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He was lying in a strange bed when his eyes fluttered open, familiar and unfamiliar at one and the same time. A warm breeze rolled off the beach from the crashing sea and into the bedroom where the woman watching him. Still, silent, and calculatingly.

Her hair was as red as the lava of an active volcano and he knew that if he were to switch on the light atop the cabinet next to him, her eyes would be the most feline green; though how he knew it he couldn’t say. She was not beautiful, but she was sexy in a cold kind of way, he thought; knowing instinctively that it was not the first time his mind had framed such a reference. As she took a few steps towards him he saw the fullness of her lips as they drew back over slightly oversized white teeth in a smile of what he took to be triumph of some kind, but any attempted rationalization on his part was forgotten as she flipped a robe drop from the rounded and alabaster softness of her shoulders. 

“You have been returned to me,” she said in a low voice that was no less... authoritative... for being melodious and unmistakably feminine. 

Then, reaching out to take his fingers in her own, she drew them to the curve of her thigh and the coolness of the skin soon turned to heat as she added:

“You will never escape me again.”

Seemingly without conscious volition, his fingers began a gentle kneading of her flawless skin and her smile of triumph broadened, her eyes seemed to intensify in the glow of the moonlight through the open doors leading to the deck, and he felt himself drawn upwards from the bed towards her waiting and, it seemed to him, mockingly amused lips.

A sudden terror gripped him and he sensed the woman, whoever she was in reality, did not have his well-being anywhere near the top of her priorities. He tried desperately to place her – her connection to him and their history with each other. And failed miserably.

Without being aware of the transition, he was now on his knees upon the bed, his own lean and lightly muscled frame as naked as her own as she gazed down into his eyes with what seemed to him an unholy possession. As if ritualistically, his hands placed themselves at his back, each clasping the other, and he lowered his head with what he described to himself as humiliating submissiveness; fighting the movements of his own body, even as it ignored him totally.

“That is the good obedient boy I have missed so much,” the melodious but commanding voice gave praise as if to a five-year-old, while his cheeks coloured at hearing himself referred to in such terms. He was kneeling before her like a penitent with head lowered, eyes at a level with a pair of magnificent breasts that, like the voice itself, seemed to invite obedience.

“Mummy has missed her little boy and has taken steps to ensure he does not go walkabout without her permission again,” she went on as his mind went into a whirl.

“Mummy?”

Even without asking, he knew he had to be at least a decade her senior.

“But that is for later,” she told him, reaching out none too gently to take a handful of his hair and drawing his head to her hard and impatient nipples. 

As if they were the recipient of an unspoken but irresistible order, his lips opened that his tongue might protrude and please her in the way he knew she wanted.

“That’s my good, good boy,” she told him and he felt a shiver of unfathomable pleasure travel the length of his spine for having pleased her. “I knew you hadn’t forgotten how to show your mummy your respect.”

He felt her hands rest upon the top of his head for a few moments as she savoured the sensations of his tongue over her engorged nipples, then felt her exert pressure as she withdrew her breast from his mouth and forced him down and over yielding firmness of her stomach and beyond towards the epicenter of her womanhood.

The scent of her was already in his nostrils as his chin, and then the tip of his nose made contact with and utterly hairless and utterly perfect slit he knew would prove as moist as any his limited recollection of other women in another life could provide. He felt his senses, his resistance, being overcome and closed his eyes to the unmanning and emasculating use she was preparing to make of him. Even as a part of him glorified shamefully in the control she exercised so effortlessly.

“Now, be the good boy for mummy she knows you want to be and worship her the way she likes to be worshipped.”

As his tongue left his mouth instantly and inserted itself into her sopping labia before making the first of many upward sweeps, all thoughts other than those of pleasing this... stranger... receded other than a lingering recall of her last words before he became insensate with his own lust.

