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A Psychological Thriller of Sadomasochism

By Raven Coyne

You know, I never intended to work for the bureau. That just was not in the plan. First off the pay is lousy especially for someone with my talents. But hey, when the world needs you, you know, you go....So, work for the bureau I do. I get to meet a fascinating cross-section of perversity. I work for Central Bureau part-time, turns out the world doesn’t need to be saved every Wednesday night at 8:00 PM central, same bat channel, same bat time. So I indulge myself in my profession in other venues. Penthouses are a favorite, although I’ve worked in offices, the basement of a guy’s house; he could barely make rent but hire me he did. I once did a warehouse off the Embarcadero in San Francisco, right next to Ghirardelli Chocolate. GAWDS! What smell! Chocolate, I must confess is my kryptonite and it was hard to keep my mind on my work. I never let the client know, never let on once, even if the session did end early.—giggle Oh, you probably want particulars huh? Not just my work history. Fair enough if you’re going to hire me you might as well know what you’re getting.  

Height: 5’ 9” that’s 1.547 for you metric types.

Weight: 132lbs or 59.88 kilos.

Eyes: Green (real not contacts) from my mom.

Hair: Well, you guess; my nickname IS ‘Red’.

Turn On’s: You get those in time. 

Turn Off’s: You’ll get those the instant they happen.

One Freebie: I love Gone With The Wind, so if you call me ‘Miss Scarlett’ I’ll purr. You want me to purr believe me. Me growling is bad; for you I mean.

Boyfriends, girlfriends?: Heh, why bother? Maybe someday not now, gets in the way you see? 

I was married once. I was 16 he was older, didn’t last. My dad’s gun collection solved that problem. Hubby said ‘sorry for hitting your daughter sir’ and ran out the trailer. Never saw him again. I love happy endings.

Where am I from originally?: Here and there—giggle

Schooling?: Engineering degree from MIT. I got serious about school after hubby. Realized the only person I could rely on was me. 

Do I use the degree?: There are times, you’ll see.

Residence?: Well, here at ta-da!: The Residence. It’s a place to keep my stuff, thanks Mr. Carlin!—Love that man, greatest American 20th century philosopher you can keep the rest.  

One last darling: See this freckle on my left hand? If it glows green, time for me to go to work. No, if, ands, or buts. Don’t worry you’ll be safe enough while I’m gone.

So, do I get the gig? Good. Let’s begin:
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In my mind’s eye, I can see her ascending the stairs to my digs. She swipes her fingers on the banister and grimaces, don’t blame her. Gerald has yet to clean this place like he’s supposed to.  She looks about her and wonders why I am here, a woman of my profession. Shouldn’t I be uptown in a swank loft with a big cute doorman who looks like he could defeat a sumo wrestler? How little she knows about me! If those things mattered I’d get a client to pay for it. In fact, I have, a time or two. But then of course the client begins to think they own you instead of the other way around. And in my line of work, light on your feet is an advantage. She walks the last few steps and stands at my door with a sort of fascination that borders on obsessive. But it’s not me or the interior that she wants to know about.  No, she wants to know if I can help. Am I who she is looking for?  Inside I was cleaning up the place; I am the worst housekeeper on this planet. My dad was a neat nick and my Mom felt that ‘whatever daddy wanted’. Me, as long as I don’t trip over stuff, it’s okay. She reaches for the bell and pushes it hard. She’s committed herself. And there is more involved in that act than I realize at the time. Pain doesn’t always leave visible marks.  

