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  CODENAME: DOMINOE

  By Trent Wolf
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    CATT (Covert Anti-Terrorism Taskforce) Field Office

    Denver, Colorado


    “So tell me about this operative you sent to Aspen.” Said Parker, the Section Chief for the Midwest Division.


    “She’s very good.” Answered Davis, Section Chief for the Florida Coast Division.


    “And she should be.”


    “Yes, I had a chance to read over her file.” Parker said. “She’s the result of some kind of DNA gene splicing and raised from infancy inside the Agency.” Davis quickly jumped in. “We made a deal with the British government when we started the Agency to counter biological weapons terrorism. In exchange for an IRA bomber hiding in the U.S., they dropped this gift in our laps some twenty odd years ago. From childhood she’s been trained to be the best CATT operative ever. We sent her through Army Ranger School, Navy Seal training, and the even through the Green Berets program. She passed every intelligence test with the highest scores, and she’s been trained in everything from foreign languages, martial arts, weapons, all the way to covert actions. We even sent her to the best French madam in the world to learn the latest, uh, how shall I put this, sexual arts…”


    “So where did these super genes of hers come from?” asked Parker.


    “The ‘father,’ as it were, was a British Secret Service agent.” Davis answered with increasing enthusiasm. “Her ‘mother’ was also an British espionage agent, but with a different, more underground agency. They were both very active in the 1960’s.”


    “Unbelievable. I hear she’s incredible.” Parker said with a smile.


    “Yes. But she has one minor flaw, though.” Davis said.


    “What’s that?” Parker asked.


    “She has a slight obsessive compulsive disorder.” Davis explained. “Small stuff like; she’ll get nervous when she sees someone’s shoe untied, or something crooked or out of place. Nothing that will get her killed out in the field hopefully. We’re dealing with it.”


    “Hmmm.” Parker said. “So what’s her current assignment?”


    “Right now, she should be at the home of John Ross Reeves.” Davis said as he looked over his files. “He was a big time oil baron in Texas, and he was one of the few who got out before oil prices fell in the 1980’s. He invested his fortune in hi tech computer stock and became an overnight billionaire. Now he’s a big time political donor. He knows just about everybody in the financial and political scene. Dominoe is there to find out how much he really does know. Especially about this meeting in Miami we’ve been trying to gather information on.”


    “Yes.” Parker said solemnly. “The meeting of the power elite. I heard some of the phone tapes from Washington. Very secretive.”


    “If I know Dominoe, she’s pumping Reeves for all the information he has right at this moment.” Davis said with a confident grin.

  

  
    Mountainside Home of J. R. REEVES

    Aspen, Colorado


    J. R. Reeves couldn’t believe his luck. Living as close as he did to one of the most exclusive ski resorts in Aspen, he was used to the occasional lost skier wandering off the slopes and onto his property. But it was the first time he had ever met one so damned beautiful and friendly. The young woman was wearing a white skintight snowsuit over her slender body, and she was physically perfect, from her toned legs, smooth rump, thin waist, and generous chest; she was everything a man could want in a woman. Her model like cheekbones accentuated her large brown eyes and full lips. The soft brown head of hair framed her striking features, and it was about all J. R. could do not to ask her to marry him right then and there. Of course, the fact that he was tied to his huge oak bed wearing nothing but his silk boxer shorts and cowboy boots while this luscious angel was busy pumping his cock with her hand might have had something to do with it.


    “Do you like this?” Dominoe asked as she stroked J. R. up and down in long deliberate motions while she gave him a smoldering look.


    J. R. could only nod his head in the affirmative. How did he let her talk him into this?


    He would never have normally done anything like this before, but there was something so compelling about this woman that he felt he would do anything she asked. From the moment she knocked on his door until now was a blurred memory. Now he was at her mercy, and she definitely seemed to know it.


    “Do you want me to put it in my mouth?” Dominoe asked as she gave him a pout of her sensuous lips and a gentle squeeze of her fist.


    J. R. gulped and then croaked in a Texas drawl, “Yes, ma’am.”


    “First I want you to do me a little favor.” Dominoe said as she put her mouth tantalizingly close to the head of his penis. J. R. could feel her warm breath on the skin and strained upwards with his hips to meet her lips, but she kept a subtle distance.


    “What?” J. R. asked with a slight desperation in his voice.


    “I want you to tell me exactly where the meeting in Miami will be Saturday.” Dominoe said, keeping a slow steady rhythm with her hand.


    J. R. suddenly became alarmed. How did she know about the meeting? He thought. Suddenly he realized that something wasn’t quite right.


    “What meeting?” J. R. asked.


    “Don’t be coy.” Dominoe said as she flicked her tongue across the tip of his cock.


    J. R. hissed and closed his eyes at the sensation. He desperately wanted himself inside her mouth, but he couldn’t just give up the information she wanted. He was sworn to secrecy.


    “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” J. R. said.


    ‘Hmmm.’ Dominoe thought. ‘He’s tougher than I gave him credit for. Maybe I should have used a stronger dose of the drug in his drink.’


    Dominoe was wondering about the effects of a drug with mind control capabilities created by CATT technicians. It was used mainly to extract information from informants along with other interrogation techniques. One of the side effects was a heightened state of arousal in the victim, especially when the volatile chemical contents were mixed alcohol.


    ‘I guess I’ll have to enhance his cooperation with my own technique.’ Dominoe thought.


    Dominoe began the slow and torturous process of teasing J. R. ‘s hapless cock with her hands, tongue and mouth. With all her best oral talents, she brought him again and again to the brink of orgasm, only to keep him from the final climax. After nearly half an hour, J. R. was an unsatisfied mess.


    “Please!” he begged her. “I can’t take it anymore!”


    “Are you ready to tell me what I want to know?” Dominoe asked.


    “Y-yes!” J. R. moaned. “Just let me come!”


    “Only after you tell me where the meeting is.” Dominoe said as she gave him a long wet lick with her tongue.


    “It’s in South Beach, Miami!” J. R. whimpered. “The man’s name is Savan. He’s got a secluded beachside mansion at 1000 Lexington. The meeting’s at 8:00 Saturday.”


    “Who’s going to be there?” Dominoe asked as she licked his swollen balls.


    “Anybody who’s anybody. Billionaires, captains of industry and finance, politicians, members of the U. N.; they’re all invited to meet with Savan.”


    Dominoe furrowed her eyebrow and then asked J. R. “Who is he?”


    “I have no idea.” J. R. moaned. “He’s connected to everyone somehow. He wants to gather them together for some kind of secret soiree. That’s all I know, I swear!”


    Just then, Dominoe heard a distant whine outside and got up to go to look out the second story windows and saw several snowmobiles racing down the hill toward the house.


    “Sorry to leave you hanging.” Dominoe apologized as she pulled on her boots. Before she ran out the bedroom door, she stopped to adjust a slightly crooked painting on the wall. She rushed down to the first floor, grabbed her backpack, and went out the door, grabbing her snowboard along the way. She slammed her boots down into the snowboard footholds and took off down the mountain as the snowmobiles came nearer. Most of the machines sped off after Dominoe, while one stopped at the house. One rider, dressed in white commando gear, climbed off and entered the house with an automatic weapon drawn. Once the commando entered the bedroom and discovered J. R. bound on the bed, a hood and goggles were was pulled off to reveal the face of a beautiful statuesque blonde.


    “Who are you?” J. R. asked in surprise at the prospect of two stunning women in one day. Hopefully, she wouldn’t want to torture him sexually as well. He couldn’t take any more.


    “My name is Sable.” She answered with a cool expression on her face. “Who was here with you?”


    “I…uh.” J. R. stammered, as he realized he never asked her name. “I don’t know.”


    “What did she want?” Sable asked, walking to bed menacingly.


    “What do you think she wanted?” J. R. said as he looked down at his quickly deflating member as fear started to overcome him.


    “Tell me exactly what she said.” Sable said as she put the muzzle of her gun to his groin.


    “She wanted to know where the meeting was.” J. R. answered nervously as he willed her not to pull the trigger with his mind. He didn’t want to lose his best friend.


    “What did you tell her?” Sable asked, pushing the weapon painfully into his crotch. “Don’t lie. I’ll know it.”


    “I told her where it was.” J. R. gulped.


    Sable looked at him with her steely green eyes. “You fool. Consider your invitation rescinded.”


    Sable then turned to walk away, leaving J. R. still handcuffed to his bed.


    “Wait!” J. R. shouted in panic. “You can’t leave me like this!”


    Without even blinking or aiming, Sable turned, fired two bursts from her automatic weapon to break the chains of the handcuffs above J. R. ‘s wrists. Then she slipped out of the room without a word.


    Meanwhile, the snowmobiles were in fast pursuit of Dominoe, who was expertly maneuvering her snowboard around trees and outcropping rocks and snowdrifts. Bullets whiffed past her head and puffed up the snow dangerously close by as the commandos fired at her with automatic weapons. She had scouted this location in advance and headed straight to a cliff with a huge drop. Dominoe headed straight off the edge and pulled the small parasail ripcord from her backpack as the snowmobiles skidded to a halt above and behind her. One snowmobile was unable to stop in time and skidded off the edge to the rocks hundreds of feet below while Dominoe used her parasail handles to glide down safely away from her pursuers. A few shots were fired in her direction, but she was now too far way for them to do any damage. Dominoe reached the foot of the mountain to the resort cabins, and within a few hours, she was safely on her way to Miami.

  

  
    South Beach Miami, Florida

    The Next Day


    At the beach side mansion of Savan, a billionaire of unknown descent, Sable was busy entertaining her boss by massaging his back with hot oil. Not with her hands, but with her oiled up full sized breasts. Savan groaned as his lethal bodyguard, assassin and playmate tended to his sore muscles. He had just spent the afternoon fucking Sable’s brains out.


    “So, do you have any idea who this woman was?” Savan asked Sable as she slid her glistening body up and down his back while straddling his hips.


    “My guess is a covert CATT operative.” Sable answered.


    “Do you think she’ll actually show up here?” Savan asked as he turned over underneath Sable to get a good look at her incredible body.


    “I hope so.” Sable answered with a slight smile, savoring the thought of what she would like to do to an actual live CATT operative.


    “You are evil, you know that?” Savan commented as he reached up for her slippery nipples and pinched them in his fingers.


    Sable winced and gasped and began grinding her hips on her mentor.


    “Did you get a good look at her?” Savan asked.


    “No.” Sable said as she rubbed his chest. “But I’m sure I won’t have a problem rooting her out. She’ll probably show up posing as some of the entertainment for your little party tomorrow.”


    “Then obviously we’ll have to be on our toes won’t we?’ Savan said as he grabbed Sable by the hair and pulled her down roughly to kiss her on the lips and then jammed his tongue into her mouth. Sable moaned and then reached between her smooth thighs to grab Savan’s cock and guided it into her wet opening. Soon, she was humping Savan again for the sixth time with intense force.

  

  
    South Beach Florida

    Friday Evening


    A large black power boat rumbled slowly in the dark waters and came to a halt. A CATT agent dressed in dark fatigues tossed an anchor overboard while Dominoe exited the cabin wearing a dark blue wetsuit and scuba gear.


    “Did I ever tell you how good you looked in that?” The agent Rook said as he admired Dominoe’s body in the form fitting wetsuit.


    “Keep your filthy thoughts to yourself.” Dominoe said with a smile that broke Rook’s heart.


    The other team agent Bishop exited the cabin and told Dominoe, “All systems are go. Are you ready?”


    “Ready as I’ll ever be.” Dominoe answered as she turned on the regulator of her miniature compressed air tank. There would be enough air to get her to shore in a one-mile swim.


    Dominoe gave each of them a pump of her fist on their shoulders, and the two men returned the gesture of solidarity. Then they all took turns repeating an ominous phrase.


    “No one dies.”


    Dominoe adjusted her mask, and flipped backward into the choppy water. After a few minutes of silence, Bishop spoke up. “She likes me more.” “In your wet dreams, pal.” Rook snapped back and went back to the cabin.

  

  * * *


  
    By 9:00 p.m., the huge ballroom in Savan’s beach side mansion was filled with some of the most powerful men from all over the world. Each one of them were filling themselves with rich food and drink while being attended to by beautiful, exotic and statuesque escorts provided generously by Savan for their entertainment. The women were of nearly every color and size in order to please any taste, and each of them were clearly intent on making the best impression on the powerful men.


    As the evening went on, some of the men went away to specially prepared bedrooms to get better acquainted with their new beautiful escorts, taking advantage of their obvious willingness to satisfy the men’s every whim and desire. Outside, under the moonlit sky, a dark figure swam up out of the lapping ocean waves and moved swiftly across the beach behind the mansion to a hidden area behind a sand dune.


    There, Dominoe peeled off her scuba gear down to her bra and panties. After she hid her tanks, suit, goggles and flippers, she took a water proof pouch and removed a short black wrinkle free dress and slipped it on along with some diamond jewelry. She pinned her hair up with a clip and then slipped on some high heel pumps. She turned the pouch inside out to create an elegant handbag and used it to carry her makeup. Each item was cleverly disguised, and in reality, were all lethal objects and explosives. She took a deep breath and headed up the beach toward the back entrance of the house.


    As expected, an armed guard met Dominoe, and shined a flashlight in her face.


    “Are you lost?” the guard asked.


    “Yes.” Dominoe said in her most innocent voice. “I’m here for the party. Am I late?”


    The guard looked at her and shook his head. He was almost tempted to take advantage of the situation, but though better of it.


    “Go right up these steps.” The guard said as he pointed her to a wooden set of stairs leading up the cliff to the mansion.


    “Thank you.” Dominoe said as she headed for the stairs. “Sorry.”


    Once Dominoe was out of hearing range, the guard spoke into his headset. “She’s on her way up.”


    Inside the mansion, Sable received the message and whispered into Savan’s ear as he was speaking to one of his guests. Savan smiled and looked toward the back entry doors in anticipation.


    “Excuse me a moment.” Savan told the ambassador he was speaking to, and stepped away as Dominoe was entering the party.


    Dominoe walked into the lavish setting, and before she could even get a good look around, a handsomely dressed man met her with a charming smile.


    “I’m glad you could make it.” Savan said in a smooth voice. “I am Savan.” Something about him puzzled her. Dominoe could not detect a discernable accent with her years of foreign language and speech lessons.


    “Hi. I’m Kerri.” Dominoe said with a sweet Midwest accent. Like a farm girl who just stepped off the bus.


    “Of course you are.” Savan said with a grin. “Let me get you something to drink.”


    “I’ll have a martini.” Dominoe said. “Shaken not stirred.”


    “Absolutely,” Savan replied. “Come with me, I’ll make it for you myself.”


    Savan led Dominoe to a vacant bar and quickly made her drink while Sable watched from across the room. Her cold green eyes betrayed a hint of jealousy.


    “You have a very beautiful home.” Dominoe said trying to make conversation. Then she looked around and said, “Isn’t that the head of the JLM Corporation?’


    “Why yes it is.” Savan said with a smile as he handed Dominoe her martini.


    “Would you like to meet him later?”


    “Oh wow.” Dominoe said, feigning excitement. “I don’t know what I’d say to him.”


    “I’m sure you’d think of something.” Savan said as he mixed his own drink, a carbon copy of hers. Dominoe watched him carefully and reached into her handbag surreptitiously to palm a small vial of her mind control drug. All she would have to do is get it into his drink and then get him alone to extract all the information she could from him.


    “Do you have anything to munch on?” Dominoe asked. “I’m starved.”


    “Of course.” Savan said as he turned away for a moment to wave over a food servant.


    In the blink of an eye, Dominoe dumped the clear, odorless and tasteless contents of her vial into Savan’s martini.


    From across the room, Sable watched and quickly whispered into a microphone hidden in the decorative pin of her revealing evening gown.


    “She put something in your drink.” Came a voice in the tiny receiver hidden in Savan’s right ear. His shoulder length hair kept it hidden from Dominoe’s view.


    Just then a man walked up and introduced himself to Savan and Dominoe. Dominoe recognized him as well known politician in Washington. He made it clear that he was very interested in her as Savan looked on in amusement. When the politician slipped her his business card, Dominoe set her martini down on the bar to take it and put it in her small purse. It was the opportunity Savan needed to trade glasses with her while her back was turned.


    When the politician walked away, Dominoe turned back to give Savan her undivided attention. She watched as he sipped the drink from his glass.


    “It’s a little warm and smoky in here.” Dominoe commented as picked up her glass and sipped her own martini. “Is there someplace we could go and talk? Alone.”


    Savan smiled and took Dominoe by the hand and left the noisy room while Sable glared angrily from across the room.


    Savan led her upstairs to one of his empty spacious rooms. He closed the huge doors behind him and locked the doors, explaining, “For privacy.”


    Dominoe smiled at him and took another sip of her drink as she watched Savan walk over to a large mahogany desk and sit down in the leather chair behind it. She was starting to feel odd and wondered too late if he had slipped something into her drink. With sudden horror, she realized that she was feeling the side effects of the mind control drug she had sworn he was drinking now. Somehow he had switched their glasses. It had to have been by accident, because there was no way he could have known what she had done.


    Dominoe now had to be careful of what she said and hope that he was unaware of the situation. All he would have to do is ask her to say or do anything and she would have to comply without question. The worse thing was that she had poured a full dose in the glass.


    The drug’s side effects were already working within her, and she felt a warm sensation between her legs. She tried to fight it, but it was no use. Dominoe was getting more stimulated and aroused by the minute.


    “You are very beautiful.” Savan said as he sat back comfortably in his chair as Dominoe stood before him. “Why don’t you come and sit on my lap?”


    ‘Oh no, here it comes.’ Dominoe thought. He was obviously making sexual overtures.


    She hoped that was all he wanted. That she could handle. Then she had to figure out a way to get out of the situation as quickly as possible.


    Dominoe walked around the desk and turned her hips around gracefully to sit on Savan’s lap. She then put her hands on his shoulders and crossed her shapely legs provocatively.


    “Well here we are. Alone.” Savan said as he wrapped his own hands around her svelte waist. “What did you want to talk about?”


    “I want to know all about you.” Dominoe said innocently as she squirmed slightly in his lap. Being this close in contact with him made her feel warm inside. She wanted to kiss him, but fought the desire and tried to concentrate on only talking to him.


    “There’s not much to tell.” Savan said as he ever so slowly let his hand slip down her waist and across her smooth thigh. The hem of Dominoe’s short black dress was hiked up dangerously close to the top of her thighs, and since she wore no hosiery, Savan could feel the silky smooth bare skin of her legs.


    The feel of Savan’s hands gave Dominoe chills and made her light headed. She had to take a deep breath to gather her senses back.


    “Are you alright?” Savan asked. “You seem a little flushed.”


    “I’m fine.” Dominoe said with a pretty blushing smile. “It’s just that there’s something about you?”


    Savan smiled to himself as he realized that this woman seemed to be under the influence of whatever drug was meant for him. Whatever it was, it seemed to make her extremely attracted to him. Apparently the drug was meant to make him weak and aroused, most likely so that she could get valuable information from him. He decided to try and see if what he thought was correct.


    “Is there something that you’d like to do with me?” Savan asked, looking into her eyes.


    Dominoe licked her lips, closed her eyes for a moment, and nodded yes. She began to shift and wiggle more and more in his lap as the conversation went on. When she felt the bulge in his pants under the sheer fabric of her dress, she was overcome with desire.


    “Tell me what you’d like to do.” Savan said.


    Dominoe looked deep into his eyes and told him, “I want to make love to you.”


    Dominoe then planted her luscious lips on his mouth and kissed Savan passionately as she shifted her lithe body around to straddle him in the leather chair. The chair creaked back as Dominoe hiked her dress up and then pushed herself onto the willing Savan. She reached down between his legs to fondle his erection inside his pants as she continued kissing and licking his mouth, neck and ears.


    Savan groaned as he enjoyed the beautiful young girl’s attentions. He reached around to fondle her firm ass cheeks as she rocked on top of him, and was pleasantly surprised to find her wearing thong panties with string ties. Savan deftly untied them and slipped the panties off between her legs, making Dominoe gasp.


    Dominoe couldn’t wait any longer. Her desire had completely taken over, and now she was desperate to have him inside her. With both hands she quickly opened his pants and pulled out his full erection. She gave him a few gentle pumps with her fist and then spread herself wide over the tip and slowly impaled herself on his shaft.


    “Aaaaaaah!” Dominoe gasped as she slid herself down completely on Savan.


    Already wet inside, Savan slipped easily into her and soon Dominoe began to roll her hips back and forth until she found a comfortable rhythm.


    Savan groaned at the stimulating sensation and reached up to place his palms on her thin waist as she worked on top of him. He looked up to watch her sensuous expression as Dominoe pumped him. Her head was thrown back, her eyes closed, and lips parted as she gasped and moaned with pleasure.


    Savan waited until Dominoe was in the full throes of sexual passion when he finally asked her, “What was it that were putting in my drink?”


    Dominoe was too overcome with her own stimulation that she didn’t understand what he had asked at first. She opened her eyes and looked at Savan, still humping his cock.


    “What?” Dominoe asked.


    “Tell me what you were putting into my drink.” Savan repeated.


    A rush of adrenaline rushed through Dominoe’s body and her heart began to race as she realized that Savan was aware of what she had attempted. She stopped her movements.