“You never know, if mummy is very pleased with her little boy’s efforts and contriteness, she may be persuaded to make his punishment for being naughty and running away a little less... painful.”
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The moment his eyes fluttered open he sensed something... everything... was different. There was flame and there was smoke and he felt the curious sensation of somehow having been born again as a fully formed adult.

Around him lay thick forest of laurel and brush and, scanning the wreckage from whence sprang the flames, he realised it was some sort of plane that was burning nearby and he had either been inside it or in the near vicinity when it had crashed.

On the edge, it appeared, of the valet that sprawled out below him.

His mind refused to provide an answer and he was not to know if he had been thrown clear of the wreck or been knocked unconscious when it crashed.

The dusty and slightly ripped cloth of what was a grey two-piece and a white shirt and burgundy tie beneath it gave no clue either but something seemed to be telling him he was the pilot of what he took to be a single-engine Cessna.

Had he been inside it? Piloting it, even? In his mind there was a flash of something that told him this was most likely, but he remembered only the blinding flash of white light before a sea of darkness had crashed over him. Whether he had been thrown clear of the wreck, or whether he had crawled, he didn’t know, but that “flash” convinced him that he had once been airborne in that battered craft.

And he had been alone.

Besides a ripped pocket, the grey business suit underneath appeared, with a little dusting over, to be presentable and the thought brought a fatalistic grin to his face.

Presentable to who? 

Suddenly realising his thirst and knowing water usually ran through valleys and ravines, he began the descent, using small saplings for handholds while his head thumped and thundered wildly and his thirst grew. He wished it would rain that he might fill his mouth with its hydration. But the clear and starry sky made such a hope forlorn. 

Some discomfort at his most northernmost point sent probing fingers upstairs where they found a lump beneath blood matted hair that was sensitive to the touch. There was a scratch on his cheek, sealed with dried blood, and his hands were skinned as though he had broken a fall in cinders with them. All in all, he decided as he continued his descent, it was both strange and amazing that he had survived a plane crash with so little injury.

And, with that thought, he suddenly had a feeling that stranger things than this miraculous escape were in store for him.

There was a run at the bottom of the hill, one of those leaf choked, meandering little creeks that become stagnant pools in summer but seem to flourish at all other times. Lying on a sloping, flat rock he thrust his face into the stream and drank deeply, feeling the life flow from the water into the weariness of his body. Thought he vague sense of unease that hung over him was not lessened in the least.

He washed his face and splashed the creek water over his head until his mind began to function with a semi-familiar clarity.

Which was the very point at which he first realised he had not the first clue who he actually was...

Attempts to locate his past took him no further back than a white flash and then darkness. 

Out of a sense of dislocation he suddenly felt fear.

It was as though someone had opened up his head and wiped his memory clean of anything pertaining to a past life. 

Halting his progress to - who knew where? - he fumbled through his pockets and found a wallet and a key-ring with a small pen-light attached to it. 

But no sign of a cell-phone.

Flipping on the light, he searched the wallet and read the cards inside.

An identification card tagged him as Shaun Patrick Yeats and stated that he lived at 23 Pilgrim Beach, in Mid-Coast Maine. The memory struck a chord and he knew the location as being about a two hour from Portland and the same again to Augusta the state-capital There was also a social security and driver’s license inside together with several membership certificates to various clubs and organizations. 

Finally, there were several pictures of himself and a woman.

In fact, there were a great many pictures of the woman. 

One was a portrait of her, inscribed, “love, Sandy”, which, though she looked vaguely familiar, only told him that she was either a girlfriend or his wife.

Of course the proper thing to do would be to get to a pay-phone, any phone, and call the local authorities to report the crash. The authorities would help him get home and check him out. That was the proper thing.

All well and good if you were in full command of your faculties. 

But he wasn’t.

He was a stranger. And not just to the authorities but to himself. Who was he? What was he? A criminal? And what if he was? Should he turn himself in and put his faith in the law?

Yeats grimaced.

“The hell with that,” he told himself. “And find myself behind bars for what’s left of the life I’ve just been spared to live?”

