one another and survive, he and I.  One of us had to be in control and it wasn’t him.  Someday that wouldn’t be true any more, but for now it was.

There was a sadness I kept in reserve for that thought, but I didn’t allow it this time.

Sanger still pulsed inside me, I kind of twitched occasionally, but we’d finally stopped moving, draped over the couch.

“Well I can’t top that,” Brianna said, tossing her hand into the air and moving back to her own couch.

Sanger started laughing, which I was surprised at.  I cradled his head, and he smiled up at me.  Eyes closed again, then, he said, “would you care to test that theory, Brianna?”

I laughed, but felt him harden immediately inside me.  He pulled from me, and I wondered who the hell cleaned his place when he’d had parties like this in the past?

I stayed there, leaning with my elbows on the couch and watched as he rose (no headrush?  Damn.  He looked so silly with a headrush I kind of hoped...) and walked over to Brianna.

He passed the table, eyed the whip but decided against it; eyed the whipped cream and thought about it harder.  Brianna had the stem of a maraschino cherry poking out of her lips, and I was laughing uncontrollably when he decided on the can.

She leaned back into the arm of the couch, wondering what to do but Sanger didn’t offer her a choice.  He took her strong hands in one of his own, and pulled her out of the seat.  When she was standing, he turned her and leaned her across his leg, exposing her pale stomach.  It was a tango, a dip, keeping her off balance: he’d done that to me, often.

I stood and carefully passed by them, grabbed the set of restraints I’d nearly forgotten about off the floor, and placed them delicately over her wrists.  They had a small chain line off them, and Sanger grabbed it.  From the hallway, I watched as he laid her down over the table.

He shook the can in his other hand, apparently surprised by its self-cooling feature, then drew a precise line of cream from above and between Brianna’s breasts, all the way past her navel (which he filled) and down into her hair.  And he didn’t stop.

She squealed, tried to squirm and I watched fascinated as he filled her with cream.

I was thinking about leaving briefly, but I put that notion right out of my head, at this development.

I was smiling openly and entranced by this.  Brianna wasn’t trying to get away, but she was wiggling enough that Sanger was having to force himself to rein in.  I walked back in the room, and held her hands for him.  She was long, on the table, with her arms gathered over her head and hair splayed out all over it, red on black.  Her shapely hips moved around, until he pressed his hand onto them.

Methodically, he began licking off the cream, inch by inch -- achingly slow but never relenting nor stopping.  When he finally reached her mound, Brianna was arching up to him, I imagined that cream wasn’t terribly cold any more.  Sticky, yes, and sweet within.  Jealous, I leaned down to her ear.

“He’s never done that to me before,” I said, and he paused.

“You’ve never brought me food and girlfriends before,” he said with a friendly grin, and returned to his vigil at the creamy center of Brianna’s open legs.

Brianna came then, just because -- or maybe it was his teeth.  My hands still kept her still above the waist, but her legs moved around his neck.  I knew very well that he’d be able to pull that cream out of her, and damn it, I wanted to try too, but that had to wait.

I wasn’t sure if he’d done it, clearing it out, but Brianna came loudly before he stopped.  I rose from the table again, leaving Brianna to decide if her hands were going to stay where they were above her head; then I moved past Sanger and brushed his hair with my hand.  He trusted me to do what I would, I knew what he was about to do to her and I wanted to be prepared to make this the damned best time either of them -- and myself -- have ever had.

I didn’t have to go all the way to the play room, to find what I wanted.  I’d used it before, this dark and bent bound leather creation.  It smelled of him and of me and sometimes I couldn’t tell them apart.  I moved back into the living room, where I saw Sanger busy chewing on Brianna’s shoulder and keeping her hands where he wanted them, above her head.

The table was exactly the right height, I noticed this months before.  Hell, I’d noticed it Virtually, months before that.  Bri’s feet were planted on the floor, toes curled.  Sanger was folded over her, covering her mostly but I saw her face with her teeth biting down on her lower lip, eyes tightly closed.