    “Don’t stop.” Savan ordered her, pushing his hips up to get her moving again.


    “Just answer my question.”


    “It’s… um… a mind control serum.” Dominoe said as she planted her pumps on the floor and began fucking him again.


    “Were you sent by the CATT?” Savan asked as he reached up to fondle Dominoe’s breasts and cleavage at the top of her tight dress.


    Dominoe struggled to fight the powerful urge to answer his questions, but it was no use.


    “Yes… Unnnnh!” Dominoe moaned as Savan gave her a quick upward thrust.


    “How long does the drug last?” Savan asked.


    “Twenty four… um… hours.” Dominoe answered reluctantly.


    “Well.” Savan said with a leering grin. “We’ll have to take full advantage of this unique opportunity.”


    Savan grabbed Dominoe by the bottom and stood up as he lifted her up onto his large desk. Once there, he pushed her down flat onto her back and proceeded to give the helpless covert CATT operative a long hard fuck as she writhed and groaned on the desktop.


    Dominoe was simply overwhelmed by Savan inside her along with the drug’s effects on her system. It was only minutes later when she felt the first intensifying sensations of an oncoming orgasm. When Savan recognized the tell tale sign that Dominoe was about to climax, he cruelly pulled out of her and left her gasping desperately on the desk.


    “Please.” Dominoe begged as she tried to wrap her legs around his waist to pull him back toward her. “Don’t… stop!”


    “Do you want more?” Savan asked with a grin.


    “Yes!” Dominoe panted and pleaded. “Don’t leave me like this!”


    Savan grabbed Dominoe’s firm hips and flipped her over onto her stomach. He grabbed her slender ankles and bent her legs back until the heels of her patent leather pumps touched her tight ass cheeks. He then spread her apart and placed his cock at the opening of her wet slit and plunged it in deep.


    Dominoe let out a short high-pitched scream as Savan entered the ultra sensitive walls of her tight vagina. She gripped the edge of the desk with her hands as Savan began to pound her from behind.


    As Dominoe gasped and tossed her head from side to side, Savan thrust hard with intense force, trying to drill her as deep as he could. After several minutes, Dominoe was feeling the welcome return of her lost orgasm. Savan grabbed her by the hair and bent down to bite her shoulder as he pumped her. Dominoe winced and began to shudder as the wave of orgasmic pleasure consumed her totally. All she could think of was the cock slamming inside of her and how she never wanted it to stop.


    Savan allowed Dominoe to have her orgasm, but now it was his turn. He pulled out of Dominoe and grabbed her up off the desk to turn her around.


    “Get down on your knees.” Savan ordered Dominoe as he placed a hand on her head and pushed her down into a kneeling position before him.


    Dominoe was suddenly face to face with Savan’s throbbing red member. She glanced up at Savan who was looking down at her with a taunting expression.


    “Open your mouth.” Savan ordered as he took Dominoe by her soft brown locks. Dominoe complied willingly and was instantly fed Savan’s full erection past her full pouted lips. She puckered her cheeks and sucked him until he reached the back of her throat. Once there, Savan held her head still so he could savor the wonderful wet sensation of her warm mouth engulfing his member.


    Dominoe used her tongue to roll and swirl around Savan’s penis within her mouth as she began to slide her moist lips back and forth slowly around it. She turned her head from side to side as she sucked every inch of him. The longer she pleasured him, the more she wanted to taste until she was completely immersed with the task of making him come in her mouth.


    Savan tensed up when he could no longer take Dominoe’s expert oral techniques. He began to shiver and then exploded inside her mouth as Dominoe began to moan with excitement when she first felt his climax. When the fluid hit the back of her throat, she swallowed gratefully, as another orgasm trembled through her own body.


    After Savan had spent his full load, he pulled out and sat back into his leather chair, breathless, as Dominoe fell forward on her hands and knees, exhausted from the encounter.


    Savan looked down at Dominoe with relish and spoke into his lapel microphone. “Sable, would you come upstairs?”

  

  * * *


  
    Sable received Savan’s communication and hurried upstairs to Savan’s private room and found him alone with Dominoe. Dominoe was still on her hands and knees upon the Persian rug, recovering from her sexual encounter with Savan. She was also still fully under the influence of the mind control drug that was meant for the mysterious billionaire.


    “Sable. I want to introduce you to our guest. She’s the CATT agent you let escape in Aspen.” Savan said as he sat with his feet up on his desk and lit up a large Cuban cigar.


    “Her name is Kerri. Or so she says.”


    Savan’s obvious intent was to antagonize his temperamental protégé into anger and succeeded. Sable, jealous of what she knew had just happened between her lover and the young CATT agent, immediately walked over to Dominoe and grabbed her by the hair. She pulled a small dagger from a hidden place and put it to the soft throat of Dominoe.


    “Don’t.” Savan said nonchalantly. “I want her alive.”


    Sable shot an angry glance at Savan and hissed, “What?”


    “She’s very valuable right now.” Savan explained. “She’s under the influence of a drug that was meant for me.”


    “What kind of drug?’ Sable asked, loosening her grip on Dominoe.


    Savan grinned and puffed his cigar proudly, “A mind control serum.”


    “Are you serious?” Sable said looking down at Dominoe as she realized the agent was putting up no fight at all.


    “Yes.” Savan said. “She will tell us anything we want to know about her agency, and she will do anything we tell her for the next 24 hours.”


    Sable paused to ponder the possibilities and grinned at Savan. “Anything?”


    “Why don’t you take her to our recreation room” Savan suggested as he got up from his desk to leave the room. “I have to finish entertaining my guests. You’ll have a few hours alone to entertain each other, and then I’ll join you around midnight.”


    With that Savan closed the door behind him and left Dominoe alone with Sable, who was obviously pleased with the situation. With her fist still clutching Dominoe’s curly locks, she pulled her up roughly by the hair and then pulled Dominoe toward the door with a painful arm grip.


    “You and I are going to have a little fun.” Sable whispered to Dominoe with delight.


    Dominoe was feeling weak and pliant and still fully aroused. She had made a huge mistake, and now she was going to pay dearly for it.

  

  * * *


  
    Offshore a mile way, Rook watched the mansion with high-powered binoculars. After awhile, he got anxious and peeked into the boat’s cabin and asked Bishop,


    “Any communication yet?”


    “It’s only been an hour.” Answered Bishop, as he stared at his glowing computer and radar screens.


    “How long are we supposed to give her?” Asked Rook.


    “As long as she needs.” Bishop answered. “You heard the orders.”

  

  * * *


  
    Back at the mansion, Dominoe was led down a hidden flight of stairs to a room located below the mansion. Dominoe looked around and was quickly alarmed and disturbed. The walls were mostly covered with either mirrors or latex. It was softly lit and well decorated except for the unusual black metal contraptions scattered around the room. The main set piece was an unusually large round bed covered with black satin sheets and pillows. It was the most exotic dungeon she had ever seen.


    Once the door was closed and locked behind them, Sable grabbed Dominoe by the shoulders and spun her around to face the wall and pushed her up hard against it, making sure her hands were placed flat. She also gently kicked Dominoe’s legs wider apart.


    “Don’t move.” Sable ordered as she squatted down and began to run her hands up ever so slowly up Dominoe’s smooth legs, savoring their silky texture. “Do you have any hidden weapons or devices?”


    “Not in this dress.” Dominoe answered with a smart tone, mocking her captor. Sable paused for a moment and decided to let the remark slide by.


    Dominoe shivered, and her body began to tingle when she felt Sable’s palms ride up the sides of her thighs and then up under the hem of her tight dress. She could feel herself getting wet all over again.


    When Sable reached under her dress and found that Dominoe had nothing on underneath, she asked Dominoe, “Where are your panties?”


    “Your master took them off.” Dominoe answered with her first sarcastic instinct and then wished she hadn’t said it.


    Sable stood up quickly and with a lighting quick motion, turned Dominoe around and struck her open handed across the face, stunning Dominoe to attention. She saw the blow coming and would have normally fended it off in defense, but the drug’s effects made her reflexes painfully slow.


    “From now on, you’ll answer with the proper tone.” Sable snarled, inches from her face. Do you understand?”


    Dominoe looked back into Sable’s eyes and then weakly nodded ‘yes’.


    Sable then began the slow process of finishing her full body search of Dominoe, lingering over her private areas with relish as Dominoe became increasingly stimulated with Sable’s intimate attentions.


    Sable watched with delight as Dominoe began to close her eyes and sigh as she ran her hands delicately over her breasts and between her legs.


    “You like this, don’t you?” Sable asked as she ran her palm gently over Dominoe’s now exposed mound, barely skimming the trim hairs between her legs.


    “Yes.” Dominoe sighed. She couldn’t lie. It did feel wonderful, but she wanted more from the tall beautiful blonde who was bringing her up to heightening levels of pleasure.


    “What do you want me to do now?” Sable asked, her mouth only an inch from Dominoe’s.


    “Kiss me.” Dominoe said with a breathless sigh.


    “Say please.” Sable ordered with sadistic pleasure as she inserted a finger delicately inside Dominoe’s slit and pulled her closer.


    “Please!” Dominoe begged as her body shivered in Sables arms. Sable teased Dominoe for several seconds, bringing her lips close and then pulling back.


    Dominoe pouted and moaned at every taunting movement until Sable finally brought her glossed lips to Dominoe and kissed her fully on the mouth. They exchanged long wet kisses, exploring each other with their swirling tongues until they were both in the throes of warm passion, their bodies pressing and moving up against each other. While they kissed, Sable finished removing Dominoe’s dress and left her wearing nothing but her jewelry and high heel pumps.


    When Sable finally broke a way from the kiss, she told Dominoe. “I need to get out of this dress and into something for appropriate for our little party. Come with me.”


    Dominoe was led over to one of the metal contraptions located in one corner of the room.


    Sable guided Dominoe into a rectangular frame with wrist and ankle straps located at the top and bottom corners. Sable took great care to strap Dominoe in securely until she was positioned spread eagle and vertical. Then she gave Dominoe a little impish grin before she turned a lever, which unlocked the axles at the frame midsections. Dominoe suddenly found herself being turned 180 degrees until she was hanging upside down.


    The new position was disorienting to Dominoe, and she made a half hearted attempt to pull at the thick Velcro straps, but her weakened condition would made escape impossible.


    “This is one of my favorites to be in.” Sable said as she turned a crank to raise the frame until Dominoe’s crotch was at the level of her face. Sable finally locked the whole frame in place and took a step back to admire Dominoe’s body stretched out on the rack.


    “I’m sorry, I can’t resist this.” Sable said. She reached around to grasp Dominoe’s firm ass cheeks and planted her lips tenderly on Dominoe’s trim mound. She then ran her tongue up and down and around Dominoe’s wet slit.


    Dominoe whimpered and cried out in ecstasy as she arched and twisted her body in the frame helplessly as Sable teased her clit. The sensation of Sable’s tactile tongue on her most sensitive area was driving her wild.


    “Do you like that?” Sable asked with a grin.


    Dominoe, desperate for release, sighed, “Yesss!”


    Sable gave her a few more tongue-lashings and then asked, “Do you want me to make you come?”


    “Unnnnh! Yes!” Dominoe gasped as she tossed her head from side to side.


    “You didn’t say the magic word.” Sable taunted her.


    “Please!” Dominoe begged desperately.


    “I’m going to change first.” Sable said with a wicked grin. “Be a good girl until I get back.”


    Dominoe moaned in disappointment as Sable cruelly walked away, leaving Dominoe highly charged up and unfinished.

  

  * * *


  
    Downstairs in the ballroom, Savan was busy chatting with his powerful guests. Over the next two hours, as they left one by one for the evening, Savan made a point to give each one of them a gift to pass on to their respective world leaders.


    “Please make sure the Prime Minister gets this.” Savan told a British Parliament member.


    “Will do.” The Briton assured him. “The evening was absolutely smashing.”


    Savan smiled and sent the tipsy white-haired gentleman and his lovely companion out to their awaiting limousine. When the last guest was out the door around midnight, Savan took a deep breath, smiled with satisfaction, and headed downstairs. Now it was time to get to know his new houseguest a little better. He could only imagine what his assistant Sable had been doing to entertain the beautiful young CATT agent.


    Savan unlocked the door to the recreation room and was amused at what he had found.


    Sable had trussed Dominoe up in a classic hog tie position with her ankles neatly crossed and her pumps still on her feet to accentuate her toned calves. A white rubber ball gag was tucked firmly in Dominoes mouth and strapped snug around her head. She was lying on her stomach with her head propped up on a satin pillow with Sable lying next to her. It was only when Savan walked closer did he hear and see that Sable was busy toying with the area between Dominoe’s shivering legs. Sable had a large chrome vibrator inserted inside Dominoe and the gentle hum was being drowned out by Dominoe’s muffled cries.


    “I’ve been trying to interrogate her.” Sable said with a smirk. “But she hasn’t been very talkative.”


    “Very amusing.” Savan said as he looked on.


    “Mmmmmph!” Dominoe whimpered as Sable pushed the cylinder in a little deeper. Her body was covered with beads of perspiration, and there was a large wet spot under her waist from the juices dripping down from her quivering crotch. Her body was numb from the multiple mind-blowing orgasms Sable had produced from her.


    “I haven’t had anyone to practice my knots with.” Sable said proudly as Savan admired her handiwork with the nylon ropes. “What do you think?”


    Savan only grinned and began to remove his jacket. The vision of the nude young agent tied up and gagged, along with his busty assistant wearing all-black latex bustier, g-string, stiletto ankle boots, leather collar and elbow length gloves, was sublime.


    “I think she would look much better in the recliner, don’t you?” Savan said to Sable.


    Sable’s eyes brightened and she immediately went to work untying Dominoe’s bonds.


    Dominoe sighed with relief when her ankles and wrists were freed and the stifling ball gag was removed from her mouth. Her jaw was stiff and it took a few minutes for it to loosen up. She stood up wearily as Sable pulled her by the arm and led her to a soft leather recliner that was elevated waist high on chrome legs.


    “Sit up here.” Sable instructed Dominoe. Dominoe sat up on the chair and allowed herself to be pushed down until she lay flat on her back. There were two leg stirrups under the chair, which were pulled out by Sable and locked into place. Sable then took Dominoes slender legs and placed each high-heeled foot into the footholds and strapped in so that her knees were cocked and pointed upwards. Once her body was adjusted comfortably, Sable strapped her wrists down snugly at the sides of the recliner.


    “What are you going to do?” Dominoe asked. It was obvious what their intentions were, but their silence was disturbing as they went about their preparations.


    “We’re going to give you the ride of your life.” Savan said with a smile as he took his time removing his clothes.


    Dominoe’s adrenaline was rushing through her tingling body and the sexual tension of the situation was at the limit as she imagined what her captors had in store for her. One part of her wanted to escape and take out these two, but another more overwhelming part of her wanted to experience more of their stimulating attentions. Once the twenty-four hours had passed, she would be free to put all her efforts into escape…if she was still alive.


    Once Savan was undressed he walked over behind Dominoe’s head which was sitting on a headrest built into the recliner. Meanwhile, Sable was grinning at her and walking up between her legs. When Dominoe tried to lift her head up to see what Sable was going to do, Savan turned a lever to drop the headrest until Dominoe’s head tilted back almost upside down. Savan was looking down at her with his erection inches from her face.


    “You seemed so eager when you did this earlier, that I wanted to let you have another go at it.” Savan said as he gripped his cock and rubbed it across her full lips.


    Dominoe closed her eyes and opened her mouth to take him in, but Savan held back.


    Puzzled, she opened her eyes as Sable giggled. Dominoe then strained and tried to move, but she was held firmly in place by the straps. All she knew at that moment was that she had to have him in her mouth. She even tried desperately to just taste him with her extended tongue, but he held it cruelly away from her as Sable watched her torment with sadistic delight.


    “I think she’s had enough.” Savan said as he looked at Sable. Then he plunged his cock into Dominoe’s puckered lips.


    Sable was becoming aroused and breathing heavily as she watched her mentor ravage Dominoe’s mouth. She looked at him with an anxious and pleading look, as if waiting for his permission to act. She reached into the front of her panties and began toying with herself until Savan gave her a signal with a nod of his head. Like a dog trained to obey, Sable knelt down on a padded ledge between Dominoes legs and buried her mouth on Dominoe’s quivering slit.


    Dominoe opened her eyes wide at the sudden sensation on her most private and sensitive area. With Savan’s cock still in her mouth, she gave out a surprised


    “Mmmmmph!”


    For the next hour, Savan fucked Dominoe orally while Sable licked, kissed and fingered her slick opening, bringing Dominoe to the brink of orgasm, and then sadistically denying her each time.


    Finally, Savan pulled out of Dominoe and told Sable. “Time to switch.”


    Sable stood up and quickly traded places with Savan. For another two hours, Savan slammed Dominoe’s tight sheath hard while Sable thrust her own sweet pussy into Dominoe’s face, allowing her to lick her dripping slit until she exploded in orgasmic pleasure several times. Savan thrust into her furiously until he unleashed his own load deep inside Dominoe’s belly.


    When Savan and Sable were both finished with Dominoe’s exhausted body, Savan told his satiated assistant, “It’s time for me to interrogate her.”


    Sable, exhausted and sweating as she lay on the bed, suggested, “Why don’t we take her to the steam room?”


    “Excellent idea.” Said Savan. “I could use a nice hot steam bath after all this strenuous activity.”

  

  * * *


  
    Offshore in the Blacks Ops boat, Rook and Bishop were becoming more anxious by the hour. Rook opened a compartment and started gathering some scuba gear.


    “What the hell are you doing?” Bishop asked, watching as Rook put on a black insulated wet suit.


    “I’m going in.” Rook said with a grim expression as he grabbed his weapons.


    “What the fuck does it look like I’m doing?”


    “You can’t do that.” Bishop reminded him. “Orders are to stand down until we get a signal.”


    “The hell with that.” Rook barked. “She’s never taken this long. Something’s wrong.”


    “It’s your ass if you fuck up her mission.” Bishop said emphatically. “I want you to know I’m not on board with you on this.”


    “Duly noted. I’ll take that under advisement, skipper.” Rook said as he popped an ammo clip into his MAC-10. “If you don’t hear from me in an hour, send the fucking cavalry.”


    Bishop watched as Rook went over the side of the boat and disappeared into the dark water. Bishop hated working black ops with Rook and putting up with his macho bullshit.


    He shot his middle finger in the direction of Rook and hissed, “Take this under advisement and shove it up your ass!”

  

  * * *


  
    The steam room in Savan’s mansion was an octagon shaped room with a large hot rock pit in the center of the room. Sable, totally naked with beads of perspiration all over her perfect physique doused the rocks with a ladle of water to create a large plume of steam throughout the cedar-lined room. Then she went over and sat close next to Savan on one of the benches that lined the walls. Savan was sitting relaxed as his sensuous assistant began to toy with his limp member as she closed her eyes and sighed from the heat.


    After a few minutes, he opened his eyes and looked at Dominoe, who was hung nude by her wrists from a wooden beam running across the ceiling of the steam room. Her toes barely touched the floor and she couldn’t support herself quite enough to keep the metal bracelets from digging painfully into her wrists. She had also been strategically placed with her rear to the hot pit so that she received the burning steam uncomfortably along her back. Her hair was completely wet and matted across her forehead and face as she sweated profusely and struggled to breathe in the stifling heat.


    “Doesn’t she look delicious?” Savan asked his companion.


    Sable opened her eyes to look at Dominoe and muttered, “All she needs is a gag and nipple clamps.”


    “Not right now.” Savan said with a grin. “I have to have a little chat with her first.”


    Sable pouted her lips in disappointment and picked up the pace of her hand strokes on Savan’s now stiffening shaft. Savan, feeling bold with the situation at hand, decided to tell his captive audience what he had in mind.


    “I’m sure you’re wondering what my little get together was about.” Savan said.


    Dominoe was indeed wondering that exact thing, but she only looked at him in silence.


    “Each of those men who were here were given a nice parting gift to pass on to some very important persons.” Savan explained. “Contained within each of those gift packages is a nasty little virus I created.”


    Dominoe looked at him with alarmed interest as Savan revealed his plan.


    “Don’t worry.” Savan said with a chuckle. “It doesn’t kill it’s intended recipient. But it does have an amusing little side effect. The virus causes the victim to behave very inappropriately. Now, by the puzzled look on your face, you want to know who these victims will be. Within a matter of weeks most, if not all twenty, of the world’s most powerful leaders will be infected with this virus when they receive their gifts. From there, it’s only a matter of time when things will get totally out of hand. At first it will be scandalous behavior. Then small wars will be declared to cover that up. Then later, I’m talking nuclear button pushing. Incidentally, I tested this on your own President and, well, you saw the news I’m sure.”


    “Why are you doing this?” Dominoe asked in dismay. “The world will be in chaos!”


    “Absolutely!” Savan said amusedly. “Chaos is the exact word I was thinking of.”


    “You are insane.” Dominoe spat out. “You’ll be destroyed too.”


    “That’s where you are wrong.” Savan said. “I’ll be safely tucked away on my secluded island somewhere in the South Pacific, watching the world destroy itself. It’s going to be a hell of show!”


    Dominoe closed her eyes and pondered the serious implications of what he was planning.


    She had to figure out a way out of this…and quickly. The packages were on their way.