He shook his head.

“Not a fucking chance.”

His best option – the only sensible one given his lack of memory, he told himself there and then - was to get to this Sandy woman and make her answer a few questions.

Apparently no one had seen the crash. It seemed quite an isolated spot. Inland and high – though not so far from the sea if the familiarity of the horizon he had glimpsed when above spoke truly. No one knew he was here so perhaps it would be better to leave it like that until he had a chance to find out just what he was up against.

He decided not to contact anyone. When it was light enough he would look for a ride to somewhere. At a gas station he could find out where he was and just where Pilgrim Beach was in Maine. There were dollars in his wallet, more than enough to get him a bus ride if he could get to a nearby station. If this Sandy woman was his wife, girlfriend, or whatever, she could fill him in. 

There would be plenty of time to call the law afterwards.

If he so chose.

Suddenly exhausted, he slumped against the base of a tree and tried to sleep. Unsuccessfully. Whatever he was, it soon became plain he was no great outdoors man. Every rustling in the undergrowth, or the cry of nearby wildlife, startled him into wakefulness. So much so that he gave it up as a lost cause and decided he was far better on the move. Besides, there were too many unanswered questions bouncing off the walls of his cranium to aid his relaxation. He needed to find a road, sooner or later, so it might as well be now. 

Perhaps the more distance he put between himself and the wreck, the better it would be for him. 

With a final drink of creek-water, he stood his sore and battered body up, muscles protesting violently, then began to stumble through the forest in search of a road. 
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It was getting light when he found the highway. He guessed the time to be around six, but couldn’t be exact as there was no watch on his wrist. Though an indentation told him one had been there previously and had most probably detached itself sometime during the impact of the previous evening  

It was small and narrow, bedded with pebbly asphalt with a faded white line down the middle that told him it was not a first-class road. It stretched ahead of him, dwindling among the thick pined forest and dwarfed either side by steep and wooded hills. He allowed himself a rueful grin, wondering vaguely which direction he should travel to get to Pilgrim Beach. 

He chose left – and hoped he was right.

Making off along the empty road, the stiffness and the weariness dragging at him like the anchor on a moored trawler, he studied the pictures in his wallet as he went, noting happily that there were some more twenty-dollar bills in a compartment he had overlooked in the dark. 

That was comforting.

In the daylight, the picture of Sandy that had looked pleasant by the glow of the pen-light, suddenly seemed... sinister. 

It was a monochrome photo and he used that to explain away the sudden shiver of...

What?

Unease?

Guilt?

Fear?

Shaun decided that her hair was brown... maybe red It swept about a face that seemed soft and heart shaped at first, but soon began to strike him as hard and calculating.

Before, to his puzzlement, becoming soft and welcoming once again.

A cold and involuntary chilled the length of his body.

Staring again at the image, it seemed as if it was smiling at him, but upon closer scrutiny it also looked to hold a hint of mockery rather than affection for whoever had taken the picture. 

If she did turn out to be his wife or a serious girlfriend, and he proved to be the photographer, he sure hoped he was wrong.

It was late in the morning when he reached the end of the back road and found the service station that intersected with a highway a sign proclaimed as “Route-17”. A road he was familiar with. Somehow knowing that it ran between Augusta and ended at the coast where it became Route-1 around Rockland.

But still the location of Pilgrim Beach escaped him and he hoped the service station attendant – or at least a map – could enlighten him.  

It was a small but clean looking place that sported two newish looking pumps and repair shop to the side of the main concession selling the usual merchandise travellers were likely to need.

The attendant, a surly natured fifty-something with a beard, grunted out his ignorance in regard of Pilgrim Beach and Shaun bought himself a map as well as a couple of energy-bars and a Gatorade and sat outside on a bench to drink it.

The attendant expressed no surprise about the absence of a car and Shaun offered none.

He found Pilgrim Beach on the map without difficulty. And saw that it was just north of a place called Thomaston about half way towards the point where 17 became 1.