Oh, yeah, I knew how that felt.  I licked the leather end of the dildo and got it wet with my own juice.  To Brianna’s moaning, I put it inside me and got used to its texture.  It had enough bumps to keep my muscles occupied, and I knew it was just the right angle--

And I did so enjoy fucking Sanger.  Something I had gotten used to Virtually, and I didn’t feel in the slightest embarrassed about doing it now.  Oh, no.  Not with that ass.

I doubt that I gave him any warning, so when I pushed it into his ass he raised his head and yelled sweetly, went back a moment later.

Brianna gave a yell of her own, reacting in turn.  I knew how this all worked.  I could have given him a soft hand on his hip, sweeping his ass with my fingers first, but hell, this was taking advantage of a situation we’d never been in before.

He would be harder than before, I knew that, and he would be pushing harder too.  I did, in time with his thrusts into Bri.  Sanger let off a low groan, and kept it up while I held onto his hips and moved him.  I finally wrapped my left arm around his abdomen, and my right around Brianna’s side.  I was silent save for the panting, and I smiled and hummed without coming, as they did.

I didn’t stop, though, when they did.  I kept pushing into Sanger, pushing into myself.  I rested my hands hard on his shoulders, watching the faint redness of the whip marks above the ripple of his back.  I finally came, nails stuck into his skin and knees getting rugburn.

Laughing, I rested my head onto his back, as his hand found mine.

We said nothing, disengaging from one another slowly (and somewhat stiffly, I’ll admit) to sit on the floor or the couch as was our want.  Brianna sat on the couch, all spread out and too tired to even grin like she would have.  I hugged Sanger’s feet, draped across the floor and halfway over his leg.  It was nice.

It was getting chilly again.  And I was getting hungry.  I tossed my hand at the bag of food toys and when Sanger handed me the bottle of cherries I swished what was left of the juice around and glared at Brianna.

“Hey, I was bored,” she defended.

“You are going to get fat, I said, poking at her thigh.” I looked back at the table, and nodded.  “Gimme the cream then.”

Passing it to me, Sanger gave me a look of disapproval.

“Oh, right,” I said.  “Like it’s gonna make a big difference on me?” I indicated the lack of volume on my own legs.

We sat there, as I sucked in the last of the cream and a sufficient amount of the gas within the can to make me giddy.  Finally I attempted to stand, did with some effort, and moved into the kitchen.

What passed for a kitchen was dark and small, and before I disappointed myself with it, I yelled, “before I go in here, is there anything to eat in your fridge?”

Without hesitation, Sanger said, “no,” and Bri laughed.

“Then what the fuck am I supposed to eat?”

“No comment,” Bri laughed, and I poked my head out from the dark walled kitchen.  They hadn’t moved, so I went back in.

“If I’d been aware that you were on your way, I might have had you shop for something,” Sanger said.

“But you never have anything in here,” I whined, and checked.  There was an assortment of condiments, a loaf of bread which had been there the first time I’d looked in it months before, and an opened can of something but it didn’t have a label and I wasn’t brave enough to check.

Christ, how typically Male Bachelor of him.

“Maybe I could go up to Kyle’s place and raid his fridge,” I yelled.  “I know he’s got real food.  He never stops eating.”

“It’s a miracle he isn’t obese,” Sanger said.  “He has in fact been eating that way all of his life.”

Brianna wondered at that, but realized finally that Sanger did know the boy for almost twenty years.

I moved back into the living room and deposited myself on the step nearest the pair.  It swept with the curve of the floor, in a slightly different color of dark carpet, separating the entry way from the entertainment center area.  I watched Sanger and then Bri.

“The next time we do this,” I breathed, “it’s at our apartment.”

Sanger smiled, looked away with a distance to his eyes.

“Unlikely,” he muttered.

“And why is that?” I asked.

He stared at me, softly but bitter.  “He’s set the codes again,” and I turned on the computer terminal on his desk.

“That rat,” I muttered.  “But it isn’t a problem.”

“What...?” Brianna asked, and Sanger told her about the locking codes on the lift, as I went to correct the problem.