    “Now about your little Agency.” Savan suddenly spoke up.


    Dominoe’s heart began to pump quickly. This was the moment she had been dreading. She figured he was about to get all the information he could about the Agency she worked for. If she survived this, she would never forgive herself for making that earlier mistake.


    “How much does they know about me?” Savan asked.


    “Not enough to do anything… yet.” Dominoe said.


    “That’s what I thought.” Savan asked evenly. “Who else knows you’re here?”


    Dominoe shook her head and tried to fight the drug, but it was hopeless. Finally, she whispered in a raw voice, “My Section Chief…and two agents.”


    “That’s all?” Savan asked.


    “I don’t believe it.” Sable said in a scornful tone as she continued her expert hand job.


    Savan glanced at Sable, slightly annoyed by her, and then continued. “Where are the two agents? Nearby?”


    “Yes.” Dominoe answered with a gasp.


    “Where exactly?” Savan asked.


    When Dominoe hesitated to answer right away, Sable told her, “Answer him!”


    Savan was clearly bothered by Sable now and whispered to her, “Why don’t you do me a big favor? Put my cock in your mouth and keep it there until I’m finished talking to her.”


    Sable looked at Savan with a surprised and then hurt expression. When she realized he was serious, she slowly got down on her knees and put his cock in her mouth and held it without moving. It was his humiliating way of punishing her when she interrupted him.


    “Now, where were we?” Savan asked as he made himself comfortable again “Ah yes.


    Where are these other agents of yours?”


    Dominoe was starting to feel different. Something about the temperature in the room was making her feel…normal? She wondered if the lengthy time she had spent in the steam room had caused the drug to exit her system through her perspiration.


    “They are…” Dominoe began, and all at once she realized that she wasn’t compelled to tell him the truth. It was an epiphany. The drug’s effects were being erased.


    “Where?” Savan prompted her impatiently.


    “They are waiting for me… in a hotel… downtown Miami.” Dominoe said, trying to act as if the information was a struggle to give up.


    “When will they come looking for you?” Savan asked.


    Dominoe decided she could answer this question truthfully. “They won’t… until I give them a signal.”


    “Your Agency must be very confident with you.” Savan said with a smirk.


    “I’ve never given them a reason not to be.” Dominoe responded.


    “Until now.” Savan said with a smug grin on his face.


    Dominoe looked at him with her piercing eyes and thought to herself. I’m going to wipe that grin off your face before this is all over.


    Savan stared back at her, as if he knew what she was thinking. He suddenly grabbed Sable by the hair and yanked her roughly up off of his cock and barked at her, “Get her down, bitch! And come with me.”


    Sable, stunned by Savan’s outburst, watched him exit the steam room and grab a robe.


    She then got up and went to release Dominoe’s painful wrist cuffs, giving her captive prisoner a look that could kill.


    As Dominoe was led to another part of the mansion, she allowed herself to clear her head and gather her strength, all the while acting weak. She guessed that Sable was schooled in the martial arts, and even possibly Savan. Dominoe sized up Sable’s potential and waited for the perfect opportunity to strike at them both.

  

  * * *


  
    Outside on the beach, Rook crept ashore in almost the exact spot as Dominoe had done earlier that evening. He immediately found a secure hiding spot and pulled on a black hood before he unpacked his weapons as quietly as possible. Once everything was in place, Rook took out his dark rifle equipped with a silencer and uncapped the long range infra red scope mounted on top. He looked into the eyepiece and surveyed the back of the mansion at the top of the cliff and identified two armed guards patrolling the concrete retaining wall. In the blink of an eye, he squeezed off two rounds and neatly punctured the temples of the two hapless sentries. Quickly, Rook was on his way up the stairs, knowing soon enough that the whole place was going to sound in alarm. All he needed was a few minutes to locate his fellow agent.

  

  * * *


  
    Savan led Sable and Dominoe into his seven hundred square foot bedroom. Once inside, Savan noticed a small red flashing light on the console of the massive security and entertainment center, which covered twenty feet across one wall. It was a silent alarm indicating an intruder on the premises.


    “Well, it looks like your Agency lacked confidence in you after all.” Savan said with mild amusement. “It looks like we have another visitor.”


    Dominoe looked on as Savan watched the security camera monitors and saw a dark figure at the rear of the mansion. ‘That has to be Rook.’ She thought to herself. What the hell was he doing here?


    “Sable, make yourself useful.” Savan told his lethal companion. “Take her into the lavatory and kill her. I’d rather not have any blood my Persian rugs.” Sable’s eyes narrowed like a hawk and the hint of a grin crossed her face. This was the moment she had been waiting for. Here was her chance to finally kill a CATT agent. Her portfolio of death would now be complete. Sable grabbed Dominoe by the hair and herded her roughly into the adjacent room.

  

  * * *


  
    Outside, Rook covered his face with his combination scuba/gas mask and tossed a gas grenade towards the oncoming security force of five men. Once it exploded, the armed men gasped and fell to their knees, choking. As Rook passed them by, he deftly made short work of them by pumping a bullet into each of their heads.


    All bets were off now. Rook didn’t have to worry anymore about stealth and slammed through the rear glass doors. Immediately, several men came from different directions into the lavishly decorated living area with guns blazing.


    Rook returned fire as he leapt behind a large mahogany bar and quickly pulled the pin on a concussion grenade. He tossed it and covered his ears as wood flew around his head and glass rained down on him from the mirror above the bar. The blast quickly brought the gunfire to a halt. Rook peered around the bar and saw the security men on the floor, covering their bleeding ears.


    He heard more shouting and barked orders from within the house. His work was not over.

  

  * * *


  
    Savan watched the monitors and listened to the muffled gunfire with increasing nervousness. In the adjacent room, Sable was trying to decide which way would be best to kill her helpless captive. She was about to chain and handcuff Dominoe to the showerhead of the bathing area when Dominoe finally seized her chance to strike.


    A swift blow to her solar plexus stunned Sable, who was unaware that Dominoe was no longer under the influence of the mind control serum. Her mouth flew open in a silent ‘O’ as she was suddenly without a breath of air. As Sable bent over to seize her stomach, Dominoe wrapped the short chain, which was attached to her handcuffs, around Sable’s vulnerable neck and quickly tightened her grip.


    Dominoe wanted to make sure Sable was unable to make a sound before she rendered her unconscious, but she underestimated Sable’s strength and desire to kill. They wrestled in near silence for several minutes on the tiled floor until the blood was finally choked off from Sable’s brain and she passed out. Breathing hard, Dominoe rolled her naked opponent off of her and then lay her out neatly on the floor.


    Dominoe grabbed the key to her handcuffs and removed them. Then she grabbed a black and silver kimono-like robe from near the shower stall. Last, she picked up the dagger that Sable had planned to kill her with. In the next room, Savan was unable to take his eyes off the monitors as he watched his entire security force of twenty men, killed one by one by the tenacious CATT agent Rook.


    He swallowed as he watched Rook coming down the hall toward his own room. Savan quickly went to a hidden cabinet and opened it to obtain one of a wide variety of weapons. He took a shotgun and loaded it with ease as the doorknob to his room was being checked from outside.


    Rook found the door locked and took his Mac-10 and blew the doorknob off with a burst of gunfire. He kicked the door open and jumped back as a shot gun blast pelted the door and blew a hole through it the size of a basketball. With lighting quick reflexes, Rook reached through the hole and fired a burst through the hole. After a few seconds, when there was no return fire, Rook kicked his way in the door and hit the floor.


    Savan was lying in a heap on the bed. Rook stood up and slowly approached the bed. Just then, the door to next room opened and Rook spun to aim at the door. Distracted for a fraction of a second, Rook did not see Savan rise up and fire his shotgun at him. The pellets struck him full in the chest and knocked him backwards.


    Dominoe watched what happened and reacted quickly, throwing her knife with pinpoint accuracy and hitting Savan in the side of the neck. Not enough to open his jugular, but enough to make him drop his weapon and crumple on the bed in shock.


    Dominoe went to bed, seized the shotgun and hurried over to her fallen team member.


    With relief, she saw he was still alive. The Kevlar vest had taken the brunt of the blast, but his face was pock marked with several pellet holes.


    “Shit.” Rook grunted. “That hurt like hell.”


    “Are you all right?” Dominoe asked with concern.


    “Fucking A.” Rook responded and coughed.


    “That was my fault.” Dominoe apologized. “I came out at the wrong time.”


    “Don’t worry about it. You didn’t know.” Rook said as he slowly started to get up. “But if it really bothers you, I’ll let you take me to breakfast later.”


    Dominoe gave him a grateful look and then remembered her former captor when she heard him groan on the bed with a knife sticking out of his neck. She went over to him and looked down at Savan with utter disgust.


    “You’re going to tell me everything you know about this virus and how to stop it.” Dominoe informed Savan with the shotgun pointed at his face.


    “Get this out of my neck.” Savan whispered with a shaky voice. “I don’t want to die.”


    “Pull it out yourself.” Dominoe said.


    “Please!’ Savan begged.


    “Is there an antidote or something to stop the virus?” Dominoe demanded.


    “Yes!” Savan said desperately. “I’ll tell you everything!”


    “That’s a good boy.” Dominoe said with a satisfied smirk. ‘I finally wiped that grin off his face’ she thought to herself.

  

  * * *


  
    Within the hour, a black chopper landed on the back lawn of the mansion, and the Florida Section Chief Davis got out to meet with his three agents. Dominoe apprised him of the situation, and turned over Savan and Sable to some of the agents who accompanied Davis.


    “Bishop, call the Cleaners.” Davis said. “I want this place mopped up by 0900.”


    “Yes, sir.” Bishop replied as he pulled out his radio.


    “Dominoe, you’re coming with me to the Orlando office for debriefing.” Davis said as he headed back to his black chopper.


    Dominoe glanced at her fellow agents, winked at them, and then followed her Section Chief, as if she knew she was in trouble but didn’t want her fellow team members to worry about it. Rook and Bishop looked at each other in silence.


    This was serious.

  

  * * *


  
    CATT Field Office Orlando, Florida

    The Next Day


    Dominoe sat in a room alone with Section Chief Davis. She tapped her knee with her index finger nervously as she waited for him to finish looking over her report.


    Davis closed the folder and sighed heavily. “It looks like we’ve got a situation here.”


    “I take full responsibility, sir.” Dominoe said quickly. “I made a serious mistake.”


    “Look, don’t worry about that.” Davis said, trying to calm his anxious agent down. “The important thing is you’re alive. But we have this virus to contend with now. Using all our photography, phone records, signal intercepts, and flight logs, as well as your own id’s, we’ve come up with a list of twenty targets. These are people as far away as Russia and Australia. As you can appreciate the situation, these aren’t people that we can just snatch off the street and remove these packages from. This is very sensitive. Most of these men will deny even being here last night.”


    “What do you want me to do?” Dominoe asked.


    “We’re going to have to take these targets covertly, one by one.” Davis explained. “I’m talking going under deep cover to do whatever it takes to either retrieve the package or administer the antidote if the target is already infected. Of course, time is of the essence.”


    “I understand.” Dominoe said.


    “Not fully.” Davis said gravely.


    “What do you mean?” Dominoe asked.


    “Well, number one, you are going to have to travel all over the world. Number two, you are going to have to go disguised depending on the situation. And three…” Davis paused.


    “Yes.” Dominoe asked, on the edge of her seat.


    “The antidote for the virus.” Davis began. “If the target is infected, the anti serum needs to be administered while the subject is…”


    Davis paused, not sure how to explain it. Dominoe waited patiently for him to continue.


    “Let me put it this way.” Davis said. “For the antidote to work properly, the subject must be fully aroused…sexually.”


    Dominoe looked at her Section Chief in stunned silence, not knowing what to say while she thought of the implications.


    “I’ll understand if you don’t want to take on these operations.” Davis said.


    “I have no problem with this.” Dominoe assured her boss. “It was my mess, and I’m going to clean it up. However long it takes. After all, I was trained for this, remember?”


    Davis looked at his agent with admiration. If all his other agents were half as good as Dominoe, they would wipe every biological terrorist off the face of the earth in no time.


    “Well, let’s get started.” Davis said. “Here’s your list of targets.” Dominoe took the sheaf of photographs and profiles and began to study them. It was going to be a long, hard road ahead.


    But this was what she lived for.

  

  THEEND
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  Beginning of the End


  Dominoe was in a dire situation. She was bound in a stressfully uncomfortable position with intricate knots around practically every joint of her limbs. Trussed on her back on a large satin sheet covered bed, her elbows and wrists were cinched tight behind her. Her hips and back were arched upwards and held aloft by a rope wrapped around her waist and knotted to the canopy above the bed. The only parts of her body allowed to touch the bed were the back of her head, her shoulder blades and the bottoms of the black high heel pumps she was fitted with, while the rest of her outfit consisted of a rubber corset, garters, and sheer black hose.


  At least she wasn’t gagged, but at the moment she almost wished she were. There were three young girls on the bed with her that Dominoe guessed were still in their teens. One blonde, one redhead and one brunette, all with flawless skin and model looks, and each doing something incredibly arousing to her body.


  The brunette was busy tongue kissing Dominoe’s open mouth, while the redhead was making an eager taste testing of her firm breasts and erect nipples, licking and nibbling with total abandon. If that wasn’t enough to drive Dominoe nearly mad with arousal and desire, the wild blonde was moving her head up and down between her legs, sopping up her juices with her expert tongue and lips while she delicately fingered Dominoe’s anus.


  The first orgasm caused Dominoe to tense up and shiver as the three girls continued their assault on her senses. She was barely able to think straight, and when she opened her eyes to look over at the insidious agent who was overseeing her “interrogation,” all she saw was a man who was clearly enjoying his job. Sooner or later, he was going to pay for this.


  But at the moment, all Dominoe could do was resist their attempt to break her with pain and pleasure. The best way to resist was to think of something else, no matter how hard.


  She began to think back to the days which led up to her current situation.


  Apocalypse Storm


  The Persian Gulf – One week earlier aboard the Nuclear Submarine U.S.S. Apocalypse


  In the dark bowels of the gunmetal gray ship, a group of naval officers are gathered in a dark conference room. Present among them is C.A.T.T. operative Dominoe. She sits nervously as she watches and waits for the captain to finish reading a decrypted message straight from a code machine. Dominoe notices that the captain was careless in tearing the printout off the Teletype machine, and the uneven ragged edges annoy her to no end.


  “I can’t fucking believe this.” Captain Storm finally spoke after a weary sigh as he stuck the message into the nearby shredder. He then looked straight at Dominoe and grumbled. “Tell me again why I’m allowing you to lead a crew of twelve of my best Navy Seals on a search and destroy mission.”


  “All I can tell you is that this is matter of not only National security, but global security as well. This is on a need to know…”


  “Look, little lady, don’t give me any of that intelligence need to know bullshit.” Captain Storm interrupted. “I’m out here playing tag with a dozen Russian Wolf class submarines, and I’m loaded to the teeth with W-88 nuclear warheads. Stealth is all we have out here and I don’t feel like starting Doomsday and World War III because of some secret spy shit. I get of enough of that with the CI fucking A.”


  “I understand that, captain, but I have my orders, which overrides both of us.”


  “Can you at least give me some kind of clue, so I don’t feel like I’m totally wasting my time and putting my ship in harm’s way.”


  Dominoe paused for a moment, and then explained. “There was an unmarked cargo plane that went down off the coast of Pakistan. “On board were a dozen Quake missiles bound for an organization of unknown origin. These missiles were stolen from a U.S. Army base. Of course, I don’t have to tell you how dangerous these weapons would be in the hands of some Middle Eastern terrorist cell.”


  Captain Storm stared at Dominoe in silence. His hard face and grimace made Dominoe very uncomfortable until he spoke up. “All right. I appreciate you being candid with me. Tomorrow we’ll rendezvous with the U.S.S. Dallas to pick up the Seals and then we’ll be on our way. But I want to warn you about something. Those twelve men we’re picking up were called away a week early from some much deserved R and R. They are going to be a surly and pissed off bunch of testosterone filled gentlemen. I hope you’re ready for it.”


  “I am sir,” Dominoe responded. “Thank you, captain.”


  “I just want you to promise me one thing.”


  “What’s that, sir?”


  “You’d better not get any of my boys killed out there.”


  Dominoe said nothing, but only stared into the cold gray eyes of thirty years of Navy experience. Rook had warned her and he was right. Captain Storm was a hard ass to the core. She quietly exited the meeting room to return to the solitude of her quarters. Once there she prepared for a good nights sleep because she knew she was going to need it.


  When she stripped down to her sports bra and panties and made herself comfortable on the sleeping cot, she discovered with frustration that sleep would not come. It was always this way before a mission. Anxious and ready for action, but she knew her body needed rest, and there was only one sure way to get it.


  Dominoe closed her eyes and tugged the edge of the sports up over firm breasts and began to slowly roll her nipple between her fingers. Once she felt the familiar tingle between her legs, she slowly let one hand slide down over her taut stomach and slip under her cotton briefs. Once there, she played her fingers delicately over her opening, rubbing one fingertip along the tight slit until the moisture allowed it to slide in. Her hips began to rock upwards now, moving in a gentle rhythm as her breathing began to get heavier and her nostrils flared. She bit her lip as she began playing a favorite fantasy through her mind like a film.


  She was in a jungle at night, wearing camouflage fatigues and crouched in the crook of a thick tree, she raised her rifle slowly and uncapped the long-range scope.


  Peering through the lens, she spies her target, a rebel officer in fatigues of some sort.


  She fires and takes him out with a clean headshot. Suddenly, a faint sound comes from behind her and a knife is held at her throat.


  A voice tells her to freeze and not to make a sound. She is trapped.


  Then the voice orders her to place her hands above her head. When she places her rifle aside and does so, her wrists are quickly bound and then she is pushed forward roughly onto her stomach over a thick horizontal limb of the tree and her rifle is kicked away.


  Her attacker is on her now, holding her head down by the hair while he cuts away the fabric of her fatigues. Dominoe is scared and excited all at once. She hears him breathing heavily above her. When she feels her backside exposed, her nipples harden.


  Then she feels him, touching her, his hands roaming and fondling, and then the unmistakable sound of a zipper being opened. Dominoe feels a hard hand holding her down firmly against the tree and then the head of what she knows is a cock roaming the crevice of her quivering ass.


  When she starts to open her mouth to protest, a hand is clamped tightly over her mouth, and then all at once, her attacker enters her from behind, filling her opening deep with one hard thrust.


  Dominoe tries to scream but nothing comes out of her mouth as the attacker begins to ram into her with slow deliberate strokes. She tries to squirm away but she is impaled and held firm by her captor. As one hand holds her mouth shut tight, another grabs her hair and pulls her upward painfully, arching her back as the assault continues with increasing force. She cannot help but become aroused from the invasion of her tight slit, as her hips involuntarily begin to respond by thrusting back to meet his slapping hips.


  His grunts are loud and his warm breath makes her tingle with a strange sensation. When his thrusts become more vigorous, his waist pounding furiously while his cock rolls in and out of her, Dominoe begins to shudder with the intense force of her first orgasm.


  She feels her captor now responding in kind to her climax, as he picks up the pace, groaning louder now as he pumps away, oblivious to the surroundings. With animalistic intensity, Dominoe’s attacker now begins to heave and tense up as he spills his thick load deep inside her. His shuddering climax causes Dominoe to orgasm again and again, until the two are finally out of breath, hearts pounding and perfectly still as the jungle becomes quiet.


  Then he pulls out and leaves her. When Dominoe turns, he is gone, like a phantom into the shadows of the brush. She licks her lips and closes her eyes, and sleep finally comes.


  A Rumor of War


  The next afternoon Dominoe met with the twelve Navy Seals and Captain Storm was right. They were not in the best of moods. Their demeanor was further inflamed when Captain Storm informed them that they would be taking orders from Dominoe. He then stepped out of the room to howls of protest.


  All at once they began griping and complaining among themselves while Dominoe calmly looked over their files to gauge their abilities. Each had a nickname and a specialty. Black hole: munitions. Serpent: underwater combat. Devastation: weapons. Morphine: drugs and medicine. Shape Shifter: camouflage. Napalm: missiles. Phantasm: covert operations. Screamer: hand to hand combat. Darkness: night ops. Ghost: locks. Assassin: knives. Beast: all of the above.


  Beast, a burly African-American with a shaved head, was the one complaining the loudest. “You’ve gotta be shittin’ me. We only take orders from our C.O., not from some secret agent bitch.”


  “Okay, here’s where we take a moment so I can prove myself to all of you.” Dominoe said with a smile and turned her attention to Beast. “I take it you’ve had plenty of knife combat training? I had a week of it when I went through your program.”


  “Fuck me!” Said Beast in disbelief. “You went through Seal training? I don’t believe it.”


  Dominoe took her knife out of her sheath and flipped it to Beast, who caught it in midair.


  “Not only will I take that knife away from you, but I’m going nick you three times with this one, and you won’t touch me once.”


  Dominoe took another smaller knife from a sheath located at the small of her back. All at once the other eleven Seals began hooting and laughing as Beast looked at Dominoe with amusement. He chuckled and said. “That ain’t a fair fight. I’d cut you to shreds.”


  “Care to place a wager on that?” Dominoe challenged.


  More hollering and taunts from the others as Beast began to get increasingly agitated.