Wherever he’d flown that plane from, he had not been far from his destination when it crashed. 

Either that, or he had been in one son-of-a-bitching hurry to get away he had made a mistake and got brought down.

Location found, he looked to his right and saw “MEN”. He nodded to himself. It was just what he wanted. His clothes, his hair and his face – if the surly guy’s appraisal of him rang true - needed a few emergency repairs before he could confront the population of Pilgrim Beach.

When he had worked out a means of getting there, he told himself.

He went in.

In a mirror, with most of the backing peeling away, he discovered that Shaun Yeats was rather good looking, if you overlooked the damage. His smooth skin was smeared with dirt and dried blood, with a slight stubble shadowing ever so slightly hollowed cheeks. The mop of tangled black hair had a lot of red splotches in it from the blood he’d lost. He filled the bowl with tepid water and began soaping his face and hands vigorously, even though it hurt. After washing most of the blood from his hair, he found a comb in a pocket and whipped some order into the matted, dark mass.

A different attendant to the surly guy was standing outside when Shaun left the restroom. An ageing man with no hair and bland features in a lined face that looked like an apple left too long in the sun. His grin was friendly, though.

“Thought I heard someone in there,” he said, tongue moistening his lips. “Car break down on yer?” he asked, reffing the empty forecourt.

“I’m hitching,” Shaun told him.

The grin broadened knowingly.

“Thumbing’s gone up market since my day, I reckon,” he said, running an eye over what was no less an expensive suit for being a little worse for wear after Shaun’s adventures of the night before. 

His eyes and grin reffing Shaun’s scratched face then: 

“You been fightin’ the local wildlife in between thumbs?”

Shaun shook his head and trotted out the lie he’d prepared beforehand.

“Got drunk last night and into a brawl. My so-called friends pitched me out of the car in a moment of playfulness.” 

He hoped he had put enough bitterness into the explanation to make it ring true and sighed with inner relief when the man chuckled softly. 

“Playful bunch, eh?” he said, extending a hand. “Name’s Ben. “Yo’ from around here?”

“Boston,” Shaun lied. “I’m staying in Pilgrim Beach.”

“Pilgrim Beach,” the old man cackled. “Hell, that’s a ways south and east o’here. Pretty isolated too. You might be lucky’n get a trucker going that direction but it’ll be sooner rather than later, I’m betting.”

He paused, swiveled his apple-like head and nodded.

“Tell y’what, son, if yer don’t mind waitin’ till after supper, I live in the same direction and I’ll be glad to run yer myself. Drop yo’ off where yo’ want to go. Could use some company, if I’m honest.” He hooked a thumb in the direction of the store and his surly colleague. Denzel’s not what you’d call scintillating company, bless him.” 

The observation won a laugh.

“That’s real nice of you,” Shaun told him. “But supper’s some time away yet. What would I do? Just sit here?”

“Hell no! In the back room there’s a cot. Been sleepin’ there myself sometimes rather than go home...”

A look of pain creased his dried-out features even more.

“Well... Since my wife passed along back a year or so.”

The pain lingered until he shook it off with a vigorous up and down movement of his head.

“Go’n get your head down. I’ll wake ye, come supper’n then we can take off.”

“I think that’s just what I’ll do Ben. Thanks.”

He turned and then turned back, thrusting out a hand of his own.

“The name’s Shaun, by the way.”

Then, amenities complete, and with the hunger gnawing at his stomach, Shaun took one of the energy bars from his pocket and began eating it. 

“S’funny,” his benefactor said, rubbing a cleanly shaved chin. “Yer don’t smell like no drunk. Ought to be some likker smell coming off y’son.”

“I was drinking vodka,” Shaun countered, wondering how he had pulled that from a mind that could not remember his past; taking another bite of the bar and hoping the man would buy the explanation.

“Bad stuff, vodka. Those Russians can have it?”