“It isn’t like you’ve gone downstairs anyway,” I growled.  “You haven’t, have you?”  I glanced and he shook his head slightly.

“Then it’s stupid, doing this.  He knows what I’m doing.”

After I’d finished I walked back to the couch, leaned over Brianna.  We were silent, and Bri and I watched as Sanger’s head tilted a little.

“What?” I asked.  I couldn’t hear anything -- no, the elevator did go by just then.

“There is a party upstairs,” he mentioned.  “It’s getting large now.”

Bri giggled, and Sanger looked at me with a lopsided grin.

“You were right,” he said.  “She’s insatiable

“No, that was just her dirty mind,” I said.  “Party, huh?”  Glancing above, to the dark ceiling and wondering how many floors up it was, “wanna go?”

“I don’t think so,” he sighed.

Bri whined, “why not?  We could put those on you,” she indicated the restraints.  He still shook his head.  “Nothing else, though...” We laughed.

“Too loud?” I asked, and he nodded.

“Too bright, too many people,” he added.  There were indeed drawbacks to the effects.  Sad.

Brianna was about to insist we do actually go to that party when I pointed out that both our costumes were disgusting and I really doubted we wanted to share that much of ourselves with the group up there.  We never knew who would be attending, so it was going to have to be next year.

I wasn’t planning on waiting that long for this again, however.


Next: half a year and a world away


Body Dancing Five  Chapter Three -- Foiling the Voyeur

Bri and I stood in the bathroom, the requisite girltalk session after finishing off the plate of veggies and dip.  She had had a second glass of wine which I’d sipped on briefly and decided I was better off ignoring alcohol and caffeine.  Either of those went right to my head and I didn’t need it.  Bri preened at her hair, picking bits of the curls and trying to force them back over her shoulders.

I grabbed at the mass of her beautiful hair and swept it back for her, kissed her neck, and released her hair again.  “So?” I asked.

“So, Dav,” she said, quietly.  “What next?  I mean,” she snickered and tossed her head at the closed door to the living room.  Then she slowly allowed herself to look to our left at the wide, dark bedroom found on the other side of the bathroom.  “We’ve got them where we want them.”

I moved my fingers down her chest, held on warmly and then giggled into her ear.  “We do, at that.”  I huddled closer, whispered, “score!”

“He won’t do it, will he?” Bri said, after a moment of pushing into my hands.

“What, and who?  Sex and Jeff?” I asked, and she nodded.  I watched the door, trying to see through it.  “No, he won’t.  But,” I dropped my voice to as low a hush as I could, knowing that Sanger was still listening even accidentally.  “I don’t want him going home depressed and alone.”

Distinctly, through the door, I heard Sanger telling Jeff, “and all they ever think about is sex, have you noticed that?”

Bri heard it too, and huffed.

She stomped to the door, slammed it open, and stood in it with her affected anger.  I watched her from the darkness of the room, mostly looking over the reactions on our men’s faces.  Precious, I thought.  Jeff was very nearly startled, though surely he expected something like this.  Sanger watched me back, knowing that he’d gotten the reaction he wanted out of her.

“We do not just think of sex,” she fumed.

“Yes, we do,” I said, “I mean, I just did.”  She turned on me.  I was certain that either of the guys would have helped me play this game, Spin the Redhead, but instead of making her genuinely angry (which was possible at any moment) I went to her side laughing.

When I came out of the bathroom, she under my arm and glaring still, I happened to glance at the window and the glow of the city beyond.  Furrowing my eyebrows, I said, “well, that puts a stop to this, anyway.”

“Wha?” Bri asked, and gulped.  “Oh.  Damn.”  I was kind of pleased that she was genuinely disappointed that we all wouldn’t be...

For a moment, we let them wonder, and then I said simply, “Miles is watching, he might even be waiting.”

“I thought you liked being watched, honey?” Bri asked, pushing into my side.

“Love it,” I said.  “But.”  I looked at Jeff.  “Since I’m the ‘only sober person here’ let me point out the fact that one Mister Jeff Engle is here, in our apartment.  Who has been on the tube recently?  In association with important issues?  I.E.: Alabaster and Chiba?”