  “All right, what’s the deal?”


  “I win, and I don’t hear one more word about orders and who gives them.”


  “And if I win…”


  “You lead the mission.”


  “Fucking A, that’s a bet.” Beast said enthusiastically as he spun the knife expertly in his palm. “All I gotta do is nick you once.”


  “That’s the game.” Dominoe said as she stepped closer to Beast. “Are you ready?”


  Beast did not answer; instead he lunged quickly at Dominoe, who deftly sidestepped his attack. As she moved away with one swift move, she poked Beast in the back of the biceps, drawing first blood.


  “Fuck!” Beast exclaimed as he grabbed the back of his arm. The eleven Seals were in a frenzy now, all screaming for Beast to counter in the tight quarters as they made room for the two combatants.


  Dominoe and Beast circled each other cautiously now. Then in a flash, the two parried with the blades of the knives, blocking and slashing with furious intensity. When they came to an impasse, Dominoe caught Beast on the wrist with a lighting fast flick of her blade. Beast growled like a wounded cat, and lunged again. This time he was on top of Dominoe like a bird of prey. They locked up with each other, their knives centimeters from each other faces. Beast could not fathom Dominoe’s strength as she held him at bay.


  He had the advantage but she had the leverage. She then used a slippery move with her legs and hips and turned Beast downward by his wrists. He held on with all his might, but soon enough, the knife loosened in his grip as he moved to keep from having his arm broken. In one fraction of a second, which the eleven Seals would witness and talk about for hours on end, Dominoe caught the knife, released Beast, and nicked him once more.


  Dominoe quickly stood away in a defensive stance, both knives in each hand while Beast grunted and staggered backwards. All at once the eleven Seals howled with cheers and jeers. Beast was defeated and he knew it. Although the others would never let him live it down, he could not help but have a newfound respect for the woman who stood across from him. She was not only beautiful, but she was deadly, and there was hardly a man among them that could resist those two qualities.


  When Dominoe sheathed her knives, she extended her hand out to Beast. He gave her a crooked grin and took her hand. “Okay, you’re the boss.”


  “All right, let’s go over the assignments. It’s very straight forward.”


  The other Seals were still whooping it up when Beast shouted, “All right, everybody, shut the fuck up! She could kick every one of your asses so you better show some respect!”


  Finally the Seals quieted down and they got down to the business at hand.


  Dominoe gave Beast a grateful smile, and then began. “Here’s the location where the radar pinpointed the target. It’s only two hundred feet under the surface, so we’ll be taking your Sea Hogs down. This shouldn’t take more than an hour, but time is of the essence. We don’t know if the enemy has located the target or if they’re on the way.”


  “So there’s a chance we may see some resistance?” Beast asked.


  Dominoe shrugged her shoulders and asked. “Is that a problem?”


  “Hell, no.” Beast said boastfully. “We’re ready. Right boys?”


  All the Seals answered in the affirmative and with no fear.


  Ground Zero


  The stealth jet chopper, Black Thunder, skimmed over the surface of the Persian Gulf, gliding along under radar detection at over 300 miles per hour. In the cargo hold, Dominoe and the dozen Seals were making last minute checks and preparations of their equipment. When Dominoe received radio communication in her earpiece from the navigator, she gave the Seals a hand signal alerting them that they would be arriving at the drop point in one minute.


  All twelve Seals took their place upon the dozen Sea Hogs placed in two rows of six. The underwater vehicles were mounted and ridden like motorcycles, with a pair of rotor blades underneath and fins on either side for maneuvering. Each was armed with four torpedoes. The latest and greatest of Navy underwater warfare technology.


  “Okay boys, lock and load.” Beast called into his communicator mouthpiece as the men powered up the vehicles and armed their torpedoes. Soon, the bay door of the huge chopper began to open and the sled like device holding the Sea Hogs began to lower at an angle. The Seals all put on their full masks with regulators, and Dominoe did the same as she climbed onto the back of Beast’s Sea Hog to ride with him.


  A red light began flashing above the bay door and the countdown began. Five… four… three… two… one… A green light came on the Sea Hogs were released as close to the surface as possible. Dominoe held on tight as the vehicles splashed into the choppy water in pairs. Within seconds all were underwater and headed down to the target location.


  The downed plane was found fairly quickly with onboard radar, which picked up the planes distress beacon. It was perfectly intact and sitting on the floor of the ocean as if it were meant to be there. The scenery was like a dreamscape, floating and surreal as all manner of sea life passed in front and around them. No matter how many times she had done this, Dominoe could never get used to diving at night.


  The Seals brought their Sea Hogs down onto the soft floor around the plane, surrounding it in a circular pattern, and aiming their headlight beams at the aircraft to light the whole area up. Then, like an underwater ballet, the dozen Seals went about their assigned tasks, cutting into the plane with torches, and locating the dangerous cargo.


  Although Dominoe knew none of the Quake missiles could be detonated without their computer chips, she was still nervous about the operation as the Seals moved each missile casing in pairs, loading and attaching each to a Sea Hog until all but one were accounted for. While the others began to surface one at a time, Dominoe and Beast moved the last missile out of the cargo hold.


  Then all hell broke loose. A burst of communication spilled into Dominoe’s earpiece.


  All the Seals were talking at once as red flares began to drop from above. Something was coming down behind them. As the area around the plane lit up and glowed from the flares, Dominoe saw what was coming: a virtual platoon of frogmen, at least a fifty.


  From their black and gray camouflaged wet suits, Dominoe recognized them as Russian Navy. She thought, what the hell are they doing here?


  As Dominoe and Beast moved quickly to secure the last missile casing to their Sea Hog, the rest of the Seals took it upon themselves to fire their torpedoes upon the onslaught of enemy frogmen. The orders were that if any resistance was encountered, the team was to evade as quickly as possible. The Seals decided that didn’t mean that they couldn’t take out a few of the aggressors along the way.


  The battle was furious and intense, as grenades were fired from the frogmen in response to the fusillade of torpedoes. Within minutes, half of the Russian platoon was wiped out from the concussion blasts of the torpedoes, which were detonated from the Sea Hogs when they found their target.


  The battle went on around Dominoe and Beast, and then half a dozen frogmen armed with knives suddenly surrounded the two. Dominoe took the first attacker out quickly, jamming her knife as hard as she could and penetrating the facemask, killing him quickly.


  Meanwhile Beast was struggling with two at once. He ripped his knife through the regulator hose of one to get him off, and then turned his attention to the other. Beast turned the frogman over and over, disorienting him until he inserted his knife above his waist and ripped upwards with one quick motion to dispatch him. He then headed over to help Dominoe and get to the Sea Hog so they could get out of the battle.


  By that time Dominoe had taken out another two frogmen. She turned to see Beast coming towards her and saw the sudden look of anguish when a spear suddenly impaled him through the side. Dominoe shouted at Beast and began to swim toward him as his body slowly dropped to the floor of the ocean, and she was oblivious to the frogman coming from behind.


  Dominoe felt a stunning blow to the back of her head and then slowly everything began to turn gray.


  Altered States


  Dominoe was in scuba gear, with a black, short sleeve scuba top and thigh length shorts with blue stripes down the side. She was exploring the bottom of a coral reef off the coast of some foreign country, trying to locate some lost device for her agency. The weightless feeling of being deep underwater was exhilarating, and other than the sound of her own breathing, the silence world around her was oddly comforting.


  Her attention was grabbed by an oncoming scuba diver, a man wearing a mask, tanks, weight belt and flippers. She saw that he was an expert swimmer as he glided effortlessly through the deep blue. Once he was close enough, she saw in his eyes that he wanted something from her.


  Dominoe froze, and allowed herself to float down to the sand bottom, as the swimmer came close. He reached forward and took her by the wrists to pull her close. Once he had her in his grasp, he reached up to remove his own mouthpiece, and in turn removed hers. Then he pulled her head close to kiss her deeply as Dominoe closed her eyes.


  They seemed to kiss for an eternity, until the need for oxygen overwhelmed her. She broke away and breathed from her mouthpiece as the man began to roam his hands over her weightless body. As Dominoe held on to his shoulders, she allowed him to begin opening the front zipper of her tight top, allowing her breasts to spill out before him.


  The diver scooped one handful and removed his mouthpiece so that he could suckle her. Dominoe closed her eyes and breathed deeply as she felt his warm mouth on her nipple. While he massaged and sucked her, his other hand went around to reach for her firm ass cheeks and pulled her close to his own crotch. Dominoe could immediately feel his erection through his trunks, and pushed up against him.


  She reached down over his chest and stomach to reach into his trunks, grabbing him around his member and squeezing lightly, feeling it grow in her palm. He was looking at her again, and once again he removed his mouthpiece to kiss her.


  Dominoe could feel him peeling down the bottoms of her wetsuit, enough so that he could get in between her legs. Then, with one swift move, he was inside her. She could barely contain her arousal as she struggled to get her mouthpiece back and breathe deeply.


  She barely got enough oxygen when he removed it again, and then he grabbed her wrists to pin them behind her. As he began to pump slowly inside her, Dominoe held her breath, all at once frightened and excited by the dangerous situation. She was being denied oxygen while her senses were bombarded with sensual stimulus.


  Occasionally he would allow her a breath, but only from his own mouth as he sucked his regulator and then forced her to kiss him to give her oxygen. It was torture of pleasure and pain, as her lungs nearly felt like bursting while her insides were being churned by his penetration. This time, he did not allow her to breathe again, only continuing his slow deep pumping inside her until he felt her on the brink of orgasm.


  Dominoe began to squirm in his grasp as her lungs tightened and blood roared inside her head. She looked wide-eyed into his facemask and saw an expression of evil satisfaction, and she suddenly knew he wanted her to die having during climax.


  Her body gave in eventually, pulsing inside as his cock rolled in and out of her. It was the most intense sensation she had ever experienced, and then she began to fade away.


  The world lit up around Dominoe as her mind suddenly burst into consciousness. She felt herself being lifted upwards, and when she opened her eyes with a squint, she discovered she was still in her sleek black wetsuit with her mask still on, being hoisted onto a boat.


  Then she realized she was struggling for air, as she felt so vividly in her dream. She tried to reach for her mask but discovered to her dismay that her arms were clamped behind her back with what felt like metal cuffs. Once she was set down on the deck of the ship, she began to twist her head violently, looking around to get the attention of anyone who could help her situation.


  Her mouth opened and closed like a dying fish, when a Russian sailor finally came to her aid, pulling off her mask to allow her precious air. Dominoe gasped and sucked as a few other sailors came and stood around her in a circle as she lay wet and dripping on the deck. A couple of them were armed with automatic weapons, guarding her until a man dressed in dark gray approached the group.


  Dominoe heard him speak a few orders in Russian to the sailors, who quickly bent down and hoisted Dominoe to her feet after cutting away her tank and removing her flippers. As she was led towards the cabin holds of the ship, Dominoe noticed on the starboard side of the ship that a crane was lifting the Quake missile carefully out of the water. She also saw that medics were attending to the wounded body of Beast.


  Thank God he’s alive! Dominoe thought to herself as she was led into a small cabin and bound firmly to a chair. The Russian in gray nodded at the sailors, who left them with a man in a long leather coat wearing dark glasses. Dominoe guessed the two were KGB.


  “Hello.” The Russian said in a thick accent. “My name is Sergei. This is Stanislav.”


  Dominoe said nothing, only catching her breath and breathing deeply through her nose.


  “What is your name?” Sergei asked as he sat on a chair directly in front of Dominoe.


  All Dominoe could concentrate on was Beast. She had seen him take a spear to his side. Already her mind was churning on how to get herself and Beast out of this situation.


  “I don’t think she wants to talk.” Stanislav spoke up in Russian. Versed in many languages, Dominoe had the advantage of knowing what they were saying, even if they might have guessed that she knew their language.


  “What do you think?” Sergei asked his fellow agent. “Is she CIA?”


  “Probably.”


  “Why send CIA with Navy to find stolen missiles?” Sergei asked.


  “Let’s find out.” Stanislav said as he opened his coat and took out a small leather pouch. He opened it up and lay it open on the table nearby, and Dominoe’s heart sunk as she recognized the vials and hypodermics of what was most likely truth serum.


  As soon as Stanislav began to inject the needle into the vial, Dominoe closed her eyes and began what was a standard agency anti-interrogation technique. She used her mind to quickly begin shutting her senses down and put herself into a coma-like state.


  By the time Stanislav injected the serum into her, Dominoe was out, her head lowered down to her chest and completely limp in the chair.


  When Stanislav and Sergei both tried to awaken her, they were mildly stunned to discover Dominoe was totally unresponsive, even to gentle jabs with a sharp knife.


  “Incredible.” Sergei exclaimed.


  “I’ve heard of this before.” Stanislav announced. “American intelligence field agents able to shut their body down to resist torture. I never seen it done until now.”


  “What do we do now?”


  “We take her to port in Pakistan. We have a place where there is a drug to counter this.”


  Black Rain


  When Dominoe awoke, her heart seemed like it was about to burst. She had no idea that her body was injected with a KGB formula of adrenaline and various other stimulants to awaken her from her self-induced coma. She could feel her chest pounding rapidly as she breathed in short gasps.


  “I told you the Black Rain would work.” Stanislav told his fellow agent Sergei, as they both stood over Dominoe while she gasped and twisted, strapped down on a stainless steel table wearing only her sports bra and briefs. A rubber ball was held in place between her teeth with another strap across her face.


  “Now that she’s awake, I’ll try talking to her again.” Sergei announced as he removed the strap and ball from her mouth.


  Just the small contact with Sergei’s fingertips made Dominoe feel like her body was being shocked by low voltage electricity, and her body tensed and arched up against the straps. She was not in any serious pain, but all her senses seemed as if they were turned up to maximum settings. The effect that most troubled her was a tingling in her crotch and erect nipples as they poked out through her bra. She was unbelievably aroused. Her body felt like one entire sensitive nerve ending.


  “Are you ready to talk?” Sergei asked Dominoe as she squirmed on the table.


  Dominoe did not answer, only closing her eyes to try and shut down her body again.


  “That will not work again, I’m afraid.” Sergei informed her. “You will be wide awake for the next twenty four hours or so.”


  Dominoe discovered it was true, and resigned herself to the fact that she was now completely at their mercy. She knew she could take them both out easily if she were free, but even the metallic straps were unforgiving as she strained against them.


  “So, you’re the expert, Stanislav.” Sergei told his partner. “How shall we make her talk?”


  “Cutting.” Stanislav said matter-of-factly.


  “No…No…No… You always want to cut.” Sergei said as he shook his head. “Besides, it’s too messy, and the screaming gives me a headache. Besides, I would hate to mark such a beautiful angel.”


  “Water…Electricity.” Stanislav suggested.


  “Hmmm. Maybe there is another way.” Sergei said as he replaced the ball gag in Dominoe’s mouth and then went to a phone and dialed. Dominoe strained to hear his conversation, but he spoke too softly for her to hear.


  “Who did you call?” Stanislav asked as Sergei hung up the phone.


  Sergei smiled and said only, “Some interrogators.”


  Operation Archangel


  On board the U.S.S. Apocalypse, Captain Storm and the remaining eleven Seals are gathered in a meeting room. With the group is C.A.T.T. field operative Rook.


  “Satellite tracking has followed the Russian vessel to a port along the Pakistani coast.” Captain Storm informed the group. “Aerial photos reveal the two were taken to this military training camp compound.”


  “Our intelligence has informed us that this is a KGB run camp for training the Pakistani military. Rumor has it they’re about to take over control of the government” Rook spoke up. “The Quake missile is there as well.”


  “We have to move fast of course.” Storm continued. “There’s no reason to believe our people aren’t still alive and most probably undergoing torture and interrogation. The last Quake is also located there, and no telling how long they’ll keep it in one place. Now, as part of Operation Archangel, you boys will have to retrieve that missile as well…”


  “There’s been a slight change of plans on that account.” Rook interrupted.


  “Excuse me?” Storm asked with a stunned look.


  “Our orders are to detonate the missile in that camp after retrieving our people.”


  “Are you shitting me?” Storm growled as he chewed on his cigar.


  “No.” Rook said. “C.A.T.T. has determined that this camp poses a deadly threat to the United States as well as Europe, not to mention relations between Pakistan and India.”


  “Are you telling me you want to nuke one radial mile of the Pakistani coastline?” Storm asked the stone-faced agent. “How in the hell are the spin doctors going to explain this?”


  “Easy.” Rook said without skipping a beat. “Everyone knows Pakistan is testing nuclear weapons. This will be considered an accident.”


  “Now I’ve heard it all.” Storm said as he rolled his eyes and shook his head. After a deep sigh, he continued. “All right, let’s go over the operation. Time is of the essence here.”


  The End of the Beginning


  It didn’t seem to do any good for Dominoe to recount this particular mission in her head. She was right back where she started, bound in a rubber corset, garters, hose and black pumps, bound uncomfortably on a bed while three creamy skinned teens did a number on her. What’s worse, the Black Rain drug that Sergei had injected her with only enhanced a hundred fold the teasing sensation with which she was being bombarded with by her three enthusiastic “interrogators.”


  Dominoe had already experienced multiple orgasms, and the girls only seemed to want her to come again and again. She had never been tortured in such a manner, and C.A.T.T. had never prepared her for anything like this. Her clitoris and nipples could only take so much of their stimulation, and she bit hard on her lip and groaned as they continued while Sergei and Stanislav looked on with great pleasure.


  “It doesn’t look like she will be able to take much more of this.” Sergei whispered to his comrade, who nodded in agreement.


  “But maybe we should hurry the process.” Stanislav suggested.


  “What do you have in mind?” Sergei asked.


  Stanislav went to a cabinet and removed a strap on dildo and held it up, as if looking for Sergei’s approval. Sergei smiled widely and nodded. Stanislav then went to the blonde who was busy eating out Dominoe’s sopping wet opening, and handed her the large dildo.


  The blonde looked up at Stanislav from her cunnilingus and grinned widely, taking the tool eagerly and strapping it on. Dominoe looked up to see what was happening and her eyes went wide with dismay. She thought, oh god, no, not that!


  Oceans Eleven


  Assassin, Serpent, Devastation, Morphine, Shape Shifter, Napalm, Phantasm, Screamer, Darkness, Ghost and Black Hole, all came from the sea in the dark of night along the coast. Dressed in dark scuba gear and equipped with night vision goggles, they gave the appearance of alien invaders as they changed from flippers to boots and unwrapped their arsenal of weapons from plastic sheaths within seconds.


  Whispered commands were emitted through earplug communications, and soon Operation Archangel and the eleven Seals were on their way to search and rescue. Assassin and Screamer were the first to encounter a pair of beach patrols, and the two, armed soldiers were taken out silently. The others knew it would only be a matter of time until the rest of the compound would know of their impending attack, so they moved swiftly toward the outer fences of the compound.


  Darkness signaled to the others that he had encountered a laser detection system a few clicks from the compound; so much for a stealth operation. The others began to lock and load and picked out individual targets to hit from their position. They would fire at once and then charge the compound, hitting it with everything they brought.


  When the signal went down, ten of the Seals took out their targets with automatic weapons fire while Napalm had set up his mortar to begin firing small rockets at the compound to cause as much confusion as possible.


  Within seconds, the compound lit up like a Christmas tree, with horns going off and flares erupting to light up the night sky in a red phosphorous nightmare. The Seals moved liked wraiths, hiding and firing, taking out the resistant guards as they poured from the compound barracks. Shape Shifter and Serpent teamed to locate the building where Dominoe was being held while Devastation and Phantasm went to locate the Quake. The rest kept the stunned residents of the compound busy with a devastating firefight.


  * * *


  The blonde had deeply penetrated Dominoe, and was currently fucking her hard with the strap-on dildo as the tormented agent’s body was wracked again by an intense orgasm.


  “Unnnnnnnnnnh!” Dominoe groaned as the brunette and redhead each licked and kissed her mouth and breasts while the blonde rode her hard in her bound position.


  Sergei and Stanislav were so enthralled by the scene and Dominoe’s screams of ecstasy, that they barely noticed the commotion outside. Suddenly a guard burst through the door shouting in Russian. “We’re under attack!”


  The guard exited as quickly as he had come in and all at once, the building around them shook, as the unmistakable thump of mortar fire went off outside.


  “Quickly! Untie her! We must leave immediately!” Sergei commanded as he shoved the teenage girl’s aside and began cutting loose the ropes binding Dominoe.


  It was Sergei’s last mistake. As soon as her bonds were cut, Dominoe was on him like a serpent, grasping his wrist and twisting the knife out of his hand. Stanislav watched in shock, and then began to remove a weapon from his jacket. He barely got his fingers on the grip when Dominoe sent Sergei’s blade whizzing straight into his carotid artery.


  Stanislav gurgled while he clutched his neck as ravines of blood spilled through his fingers. Meanwhile, Sergei gained his balance and grabbed Dominoe’s hand in his. With one swift motion, Dominoe turned his hand in a clockwise motion until his arm was facing upward. Then she turned her wrist up with a hard jerk, and Sergei screamed when his elbow tendons snapped in the opposite way in which they were intended.