“I think my head agrees with you,” Shaun said with only a slightly forced laugh, chewing on the energy-bar for all he was worth and thinking of a big juicy steak.”

“Well, it ain’t for Ben Grenson,” his benefactor snorted. “Them Cossacks can have it.”

Shaun was saved from further conversation by a new station wagon pulling into the pumps. A young woman, dressed in a suit, cut the engine and honked the horn briefly. Ben waved and headed for the forecourt.

“Get some shut eye, son. I’ll wake yer later.”

“Thanks, Ben,” Shaun said before heading for the backroom, closing the door, falling onto it, and a moment later into a deep sleep...

*****
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...It was the woman in the picture. Sandy. She was staring out to sea with a forlorn look, a cell phone clutched tightly in one hand as if she were waiting on a call that could come through at any second. Her features were again warm and inviting and he felt his heart ache for the pain he could see she was enduring.

Her flaming red-hair was loose about her shoulders and she had wrapped herself in a shawl-like knit to take the edge of a wind that was whipping in from the Atlantic giving the autumnal air on the deck a chill and whipping a slate grey sea into, if not a frenzy, then at least a pique. She was wearing skin-tight designer denims that clung to her incredible legs as if they’d been contoured to them via a spray-can, emphasizing powerful and shapely thighs and the slightly exaggerated calf muscles below as they descended towards slender ankles and flawless feet with bubble-gum toes. Whatever was ailing her, he decided, there was no sign it was having an adverse effect on her grooming.

“Where are you, Shaun?” she spoke suddenly, eyes fixed upon the scudding and ever darkening clouds above as if they were high enough to be omnipresent and give her the answer she sought. “Why were you in the plane in the first place? Where were you going?”

Her palms came together as if in prayer and she closed her eyes, looking at any moment as if she were ready to genuflect.

“Please, my Lord,” she beseeched. “Please let Shaun be safe and well and return him to me intact.”

Her full and sensuous lips moved again, but before a recognisable word could exit the cell in her hand began a sunny musical chirp that was entirely out of sync with her mood.

“Yes?” she almost shouted into the phone, so great was her need for news and the anxiety not receiving any provoked.

“Dennis!” she almost screamed. “Tell me you’ve found him. Please! Tell me he’s safe and...”

Suddenly, as she halted in mid-plea and listened to her caller with fierce concentration, her lines began to blur into the surroundings until she was no more than an amorphous mass on the decking.

And then her lines took shape again.

Only differently.

This “Sandy” was no longer on the phone and she was no longer warm and inviting of feature. Though she was dressed identically to her previous incarnation, the lava-like tresses of her hair were now scraped from a cold and vengeful looking face and tied at the back to add to a severe expression that required no embellishment. Where before she had seemed genuinely distraught and fearful, she now had look of someone intent upon meting out... retribution.

Even the voice she raised to the scudding clouds and the sea below it that was gradually being stirred from pique to frenzy, held nothing of softness:

“You fucker!” she hissed, the burst of colour infusing her cold features the result of pure vindictive rage rather than anger for a sense of possible loss and the what might have befallen a beloved partner.

“Try and fly away from me, you cunt?” she questioned, as if her absent lover were there in front of her to hear her obscene rant. “When I get you back I’ll make your pathetic arse sorry it was ever given a crack.”

She raised a defiant head to the heavens, as if he was actually above her and able to hear, and spat:

“Your cock will be a long time before it ever gets to spurt its pathetic white cream again. That’s a promise.”

Her eyes became truly demonic in their intensity:

“That’s if I don’t decide to cut the fucking thing off and feed it to a passing fucking cat!” she screamed.

“Cunt!”

Her hands went to her waist in a movement that was both defiant and imperious; her chin still tilted upwards at the darkening skies:

“Hear that cunt?... Cunt... Cunt...”

...Hands were shaking his shoulders.

“Snap out of it son,” said Ben Grenson. “Yer having a mare.”