Jeff slightly groaned, hissed out a disappointed breath.  “God.”

“And it would be a very bad thing (patented) if he were to be seen having a fucking orgy even by someone as normally insignificant as Miles,” I said.  “I don’t know how many pictures he has of us, dear,” I hugged Bri to me again, “but I don’t think it would be a good idea if he got any tonight.”

Sanger looked kind of confounded.  “You’re serious, aren’t you?  There is really a Miles?”

“You didn’t believe me?”  Very slowly, I turned on that.

“Well,” he paused, “no, not actually.  I thought you were exaggerating.”  His smile was brilliant and the honesty was in his eyes.  I swear.  Men.

“He’s at your eight-thirty, two floors up from the horizon, unlit room,” I said, without moving my head that direction.  And promptly after glancing with just his fabulous blue eyes to the left, Sanger leaned against the couch and bit his lip.  “See what I mean?”

“I see that you are much more of a pervert than I thought, too,” he muttered.  “I mean, I’ve had to get used to being watched.” He turned a vaguely accusatory eye onto Jeff who shrugged and smiled weakly.  “You actually seek it out, don’t you?  You don’t even have goddamned shades on this window, do you?”  He looked with some further concern at the edges of our huge wall window.

Bri giggled and shook her head.

“And you put up with it, too,” Jeff added, to her.  He sighed heavily and sat into one of the wicker chairs.  “But you’re right Dav, I can’t stay and be watched.  Not if you’re planning that orgy you mentioned.”  He rolled his eyes and ignored Sanger who was clearly thinking on it much harder.

“It isn’t an orgy without you,” he pointed out, grinning madly.  “You have no idea the effort that goes into actually planning one, Engle.”

“I’ve seen what goes through those doors of yours at Alabaster, Sanger,” Jeff countered.  “And I have in fact watched them, don’t tell me I don’t have an... appreciation of it.” He suddenly looked around at each of us.  “I don’t believe I just said that.”  He sighed and we laughed, then sobered again.  Sanger turned his head slowly back to our boss.

“But I take it you aren’t making me go back with you, then?”

Jeff slowly nodded.  Looked at his drink, then he turned to his mostly-trusted bodyguard.  “Have a field day.  Call me when you need a lift back to Alabaster.”

Sanger stood, looking around at the ceiling, walls, and kitchen.  He moved his long arms out, and said, “it’s a little smaller than I’m used to, but I suppose it’ll do.”

“He didn’t say move in, Sanger,” Brianna said, giggling.

“God no,” Sanger said, “it’ll do for sex, even that might get a little cramped.  I couldn’t live this small if I had to, dearest Brianna.”

Jeff abruptly decided that since we were serious and the night was still young, he would go somewhere else to sulk.  He stood and listed a few reasons why Sanger was needed back at Alabaster after the weekend and left it at that.  Then he moved to my side and gently urged Brianna away and to Sanger.

I guessed that the look on my face was the same as his, kind of sorry that this was how it had to be.  But even the slightest security leak was a problem at the moment, at any moment really.  And the CEO of Alabaster Incorporated being seen not only with two women (who apparently had business connections with not just his company but the Institute) and his very male bodyguard... That would be disastrous.  An hour or two of abandon and debauchery didn’t really compare to the very real social implications if even one small glimpse got onto the Virtual net.  The fact that we still had occasion to view the other time since it was all recorded was beside the point: that was all completely private and on Alabaster’s secure network.

Okay, it was in my private collection of chips and videos too, over there in the corner, but who cared.  I didn’t have time to think on it any further.  Jeff moved his cool fingers over my cheek, and we shared one of those rare telepathic moments he was apt to have with everyone but me.  I told him I was sorry, with my eyes, and he accepted it with a shrug and a deeply felt kiss.  Through the chips and dip and veggies and wine, I tasted other more familiar things on those lips, and I smiled inside.  I ought to say I tasted a familiar presence on those lips of his.  Other lips.

“Later,” I promised.  “If you want.”

“Think of me,” he whispered in my ear, and I giggled.