“Great he’s early! Just what I needed,” I think. I have a client coming for an interview and he’s an hour early. I hate that! That’s a down check. “Hold on darling,” I sing out “you can wait a minute or two.” Okay, I didn’t bite his head off, but he might be a good client one down check doesn’t disqualify you, three will do the trick. A small polite voice floats through the door to me “Ms. Scarlett?” Female!? Wow! This guy’s a crossdresser! I didn’t catch that in the phone call. Intrigued I open the door, instead of a middle-aged woman who needs a shave, I find a middle-aged woman who needs help. “May I help you?” I answer. “Are you Miss Scarlett? Audrey Scarlett?” She asks. “I was when I got up this morning” Her face twists at that, and I take a mental note ‘Okay doesn’t need humor right now’ and say to her “Yes I am, won’t you come in?” She nods her thanks and comes in. Her eyes miss nothing taking note of my cheap-ass furniture, and dirty windows. She moves to the bookcase, it’s hard to miss; it holds six hundred books; and lightly touches some of the volumes. She reaches down and picks up my sweater and folds it neatly laying it on the sofa. Mother, definitely a mother, and that can only mean there is a child somewhere in this picture. She looks for a clean place to sit down, I indicate the overstuffed chair in the corner and she smiles and sits. Her hair is quaffed and she wears St. John’s, the two big diamond rings are beautifully set and obviously custom; there’s money here. Nancy Reagan eat your heart out! “What can I do for you Mrs?” 

“Oh, call me Clara please” Her natural manners kick in and she smiles a weak smile. 

“Okay, you can call me Audrey. So what can I do for you, Clara?” 

“First off I am sorry for coming unannounced, you must be expecting someone,” she takes a look around the apartment eyeing the piles I need to stash away “I can help if you need.” I smile at that and decide to pull out one of my favorite weapons.

“Keep talking Clara tell me what brings you to me; I’ll just be in the kitchen.” She looks dubious at that, another weak smile. She draws in a breath and begins.

“I need help finding my son Audrey. You two run in the same circles I think.”

“I see,” I call out from the kitchen “the circles with whip marks and nipple rings I assume?”

Clara laughs at that “yes, something like that. David has always been a good boy, but he does get up to some odd things in his personal life. I suppose that’s how they met.”

I re-enter the sitting room and push the coffee table up close to Clara with my toe. Thereon I place a tray. A tea service sits on the tray in bone china. The set was a gift given to me, by me. I love tea time, and I love bone china for my tea. Clara looks up surprised, more for the fact I can produce a nice tea than for the china. “Now let’s sit and be civilized,” I say and Clara settles into the chair and takes a cup and a small cake, I can see her begin to relax, but just a little. 

“About two years ago David got a good job; well it seemed like a good job at the time. With Chalmers Development. I was thrilled. But over time David became moody and withdrawn. I haven’t seen David in six months and that is not like him. He was always happy to come home for a visit and we would talk, he told me everything” I smile at that, probably not ‘everything’. She continues “He fell in with Mr. Chalmers” Her mouth twists at that as if she is tasting something rancid. “I think they’re, well...” And she trails off

“Involved with each other?” I coach. 

“Ye...yes But Edward Deighton Chalmers...”

“Wait a minute, which one? Of the Chalmers I mean”

“The third” she looks up at me meaningfully and now I understand why she is here. How, is a mystery yet to be solved and so that’s next.

“So how did you learn about me?” I ask.

“Oh, well David knows you. David Dayton?” My mind draws a blank, and I am good with names and faces. Have to be. “You met him at a party in Brooklyn in a loft there? Along with Mr. Chalmers.” Yes, I did meet David and Mr. Edward Deighton Chalmers the III a thoroughgoing piece of shit. But David was nice, of course at the moment she was Dauphine. I wander back into my memory; Chalmers was playing with another boy there at the time. Turning to me Chalmers said, “I can’t seem to discipline this slime!” His greasy smile almost made me wretch “Maybe you could convince him of what he wants?” Handing me the crop he’d been using. I walked over to the tied slave and lifted his head up “What is it you do want?” I ask boring into his eyes. Ball gag firmly in place the slave couldn’t really answer clearly but a muffled “help!” was uttered. I took my boot knife out and slashed the ropes that held the slave. Chalmers stood there stunned unable to comprehend someone not doing what HE wanted. Finally, he stammers out “What are you doing? That’s my tie!” The slave dropped to the bare concrete floor and slowly raised himself up then ran for the door. Out he went into a freezing New York winter’s night naked. “I’m doing what you wanted me to do: I convinced him of what he wants.” Chalmers took a step toward me, and I smiled. He paused at that, figured he was out of his league; grabbed back his crop; and walked away. Dauphine as she passed me whispered “thank you Mistress” and followed her Master deeper into the play space.