  Dominoe ended his misery by ramming the heel of her palm into his chin hard enough to snap his neck, dropping him into a crumpled heap on the floor. When the three young girls saw this, they backed away, cowering in fear, while quickly Dominoe stripped off the bondage outfit and located her scuba suit. After she zipped it up, she retrieved the Glock pistol, which Stanislav was about to use on her, and pumped a bullet into his skull. Then she was out the door in a flash, promptly running into two allies.


  Shape Shifter and Serpent yelled at Dominoe to follow them as bullets, flares and tracers went up all around them.


  “Where’s Beast?” Serpent asked Dominoe.


  “He’s in the infirmary.” Dominoe answered. “Let’s go. This way.”


  Dominoe led the two Seals on the assault of the heavily armed medical building. The deadly agent took on guard after guard while the Seals did the same, while watching in admiration and awe, until they finally reached the room where Beast was quartered.


  “Are you mother fuckers looking for me?” Came a voice from the bed as they found the Seal strapped to a bed, his puncture wound prepped and bandaged.


  “Fucking A! Hell yeah!” Shape Shifter exclaimed as he released the fellow Seal, who looked none the worse for wear as he leapt up and slammed knuckles with the others.


  “Are you all right?” Dominoe asked as they began to move.


  “Just a flesh wound.” Beast said grimly. “Hand me a fucking weapon. I’m going to put a world of hurt on these bitches.”


  Serpent gave Beast his machine pistol, and the three of them began to converge with the others on a small warehouse type building. The firefight was still going on, but as time wore on, there was less and less resistance, as Dominoe and the Seals made short work of the bleary-eyed Pakistani and Russian military personnel.


  At the warehouse, Devastation and Phantasm were busy arming the Quake missile with a computer chip as dead and bleeding guards lay around them.


  “Okay. We got ten minutes starting from now…” Phantasm said as he punched in the computer code, and hit the LED timer on his wrist watch.


  Just as the last of the gunfire and explosions were coming to a close, the remaining Seals converged in an open area lit a green flare as the whirring sound of a black jet copter appeared out of the night sky and dropped six lines. The Seals grabbed the lines in pairs, and Dominoe grabbed on to the last line with Morphine and Beast, since he had none of the equipment as the others and was the lightest.


  As they were pulled up into the sky, Devastation punched his detonator, which leveled many of the surrounding buildings with explosives to make sure their exit was as clean as possible. By that time, many of the military personnel were either dead or running in the opposite direction.


  The chopper, Black Thunder, reeled in the seals and then put on the afterburners, jetting away from the coast to rendezvous with the U.S.S Apocalypse. Ten minutes after they left, a thump was heard in the distance, and Dominoe looked out across the sea to see an enormous white-hot mushroom cloud erupt on the coastline of Pakistan miles away.


  Epilogue


  Dominoe met with Rook for debriefing after receiving congratulations from Captain Storm for a job well done.


  “He’s not as bad as you said.” Dominoe said as she straightened an errant hair on Rook’s forehead, referring to the blunt captain.


  “That’s because you look like a super model.” Rook said with a shake of his head. “He always liked beautiful women.”


  “Is that right?” Dominoe asked with a winsome smile and arch of her eyebrow that broke Rook’s heart completely in two.


  “I’ve got good news and bad news.” Rook said as he tried to look past the infuriating distraction of her beauty.


  “Give me the good news first.” Dominoe said with a sigh.


  “The good news is that your Russian interrogator was on our list of targets.”


  “You’re kidding.” Dominoe said in surprise.


  “No. I’m surprised he didn’t recognize you from the party at Savan’s. Must have been busy with one of Savan’s whores. He received one of those special packages intended for the Russian Premier, but he kept it for himself. Can you imagine that?”


  “So who was he?” Dominoe asked as she looked at his photo from the file.


  “A KGB officer.” Rook told her. “Training the Pakistani military for a government coup.”


  “Okay…” Dominoe said with a pause. “And what’s the bad news?”


  “We have a twelve hours to get to Egypt for your next mission.” Rook said.


  “Well, that gives me enough time to party with the Seals for a couple of hours, and then get some sleep.” Dominoe said.


  “Party with the Seals?” Rook looked up as Dominoe arose from the table.


  “Yes. The guys want to give me a little going away party.”


  Rook laughed and said. “You must have made a quite an impression on them.”


  “I always make an impression.” Dominoe said with one last smile before she left.


  THEEND
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  Chapter 1


  Ahmed Ghaffar had seen many beautiful women in his life, but none compared to the vision that stood before him in his bedroom. Her face and body were flawless, and although he knew she was not of Egyptian descent, she had charmed him with her flawless command of his native language when they met at the embassy function earlier that evening.


  She had introduced herself as a liaison from some country or another, but he was so dazzled by her beauty and charms that he hardly cared which. Once she made it known the interest was mutual, Ahmed asked her to come back to his palatial estate outside of Cairo. His security officer warned against it, but Ahmed was not known for his discreet or prudent behavior lately. The woman was too young and beautiful to pass up, and Ahmed now watched as she loosened the long glistening dress, which was slit high up the side to reveal a tantalizing hint of her long shapely legs. Once she had it undone, she let it drop around her slender ankles, revealing her athletically toned body. The moonlight bathing the room through the huge skylight above the two cast a soft light on the woman’s perfect breasts. Ahmed took a deep breath and held it as she approached Ahmed where he sat on the edge of his huge bed adorned with exquisite hand beaded covers and pillows. The woman wore nothing now except her white silk thong panties, strapped heels, and matching diamond bracelet, necklace and earrings.


  Without a word, the woman kneeled and straddled Ahmed, who still wore his formal Egyptian military dress uniform, and placed her hands on his shoulders. Her plump mounds were inches from his face, as if she were daring him to take them in his mouth. Ahmed placed his hands on her small waist, amazed by the silk softness of her tanned skin. He reached around the curve of her hips and cupped her firm buttocks, lifting her up slightly so that he could have access to her nipples, one of which he slipped into his mouth and suckled. The woman gasped, sighed and leaned her head back as her hips began to grind on top of Ahmed. She could feel his erection growing and pushed her crotch down on his groin to make him grow even more.


  Ahmed groaned. This woman fulfilled every one of his desires. He liked her eagerness, and he was aching to take her, but he allowed her to guide their erotic interlude by moving his head first from one nipple, and then the other. He was breathing heavier now, and a slight dizziness began to swell and buzz in his head. Ahmed assumed it was a combination of the alcohol he had consumed at the party, as well as this woman’s mesmerizing effects on him.


  As Ahmed continued licking and suckling both her breasts, one after another, he was unable to taste the chemical coating, which had covered the hard buds of her nipples. The enzymes worked quickly, entering his system while he was fully aroused, and began the quick process of reversing the effects of international terrorist Savan’s insidious virus. It had originally infected Ahmed through a handcrafted gold pen, which he currently kept at his writing desk nearby. When Ahmed suddenly froze and then slowly lay back on the bed unconscious, the woman watched with amusement.


  ‘Another one succumbs to Dominoe’s charms,’ the CATT agent thought to herself with a grin as she stood up and looked over Ahmed, now in full slumber. The anti-serum, which Ahmed unknowingly consumed from the coated left nipple of the seductive super agent, would reverse the effects of the virus, which was designed to cause unusual behavior in its host. The knockout drug from the right nipple would keep him asleep for several hours. Now the plans of war with Israel, which were brewing in the virus-infected mind of the highest ranked military official in Egypt’s army, Ahmed Ghaffar, would soon be forgotten.


  Dominoe had something else to worry about at the moment - how to get out of the palace in one piece. The security official was no doubt checking her background at this minute, and when her name would not show up on the embassy party guest list or names of any government staff, they would certainly come looking for her, despite Ahmed’s wishes not to be disturbed for the rest of the evening. She had to move fast, and went to where she left her clutch purse on Ahmed’s desk, where she also spied the gold pen. She spilled the few contents of the bag and then turned it inside out and began to pull the seams apart from the metal clasp. Inside the lining was a special CATT designed body stocking, which she unrolled neatly. Dominoe removed her heels and fake jewelry and placed them in a nearby waste can. She then slipped the form fitting suit over her lithe body, beginning at her pretty feet, then over her toned legs, shapely hips, and flat hard stomach. Then Dominoe slipped her arms into the sleeves and tugged the remaining sheer elastic material over her pert mounds. She was now covered from her feet to her neck.


  When the whooping sound of an alarm went off, followed by shouts and the thudding of fast moving footsteps, Domino glanced at the clock by the bed. The timing could not have been better. The agent grabbed the remains of her clutch purse and picked up a small contact lens case. She snapped it open and took out the special lenses and placed them over her large brown eyes. Then she pulled the hood attached to the body stocking over her head, with a slit revealing only her eyes. The rubber-soled bodysuit was designed with a sensitive reflective material, which incorporated whatever its surrounding were onto its surface in a chameleon-like camouflage.


  After she grabbed the pen and tucked it away, she obsessively straightened the other items on the desk. Then the lights went out, courtesy of some earlier top-notch computer hacking by Quentin Smythe back at CATT headquarters, who had tapped into Ahmed’s computerized security system. He programmed everything to go off at exactly that moment, and Dominoe whispered to herself, “Good job, Quentin.”


  Her escape would be easier now, and Dominoe’s eyes began quickly adjusting to the darkness, due to the special lenses on her eyes, which incorporated night vision technology in the glazing. The clasp of her purse was now folded into a hand weapon. When the first guard entered the room, she grabbed him from behind and placed a swift blow to his throat. He crumpled to the floor as the second guard entered, totally unable to see what had just happened. All he heard was the first guard’s gurgled choking. Dominoe grabbed the barrel of his machine gun and simultaneously smashed his nose with her elbow.


  Dominoe relieved the two stunned but still-breathing guards of their weapons and made her way into the dark hallway, where she heard more guards coming blindly up the stairs. She took the first guard out with one burst of gunfire near his feet. When the shrapnel hit his legs, he panicked and fell backwards, colliding with the other guards and successfully bringing them all down the marble staircase, where they tumbled into a confused pile.


  Suddenly a bullet flew past her head. It came from a muffled gun behind her, and she spun around to see a guard firing blindly in her direction. She fired a burst in his direction to back him off, and then turned to speed down the hallway and leaped at the large window at the end of the hall. She used her arms to cover her eyes and head as she crashed through the glass and frame. Adrenaline pumped through her body as she felt the free fall sensation overcome her while she dropped to the ground. She hit the lawn like a cat and rolled through the momentum to keep moving. If she stopped, she was sure to catch a bullet from anywhere, now that the almost full moon provided more light outside.


  Ahead of her, Dominoe saw the high wall surrounding the palace. She sprinted for it, picking up speed as she went. From her peripheral vision, she saw a guard running, his angle about to intercept hers.


  “Perfect,” Dominoe said with a smile, leaping up just as she was about to collide with him. He was diving for her legs, and as he missed, Dominoe vaulted off his back and shoulders and up toward the top of the wall. As she scrambled over it, she blew a silent kiss at the bewildered guard. She jumped from the wall and hit the ground running. The CATT agent only got twenty yards when she felt a stinging prick in the small of her back.


  “Damn,” the agent whispered, as she tried to keep up her speed, but it was for naught. Her legs began to feel like heavy rubber, and the realization that she had been hit with a dart was further enforced by her sudden blurry vision and disoriented senses. She finally slowed and fell to the ground, breathing heavily. There was no way to fight the familiar effects of the fast acting sleep drug.


  Everything faded to darkness, and the last scene that played though Dominoe’s mind was of her words to her co-agents from CATT, Rook and Bishop, before this mission began. She mumbled a soft whisper as her eyes fluttered closed, “No one dies.”


  Chapter 2


  Lara Croft made the final adjustments to the harness around her torso as the young Egyptian man looked on with interest, admiring the attractive woman’s form in her snug gray sleeveless bodysuit and thick boots. He could not believe this Englishwoman was daring to enter the secret tomb of an ancient sorcerer who once performed sacred duties for Dynastic rulers centuries ago. She seemed to have no fear, even after he informed her of the tomb’s fatal curse. No one who entered returned alive. Instead she seemed consumed with the single-minded determination to not only enter the tomb, but to remove some artifacts from it. The Egyptian eased his own conscience with the fact that he had given her sufficient warning. If she still wanted to commit suicide and enter, it was her decision. Of course the fact that she had paid him a generous amount of money for his assistance in locating the tomb eased his mind somewhat. The Egyptian was one of only two people who knew the exact location of the tomb. The secret knowledge had been passed down from generations, but the Egyptian was not as high-minded as his ancestors, and he had a desperate hashish habit to feed.


  Lara was about to enter the opening, and she looked at the Egyptian with distrust in the back of her mind. In order to use the harness properly, she had to remove the gun belt holding her twin automatic pistols as well as her backpack. She had no choice but to believe he would not turn on her and leave her in the tomb to die and steal her belongings, as he was the only one who knew the secrets of the maze to find their way back out.


  “All right, then,” Lara said with a deep breath. “I’ll be back soon. Just watch the pulley and make sure it remains secure. From what you’ve told me, it’s about a hundred feet down to the floor. When I’m done, I’ll call up to you and you reel me up by turning this lever, all right?”


  “Yes,” the Egyptian answered and nodded.


  “Very well. I guess it’s now or never. Cheers,” Lara said and lit up a long green light stick. Then she braced herself horizontally across the opening, as if she were about to skydive into the pit. With one gloved hand on the rope clamp, she began the long descent into the eerie darkness of the tomb. She dropped slowly, the rope passing through the harness rings, her hand holding the control clamp at her side, keeping a smooth steady drop as she crossed her legs at the ankles to steady herself and maintain balance.


  The light stick revealed little in the enveloping darkness. Lara could barely make out walls decorated with colorful and strange hieroglyphics. Then Lara heard an eerie sound, and chills covered every inch of her exposed arms. Her fear was reinforced when the glow of the light stick revealed the floor of the tomb. It was literally covered with a moving blanket of white asps, all without eyes, which would have been useless in the darkness, but Lara guessed nonetheless as fully deadly as their surface dwelling counterparts.


  “Oh, bloody hell,” Lara whispered as she grimaced at the discovery, her stomach churning with disgust. If the Egyptian was correct, there were the remains of countless souls who had entered before her underneath that slithering mass of reptiles. As she lowered herself closer to the sarcophagus placed atop a pedestal in the middle of the room, she could see that it was the only thing uncovered by the snakes. ‘Thank goodness for small favors,’ Lara thought. They were either unable or uninterested in crawling atop it, but she could still make out a dusty empty boot at the base of the pedestal.


  The adventuresome blueblood daughter of Lord Henshingly Croft had little time for pity. She needed to get her little mission over with as soon as possible. She didn’t trust the Egyptian for a moment, and just knew he had probably already run off and left her. The thought made her queasy, but it was a chance she had to take if she wanted her priceless artifact, which was only a few feet away. With athletic dexterity and careful maneuvering, Lara twisted her body until she was vertical and upside down. When her long ponytail dropped and bounced around to brush her face, she almost screamed, thinking it was a snake. She grasped it and quickly tucked it inside the top of her bodysuit to keep it out of the way.


  Someone had already cracked open the sarcophagus, and all she needed was to shift the lid open about a foot so she could have easy access to its contents. Lara gasped with fright when the glow stick revealed the mummified face of the sorcerer, his mouth open in a silent scream, empty eyes looking out as if to protest her intrusion of his centuries old slumber. When the lithe tomb raider regained her composure, she began the search of the casket to find what she was looking for. After several minutes of brushing away dust and debris, Lara’s heart leaped. There it was, on the right hand of the sorcerer.


  Carefully, Lara Croft snapped the brittle fingers of the silent sorcerer apart until she was able to obtain the gold ring, which bore a life size jewel-encrusted beetle. The Scarab of Anubis was known to some as the Millennium Bug. Legend and prophecy told that once every thousand years, whoever possessed the ring gained unparalled powers that could begin or end entire civilizations. Lara herself scarcely believed such nonsense, only knowing that it was a profound artifact of infinite worth. Lara examined it, her eyes as bright as the scarab as the glow of the light stick illuminated the darkness. Once she determined it was the genuine article, she tucked the ring away into a pouch and then flipped her body in the opposite direction until she was right side up, the blood rushing back to give her a rush of lightheadedness.


  “Bring me up!” Lara called, her voice echoing loudly in the chamber. For several seconds, nothing happened, and Lara groaned with the thought that she had been abandoned just as she had feared. As she was about to attempt a long hundred-foot climb, her anger turned to surprise and relief when the cable line began to pull her upward. Lara whispered, “Thank goodness.”


  Within minutes she reached the opening and began to climb through it. Then her heart began to race when she discovered to her dismay that the antechamber was filled with men in military fatigues armed with automatic weapons. Lara searched the room for the Egyptian and saw him casually standing in the back with a smirk on his face. She had been betrayed, certainly for more money, and Lara cursed herself for trusting him.


  An officer, who appeared to be the commander of the armed men, had Lara’s gun belt slung over his shoulder, and asked Lara, “Who are you?”


  “I’m no one of any importance,” Lara replied.


  “Is that so?” the officer said with an incredulous look. “Whom are you working for?”


  “I’m not working for anyone,” Lara replied, never taking her eyes from his.


  “Give me what you took from the tomb,” the officer commanded.


  With resignation, Lara sighed and handed over the pouch. The officer took it, peered inside to verify the contents, and then tucked it neatly away in his shirt pocket as Lara mentally took note.


  “What are you going to do with me?” Lara asked, increasingly nervous about her dire situation.


  The officer looked at Lara, and then glanced over her shoulder at a soldier standing immediately behind her. Lara followed the officer’s eyes and was about to turn around when the soldier took one step forward and thumped Lara in the back of her head with the butt of his machine gun.


  “Unnnnhhhhh!” Lara grunted as she reached for the back of her head and pitched forward. She slowly crumpled to the floor of the chamber until she lay on her side, dazed and moaning from the blow. The young woman’s eyes fluttered, and Lara felt as if she were waking from a dream. She heard the officer issue stern orders to his soldiers in his native tongue and then felt the soldiers grab her weakened arms and legs and begin to shackle them with cuffs and chains. She was limp and helpless to resist, and soon after, Lara felt herself being alternately dragged and carried through the maze-like corridors of the tombs, unknowing of the fate that could be in store for her.


  Chapter 3


  Jihan Suad was the beautiful but deadly female security officer assigned to protect Ahmed Ghaffar. With jet-black hair tucked under a beret, luminous jade eyes, and sensuous lips and facial features, she appeared almost too regal to be wearing a crisp military uniform and shiny high boots. She sat with her legs crossed in the back of a custom Humvee limousine as it rumbled along a desert road, idly tapping a leather riding crop across her thigh. Jihan waited and watched anxiously as her new prisoner slowly awoke from the effects of the drugged dart. Sitting next to her was a University professor from Mexico by the name of Dr. Carlos Cortez, who also watched patiently while Dominoe lay on the plush leather seat across from the two of them. The softly moaning CATT agent was bound with a leather torso harness consisting of a series of straps and buckles which held her wrists and elbows tight behind her back and also connected to a thick strap around her slender neck with another strap that covered her eyes in a blindfold. Her ankles were held with kid leather cuffs separated by a short chain, which would allow the captured agent to walk if it was necessary.


  “She is very beautiful,” Cortez commented as he puffed on a cigar and relaxed next to Jihan.


  “Yes. Too beautiful for a common thief I suspect,” Jihan replied.


  “You think she is more than that?”


  Jihan rolled a slim gold pen between her fingers; the pen which was discovered in Dominoe’s possession after she was recovered outside the walls of Ahmed Ghaffar’s palace. “I can’t believe she would go to all that trouble just for a pen, do you?”


  “I have stopped trying to figure out women a long time ago, senorita,” Cortez smiled. “Did you tell Ghaffar of your suspicions?”


  “The less he knows the better,” Jihan said. “Besides, he was very embarrassed about the whole thing. He just wants me to get rid of her.”


  “I suspect you have other more interesting plans for her,” Cortez grinned.


  Jihan smiled back and leaned over to where Dominoe was finally nodding awake. It was safe now to remove the blindfold. There was no way that Dominoe would be able to determine where they were just from the surrounding landscape. What Jihan was unaware of was the special CATT constructed global positioning system tracking device, surgically implanted in Dominoe’s belly button. Dominoe may not have known that she was being taken to a remote location of Egypt known as the Valley of the Kings, but the CATT eye in the sky did. The only problem was communication. CATT would be unable to make a move without confirmation from Dominoe.


  Dominoe opened her eyes to come face to face with her captor, who the agent recognized from file photograph’s as Ghaffar’s security officer, as well as a brief glance after the embassy party, when Dominoe climbed into Ghaffar’s limo while Jihan climbed into her backup vehicle with the security detail. As Dominoe’s mind cleared, she was first stricken by Jihan’s beauty and then alarmed when she discovered her stringent bonds. She watched as Jihan held up the gold pen by the tip and swung it in front of her face.


  “Why was it so important for you to steal this?” Jihan asked.


  Dominoe took a moment to gather her thoughts, and then responded, “I guess it’s all I had time for before the alarms went off.”


  “So you freely admit that you are a thief? Not an assassin or a government agent?”


  Dominoe shrugged, which was difficult to do in the harness. She squirmed a bit and asked her captor, “Is this really necessary? It’s very uncomfortable.”


  “So very sorry, I am afraid it was not designed for comfort.” Jihan smirked.


  “Obviously not,” Dominoe sighed.