“All of us,” I said, “will be thinking of you, Jeff.  Get over it.”

“I’m over it,” he said.  “I’m out of here before you start ranting about body temperatures and capillary responses, either of you,” he glanced from me to Sanger, and we both shared a superior smirk.  So we watched as our better quarter, the one with all the money, power and sense in his head, left us alone.

Sanger looked most disappointed, really, and I couldn’t blame him.  But then again, he knew Jeff’s limits better than any of us, been a victim of them, and had to live with it and get over it himself.  I wanted to taste his own lips, and I kind of knew what I’d find there... And I doubted it would only be Jeff’s lips I was to find...  We were silent for a while, until Sanger sat back into the couch, still looking at Bri and me.

“He’ll really sit there in his apartment and watch?” He asked of Miles, and Bri nodded.

“He did it even after Dav found him out,” she said.  “And that was, what, years before I moved in.”

“He stopped for about a minute, when I showed off my binoculars,” I picked them up from behind the couch without lifting them where Miles could see.  “But then he went right back.  It’s okay.  Between the three of us, what can happen, anyway?”

I sighed, Bri laughed, and Sanger just rested his head on the back of the couch, slowly licking his large white teeth bared in quite a nasty smile.

What could happen indeed.  There was little that the three of us hadn’t already done before, of course.  So actually in that manner, we did an orchestrated dance around whatever piece of furniture was handy.  Mostly, it seemed, we were performing for Miles -- and performing impressively.

Brianna selected a trio of music chips from her collection, and put them on softly, without arguments from either Sanger or myself.

“Remember when we used to dance?” She asked me and I smiled.

“Of course I do, dear,” I said.  “In fact I could repeat every movement I’ve ever played on you.”

“I’d like to watch that,” Sanger said, quiet.  He waved several long fingers at us, and the look on his face was darkly lustful: narrowed eyes and the faintest of smiles over his lips, the tilt of his head mainly showed it.  It was the same tilt that he’d offered me so long before, when we first traded information for time and sex.  It meant that he was already raging, at least inside.

“I’m sure you would,” Brianna smirked.  “Maybe we ought to go into the bedroom and get some privacy, Dav.”

“Privacy doesn’t appear in my dictionary,” I said, beckoning her closer.  “And it’s been whited out of his.”

I could still see Sanger’s face beyond Bri, couldn’t help but see it because my vision was so wide now.  His eyelids faintly shook closed with every loud beat of the music we had on, it probably hurt him more than me.  But he probably was learning to enjoy it just like any other pain he’d ever been forced through.  I hoped he would think of it as a sonic version of that cat fur he’d mentioned.

I turned my eyes as deeply as I could onto Brianna, at that thought.  This was her dance, a cat’s dance.  It was sultry and slightly exotic, mostly electronic but sounded of eastern instruments and Hindi beat.  She fell into a fine imitation of a belly dance, eyes closed.  Her arms moved above her head and swayed with the music, and her hips slowly began bumping into mine.  When she straightened with the rise in tune, her breasts brushed my side and I tried my best to sway into that beat, it had been a while.

She’d been apt to listen while I was at Alabaster, keeping the noise from my sensitive ears.  Bless her.  We moved along, slightly dancing back and forth across the wide black carpet, avoiding the chairs because they’d been so ingrained in our patterns of late.  I caught her waist, while she spun once, landed in my grip and did a gentle dip.

I blinked open my eyes every once in a while, to check where we were, but I was confident enough with my perfect memory that I could walk blindfolded through the room.  This time when I looked, Sanger was watching us with his fingers casually brushing his lips, entranced.  The slight gleam of white between his lips indicated he was extremely pleased with all this, about to smile broadly, but I’d already fallen into the beat as thoroughly as Brianna by then and closed my eyes again so I didn’t actually see that smile.

I kissed Bri, her lips were heavy and breath sweet with the wine.  I offered her low back some support while we pushed against one another through the beat.  Though I’d never heard the piece we were dancing to, it was quite hypnotic and easy to move with.  Up her side, my other hand grazed her hip and then the bottom of her breast, around it, up to the end of her fingers stretched to the ceiling.