As I snap out of my revelry Clara is talking to me still, her hands twisting and untwisting the napkin the cake was resting on “and so I’ve come to you. Can you help me, Audrey?” Her eyes expectant.

Before I can answer the doorbell rings, I look at my watch, damn! He’s right on time! “Excuse me please,” I go to the door and open it. “Hello My Mistress,” the man standing at the threshold says “or is that not allowed?” he says. He steps in and looks at Clara a huge smile crosses his face “WOW! My fantasy! Two Mistresses at once!” And he begins to strip. “Where do you want me, Mistresses?”

I’ll give Clara all the credit in the world she simply looks up at the man smiles and begins to rise. “I’ll leave you two alone,” She says. Suddenly a voice snaps out and cracks the air around us: my voice “You!” I point at Mr. Eager “Put your clothes back on and conduct yourself like a human being, not a rutting animal.” The man looks hurt but scrambles back into his pants. “You,” I point to Clara “Sit down we’re not done yet.” Clara sits down a small smile crosses her face.

“You sir were invited here for an interview, not a session.” I start out. “That interview is now over. You may leave and do not return.” The man looks crushed “But, I assumed...”

“Yes you did, too much. Now leave,” crestfallen he leaves. 

Turning back to Clara I say “Yes I can” She looks confused at first then it’s as if an anvil is lifted from her shoulders she straightens out and smiles. 

At that moment I feel a tingling on my left hand. The freckle turns green with a slight glow. “Never rains but it pours,” I quip and smile at Clara.
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Dauphine stands on the balls of her feet, as she is measured for new boots. The heels will be very high and Dauphine wonders if she can stand in them. It’s no use protesting, she is ball gagged. Her Master watches the blond dumpy woman scuttle around Dauphine measuring and taking notes.  Rolling his eyes he asks “is this going to take all day?” The woman looks up frightened and obsequious “just a couple more measurements Mr. Chalmers so they fit perfectly,” a small nervous smile follows and Chalmers gives a tight smile in return; then walks around his desk and pretends to look at emails. As much as Dauphine wishes the woman was not here she fears her leaving even more. Chalmers no doubt will want to play with Dauphine as soon as the woman departs. Suddenly the words Dauphine fears are uttered by the seamstress “all done Mr. Chalmers. You’ll have the boots in two weeks.” Again a hopeful smile. Chalmers barely looks up from his computer “I want two pairs, black and pink. Dauphine looks so stunning in pink you see.” The woman frowns as she calculates the time needed and says “yes of course! That will take a little longer to complete...” She ventures and Chalmers looks right into the seamstress’s eyes “if you want full payment it won’t.” The seamstress obsequious as ever answers “yes, of course, Mr. Chalmers! Right on time for both pairs.” Nodding her head as if she was leaving the presence of a Ming Emperor the seamstress departs. Chalmers gets up and walks over to Dauphine. “I suppose you liked your nude body being displayed to her?” His voice is dangerous and low. Dauphine cringes knowing what will come next. “You’re mine,” he says as he grabs Dauphine's breasts, the tender flesh sears with pain as Master pinches and plays with the nipples. Suddenly Master Chalmers stops, inspects the breasts closely “you know the hormone treatments are working nicely.” He smiles and plays with the breasts some more “But, I want more up top on you. Maybe augmentation, we’ll have to see.” Dauphine knows there is no arguing the point.

Dauphine feels the leash click onto her collar and a snap of the leash signals her to follow master obediently. Taken to the side of her Master’s desk, Chalmers produces a mental ring. Reaching for Dauphine’s penis Chalmers begins to place the snug-fitting ring onto her, “with this ring, I thee punish” jokes Chalmers as he slips the ring back around the base of the cock, hard up against Dauphines sack. Dauphine has been punished this way before and moans as Chalmers begins to stroke Dauphine, his other hand begins to tickle Dauphine’s balls, they begin to respond to the stimulation and the sack becomes tighter.  Though Dauphine is only restrained by the cock ring and collar she does not dream of trying to escape punishment, worse would be done to her
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