  “What is your name?”


  “Does it really matter?”


  “Of course.”


  “My friends call me Amber,” Dominoe answered. “You can call me Ms. Adams. And who might you and your friend be?”


  “My apologies, Ms. Adams,” Jihan chuckled facetiously at Dominoe’s smug attitude. “This is Dr. Carlos Cortez. He is a special guest visiting from the country of Mexico. I am Jihan Suad”


  “Well, normally I would say it’s a pleasure, but, well…”


  “I presume you are an American,” Jihan sneered.


  “Your presumption is correct.”


  Jihan shook her head derisively. “Only an American would be so arrogant in the face of danger.”


  “Am I in danger?”


  Jihan ignored her question. “What are doing here in Egypt, Ms. Adams? Besides stealing I mean.”


  “Vacation?”


  Jihan turned and looked at Cortez, who raised an eyebrow and smirked. He was clearly enjoying the banter between the two strong willed women. She then turned back to Dominoe and leaned close until the tips of their noses were almost touching. “Take good care, Ms. Adams. If you push me too far, I can make your life very unpleasant.”


  “Even more than it already is?” Dominoe replied with a raised eyebrow, never taking her eyes from Jihan’s. The CATT agent was using a capture training technique. She would have to keep Jihan off guard with constant antagonizing words in order to keep her captor from her normal suspicions. But she didn’t want to taunt too much, or it could be fatal.


  Jihan’s eyes flashed brilliantly and narrowed. She boiled for a moment and then smiled as she reached up and grasped Dominoe by the hair to yank it hard. “We’re going to have such fun you and I.”


  For one baffling instant, Dominoe felt a sudden and twinge of sexual tension, and she almost sensed that Jihan was about to kiss her. It seemed that every time someone or another put the demure agent into captive bondage, she felt curiously aroused, especially when a woman was involved. But the moment passed and Dominoe merely stared back coldly at Jihan. She had pushed her enough for now. It was time to be patient and wait for the opportunity of escape.


  Chapter 4


  Lara Croft was in the tightest pinch she had ever found herself. There was a dull throb in the back of her head as she fought to gather her senses. When everything began to come into focus, she was disturbed to find that she was positioned on her stomach atop a raised pedestal of some sort. Her body was contorted into a very uncomfortable position, and when she tried to move she felt some sort of cuff restraints on her wrists pulling her arms taut behind her back. She could also feel a thick strap of some sort wrapped around her elbows to keep her arms close together. Something was holding her head up by the hair so that she was almost looking straight up. It was a good thing she was in superb and flexible shape, or else the pain would have been unbearable rather than just merely excruciating as her arms were angled in an upward position.


  “Mmmmmp!” Lara grunted angrily when she suddenly tasted something bitter between her teeth and plump lips. Apparently it was a thick rubber tube secured around her head to gag her. She realized a slight burning soreness in her thighs, and turned her head as far as she could. Lara happened to spy her reflection in a nearby antique framed mirror, and she blushed pink at what she saw. Lara’s black bodysuit had been removed and she was now wearing only her fingerless gloves and thong panties. The voluptuous adventurer’s long shapely legs were bent sharply at the knees and cuffed at the ankles. Two short chains attached to the rubber-lined cuffs led up to a single link just above the small of her back. The cuffs on her wrists were also connected to the same link, and then one single stationary chain led up to the ceiling where it was attached to a large mounted pulley. Lara saw that her ponytail had also been clamped at the end and connected to the link as well. The flexed position Lara was in caused her back to arch like a bow so that only her soft stomach touched the surface of the table. She turned angry with humiliation in her degrading predicament when she saw a thin line of saliva dripping from the corner of her mouth and down her slender neck. Lara gave a few cursory tugs and pulls, but that only succeeded in causing stabs of pain throughout her limbs and torso as her plump breasts bounced about. How dare they bind her up and allow her to be exposed like this! And damn that Egyptian for betraying her into the hands of these cruel captors.


  It was times like this that Lara Croft almost regretted choosing a life of hunting ancient artifacts and perilous adventures. If only she were free and armed with her trusty pistols! She would gladly turn all these cursed men into mincemeat. As it was, all she could do was twist and groan pitifully as she tried to make herself as comfortable as possible. Where in blazes were her captors? Someone would have to show up sooner or later, wouldn’t they?


  A door opened suddenly and in walked Mohamed Badran, the Egyptian military officer who captured her in the tomb. Lara soon regretted her wish when she saw where his eyes were staring, and she blushed in humiliation again. She shot the officer a rueful look and moaned loudly to get his undivided attention, “Ummmmppphhh!”


  Officer Badran smiled lasciviously with one hand in the pocket of his fatigues. He took his time as he approached Lara on the pedestal, infuriating her to no end. Badran made his whimpering captive even angrier when he placed a hand firmly on her tight ass cheek, then giving it a gentle squeeze followed by a playful pat. Then he leaned down and spoke pleasantly into her ear, “My name is Mohamed. I will be your interrogator, today.”


  “Unnngh!” Lara responded with a muffled growl as she tugged hard at her rattling restraints. She couldn’t stand the thought of this animal with his hands on her, but there was absolutely nothing she could do about it. All she could do was respond to his grinning expression with a hard glare.


  Badran unbuckled the rubber tube gag and told Lara, “Before we begin, I have to say that you are one of the most beautiful women I have ever had the pleasure of interrogating. I sincerely hope that you will refuse to answer many of my questions so that I will have the chance to sufficiently torture you.”


  “Sod off, you desert pig!” Lara snarled at Badran. “Release me immediately and I promise I’ll kill you painlessly!”


  Badran chuckled at Lara’s defiant attitude. He was going to take immense pleasure in taming that spirit right out of her. He reached to palm her firm breast and gave it a vigorous fondling, making Lara spit and curse as she tugged desperately at her cuffs. “Damn you! Stop that immediately!”


  “Let us pick up where we left off earlier,” Badran said as he rolled her pink nipple between his fingers. “Whom are you working for?”


  “I told you idiot! I don’t work for anyone,” Lara grunted, trying her best to pull away from Badran’s meddling fingers. “Now get your bloody hands off me or you’ll pay dearly I promise you!”


  “You English are just like the Americans. Always full of arrogance and big talk.” Badran sighed as he shook his head back and forth. He ran his finger across Lara’s naturally pouting lips. “Well, I have just the thing for that busy mouth of yours.”


  “What?” Lara inquired as she watched Badran walk over to a table to retrieve a few items. He came back with a dark rubber device with a tube and ball attached. As he brought it closer, Lara was quite shocked to see that it resembled a large thick penis. Lara’s attitude changed quickly, and she began to nervously stammer, “Wait! What are you going to do with that? Don’t you even think of it!”


  “Open those pretty lips of yours,” Badran ordered as he tapped Lara on the chin with the rubber.


  “Never!” Lara snapped. “You bastard! I promise I’ll make you…Mmmmbbbllllmmm!!!”


  Lara mumbled and protested as the inflatable gag was shoved past her lips and into her resistant mouth. Badran patiently secured the gag around her head and then began to pump air into the rubber phallus. “You should have spoken while you had the chance. Now it’s going to be awhile before you can talk again.”


  “Unnnnnnnnggggghh! Ulllppp! Erruuummmmmmph!” Lara mumbled as the gag slowly filled her mouth, stretching her soft lips into a perfect oval shape. After Badran filled it as far as it would go, he gave it a few extra pumps for good measure. Then Lara looked on stunned as Badran removed something from his pocket and held it up for Lara to see. It was some kind of steel clamp with rubber pads on the tips. Lara began to shake her head when she realized Badran was about to place it over her nose to seal her nostrils shut. She looked up at him with pleading eyes as she inhaled as much air into her huge lungs as possible.


  Just as Badran placed the clamp on Lara’s nose, Security Officer Jihan Suad walked into the room with Dr. Carlos Cortez close behind. Badran jumped to attention and saluted at the sight of Jihan, clearly respectful of her rank.


  “Who do you have there, Mohamed?” Jihan asked curiously as she sharply returned his salute.


  “I am trying to find that out now, commander,” Badran replied as he nodded at the slowly suffocating Lara.


  “I can answer that,” Dr. Cortez informed Jihan as his eyes brightened with recognition. “That, my dear, is Lara Croft.”


  “Lara Croft? The one you told me about?” Jihan exclaimed as she noticed the look of keen interest on the face of Dr. Cortez. “You never told me how you came to know of her.”


  “I only know of her by reputation,” Cortez answered with a sly grin on his face. “I have not had the pleasure of meeting her in person until now.”


  “What exactly are you doing there?” Jihan asked Badran as she tapped her riding crop at the side of her leg impatiently.


  “I am interrogating her,” Badran replied. “We found her in the tomb just as she was retrieving the scarab from the sarcophagus.”


  “Oh, that is exciting news. Did you hear that Dr. Cortez?” Jihan asked with a smile as she watched Lara’s face turn red as she struggled to hold her breath.


  “Yes, very fortunate,” Cortez nodded with amusement as he casually removed a large cigar from his coat pocket and began to light it up in private celebration. It seemed as if his plan had worked exactly as he wanted it to. “Where is the ring now?”


  “It is safe in my quarters, Dr. Cortez,” Badran answered.


  “Go get it and bring it to Dr. Cortez,” Jihan ordered her soldier. “But before you go, tell me what you were you trying to get out of her, Mohamed.”


  “I wished to find out who she was working for.”


  “Do you know the answer to that, Dr. Cortez?” Jihan inquired of her companion.


  “She does not work for anyone,” Cortez answered simply. “She is more or less an independent thief of valuable relics; a tomb raider as it were.”


  “And now she is here trying to rob my tomb I see,” Jihan said to no one in particular as he dismissed Badran and stepped over to the pedestal. She removed the clamp from Lara’s nose, allowing Lara to gasp in precious air through her flaring nostrils. “She is very attractive, don’t you think Dr. Cortez?”


  “Absolutely. Even more beautiful than the photographs I have seen of her.”


  “She is almost as pretty as the American,” the intrigued Jihan commented while she ran her cool fingernails along Lara’s arched back and then over the edge of her breasts, making Lara’s nipples harden involuntarily. “What do you think we should do with her, since she was so kind as to get the ring for us?”


  “Well, it is obvious that we have a slight dilemma on our hands,” Cortez said. “We have two lovely candidates for the ritual tonight, but only one of them is needed for our special purpose. I suggest we devise a suitable way to determine which one is absolutely worthy of the sacrifice.”


  Lara Croft perked up at the mention of the last word. What in the world were they on about? First she was tricked, captured, knocked out, kidnapped, tied up, molested, gagged, suffocated, and now she was being threatened with potential sacrifice. What more could go wrong for her? She wished she had never come to Egypt.


  Chapter 5


  Dominoe lay restlessly in what she presumed to be Jihan Suad’s private quarters. She had been handcuffed with her arms above her head to the heavy steel bed frame. The only thing that kept her from escaping was the nasty looking guard watching her with keen interest as he pointed his automatic machine gun in her general direction.


  The demure agent began to whisper enticingly in the Egyptian’s native language, allowing a few words of sensual meaning to reach his perked up ears. The guard tilted his head forward, eager to hear and understand her words, and as Dominoe began to squirm and pose for him, he inched forward toward the bed. Her devastating beauty entranced him, and the fact that she now appeared to be aching for him to come to her, thrilled him even more.


  Briefly the guard thought about the strict orders not to touch the prisoner by Commander Suad. They could return at any time. But he had not been with a woman in weeks, much less seen one with such unparalleled beauty. He swallowed with nervous tension and stepped toward the bed. She was still whispering things that shocked his religious sensibilities and made him red in the face. With his heart pounding and a dull ache in his crotch, the guard finally lowered his weapon and kneeled carefully on the bed next to Dominoe.


  That was all it took. The limber C.A.T.T. agent swung her legs up, swiveled her hips, crossed one leg over the other and brought them down on each side of the guard’s head upon his shoulders to stun him. Then she locked her ankles behind his head, squeezed her calves together tight and swung her legs back until his neck snapped.


  The guard crumpled like a limp rag doll and spilled harmlessly to the floor. Dominoe then quickly went to work on her handcuffs, using a hard plastic pick hidden in her sleeve to unsnap the steel cuffs. Once free, the agent snatched a pillow and the guard’s gun and crept to the door. The intrepid agent stuffed the barrel of the automatic weapon inside the pillow, yanked open the door and fired a quick burst at the first person she saw. The pillow successfully muffled the gunfire, but it was too late, another member of the security force at one end of the room began to shout a warning. Dominoe ducked to avoid his impending gunfire, but the soldier seemed so stunned by what had happened that he never got off a shot and slumped down with a bullet to his throat to silence any more warnings.


  When Dominoe heard approaching running from outside one end of the building, she gritted her teeth with distress. The only way out was a door at the other end. She sped toward it and burst out into the hot desert night, ready to fire at anyone and anything. Instead she was blinded by the sudden flash of huge klieg lights, which flooded the compound with what seemed like sudden daylight. Dominoe froze and shielded her eyes. She heard the distinct sounds of many guns being cocked and certainly trained on her, and so Dominoe dropped her weapon and raised her hands in surrender. Better that and wait for another chance of escape than to be senselessly cut to shreds.


  “It seems that we cannot keep our bird in her cage,” came the familiar voice of Jihan Suad.


  Dominoe’s eyes finally adjusted to the harsh glare, and she was able to look her nemesis in the face and countered smugly, “The accommodations are not exactly up to my taste.”


  “Well,” Jihan raised her eyebrow and then replied cryptically to Dominoe with a grin on her face. “Then we will certainly have to make other arrangements, yes?”


  Dominoe smiled back defiantly with her hands clasped behind her head.


  “Oh you are just begging for it my sweet little bird,” Jihan uttered with lascivious delight. Then she barked orders to her guards to seize the agent.


  Dominoe kept up her smile until Jihan approached and slammed a baton into the agent’s stomach and doubled her over. Dominoe’s intense physical training and cat-like reflexes allowed her to absorb the full force of the blow but kept her from being severely hurt. She pretended to be out of breath and gasped, “You’ll pay for that.”


  “Take her back to my quarters,” Jihan ordered her men. There she would closely supervise and take a full hand’s on position in her captive’s new imprisonment. Then there would be the matter of some severe attitude adjustment and interrogation to find out who she really was. The last thing on her mind now was Lara Croft. Besides, she was quite certain Dr. Cortez could handle her by himself.


  Chapter 6


  Lara Croft was encountering an uncomfortable situation of her own. Once the warnings had been shouted and spread around the compound that the American had escaped, all the guards left with Jihan. Now Lara was troubled that she had been left alone with Dr. Cortez, who was now staring at her with a wicked look in his eyes. It especially disturbed her when he locked the door after the last guard left.


  “Now that everyone has gone to find the pretty American, I believe this would be as good a time as any to become better acquainted,” Cortez said cheerfully.


  Lara strained in her stringent bondage and whimpered a reply, “Ulllmmmp! Mmmmmmph!”


  Dr. Cortez gently released the air from Lara’s pump gag and then delicately removed the saliva-covered device from her aching jaws. Lara sighed with relief once the detestable item was completely out.


  “You were saying?” Cortez inquired.


  Having trouble speaking after having her plump lips stretched to their limits, Lara barely managed to mumble an answer. “We could become better acquainted if I were allowed free from this contraption.”


  “All in good time Lara,” Cortez assured her. “First we have a few items to attend to.”


  “What sort of items?” Lara inquired, not liking the sound of his tone.


  “It could be said that certain men would not hesitate to take advantage of such a beautiful young woman in such a vulnerable position as yours,” Dr. Cortez said as he looked over Lara’s lithe body while it was held taut in the back wrenching bondage frame.


  “Only those certain men that were complete and perverted louts,” Lara countered with a sneer.


  “Unfortunately for you, I am one of those,” Cortez grinned. He reached over with his hands and cupped Lara’s ample mounds to give them a vigorous massage.


  “Oh! You bugger!” Lara snarled. “Filthy bastard!”


  “Such language from a young lady born of aristocracy,” Cortez taunted as he rolled and pinched Lara’s nipples between his fingers, causing Lara to grunt and hiss with anger as she squirmed in her bonds. Cortez chuckled as he had his way with the distressed tomb raider’s succulent breasts. “You father would be shocked at your manners.”


  “Leave my father out of this you-! Owwwwwwww! Damn you!”


  “Would you care to know what we have planned here, Lara?” Dr. Cortez asked his struggling prisoner while he gently slapped his palms on her ripe melons just to watch them quiver.


  “Whatever it is, I’m sure it is something fueled by pure lunacy,” Lara replied angrily. “Now remove your hands or I will cut them off once I’m free.”


  Cortez admired her defiance. It would make it just that much more fully thrilling and satisfying when he finally subjugated her fierce spirit. Her time was close at hand, tonight as a matter of fact. There would be no harm in revealing his plans. Besides, it never hurt to alarm the damsel in distress even further.


  “Thanks to your gallant efforts to obtain the Scarab of Anubis from the tomb, my triumvirate of circles is complete. See this ring I wear? It is called The Second Ring of Power. Alone it contains its own unique powers. It might surprise you to know that a contemporary of yours assisted me in obtaining this ring in Central Mexico. You have heard of Sydney Fox have you not? She had your similar spirit at first, but once I had the ring in my possession we parted ways. Alas, poor Sydney was never the same.”


  Dr. Cortez chuckled at some distant memory as he held up the large jeweled band worn on his left middle finger. On the surface were intricate designs and glyphs of Aztec design. “I also have another ring in my possession that I discovered in Tibet. I will bring those two together along with the Scarab of Anubis to create a force that this world has not seen since they were first created. But in order to obtain full use of these extraordinary powers, we must honor the gods that created these rings with the proper sacrifice. Make no mistake Miss Croft; I am speaking of profound forces capable of toppling entire civilizations. If you have you ever dreamed or wondered what exactly happened to the Aztecs, the Egyptians and all the other lost ancient worlds, you might almost begin imagine what these rings can do. I will design an empire to my exact specifications. As this new Millennium begins, so will the new world of Carlos Cortez.”


  Lara stared at Dr. Cortez as he ranted with a look of insane glee in his eyes. All at once she was fearful for the first time since her capture. “You are utterly mad, aren’t you?”


  “It’s unfortunate you may not live to see how mad I really am,” Cortez smiled.


  “What do you mean?” Lara asked, more to keep Cortez talking so that he would be distracted from molesting her further rather than any real interest in his delusional ravings.


  “You see, either you or the American will have the honor of becoming our gift to the gods in order to restore all three of the rings true power. In order for us to determine which one of you it may be, we must find out which of you will be the most worthy. That one must be of exceptional character and strength.”


  “What will you do then, have a lottery?” Lara asked flippantly.


  “Nothing quite so pedestrian,” Dr. Cortez frowned, disappointed in Lara Croft’s lack of vision. “We will have a contest of skill. From what I’ve seen so far, neither of you lack in that category.”


  “A contest of skill?”


  “Yes,” Dr. Cortez said. “To be more precise, it will be a battle to the death. The winner will take her rightful place on the alter and the other will be left to feed the hungry desert scavengers.”


  Did his insanity know no bounds? Lara wondered. Surely there had to be some way out of this foul mess, but at the moment she was completely at this mad man’s mercy, and she simply detested it.


  Chapter 7


  “You will regret being so free with that smart tongue of yours, my little bird,” Jihan Suad informed her captive. She tightened the slack in one last leather strap used to bind Dominoe spread eagle from her wrists and slender ankles inside a round metal frame, which was mounted to pivot posts on each side at widest part of the circular metal band. It was designed so that it could either be locked vertically, horizontally, or allowed free to spin end over end like a huge gyroscope. Once the last buckle was fastened, and after she warned them not to let anyone disturb her, Jihan ordered her guards to leave her alone with the prisoner. To a man they all left with grave regret, each one giving one last glance at the breathtaking view of the intrepid spy’s perfect nude form suspended in the circular rack.


  “Some have said it’s one of my best assets,” Dominoe remarked, trying to adjust and balance her body as comfortably as possible. In her current vertical position, her weight pulled downward and stretched her arms to the limit.


  Jihan took a serrated combat knife from a sheath on her waist and approached Dominoe, placing the tip of the wicked blade menacingly under her prisoner’s chin, her face inches from the fearless spy.


  “Maybe I should remove it.” Jihan snarled.


  “Maybe you should use brush your teeth once in awhile,” Dominoe shot back.


  Jihan flushed with anger and narrowed her eyes. “I will let you keep your tongue. You will need it later when you are begging me to stop after I get started with you.”


  Dominoe only returned a bored expression, which infuriated Jihan further. “I know you are not a simple whore hired to entertain Ambassador Ghaffar. You have the skills of a highly trained soldier, from what I have seen you do to my guards.”


  “I think you just need train your guards better,” Dominoe replied.


  “I am allowing your insolence for now, little bird, because I feel generous and I wish to give you the chance to answer my questions before we move on to more distasteful business.”


  “Distasteful business? That doesn’t sound very cordial to a new guest.”


  Jihan’s angry mood changed considerably when she followed her statement with, “Allow me to elaborate. It will be distasteful for you, but very delicious for me.”


  “I can’t wait.”


