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A Psychological Thriller of Sadomasochism

Book 3 Of the Audrey Scarlett Mysteries

I

t does no good to run. I’ll just catch up. I always catch up. And it does no good to fight. I always win. That’s one of the advantages of being undead. Heightened senses and abnormal strength is the gift, along with everlasting life.  The price is a bit tricky. Especially in these days of DNA profiling and the fact, there’s always some mortal with a camera phone almost everywhere you go.  Still, one has to feed.  So risking exposure I do.  I listen carefully to the woman’s heels clicking along the cobblestone street. 24th street is the last of its kind in the city, a real cobblestone street, and perfect for hunting. All that racket from footfalls makes tracking a pleasure and how far can you get running over cobblestones? So I wait just out of sight down the alley as the prey starts her long climb up the hill. Shadows are a bit difficult to come by this time of year. Christmas lights decorate one out of every four or five homes and people do insist on keeping the damn things on all night. That forces me deeper into the alley than I like. But needs must.  She is pretty in a cheap way, a shock of auburn hair obviously dyed and makeup too dark for her completion.  The heels are the cheap knock offs you get at DSW on sale after Christmas just in time for New Years.  She’s a little drunk, she sways back and forth, a frown distorts her pretty mouth and full lips, obviously no luck at the office Christmas party.  As she passes me, I slip between the shadows and come up behind her. The needle goes in clean to her flesh and my other hand grips her mouth. The drug will take thirty or forty seconds and then she is mine...”two down” I think happily.
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I don’t sleep. Instead, I watch the fog shift and move as it dances around the lights of the city skyline like a burlesque dancer.  The fog lifts its skirts to expose a little of the city here, then a little over there, always teasing and never giving a good look. But as the night gives over to daylight the sun lowers the curtain on the dance by starting to burn off the fog.  As soon as it is a decent hour I pick up the phone and call Clara. Clara answers promptly, like me she’s an early riser and doesn’t mind a phone call at 6 in the morning.

“Hi Mom” I start out.

“Hello, daughter of mine, what’s wrong.”

“Bad night.  I had a client dis me and then the heating in this dump broke down again.  After that, I was out of tea and to tell the truth out of patience.  Been rough.” I answer.

“I have tea,” Clara says and with a giggle “and central heating.”

“I’ll be there as fast as I can!” I say and Clara rings off.  

As I get dressed to head over to mom’s I hear my paper being delivered and I open the door to find my copy of the Messenger scuttling down the hallway clinched in Mrs. Fishman's hand. “Mrs. Fishman?” I call down the hallway and she stops and turns sheepishly toward me. “Yes, dear?” She answers. “That’s mine,” I say pointing to the paper. Mrs. Fishman looks at the paper as if she had no idea how it got into her hands and she waddles over and gives it back. “I thought it was mine. The paperboy always misses my door. I should’ve looked it’s the Messenger. I don’t read the Messenger.” I smile at her and she waddles away. At least now I know why I keep missing my paper. Opening the fold I stop and stare at a grainy photo of a young woman. I suck in my breath in surprise “Oh GAWDS no...” I whisper. I decide to take the paper with me to Mom's. I take the BART and let poor Amir sleep. He’s been pulling double shifts trying to work up enough money to travel and see his daughter. The ride is swift and uneventful no one is on the BART at this hour. I get off and walk through the wet streets of Clara’s neighborhood and reach her walkway. She’s already got tea laid out for me when she opens the door she hugs me and rubs my shoulders. “You’re chilled right through. Get in here and drink this.” I love Clara’s mix of mother and Mistress as she settles me down. 

“My night just got a whole lot worse Mom.” I start out and I hand her the paper.  Clara looks at the young woman and frowns in concentration “I know that face.” Clara finally says and I nod in agreement, “that’s my client. She was supposed to have a session with me last night. She never turned up.  Instead, she was busy getting killed.” 

Clara reads the by-line and says “Police haven’t identified her.” And then looks meaningfully at me. “You know who she is...” She trails off and I pick up the thread “But she’s a client of mine. That means having her name and mine splashed all over the news in an orgy of S&M innuendo and smut. I can’t say anything mom or my career is over. On the other hand, I can’t simply let Kaylee die and do nothing.”  

Clara thinks about that and says “You may have to. Getting involved in this might be too risky.” I nod in agreement and look at the photo of Kaylee staring back at me, she was a client, she was also a nice person and a friend, and I enjoyed our sessions. Something I can’t always say. Clara picks up on my thoughts and says “But you’re going to anyway aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mom. I am,” I say.

“Alright, where do we start,” Clara asks.

That catches me and I blink “We?”

“You’re not doing this solo. You need help. Now, where do we start?”

“WE don’t do anything. WE have a budding career in S&M and WE could lose that very fast. I will poke around. You will be my anchor. I’ll come back from time to time and fill you in.” I say flatly in my ‘I’ll brook no arguments from you’ tone. 

