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“Is that her?” Master said.

His voice, a low growl, cut through the tension that was palpable inside the van.

Master’s fingers tapped an impatient rhythm on the steering wheel, the beat echoing Holly Deeper’s racing heart as she sat in the passenger seat beside him.  They were parked near the tennis courts, predators lying in wait.  

It was late afternoon, the sun low in the sky, so bright it was nearly blinding.  It was so bright that people might not see events unfolding right before their eyes.  They might misinterpret those events, or misunderstand.  

“I didn’t see anything,” they might say to themselves.  “Certainly nothing out of the ordinary.”  

The country club sprawled around them like a stage set, manicured lawns rising to a stately old gabled house on a gently sloping hillside.  To their far left were the practice putting greens and the first tee of the golf course.  To their right was the shimmering in ground pool.  Directly in front, and across a small parking lot from them were the tennis courts, with high hedges mostly obscuring the view.  Holly could hear the soft BONK of tennis balls being hit back and forth.

There was a break in the hedge where the wide swinging gates to the courts were.  Players entered and exited through that gate. 

Holly’s gaze fixed on a woman stepping off the court, and now coming through the gate - she was a delectable specimen, her body clad in a short white skirt that seemed to flip up with every step she took, playing a teasing game of hide and seek with the soft flesh beneath.  Her top, a shade of pink that whispered of innocence, clung to her curves, accentuating a chest that heaved slightly from the exertion of her game.  A ponytail of brown hair swayed like a pendulum in rhythm with her hips.

Holly nodded, her throat feeling tight with anticipation.

“Yes.” 

The target, not yet aware of the dark designs laid out for her, said a few words and flashed a bright smile to a female playing companion before the two of them parted ways.  The other woman moved off to Holly’s right.  Holly barely noticed her, or anything about her.  

The target was going to pass directly in front of the van.  

Master’s breath seemed to hitch, like a jungle cat becoming completely still before seizing its prey.  If he were really a cat, his teeth would start to click now in anticipation.  

The woman sauntered closer, mindless, in a kind of daydream, not a care in the world.  The small athletic bag she carried swung casually, the shaft of her tennis racket jutting out, like an invitation to play a far more exciting game than tennis.

“Watch her,” Master said, “every move, every curve.”

His words were unnecessary; Holly couldn’t tear her eyes away if she tried.  The woman’s shapely legs, honed by countless tennis matches, moved with grace and a sort of beauty.  They were powerful legs.  Holly caught a glimpse of the woman’s panties.  The skirt was too much - she knew what she was doing.

The woman’s pretty face was flushed with the high of physical exertion, lips parted as she breathed in the fresh air of the outside.  She seemed to bask in her unlimited freedom, unaware that it would be her last taste of it for a while.

As the target approached, Holly felt the familiar stirrings of arousal, a dark heat rising in her belly.  She almost felt sick with it.  She savored the sight of the unsuspecting quarry drawing nearer.  Every part of her, every cell in her body, was focused on this now.  The woman was hardly a person anymore.  She was meat to be devoured.  

“A few more minutes,” Holly thought, her lips curving into a smirk that mirrored Master’s own wolfish grin, “and you’ll be ours to play with.”

“Go,” Master said.  “Let’s do it.”

Holly slid from the van, the door closing with a soft click behind her.  Her senses were so heightened, the click sounded like the BANG from a starting pistol. 

Clad in a black bodysuit that clung to every curve of her strong, athletic body, she was like a ninja, a shadow come to life.  Her blonde hair was covered in a back hood.  Her face was cloaked behind a black mask.  The only things showing were her blue eyes.

She had left the normal world behind.  The van door closing was her last link to it.  Now there was only the hunt. 

With silent steps, Holly prowled closer, her movements calculated and smooth.  The woman was ahead of her now on the path, oblivious, caught in the afterglow of her game.  Her ponytail swayed with each step, a metronome ticking down the last seconds to her capture.

Then Holly was upon her.  Holly used a light touch, deceptively gentle, as her right hand encircled the woman’s throat from behind.  The extended middle finger of Holly’s left hand pressed firmly into the woman’s back, pushing at the soft fabric of the woman’s pink top.  The finger suggested steel.  The woman’s body tensed, a rabbit sensing the trap too late.  She stood upright, straight as a pole.

“I have a gun,” Holly whispered, her mouth against the woman’s ear.  The lie was more intoxicating than the truth would have been.  Holly’s voice was soft like velvet.  Now that the game had begun, her nervousness disappeared.  The danger, and the promise of what was to come, sent a thrill through her core.  “Don’t make a sound.  Don’t try to resist.”

The woman’s gasp was music to Holly’s ears.  She felt like she could almost smell the woman’s fear, mingled with the sweat of her earlier exertions.  

“Drop the bag,” Holly said.  “And put your hands behind your back.”

The woman complied without a word, the racket bag thudding to the ground.  Hands trembling, she placed them behind her, the wrists kissing.  She did it so quickly, and so expertly, it was almost as if she was a criminal accustomed to being arrested.  

Holly shackled her, the cold metal handcuffs clicking shut, and biting just a touch into the soft flesh and the thin bones of the woman’s wrists.

“Ow,” the woman said under her breath, her voice whining like a child.

“Be careful,” Holly said, her lips a bare inch from the woman’s ear.  “I like it when you talk like that.”

The woman’s breathing was shallow and rapid.

“Now walk with me,” Holly said.  

Her tone brooked no argument.  It demanded obedience.

She guided the woman, now pliant and docile, towards the van.  The back passenger door yawned open, an abyss waiting to swallow its prize. With a firm hand at the small of the woman’s back, Holly ushered her into the van’s dark maw.

“Good girl,” she said, her heart racing with anticipation for the games yet to play, the lessons yet to teach.  They were past the point of no return now. 

Holly’s fingers flirted with the hem of the woman’s skirt, deftly flicking it upwards as she bent the woman over and they ascended into the dim confines of the van.  The flimsy pink of her tiny panties gleamed against the bronzed skin of her legs.

“Mmmm.  Sweet ass,” Holly purred, her voice thick with lust.

The van door slid shut behind them, enclosing them in a private world.  The outside world might as well no longer exist.

Holly felt the electric charge of power, the undeniable rush of control.  The woman was theirs now, to do with as they pleased, a plaything to indulge their darkest whims.

“Welcome home,” Holly murmured, the words lost in the hum of the engine as they pulled away.  As the van moved forward, following a winding road to the front entrance of the country club, Holly wasted no time in asserting her control.  She pulled a strip of duct tape, silver and unyielding, across the woman’s mouth.  

“Mmmm!” came a sound from the woman, her pale gray eyes suddenly wide.  “Mmmm!”  

Holly pressed the tape on firmly, leaving no room for protest.  She placed her index finger across where the woman’s mouth would be.

“Shhhh,” she cooed to her captive.  “That’s it.  Shhhh.”

“Let me see her,” came Master’s deep voice.  

Holly glanced up front.  Master had donned his own mask now, and his eyes, sharp and narrow like the eyes of a hawk, watched through the rearview mirror, hungry for the show about to unfold.  

Obedient to her role, Holly twisted the woman’s body around to face the Master.  With a sudden jerk, she tore at the front of the woman’s shirt, fabric yielding to Holly’s strong hands, buttons popping, scattering like pearls on the
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