Shaun stared about him unable to come to terms with the fact that what he had just dreamed so vividly was a dream – despite the disturbing character swap at its centre.

“Slap some water on yer face then come’n have some supper. Then we can hit the road...” 
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Detective Dennis Green eased the pool-car to a halt outside 23 Pilgrim Beach and got out quickly. For a moment, he wasn’t sure whether Sandy Yeats would be there, but it was a long drive into headquarters and he didn’t want to go back to a dismal office, or even a lonely bachelor apartment. He shrugged and decided to try it.

She answered his knock almost at once, smiling him into the front room; though once again he was struck by how the smile itself did not seem to reach her eyes. For a moment, he allowed his eyes to drink in her body, almost wishing they could spear through the robe in which she was wrapped to take in the warm flesh beneath. The same he had fantasised over so many times; despite not caring for her on a personal level. 

But then sexual attraction, in his world at least, was seldom based upon goodness and character – and Sandy Yeats was a woman who had the unconscious ability to look beautiful under any circumstances. Dennis felt a thunder in his veins as he took a seat on the sofa. Only to rise again instantly when she nodded him towards the kitchen.

A shadow crossed her face momentarily as he sat at the table and she made them coffee. “I had a dream, Dennis. A bad dream.”

“About Shaun?”

She nodded and set a cup from a pot already made before him. There were no tears. She was not that kind of woman. Tears were what she inspired in others and, he suspected, took much pleasure in the so doing.  Her attachment to Shaun was never in doubt to him, but he sensed it was an attachment of the possessive kind on her part; almost as if she viewed the man as property.

“It’s been a while,” he told her, unable to stop his eyes zeroing in on her smooth and tan thighs as she took a seat and crossed them one over the other – slowly, as if knowing her effect upon him and drawing it out.

“He’s alive,” was her emphatic reply to the question both knew he had just asked.

“It’s possible,” he agreed, not believing it for a second. It was the twenty-first-century. If he was alive, new technology and tracking methods would have found him. Or at least a trace.

Sandy lifted a hand to brush the flaming red hair that in turn enflamed him into place and sipped at her coffee as Dennis studied her. She actually believed that her husband was alive and that he would be returned to her. Though, behind the concealment of the cup, her lips hardened as she thought of just how she would punish him for having had the temerity to take off when he was. 

Dennis, however, was wracked with a guilt that was at least a match for the lust he felt for the wife of a friend he knew had no emotional or social use. It was a selfish thing to think about, but he was in heat whenever he was near her and would have tried to take her long ago had it not been for her obsessive attachment to Shaun and his dark good looks and the fact the man was one of his few real friends. 

He took an unenthusiastic swallow of coffee – her kitchen skills another facet of her he found wanting - and settled the cup in its saucer. 

She was looking at him, eyes as ever giving him the impression she could read his thoughts.

“So you didn’t come all the way out here to give me any news?” she asked, the real question asked being why he had come at all.

“About Shaun? No.” 

He touched her arm and felt electricity shoot the length of his own. 

“Well, there’s still men out looking for him but... Far as the authorities go, they’ve pretty much given up ... and so should you.” He knew where he was going now and what had drawn him there, and despite his guilt and dislike of the woman herself he knew nothing would stop him now.

“Honey,” he went on, the endearment sounding just as false to him as he knew it truly was, “you’re young still. Attractive and sexy. It’s been over a month now and your life’s still on hold. Hell, another woman would have gone out and had a ball.”

“But I’m not another woman, am I?” she said, eyes holding his in a way that made him feel strange; almost as if he were... afraid.

Laughing at his own timidity, shallowness not even registering, he pressed on, the urge to sink his steel-hard cock into a molten-pussy he just knew would clamp itself around him until it had drawn every last gram of his manhood from him too powerful to ignore. 

“Listen, there’s some kind of a show on down in Thomaston. Want to go?”

“You think I should have that ‘ball’ with you, right?”

“Well... I...”