Clara’s eyes narrow “WE went through David with you. WE got tortured because of our involvement with you last time. I am part of this. Now, where do WE start daughter of mine.”

I laugh, I just can’t help myself. Where would I be without Clara?  “I’ll start with a kinky doctor and you find out what you can about the circumstances of her death. Get all the papers and watch the tube, internet everything. Get everything you can.” Clara nods and we finish drinking our tea. 
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I go to the spa and then the salon and get myself into decent shape for the night’s activity. I get a fresh coat of paint on my toes and fingers. French manicure on my hands and a soft pink on my toes.  Next, I have an intricate hairstyle with my hair up but still framing my face.  I go home to find the building cold but banging and swearing keeps drifting up through my heat register to tell me Gerald is at least on the job.  My makeup I do myself. I always do. No one knows a woman’s face like herself and I know exactly what look I want. The base is a light coat that sets up my natural skin tone. My cheekbones I leave alone this time. The eyeliner is light with a hint of a cat’s eye. The shadow is light and only gives my eyelids a hint of color. The lipstick is a wet glossy red that goes with my hair. I chose my outfit with care.  I pull on white panties that are a brief cut and a bra that matches the panties.  The white uniform is tight in all the right places and indecently short. Then a naughty pair of very sexy heels no self-respecting nurse would ever wear! I put a few essentials into a Gladstone bag.  Finally, I arrange a little white hat on my head and pin it in place.  At midnight Amir arrives.

“You look like hell.” I exclaim and realize how rude that was “I’m sorry darling you look so tired.” 

Amir shrugs his shoulders “Bad night. No fares. I didn’t even make gas money tonight.  I’m so far behind what I need. I’ll never get to see Yasmine.”  As he drives me to the morgue Amir and I talk. I tell him to go home and sleep. I’ll catch another ride home.  “No, no no I’ll be here when you’re ready,” Amir says as he opens the door for me. I kiss him on the cheek thanking him and then press a hundred into his hands. He starts to refuse and I say “Take it. No arguments. I get the feeling I’m going to need you often over the next few days.”

Dallas likes to be surprised with my appearances so I say nothing to him before I arrive.  I pull out the clipboard and walk down the stairs to his office. The morgue is empty and silent. He sits at his desk reading something. “Perfect,” I think and I walk in. With a light breathy voice, I say “I need your signature doctor.” Dallas grunts and takes the clipboard without looking up.  I stand just away from the desk to allow Dallas a view of my legs and heels.  It doesn’t take him too long to notice either. “Nurse?” He says realizing there are no nurses in a city morgue. Looking up he sees me and smiles. I point to the paper and Dallas reads aloud “Naughty Doctor Dallas is to be milked until dry.”  As he reads I slip behind him and attach a collar with a quick lock around his neck. Next, I attach a leash to the collar and give it a gentle yank to make sure it’s secure. 

“Come along Doctor. That’s a good boy” I coo and Dallas without a word follows obediently to the slab. “Strip” I order and Dallas obeys taking off his pants and underwear. He unbuttons his dress shirt and stands ready for my next command.  “Up” I command. I decided to use a minimum of words to add to the tension and impersonal nature of the scene.  Dr. Dallas looks dubious but complies climbing up on the slab. “Hands and knees,” I command and Dallas goes on all fours. Opening my bag I pull out the equipment I plan to use on him.  The large pump I put just under the table.  “Play with yourself” I order and Dallas’s right hand begins to rub and massage his cock.  After the erection is formed I bat his hand away and place the tube over his manhood and turn on the pump. The vacuum holds the tube tightly to his cock.  I place the plastic cup over his balls and plug in the two rubber hoses that go with it. The small pump for this device is battery powered and sits just below the cup. Small puffs of air tickle the good Doctor’s scrotum and force more production from him.  I walk over to the head of the table and I place my Gladstone bag on the floor. Doctor Dallas get’s quite a show as I lean down to retrieve the ball gag from the bag.  I hear him exclaim his appreciation for the view. Standing up I pull down my skirt just a bit. Really ‘just a bit’ is all I can get out of this uniform. “Doctor!” I feign shock at him “That deserves punishment!” I shove the gag into his mouth making sure it’s tight in his back teeth. Then I walk over to his backside and paddle him with my hand. The Doctor is solid as a rock and paddling him is causing a good deal more pain to me than him. Finally, I turn up the pump on his cock and it begins to move back and forth forcing his orgasm.  Taking a chair from his office I sit down hiking my skirt up so Doctor Dallas can see my legs and my cleavage and I pretend to buff my nails in a disinterested fashion as the machines do their work. 

For thirty minutes the pumps work Dallas’s cock and balls and force one load after another to come squirting out. The take-up vile is nearly full and Dallas is exhausted as I drop my magazine and go to the vile and feign
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