We wound up with my arms crossing hers before her chest, she pressed deeply into me and I was practically against the window.  Panting slightly, she finally opened her eyes and found mine with them.

“You do remember,” she said.

I kissed her again, moving only to our hearts beating.  I rubbed my hands along her sides again, slowly teasing her through the dress.  Sanger watched like he was viewing a stage production, taking us in and seeming to approve.  I moved my hand behind Bri’s back and moved the first of five buttons out of their holes.  Her spine arched to me, she was a little drunk and a lot more into the music than I had thought.

I took that moment to lick a long line across her neck, over her strong collar bone which I could now see freed from the dress.  While I had my hands still near her back, I undid her bra (unusual that she chose to wear one for this company -- she hadn’t been wearing it when we spoke to Jeff, of course) and loosened it from her sides, still attempting to ride the beat of the song.

She was on the move again, slightly away from the window and that suited Sanger fine, apparently.  She spun a bit, and started taking the sleeves down from her shoulders herself, while I chose to watch.  Instead of letting her trip or stumble out of the beat, I went back to her side and held her in one spot, dipping with our knees to the music now, but staying in one place.

I tugged on the dress, and soon it lay in a pink and lavender lace heap on the floor.  She stepped from it and we moved again.  In this manner we lost the rest of her clothing (the shoes and socks were the tough part but we managed it and within the bounds of the song no less) across the room.  Finally, we wound up back where we started, near the entertainment center’s corner.

Willie wasn’t watching, and I was pretty glad.  I didn’t know what he might think.

Brianna panted slightly, she was warm and turned on like she usually got when we had done this before.  I stroked her stomach and played with her nipple, finally deciding to draw my lips against her collar bone and down to her breasts.  She smelled of her typically dark lovely sweat, and it mixed with the scent of everything else she had to offer wonderfully.  She let off a moan and continued to move slightly with the music, gently rocking with a slight bend to her knees.

Ever so slowly I moved down, kneeling with my hands still around her sides, kissing every few inches of skin on the way.  I could taste the fibers of her clothing, the tang of the turpentine in the office, her skin was still that wonderfully copper and strawberry mix.

It occurred to me then that I ought to have asked Sanger to do that flavoring thing for us, but then I was pretty well occupied with the taste of Brianna and more than happy with it.  I moved my hand down over her belly while sucking gently on her nipple.  She pushed into both regularly, and when my fingers touched her hair, it was already quite wet.

“Girl, you’re almost too hot for me,” I whispered.  I heard her laugh a little, which turned into a long sigh when I moved my fingers over the slick matting of hair and farther down.  I just continued to move with the song, she seemed to want that, occasionally sliding my fingers through her cunt and down her leg, still licking her wonderful nipples.  I thought absently that if she ever did start gaining those sensory changes with the Hyper treatments, she’d definitely dig them.

Finally I moved my finger around and pushed into her hole, slick already over my hand.  She held on to my shoulder, still thrusting to the beat, but that was lost pretty quickly once I curled my finger inside her, brushing from the inside and holding on tightly outside over her hot clit.

She gasped and made sounds I always loved hearing, I was quite ready myself but this was so damned enjoyable I decided we’d have to make a habit of it.  It was a vague pity that there were no cameras on us, unless Miles had one on, and I didn’t think he could see us from his vantage.

I laughed a bit at that, while Brianna came hard over my hand, completely losing the composure that the dancing had required.  She panted and bent over slightly, probably quite dizzy with the remnants of the wine -- and with the fact that I hadn’t stopped yet.  It took her half a moment to realize that, and then shouted something incoherently at me, I had to assume it meant don’t stop so I didn’t.  I moved another finger inside her and grasped her ass to keep her from falling, bit onto her hip and listened to all the little sounds she made while she was coming again.

At last, she pushed my hand away from her legs, eyes still squinched shut.