  “Me neither,” grinned Jihan lasciviously as she went to a wardrobe closet and opened the panel doors. Dominoe’s heart began to beat faster when she spied the contents within. A large array of whips, straps, crops and paddles hung along the back. Standing in a row on a shelf was a variety of wicked dildos and vibrators in different shapes, colors and sizes. Jihan opened a small compartment and retrieved a few items and brought them over to Dominoe.


  “First, let me bind those precious breasts of your properly,” Jihan smiled as she took an odd bow-shaped pair of round bands connected together at the middle. She looped each band loosely around both of Dominoe’s perfect tear-shaped mounds. Then she took a handle at the middle and pulled it downward so that the loops cinched tight and in turn plumped the vivacious spy’s ample breasts like balloons so that the nipples pointed straight out.


  “A bondage fetishist, I see,” Dominoe commented without trying to appear afraid. “What’s next, nipple clamps and a crotch rope? How boring.”


  “Oh, I have something much more interesting and tantalizing in mind, little bird,” Jihan replied.


  Chapter 8


  “Let me tell you how this is going to work, Ms. Croft,” Dr. Cortez told his captive audience of one. “By itself this ring has the remarkable power of altering perceptions. For instance, you hate me now, but soon you will worship and adore me. Once I use it on you, you will become whatever I want you to be, my lover, my slave, or my soldier. But don’t ask me exactly how it works. As long as I have had it, I have never been able to fully comprehend its unique ability. Only that it works. Trust me.”


  “See there is the rub, Dr. Cortez. I don’t trust you. Not one tiny bit.” Lara informed him.


  “Well, then. I see that I will just have to convince. The only thing is, after I do, you really will not care,” Cortez said with a smile, and then added mockingly, “Not one tiny bit.”


  Lara suddenly became uneasy. Could this actually be true? She had witnessed stranger things in her travels. She certainly did not like the sound of this. “What do you have to gain by this?”


  “Not much at first,” Cortez grinned. “Merely to ravage and plunder that sublime body of yours at my leisure. Maybe violate those plump lips as well.”


  “Sick bugger!” Lara snarled.


  “Do not fret, dear Lara. Afterward, you will be a part of history. But enough of that. Let us get on with our business.”


  Dr. Cortez brought his ring hand near Lara’s head as she began to struggle furiously against her tight straps and tried to flinch away from his touch. Once his palm settled gently on Lara, she felt a sudden jolt of some unfathomable current surge throughout her stringently bound body. A sweeping feeling of bliss crawled through her and made her tingle as goose bumps covered the entire surface of her naked form. As her temperature rose a few degrees and she began to breathe heavily, her eyes closed tight. It felt as if her mind had been stripped open and was now expanding infinitely until it seemed to come up against an invisible barrier, which enveloped then her in a calm wave of sensations not unlike being underwater, floating in an abyss of blackness.


  “Listen to my voice Lara,” Dr. Cortez said with a clear gentle voice.


  “Yes,” Lara whispered after a long moment. She felt her will fall away but it didn’t matter. The voice was pleasant and soothing. She was eager to hear more.


  “Your mind belongs to me now,” Cortez continued.


  “…To you,” Lara agreed.


  “Everything I tell you…everything I order you to do…you will obey without question.”


  Lara’s instincts told her this should not be so. No man would ever assume to order her around. She was her own person. Independent.


  “Do you understand Lara?”


  Lara struggled with the concept. His words sounded convincing, but she resisted.


  “You will find it pleasurable to obey my words and commands,” Cortez said. “It will pain you to disobey.”


  With her eyes closed and brow furrowed, Lara Croft emitted a soft moan. It hurt too much to try and resist. Her heart was thumping, and the ethereal sensations continued to race throughout her body.


  “I…won’t…obey,” Lara said, and then winced when a terribly upsetting feeling seemed to paralyze her completely. “Unnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnh!”


  “You will obey me Lara,” Cortez reiterated.


  Minutes went by and Cortez relentlessly pounded Lara’s mind with his suggestions, slowly and steadily beating down the Tomb Raider’s resistance. He told her she would have the deep need to obey him. That she would have no inhibitions in front of him. That she would become increasingly and constantly aroused. That anything she was ordered to do would satisfy her sexual cravings. Lara would be grateful for any sex act he performed on her. The more Lara attempted to defy these suggestions, the more she suffered, until her mind and body could take no more. She did not want to speak the words, but as they fell from her lips, feelings of euphoria spread over her and wiped away the dread and paralysis she felt.


  “I will obey,” Lara barely whispered.


  “Very good Ms. Croft,” Cortez praised her. “I promise you will be rewarded for your obedience.”


  The words soothed her, and she felt infinitely better than when she fought. Lara guessed that the sensation she was feeling might be comparable to being under the influence of opium or morphine. She wondered why she even bothered to resist this in the first place. Could anything ever feel so pleasurable?


  “Ummmmmmmm,” Lara moaned and smiled sleepily while Cortez looked on with lascivious delight. He was certainly going to enjoy the powerful feeling of controlling the once defiant but certainly still vivacious young adventurer. Fully confident that the ring’s powers had fully influenced Lara to fall under his strict guidance, he diligently began to unbuckle and loose her bindings. The only ones he left were the strap and thick cuffs holding her wrists and elbows behind her back.


  “Stand up, Lara,” Cortez spoke as he assisted Lara off the raised pedestal. She complied without hesitation and stood perfectly erect before the doctor wearing only her black thong panties as if she were about to receive a physical examination. “You may open your eyes now.”


  Lara raised her sleepy lids and immediately her gaze found Dr. Cortez. She smiled demurely, reminding him of a sly cat. Cortez grinned back at her and asked, “How do you feel, Ms. Croft?”


  “Absolutely wonderful,” Lara replied.


  “That’s good,” Dr. Cortez said. “Do you feel aroused by any chance?”


  Lara felt a chill run up her bare backside and gasped at the delicate sensation that seemed to trickle over her nearly nude form. Her skin flushed pink and she felt her nipples become swollen. She could have sworn that her breasts had expanded as well. She had to bend her knees and press her legs tightly together when she felt the tickling sensation of moistness between her legs, like a terrible need to urinate. God I am so randy! Lara thought. What’s happening to me? How is this happening?


  Dr. Cortez watched as Lara sighed and bit her thick bottom lip while she squirmed before him. He stepped closer to her and spoke in a stern voice, “On your knees, Ms. Croft.”


  His command startled her to attention and she gasped, “Yes, Doctor!”


  It was just as he said. Lara felt a sexual craving, and then the incredibly delightful sensation as she quickly knelt before him, an action that she never would have dreamed to perform only a short time ago. It baffled her no end, but when she tried to fathom the reasons, her body felt the familiar disturbing ache, and so she erased the question from her mind and allowed her own sensual instincts to come forth, and they overwhelmed her so much that she had the urge to reach for her groin and rub it. She was distressed that she couldn’t because of her bonds.


  “Dr. Cortez, please remove these,” Lara whined.


  “Not yet,” Dr. Cortez replied. “Besides, you look so much better there on your knees.”


  That made Lara blush with a smile. Without realizing it, she licked her lips, anticipating what she knew deep down Dr. Cortez expected of her. She looked at his crotch anxiously and shifted back and forth on her knees, just dying for him to let whatever was under his trousers loose.


  “What is it, Lara?”


  “Doctor, please…I must-” she stammered nervously.


  “You must what?”


  Lara Croft swallowed and looked up with large pleading eyes. “I must pleasure you!”


  “Very well,” Dr. Cortez grinned with satisfaction. He unzipped his slacks and took out his burgeoning erection as Lara looked on with a salivating mouth, her thick lips parted and waiting. Like a master ordering his pet, Dr. Cortez commanded, “Take it!”


  Lara emitted a desperate whimper and plunged her head forward onto Dr. Cortez’s swelling member. He grunted as her hot mouth enveloped him and began suckling furiously. He grabbed her by the hair and held her at bay to keep her from getting too anxious, and then began to pump back and forth as she puckered her full cock sucking lips and eagerly took him in. She felt the deep need to pleasure him as fully as possible, using her tongue in a variety of ways to stimulate him to the fullest. His grunts and sighs were making her hornier than ever, and she could feel her panties becoming soaked with juices seeping from her ever-warming slit.


  “That’s very good, Ms. Croft,” Dr. Cortez praised his eager young plaything. “Very good.”


  “UmmUmmm. Splummmmm!” Lara slurped and hummed on his cock with increasing vigor. His encouraging words made her hot and tingly all over and when her huge breasts brushed against his legs, Lara wished she could rub her crotch against Dr. Cortez as well.


  Cortez suddenly jerked his cock out of Lara’s mouth. When she looked up at him with a puzzled expression, Cortez asked her, “Would you like more?”


  “Yes!” Lara immediately exclaimed without any hesitation. She needed it desperately, and remembered his earlier commands. In her most proper British accent, Cortez delighted in hearing her say, “Thank you for letting me pleasure you! Please let me continue!”


  Cortez was suddenly overcome with the urge to fuck Lara Croft good and hard. “Get up!” he ordered as he yanked her up by the arm and then shoved her over to the pedestal where he roughly bent her over on her stomach. The cold surface was a jolt to the flesh of her warm breasts, and she gasped loudly. Her excitement then increased ten fold when she felt Dr. Cortez grasp her panties and yank them down around her trembling thighs.


  “Wide apart,” Cortez ordered simply as he nudged her legs apart with his shoe. Lara complied without protest and waited with baited breath while Cortez grabbed her hips. It seemed like an eternity for the inevitable act that was to follow. The devious doctor guided the head of his cock to Lara’s dewy slit and then plunged it forward until his loins slapped up hard against her tight bare bottom.


  “Uuuuuunnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnngggggggggggggh!!!” Lara groaned when the cock impaled her, her eyes shut tight and mouth open in numbing ecstasy. Her senses were so worked up that she climaxed right away and uttered a terrific scream.


  “Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh!!!”


  Dr. Cortez then proceeded to fuck and fondle the blue-blooded adventuress Lara Croft with every ounce of energy he contained.


  Chapter 9


  It was getting warm in her quarters. Jihan Suad removed her beret and pulled away the rubber band to allow her long lustrous black hair to fall to her waist. Then she opened all the buttons of her crisp uniform top to reveal a black lace bra and let her perspiring cleavage feel the air. Jihan rubbed her sore shoulder and smiled. It had been awhile since she had disciplined anyone, and it felt good to get back into practice. She coiled the long thin whip she had just used and tossed it inside her cabinet and then retrieved a long paddle covered with leather, gripping it tight with her gloved hand as she approached her victim.


  Dominoe, whose sweat-covered body was covered with thin welts, was spinning slowly end over end in the round frame. She had just endured a full hour of pinpoint lashing practice from Jihan, who had used various parts of her lithe figure as targets to test the accuracy of her skill. Her nipples, pussy and buttocks had taken the brunt of the punishment, and all three areas burned and tingled with fire. The pain was not so unbearable yet that Dominoe had to enact her CATT anti-torture technique, but it was getting close. It didn’t help that she was suffering from the slightly disorienting effect of being alternately upside down and then right side up again and again.


  Jihan grabbed the frame and stopped it from its spin when Dominoe was upside down. She stared at her captive’s face, enjoying the look of distress in her eyes and the way Dominoe’s lips were stretched taut around a large white ball gag strapped around her head. With her mouth sealed, the brave spy’s nostrils flared and breasts heaved from the heavy breathing as she recovered from her tormentor’s cruel treatment.


  “Look at this,” Jihan said as she held up a miniature two-inch vibrator between her thumb and forefinger. “It is adorable, is it not? Do you know where it goes?”


  Dominoe merely averted her eyes. She really didn’t want to know.


  “I will show you, little bird,” Jihan grinned as she turned it on and rubbed the tip on Dominoe’s exposed groin. Dominoe gasped and winced as the device buzzed on her raw crotch slit, her body tensing up in the frame while she emitted a soft groan, “Ummmmmmmmmmm.”


  “You like it, I see,” Jihan laughed. “Then I will place it in its proper home.”


  Dominoe became startled when Jihan walked around behind her and craned her head as far as it would go to see what she was up to. Her eyes went wide as she realized Jihan was eyeing her rear with lascivious delight. No! Not there! She thought and closed her eyes with the distressing realization.


  “WHOPPP!!!” came the sudden sound followed a fraction of a second later by a searing sensation on her rear cheeks. Jihan had stunned her with a walloping blow from her wicked paddle.


  “UNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNNHHHHHH!!!” Dominoe emitted a muffled scream with wide-eyed shock as her body shook within the confining frame. She thought, Damn it! That hurts!


  Before she could recover from the paralyzing shock, Jihan grabbed her around the hip, separated her butt cheeks with one hand and inserted the buzzing vibrator into her anus with the other. Now the searing pain was enhanced with the excruciating tingle of the tiny device in her most vulnerable area. As he hole tightened instinctively on the intrusion, Dominoe squealed into her gag, “UMMMMMMMMMPPP!!!”


  Jihan came back around to Dominoe’s front to enjoy the look of torment on her face. While Dominoe strained against her wrist and ankle straps, Jihan took the opportunity to adjust their tightness even more, stretching Dominoe’s slender form to its back-wrenching limits. Then the Egyptian commander approached her victim with delight and spun the rack again until Dominoe was right side up again. She leaned her head forward and bit into the spy’s tender nipple hard, then pulled it away with her teeth to cause Dominoe to scream and wriggle even more. Her sadistic glee seemed to know no bounds.


  After doing the same to the other nipple, Jihan began to spin the paddle expertly in her hands and strolled yet again behind Dominoe. She gave the frame a tug and sent it spinning slowly end over end once again. Jihan’s plans were to unleash a blow each time the Americna’s buttocks went by. The last words Dominoe heard before the inevitable first blow were, “This will hurt you much worse than it will hurt me.”


  “WHHHAAAAPPPP!!!”


  “UNNNNNNNNNNNGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!!!!”


  “WHAAAAAAAAPPP!!!”


  “UNNNNNMMMMMMMMMPPPPPPPPPHHHHHHHH!!!”


  And so it went for what seemed forever.


  Chapter 10


  Dr. Cortez unleashed spurt after spurt of warm milky juice deep inside Lara Crofts fertile womb, thrusting as hard as he could and driving her hard against the edge of the pedestal. Lara grunted and gasped from the furious climax of his assault, “UNNNNNNH! UNNNNNNH! UNNNNNNNNH!”


  When she felt him orgasm, her own body shuddered in kind, as her nubile body was overcome with an intense climax. The thought of Cortez coming inside her filled her with ecstasy, and she wanted to let him know how much she appreciated the honor of being his fuck doll.


  “Dear heavens!” Lara gasped, “Oh my GAAAAAAAAAAAAH!!! Your cock feels so… Unnnh… wonderful inside me. Fuck me! Harder! Fuck me! FUCK ME!!!”


  Cortez was impressed by her enthusiasm, and gave her what she wanted, ramming her even harder until she achieved yet another stunning climax. When he could hold out no longer, Cortez pulled out and left Lara squirming and moaning over the pedestal whimpering like a cat in heat.


  “Did you enjoy that, Lara?” Cortez inquired as he stuffed his cock back in his linen trousers.


  “YES!!!” Lara exclaimed without hesitation. “It was glorious! I can’t…believe it!”


  The ravaged Tomb Raider turned to look at Cortez with an anxious look. She desperately wanted more. “Did you enjoy it as well? Did it please you? If it did not, I would be happy to try harder.”


  Cortez was charmed by her words, and smiled at her. The once defiant and independent adventuress was now totally subservient to his needs and whims. It was always a great thrill to see such normally strong-willed women reduced to utter sex slaves.


  “That won’t be necessary, Lara,” Cortez informed her.


  Lara’s face fell, and Cortez had to keep from laughing out loud at the thoroughly disappointed expression. She couldn’t understand why Dr. Cortez did not want to fuck her again. Lara wanted to let him know he could fuck her as much as he wanted, and she would suck his cock for hours if he wanted that too.


  “I have something very special in mind for you,” Dr. Cortez assured Lara as he lovingly patted her pink bottom like a pet and then removed her arms straps so that she could redress. Inside, Lara grew very excited again as she pulled on her gray bodysuit and tugged on her boots.


  “Let us go and see what our friend Jihan is up to with the American,” Dr. Cortez suggested as he attached a chain and collar around Lara’s neck and led her out of the room and compound building. They headed towards Jihan’s headquarters where they were met by guards outside the main door. They informed him that their commander was busy and did not wish to be disturbed.


  “Tell her Dr. Cortez wishes to see her now,” Cortez told the wary soldier.


  Normally, the soldier would have told him to come back later, but he was anxious to see what his boss was doing with the American, and so he quickly disappeared inside the building. He put his head to the door to listen and heard muffled moans and squeals as well as loud slapping sounds. The boss was undoubtedly disciplining the American. “Better her than me,” he thought as a smile crossed his face. He finally knocked on the door. The slaps stopped and footsteps could be heard approaching. The soldier stepped back when the door opened and met a startling sight during mid-salute.


  Jihan Suad stood before him with a paddle clenched in her right hand, her uniform top removed, bra-cupped breasts heaving, sweating face partially covered with wet strands of hair. She was not in the least uninhibited in front of her guard, and looked as if she had just finished a strenuous workout.


  The beautiful Egyptian commander hissed, “I thought I told you I did not wish to be disturbed.”


  “My apologies, commander,” the soldier replied nervously. “Dr. Cortez. He wishes to see you.”


  “Send him in,” Jihan muttered and turned her attention back to Dominoe.


  Dominoe was relieved by the brief respite from her captors’ harsh treatment. Her perfectly rounded ass cheeks were red and tenderized from the cruel paddling. It didn’t help matters that the miniature vibrator was still humming away inside her anus, making her squeeze and squirm in the rack. Jihan brought her right side up just as Dr. Cortez entered with Lara Croft. Dominoe was puzzled by the appearance of the buxom girl who was brought in with Dr. Cortez, collared and leashed like an animal. When she came closer, Dominoe could detect the telltale signs that the girl was under the influence of something. She appeared as if she were on some euphoric drug.


  “Are you sure she her arms and legs should be free?” Jihan inquired of Dr. Cortez.


  “Not to worry, my dear,” Cortez assured her. “She is completely under my guidance.”


  “Oh?” Jihan said, clearly skeptical. “Let us see then.”


  “Of course,” Cortez smiled, and then looked over at Dominoe. “Lara, I would like to introduce you to our American guest, Amber Adams. Ms. Adams, I would like to introduce you to Lara Croft.”


  The two women stared at each other. Lara barely smiled and nodded, while Dominoe was still breathing heavily from her ordeal with Jihan. A stream of drool seeped from her lips and ball gag, and mixed with the sweat that covered her entire nude body.


  “What do you think of my pet, Ms. Croft?” Jihan asked with a lascivious grin.


  “She’s quite pretty,” Lara responded in her quaint British accent.


  “Would you like to make love to her?” Jihan asked.


  Lara’s brow furrowed. She was clearly taken aback at the question. She had never had any lesbian tendencies, not even a hidden desire to experiment with the opposite sex. The idea was simply abhorrent to her. She could not understand why Jihan would ask such a question.


  “No,” Lara said simply, and then moved closer to Dr. Cortez.


  “Oh? Why not?” Jihan asked, feigning disappointment.


  “I already have a lover,” Lara replied, somewhat defensively.


  “What if I told you it was all right to make love to her?” Dr. Cortez said to Lara.


  Lara became more disturbed now. Now the man she most adored was questioning her intentions.


  “Dr. Cortez, I only wish to make love to you,” Lara responded with a pout.


  “I understand your feelings Lara, but listen to me carefully.” Cortez spoke in a calm voice. “It would please me very much if you made love to her.”


  Lara gave a barely audible moan, clearly bothered by her master’s suggestion. She simply did not want to do it, but…he did say it would please him. Her mind reeled and protested, but his deeply implanted suggestions seemed to work overtime to turn her around to see that what he wanted mattered most of all.


  Dominoe watched Lara’s mental struggle with fascination. Whatever it was that Cortez had done to her, it was very powerful. She hoped that whatever it was, she would be able to escape before it was surely done to her.


  “Don’t worry, Lara, I will not think ill of you,” Dr. Cortez. “Go to her.”


  Lara felt dazed. If this were what her master wanted, she would follow his orders eagerly. She looked at Dominoe now with total concentration, as if studying a strange new artifact. Creeping thoughts entered her mind, kissing, touching, limbs entwined. Her arms suddenly erupted with goose bumps, and breathing became perceptibly shallower. She had to close her eyes for a moment to allow a sudden rush of arousal blend throughout her stiffened form. Crystal clear clarity opened her mind and eyes, and the urge to make love to the beautiful American woman before her overwhelmed Lara. She glanced over her shoulder at Dr. Cortez and gave him a lascivious smile, her glazed eyes smoldering.


  Dominoe watched anxiously as Lara approached her on the rack and reached up to remove the bitter and stifling ball gag from between her aching jaws. Before Dominoe could say a word, Lara slipped her slender arms around Dominoe’s waist and embraced her. Dominoe let out a soft gasp when the Tomb Raider’s ample mounds pressed warmly against Dominoe’s own bosom, and then her lips were crushed passionately by Lara’s thick mouth.