She shook her head. “Dennis, I know how you feel about me. But you should know that I’m far too much woman for you to handle.”

He could only stare back at her, stunned by what she had said. Apart from being a tenacious and diligent detective, he also had a reputation in the area as a gifted cocksman – the reason he was still single at thirty-seven. Her missing husband might be handsome, but...

“Do you really think you could satisfy me anyways close to how Shaun satisfies me?”

He felt his back stiffen under the insult and wondered if she was deliberately trying to anger him so that he wouldn’t take his attempted seduction any further. If she was she was doing a damn fine job of it – at least when it came to his anger. And how the hell would she know if he could satisfy her or not?  

“Not just close,” his ego stung him into retaliating.

“Yes,” she said serenely untroubled by his anger. “I’ve heard the ladies in Thomaston discussing your ‘Big Wang’.”

Dennis smiled, albeit grudgingly. The knowledge the women in town were speaking about his tackle edging his annoyance at having the woman he wanted to bed right now compare him unfavorably to another man. Even if that man was a missing friend. 

But she wasn’t through with him yet.

“If all I wanted was a big cock,” she told him, hearing the word on her lips for the first time other than in one of his own dreams making his own variation on a theme harden in his pants, “there’s no shortage of them to choose from. A lot of them far bigger than yours, I’m sure.”

“Yeah, but... he began to protest, only for her to cut him off.

“What if a big cock on its own just doesn’t do it for me?” she asked, going on before he could answer. What if got off on the owner of that cock being obedient to me; rather than thinking he was Mr Macho and god’s gift?”

He got a look on his face that told her he thought she was yanking his chain.

“What if I wanted someone who was man enough – the way my Shaun’s man enough – to admit I was the boss and do just what I wanted him to do and when and how I wanted him to do it?”

She allowed him time to mull it over, her confidence obvious, even if he was too preoccupied to spot the fact.

“Think you could be that man?” she asked at last.

“Is...? Is that...? You saying Shaun’s a...?”

He swallowed, truly never having considered the possibility as she finished his question for him.

“A submissive?”

He nodded and she laughed.

“Hell, no,” she told him. “Shaun’s his own man. With most people.” 

Her eyes lanced into his and, inexplicably, he felt his erection go from hard-to-harder.

“But, as that steel-bar in your trousers is telling you,” she smirked, “I’m not most people.”

Detective Dennis Green’s mouth worked but no sound came forth. He was seeing a side of the woman he hadn’t even guessed at, let alone expected to be up close and personal with. And he was in about as big a state of rut as he could ever recall.

“You are right about one thing though, Shaun isn’t here right now and you are.”

Hope leapt in his breast and any last lingering thoughts he had regarding a lost friend vanished as he pondered ramming his cock into her hot snatch and quelling forever any thoughts she might have of him not being “man enough” for her.

Breath catching in his throat as she moved her powerful thighs apart to reveal an absence of panties and a pristine and hairless snatch that looked for all the world as if it belonged on a virginal teen.

“So,” she began, amused at the way his eyes seemed magnetized to her pussy, “why don’t you put your mouth where the money is and give my lovely shaven cunt the worship it deserves.”

His gasp of shock at her words and lust for what they conveyed would have been audible out to sea.

“Good boy,” she said as, just as if he had been switched to some kind of auto-pilot, he slid from the chair to his knees and gazed at her mound and the sleek slit either side of her labia as if hypnotized.

He leaned his head in eagerly and was prevented from burying his tongue in her gash by a palm upon his forehead.

“Easy, Deputy,” she warned. “Show some finesse. I want you to woo this lovely superior cunt. Show it your respect. Revere it. Take your time and let your tongue worship every crack and crevice until it’s every ridge and cranny is imprinted upon your mind for any further use I might have of you.”

His head was straining against her palm to get to it now and she knew her scent was already embossing itself upon his subconscious with such power he would never be free of it again. He was not Shaun. Could never be Shaun. But, until such a time as she took possession of her most valued possession again, Detective Dennis Green was at least here.