“You know I never hear any complaints after I don’t stop when you whine at me like that,” I muttered.  She leaned against the carpeted wall, exhausted for the moment, and finally opened her eyes.  Still breathing hard, and she probably wasn’t actually focusing on me, she stuck her tongue out at me, rolled those blue eyes, and shut them again without saying a word.

I turned to look at Sanger, still seated on the couch and having slid around to face us wherever we had gone in the room.  He had a nearly wistful look on his face, but was still broadly smiling and his fingers propped up his head carefully.

“Feeling left out?” I asked, and he shook with a laugh.

“Hardly,” he said, a whisper.  “I don’t think I could tire of watching you two.  You are a gift.”

“Damn poetic,” Brianna said, finally having caught her breath.  The music changed to a slightly brighter beat, newer music.  She suddenly traipsed over to the couch, and leaned over the back, beside Sanger.  “Say something else poetic, Sanger.”

To which he just laughed.  “You’re drunk, Brianna,” he said, “and your girlfriend is taking her clothes off.  How in the world am I supposed to think of poetry at a time like this?”

Bri giggled, and indeed I was already removing my tee shirt.  Bri had gone through my closet full of bad clothing and replaced a lot of things of the tackier sort with nice modern outfits which I purposefully tried to mismatch with each other.  Anything went with teeshirts, however.  I slipped out of my jeans and put them across a chair.

“Maybe think of doing the same thing as her,” Brianna said, finally after watching me over her shoulder.  Her butt was still in the air and frankly if I’d been Virtual Daverin, there would have been something in it by now.

“I don’t know,” Sanger whispered, “I think I like this as it is.”

Brianna suddenly reached down and grabbed at his jeans, eliciting a startled look from him.  He didn’t jump or do anything that a move as immediately shocking as that could have triggered, years ago, and I was so proud of him.  Of course, I could also clearly remember the large warm bulge she was gripping too and it would have been there regardless of any other conditions.

Brianna was acting as oddly as she should have, what with the drink and her nervousness about the paintings, and I guess either Sanger or I knew that and expected it.  She was giddy and giggly, so we just started enjoying it.  I moved behind her, rolled my hands over her round ass, and slapped it once.

I guess she gripped harder on Sanger’s cock, because he reacted as well.  That was fine: that was technique.  All along, we had gotten used to transferring whatever one of us was doing to the next in line, no matter who it was.  I considered slapping her again, gently, but she was pressing down farther over the edge of the low couch.

“She’s --” Sanger said, and I just shrugged.

“You aren’t nearly as drunk as you ought to be,” I said, “you’ve been ignoring that alcohol, haven’t you?”

He only smiled, and then closed his eyes when Bri had gotten the zipper down on his jeans.  Predictably, he wasn’t stopping her.  Bri’s breasts were pressed into the black leather, and I pinched one of them until she squirmed.  She was still sopping wet, so I pushed two fingers back into her from behind and went with whatever rhythm I could find.

Sanger dropped from sitting, heavily onto the seat of the couch, eyes closed.  He offered his hips up to her mouth and held tightly on to the back of her head, while I pushed Bri’s legs apart.

By the sounds she was making, Bri could have been eating a plate of spaghetti, and by the sounds of Sanger he was really enjoying that meal of hers.  I concentrated on her hot ass.  I took a few strokes and moved my hand from her cunt to her ass, and she finally squirmed the way I thought she should.  I put fingers back in her, all right, with my left hand as well, so she couldn’t possibly complain about being unattended.

A hiss escaped Sanger’s lips, and I watched his face.  So then I pushed another finger from each hand into Brianna, and the arch to his neck increased nicely.  Bri was obviously doing a good job, for a woman who supposedly didn’t like men this way.  I was vaguely surprised when Brianna moved hard against the couch, took her mouth off Sanger’s cock, and let out an amazing noise.

“Dammit,” I said, “she’s two up on either of us now, Sanger.”

“Problem solved,” he hissed through his teeth, eyes still shut.  He came up at her with a forceful push, and Brianna seemed to relish it like it’d been missing from her diet recently.  Of course now she was streaming juice from one end and dripping come from the other, and I started laughing impulsively when I saw it.

So she kicked up at me, and I pushed my hand harder into her.  Finally we stopped this and she stood wobbly before me.  Instead of tasting Sanger’s come I offered Brianna a cloth and I looked him over.  He had already taken his shirt off, and was in the middle of wiggling out of his jeans.  There were red bite marks where Brianna had done what he loved best about oral sex, and I could see where she had gripped him -- held him down, with her strong little fingers.  He’d be ready in about half a minute if I stared at him hard enough, and less than that if I even made a move.

I moved.  Parts of him leapt to attention so I backed away and it dipped.  Back and forth we played this game until Brianna noticed it and laughed herself practically onto the floor.  Like a puppet on a string, I played with Sanger’s cock at a distance until he’d had enough.  He reached for my hand, and pulled me down over the side of the couch, where I lay with my back to his body and felt that large erect piece of meat between us.

His strong hands moved me over his hips, and I prepared myself for the only entrance that ever did more to me than I could handle at once.  From below me, I sat slowly down onto his cock and wasn’t surprised when my own wetness made it easy to take.  I heard the escape of breath from him, going in, and I could feel himself tensing up: he was trying not to move too much since he knew what that would do to me.

I was full, I wanted to get used to it first.  Brianna, on the other hand, had other ideas.  She’d come around the side of the couch and still had that look that said she would be damned horny all night.  When she got like this, it was glorious.  She knelt beside the couch, I noticed that she was carefully at an angle that didn’t prevent Miles from watching.  How sweet.  What he would be seeing then, would be me stretched out over a giant hard cock, knees bent with my toes curled against Sanger’s sides.  Brianna approached this with a look on her face, and licked her lips.

“God, I love how your clit stands out like this,” she muttered, and I trembled.  She began biting my inside thigh, then swept her tongue across that part of my anatomy presenting itself to her redly.  About that moment was when Sanger decided he needed to start pumping, too.

I rode this for all of half a minute before coming for them, wet all over.  Neither Bri nor Sanger stopped what they were doing, after I had.  Brianna used that sudden surge of wetness to massage Sanger’s balls and start fingering him, which of course... Did those things that it would to his hard on.  Stiffly, I thrust over that meat, and Brianna’s tongue flickered down it when it could.  I screamed, put tiny holes in the back of the leather seat, and dropped as hard as I could onto Sanger’s rod.

He was still rising slowly and with a rhythm, but I pushed my hand onto his hip, shaking.  He stopped, but maintained that amazing stiffness while I rose off it.  He propped me up, while I panted.

Brianna looked up at me from behind that cock, smiling a bit because her fingers were still wrapped around his balls and one I was sure was up inside.  I could feel him pulsing a bit, glanced around to see that his eyes were closed and he was just feeling us on him.  I nodded at Bri that she move onto the couch with us.  It would be kind of hard, what with the back of the seat there, but since I was skinny our legs weren’t much competing for the space.

We straddled Sanger and both of us pushed against him, riding together on the outside on both sides the way we sometimes would on one of the toys.  He was just as good, bigger than some of them, in fact, and warm.  I heard him begin a bit of a moan, and tightened my hand on his side.  I kissed Bri hard, in fact she grabbed at my hair and insisted.

She came again, she was definitely on tonight.  Her hot body was sweaty, hard to hold on to but I had to for dear life, because Sanger bucked below us and squirted practically another half gallon of his precious genetic material over the both of us.

Sanger sat up, finally, and curled behind me, looked over my shoulder at the mess he’d made between Brianna and me.  And rather than offering to clean it up himself like he often would, he reached down to the floor and passed me what was left of his wine.

“Drink it,” he told me, so I did.  I wasn’t sure what it would do to me, but when it hit my head, I didn’t care.

That whole night, well into the early morning, we fucked in as many positions we could manage and rarely stopped.  I vaguely remember Brianna calling a time out when her leg did that cramp that mine usually did, and I also remember what Sanger did to it to make it stop.  It was more obscene than how he put it there in the first place.

My night groggily ended when I think I passed out one too many times and Sanger finally finished off the other bottle of wine for us.
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