“Impress me and do a really good job,” she went on, “and I might even let you jerk of the ‘Big Wang’ of yours against the sole of my foot.”

So far did this demeaning promise not diminish his desire for her, and the moment her hand left his forehead, Detective Dennis Green bobbed his head forward, slowly and with an effort of will, for his tongue to make contact with the heavenly nectar belonging to the pussy of his best friend’s wife for the first time.

Until, and if, Shaun Patrick Yates were found, it would be the first of many.

****
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“He’s gone, Den?” Sandy Yates told her husband’s best friend. “It’s been over a month and there’s still no trace of his plane. There’s no record of it having landed anywhere so it must have crashed. He’s laying out there cold and alone. I can feel it.”

“Stop, Sandy,” said Detective Dennis Green with the firmness his fondness, love even, for both husband and wife entitled him. “We don’t know anything right now and until we do its no use torturing yourself with pointless conjecture.”

“But...”

“But nothing. I agree it doesn’t look good and I’m about as torn up about it as you are. But people and planes have disappeared before – and for a whole lot longer – and turned up with the occupants alive and well.”

“Really, Den?” she asked, expression a mix of hope and sarcasm. “After a month, you truly believe that? We’re in Maine, not Siberia. How can a plane just go missing? I thought they were fitted with tracking-devices anyway.” Her hands went to her mouth with horror. “Do they work underwater? Perhaps he ditched in the...”

“No, Sandy!”

The firmness of his voice and the grip he took of her forearm stopped her in her tracks and staved off the hysteria she felt threatening to overwhelm her.

“His flight path was tracked going inland until he was out of local airspace. He did not ditch in the sea.”

Her shoulders slumped and, though she was no longer on the verge of hysteria, she was nowhere near convinced.

“There can be any number of reasons for his lack of communication and the fact the plane hasn’t been found.”

“Such as?”

Dennis shrugged. “For a start, if there was a crash landing the tracker could have been damaged upon impact.”

“Which doesn’t explain why the search helicopters have found nothing,” she said.

“Maine’s a big State, sweetheart. Verdant, when it’s not covered in snow. If it came down in heavy forest its likely a copter wouldn’t spot it immediately.”

“But they would if Shaun was alive and was trying to get attention,” she pointed out. “You know how smart he is. He’d find a way, even if he couldn’t get to the flares the plane carried.”

He took her hand in his gently.

“Look, sweetheart, you’re tearing yourself apart over what you can’t effect. All we can do is wait. I know it’s not what you want to hear but it’s all we’ve got. They’re still looking for him, I know that for sure. Though it would help if we had some idea of where he was going and why.”

She nodded dispiritedly.

“You still can’t think of a reason why he would have chartered that Cessna?”

Her head shook, still dispiritedly.

“Not a one. I’ve been through everything and so have you. There’s nothing in his diary or on his laptop... How did you get on with his cell-phone records?”

It was the Detective’s turn to shake his head, every bit as dispirited and mystified as his friend’s wife; even if he tried not to show it.  

“Zilcho. Nothing. Zip,” he told her. “The usual contacts. None of whom, like you, have a clue why he might need to fly anywhere – let alone in a tiny charter.”  

Suddenly, unable to bear it any longer, Sandy burst into a series of lung-busting sobs that threatened to overwhelm her.

Her husband, the reason for her continued existence, was gone. She knew it as sure as the pot of coffee she had put on for his best-friend over an hour before was congealing in the percolator. Shaun was gone.

She felt herself pulled upwards from her seat at the kitchen table and into the arms of her husband’s best friend, her face against his chest.

Sandy allowed it.

There was nothing sexual in the embrace, just two friends consoling each other over the possible loss of someone they both loved.

It was, for both, reassuring.

Even if it did nothing to lessen their misgivings on behalf of Shaun Patrick Yates.
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