  “Ummmmmmmm!” Dominoe whimpered. Lara tongued the luscious spy and held her firmly, letting her fingerless gloved hands roam over Dominoe’s back and then slide downward to cup her perfect ass. She discovered the tiny vibrator inserted between Dominoe’s cheeks and gently pushed it in and out. Lara then pressed her hips up firmly against Dominoe’s groin, and began to grind sensually. Normally, the CATT agent would have been resistant, but this was a welcome respite after what she had endured.


  Jihan Suad and Dr. Cortez watched with delight as Lara made passionate love to the American they knew as Amber Adams. Thoughts of discovering her captive’s true identity were the furthest thing from Jihan’s mind now as the scene entranced her. She was in awe at the power of Cortez’s ring. If it had the ability to turn a strong and independent adventuress like Lara Croft into a subservient love slave who followed orders with token resistance, imagine what the possibilities were when they brought all three rings together. The more she watched, the more eager she became to witness more proof of their power.


  “They will fight, yes?” Jihan whispered to Cortez.


  “Of course,” Cortez smiled back.


  “Then let us begin,” Jihan said anxiously.


  “Patience, patience,” Cortez good-naturedly admonished his eager associate. He marveled at how Jihan’s eyes were lit up by the Sapphic scene of the two exquisite women kissing sensually, one helplessly bound while the other had her way with the captive. The American now seemed to be giving in little by little. “There is still plenty of time. Let them have a little fun for our amusement.”


  “Yes,” Jihan agreed with a smile that could only be comparable to a serpent, which had just fed. She chewed her thumb and appeared as if she could not wait to join the two.


  Chapter 11


  At the beginning, Dominoe was resistant to what Lara was doing to her. But the intensity of Lara’s kisses and fondling coupled with the ultimately dangerous situation enticed the CATT agent to respond with growing enthusiasm. After experiencing such pain from Jihan, the gentle caresses and intimate sensations pushed her to the edge of ecstasy. Her hips were grinding away to meet Lara’s, and she struggled in her bound position to push her crotch as hard against Lara’s as possible. It was an incredible feeling being stimulated in such a way that her anus and pussy were being sexually stimulated all at once.


  Lara broke their suffocating kiss first, and moved her head down to suckle Dominoe’s nipples, still raw from Jihan’s whip. She swirled her tongue around each one and then slowly began to move down her stomach and stopped just above her quivering groin. Lara peered up at Dominoe, who was gasping and staring down with intense anticipation. She uttered a low whisper, “Please…”


  Then Lara Croft buried her tongue deep into Dominoe’s dripping slit while Dr. Cortez and Jihan looked on with delight. Cortez glanced sideways to see that Jihan was absently rubbing her own crotch while she continued biting her thumb. Jihan, totally unaware that she was under Dr. Cortez’s mind control, struggled to stay still. It took every ounce of strength not to rush toward the two women.


  Dr. Cortez waited until Lara Croft brought the American to her first orgasm to allow Jihan free. “Go to them,” he spoke softly into her ear.


  “Yes,” Jihan sighed and went quickly to her cabinet to retrieve an item she had been dying to get ever since she watched Lara make love to the American. As swiftly as she could, she placed a belt around her waist with a strap-on dildo attached.


  “UUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUNNNNNNNNNHHHHHHH!!!” Dominoe moaned forcefully as Lara elicited another orgasm from her. She hardly recovered when she felt her waist grabbed from behind and then a thick member enter her sopping pussy. The ravaged spy opened her eyes and was stunned to see Dr. Cortez watching from across the room. She was certain it was he who had entered her. Then she craned her neck to see Jihan vigorously fucking her from behind while Lara Croft turned her attention back to Dominoe’s succulent breasts.


  “AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH!!!” Dominoe screamed in animalistic ecstasy as the dildo penetrated and thrust deeply inside her silky wet canal. Her mind reeled from the intense sensations, and her body became racked yet again by another shuddering climax.


  Lara was fingering her own cunt furiously, bringing herself off as she engorged her mouth with Dominoe’s inflated mounds. “AAAAAAAUUUUUUUUUUUMMMMMMMPPPPPPPPHHH!!!”


  Meanwhile Jihan was behind grunting and panting as she reveled in the final fate of fucking her beautiful captive to her heart’s content. She took extreme delight in ramming her dildo deep into the American’s tortured pussy. She would teach her slave to have such a smart mouth wouldn’t she?


  In time, Jihan released Dominoe from the frame and moved her to the bed, fucking her on all fours while forcing the American to taste Lara Croft’s silken slit. Positions were changed, all silently and subtly directed by Dr. Cortez. Like three pliant puppets, Cortez forced them to climax each other over and over, once while Lara and Dominoe were in a sixty-nine position with Jihan using her tongue to stimulate the anus of one and then the other. Another time Jihan and Dominoe bumped their groins while Lara took turns tongue kissing them both. The final orgy was a mass of naked and wet bodies all intertwined and quivering as intensifying moans, squeals and whimpers filled the room. Hours later, satiated and exhausted after countless orgasms, the three women lay still among each other except for their panting breasts.


  Dr. Cortez was more than pleased. Everything was going exactly as planned. It was soon time for the next step towards his new vision of the world.


  Chapter 12


  A few hours had passed, but Dominoe was still feeling the after effects of her painful and pleasurable encounters with Jihan Suad and Lara Croft. She was slowly regaining her strength as well as her senses, but now she was faced with another dilemma. The CATT agent was currently at the bottom of a wide twelve-foot deep circular pit located somewhere in the tombs in The Valley of Kings. The floor, once a smooth marble of intricate design, was covered with an ancient film of dust. Immediately after the intense orgy of love making, Dominoe found that she had been far too drained of strength and wits to attempt an escape. By the time she was ready, Jihan’s guards had returned and she was put into restraining cuffs, bathed and then fitted with a leather thong, bra and sandals strapped up to her slender calves.


  Across the floor from her stood Lara Croft in an identical outfit. Above them at the top edge of the pit stood Dr. Cortez, Jihan Suad, and a few armed guards. Dominoe watched as Jihan tossed down a key in front of her feet.


  “You may release yourself now,” Jihan’s voice echoed in the torch lit chamber.


  Dominoe picked up the key and unlocked her wrist cuffs and tossed them away.


  “Now what?” Dominoe inquired.


  “Now you and Ms. Croft will test your skills against one another,” Cortez informed her.


  “I won’t fight her,” Dominoe called back.


  “Then she will kill you in short time,” Cortez said. “Whether you fight or not will not matter. Lara is prepared to fight just the same.”


  “I suppose it’s useless to ask why we’re supposed to fight.” Dominoe stated.


  “Not at all. I would be happy to tell you,” Cortez said jovially. “Whoever wins will prove they are worthy to receive a great honor. That honor will be to submit their soul for sacrifice to the gods who created the rings which we will bring together this evening.”


  “And bringing these rings together will do what exactly?”


  “They will unleash a power that this earth has not seen for centuries and bring this world into a new millennium which will be ruled by yours truly,” Cortez smiled. “That’s all you really need to know.”


  “Does this have something to do with what you did to her?” Dominoe asked, indicating Lara Croft, who looked on with mild interest.


  “Yes,” Cortez answered. “Lara is just a small example of the potential power of the rings.”


  ‘I need to stop this mad man before he gets too far with his delusions,’ Dominoe thought. She looked into Lara’s eyes and was disturbed at what she saw. There was nothing there. Deep down she knew reasoning would be impossible with her, whoever she was. All Dominoe knew was that she was some kind of British born archeologist named Lara Croft. Then it hit her. Her father had to be Henshingly Croft, the wealthy British Lord of major influence whose only daughter roamed the world in search of ancient treasures. How did Lara get mixed up with this bunch? Dominoe’s mind began to spin ideas of escape.


  “I can see you are already trying to think of ways to get out of this, but I am afraid it is all for naught. The time is now to begin your test of skills,” Cortez said, as if he could read Dominoe’s mind. Then the intrepid spy immediately tensed up when Cortez shouted, “Lara, take her!”


  Lara Croft cut a dark look at Dominoe, tilting her head down slightly and peering at the spy with penetrating eyes. Dominoe turned her body sideways in a fight stance toward the fast approaching Lara, who now had a lean hungry look of a hungry wolf. The Tomb Raider took several running steps and leaped upward and then sprung loose like a coil. Lara landed a devastating kick with the side of her foot to Dominoe’s jaw. The blow stunned Dominoe although she had instinctively turned her head enough not to take the full brunt of the kick. She rolled sideways and then scrambled to her feet.


  Lara pounced again, landing one fist to Dominoe’s sternum and the other to her opponents shoulder. The blows stung but Dominoe used Lara’s momentum to bring her near enough to lock her forearms around Lara’s biceps and then snapped her head forward to butt Lara in the face. Dazed but enraged, Lara twisted Dominoe sideways and used her legs to pivot and twist the spy as she brought her right leg forward and took Dominoe down to the ground.


  When Dominoe landed on her back, she continued the twisting roll and now she was on top of Lara. The Tomb Raider quickly forced her legs up and forward and shoved Dominoe off in a tight roll. Dominoe stood up and met Lara face to face. Simultaneously, the two skilled combatants unleashed a flurry of kicks punches and blocks, their forearms battering one another’s in a furious ballet of attacks and counterattacks. Nothing but grunts and the sound of limb on limb were heard from the captive audience above. When one seemed to gain the upper hand, the other would escape and turn the tables. It was the most intense fight any of them had ever witnessed.


  Dominoe knew the time was now to do something drastic. After feeling Lara out and measuring her skilled opponents strengths and weaknesses, the CATT agent moved to make the final attack. Lara, who had anticipated this particular move, moved with grace and speed, kicking out Dominoe’s legs and bringing her down to her knees. The spy now found herself in her most vulnerable position, watching helplessly as Lara brought her arm up across her chest. In a fraction of a second, their eyes met for one last time, and then Lara released her arm at the throat of Dominoe and felt the knife hand strike home. Dominoe’s head snapped forward and then her whole body went limp and fell backward onto the dusty floor.


  “Did you see that? She crushed her throat!” Jihan hissed in amazement.


  “Amazing,” Dr. Cortez uttered. “I was certain the American would win.”


  Lara, supremely confident her opponent would never get up again, stood up straight and looked up at Dr. Cortez, patiently awaiting her next command.


  “Very good Lara,” Dr. Cortez called down as one of Jihan’s guards was ordered to lower a rope ladder so Lara could climb out of the pit. Lara promptly climbed out and joined the group around the edge of the pit.


  “Thank you, Dr. Cortez,” Lara said proudly. “Am I worthy of sacrifice now?”


  “Yes, yes you are,” Cortez smiled as he took her by the hand. “Come with me.”


  As Cortez walked away with Lara, Jihan looked down at the lifeless body of Dominoe. She shook her head with regret. She would have enjoyed keeping the beautiful woman for her own private pleasure. Now she was faced with the unenviable task of burial. It would be simple enough. The pit in which Dominoe lay had been filled completely with sand from a cave in during early excavations. The sand had been removed and piled to one corner of the room behind a precarious barrier of wood planks.


  Jihan ordered her men to break the supports to the boards and allow the sand to refill the pit. It was the least she could do for the American. Give her a proper burial. The guards used their automatic machine guns to destroy the wood supports, and the barrier was pushed over easily by the tons of spilling sand, which flowed like a waterfall into the pit.


  “Goodbye, Amber,” Jihan whispered with a melancholy tone in her voice. She already missed the American’s smart tongue. The last thing she saw was Dominoe’s angelic face before it was covered with the sifting sand at the bottom of the pit. Then she left with her guards to join Dr. Cortez in the main tomb.


  Chapter 13


  Lara Croft stood nude and erect before Dr. Carlos Cortez, who wore a hooded gold-embroidered robe. She glowed with pride before her master after besting the American woman in mortal combat. Now she waited anxiously as final preparations were made for her sacrifice. Cortez brought over the Scarab of Anubis and placed it on Lara’s right hand middle finger as a group of acolytes covered Lara’s body with intoxicating scented oils. Cortez already wore the Aztec Second Ring of Power, and Jihan Suad, wearing a golden robe and nothing else, wore the Ring of Tibet.


  After the acolytes stepped aside, Lara was led toward an eight by four foot oblong pedestal made of pure onyx, and made to lie upon it. She crossed her arms across her bare chest, each hand covering one glistening mound. Cortez took his place on one side of the pedestal while Jihan took her place on the other side. The acolytes created an outer circle and began to murmur ancient chants as one of them brought forth a long curved dagger that shined wickedly in the torch lit tomb.


  Lara stared mesmerized at the dagger as Cortez took it in both hands and held it above his head as if seeking the approval of some unseen force. Cortez then began to recite Egyptian words that had not been uttered for centuries. Across from him, Jihan repeated his words and raised her hands to touch the dagger, creating an arch over Lara’s still form.


  Cortez, as anxious as he was to begin his rule, knew he must utter each and every word flawlessly. It would take some time, but he was patient. After all, he had waited this long.


  * * *


  A single hand burst out of the sand, which now filled the pit almost to the brim. Then a forearm erupted, followed by another hand. The hands grasped and pushed until a mound of sand began to rise from the middle of them. Like a bird escaping an egg, Dominoe climbed out of the sifting grains until her torso came out. With one last burst of strength, she pulled herself out and lay on her back to catch her breath.


  She realized she had precious little time, so with an excruciating grunt, she got her body to move. The CATT agent climbed out of the pit and tried to waste as little time as possible trying to brush all the sand from her body. Her body ached for a cleansing shower, and it distressed her to no end to feel so completely soiled. It was no use, the sand was everywhere, and in places she didn’t want to think about, so without further delay, she moved stealthily toward the direction of the main tomb. Clinging to wall with soundless movements, she could barely make out unintelligible sounds from down a long corridor.


  Dominoe needed a weapon, and just ahead she spied one of Jihan’s guards standing at attention near the entrance of the main tomb. The skillful spy created a noise to distract the guard from his duties, and he turned to investigate. It only took several steps until he was grabbed from behind in a chokehold and his neck was snapped.


  The guard was dragged into a dark crevice and Dominoe stripped him of his uniform. She removed her own thong and bra and pulled on the crisp trousers and top. His boots were larger than she would have liked, but at this point, she was grateful to have clothes on at all. She tried not to obsess over the fit of the uniform, making every tuck and fold as neatly as possible, but it couldn’t be helped. It was fortunate that she could at least do it with great speed and efficiency. Lastly, the beautiful spy took the dead guard’s beret and placed it just so on her head and tucked her ponytail neatly underneath. Of course she would not pass for a man, as her voluptuous figure filled out the khaki material, but it would buy her enough time to do some serious damage.


  Dominoe took the automatic machine gun, tugged the strap over her shoulder, and released the safety. Locked and loaded, she headed toward the tomb with a clear mission in her head. To kill every motherfucker in the room.


  * * *


  Dr. Cortez held the dagger over Lara with one hand on the hilt as Jihan joined him. With the final words of the sacrificial recitation escaping his lips, he brought down the dagger towards Lara’s throat.


  The chants of the acolytes had grown to intense volume, but suddenly they were overcome by the loud echoing blasts of gunfire, and all fell to the floor at once. Both Cortez and Jihan turned to see a guard entering the tomb with an automatic weapon spitting flame and death as Jihan’s guards fell one by one. Moving with acrobatic ease across the cavernous tomb, Dominoe took out the guards in spectacular and efficient fashion. With little or no time to respond, the guards and frightened acolytes met bullets to the body and head, sprawling and falling everywhere. Some of the armed guards were able to return fire, but Dominoe’s swift evasion tactics made short work of each and every one of them.


  Then as quickly as it began, it was over. Silence filled the room as well as a thick fog of smoke and an acrid metallic odor. Dominoe stood in the midst, staring at Cortez and Jihan with a malevolent look in her eyes. She popped the empty ammo clip out of her weapon and then tossed the gun to the ground with a startling clatter.


  Dr. Cortez now realized that the American was more than what she appeared, and she was utterly and completely dangerous. It angered him to no end that his plan had failed so miserably. “Jihan, kill her,” Cortez ordered, handing his stunned associate full use of the curved dagger. The Egyptian’s eyes narrowed as she grasped the dagger and moved toward Dominoe. He had to get away as quickly as possible. And so without another thought, he began to run toward the exit of the tomb.


  Dominoe saw Cortez attempt escape and took the combat knife from her sheath. With Jihan attacking quickly, she did not have time to aim as well as she needed, but she let it loose and it flew across the room to embed itself into the shoulder of Dr. Cortez, who stumbled and uttered a groan of pain before he disappeared into the dark corridor.


  Now Jihan was upon Dominoe, and all bets were off. Narrowly escaping the swiping bade, Dominoe flipped backwards, while bringing her boot up to catch Jihan squarely in the chin. Stunned, Jihan dropped the dagger and wavered. Then both women were on each other, locking one another’s arms and wrestling to the ground, twisting, pounding each other in the stomach and face and anywhere else that could be accomplished. Finally, Dominoe gained enough momentum to wrap her powerful legs around Jihan’s waist, locking her ankles just under the chin of the furious Egyptian. Dominoe had one of Jihan’s feet in her own hands, and began to bend it into an impossible angle. A soft crunching sound followed by intense screaming signaled that Jihan’s ankle tendons were broken.


  Dominoe released Jihan and jumped to her feet as Jihan grabbed at her ankle in agony, spitting curses in her native tongue. The CATT agent returned one of her own, and then quickly turned her attention to Lara Croft. The beautiful British adventuress was still on the pedestal, but sitting up with her head in her hands. She appeared as if she were recovering from the world’s worst hangover.


  “What in heaven’s name has happened to me?” Lara groaned. Her last memory was being held in strict bondage alone with Dr. Cortez.


  “You don’t want to know,” Dominoe said as she placed a comforting hand on Lara’s shoulder.


  “Who are you?” Lara inquired in utter confusion.


  “My name is-” Dominoe paused, ready to give Lara the name Amber Adams, but she decided she would not confuse Lara further with a false story of what an American was doing here.


  “Dominoe,” the CATT operative finally answered. “I’m an American intelligence agent. I’m actually here on another mission, but somehow I got caught up in something bigger it seems.”


  “I can’t remember-” Lara began to say as she looked around and then suddenly felt self conscious when she realized she was completely nude. Then Lara’s eyes went wide. Dominoe froze in confusion as Lara grasped the automatic pistol from her gun belt and fired over Dominoe’s shoulder. The spy quickly turned just in time to see Jihan with her dagger raised and limping towards them. The bullet had plotted a neat hole in her chest, and now the material surrounding it began to darken with a dull crimson color.


  Jihan dropped the dagger, fell forward and died without another sound.


  After an interminable silence, Lara finally spoke, “Well, so much for her, then.”


  “Now we need to find Dr. Cortez,” Dominoe reminded Lara.


  “Yes, that bugger has some explaining to do,” Lara growled with disgust.


  Lara found her clothes nearby and dressed quickly while Dominoe gathered some weapons. Before the two of them headed to the exit corridor, Dominoe found Ambassador Ghaffar’s virus infected pen in the pocket of Jihan’s uniform. Lara was puzzled when the CATT agent took great care to fold and place each item back carefully.


  “Do you know the way out of here?” Dominoe inquired as they began making their way through the confusing maze of tunnels.


  “Yes,” Lara said confidently. “All we have to do is follow the trail.”


  Dominoe spied the intermittent spatters of blood on the floor from Dr. Cortez’s knife wound, and so they moved swiftly through the narrow corridors and eventually reached the surface of the desert valley. The blood trail stopped suddenly and was replaced by tire tracks, which led out into the darkness.


  “Damn it!” Lara hissed in frustration. “He’s long gone. Now what?”


  “I’d advise you to leave this place as quickly as possible,” Dominoe said with urgency as she pressed her sternum with her thumb to set off the global tracking beacon embedded in her chest.


  “Yes, absolutely,” Lara agreed and then held up her hand to look at the Scarab of Anubis. “At least the bastard is without one of his precious rings.”


  “Actually, two,” Dominoe replied with a smile as she held up her own hand and showed Lara Croft the Ring of Tibet. This one will be locked away forever. I suggest you do the same with that one.”


  Lara nodded thoughtfully and an awkward silence followed. Finally she looked into Dominoe’s eyes and said, “Thank you for getting me out of this bloody mess, Dominoe.”


  “My pleasure, Lara,” Dominoe laughed facetiously.


  “There’s only one vehicle,” Lara said. “How will you get out of here?”


  “I have some friends not far from here that are on their way to pick me up,” Dominoe informed the Tomb Raider as the desert wind blew in the distant sound of an approaching helicopter.


  “Well, it’s goodbye then.” Lara smiled. “Take care and good luck.”


  “Same to you,” Dominoe said and reached out to shake Lara’s hand. There was another awkward pause, and then the two women embraced before Lara walked away and jumped into the remaining Humvee to speed away.


  A black CATT stealth chopper arrived a few minutes later, and Dominoe approached in a hunched trot, covering her eyes to avoid the whirl of sand swirling up from the propeller wash. She jumped into the door held open by her fellow agent Rook. Once the agent was in, Rook slammed the door shut and Bishop took off into the black Egyptian sky to rendezvous with the U.S.S. Apocalypse, their Navy escort through the Persian Gulf.


  “It’s about time,” Rook complained, “What the hell happened to you?”


  “Shut up,” Dominoe sighed with aggravation as she began to peel off the boots filled with irritating sand.


  “Where’d you get the spiffy threads?” Rook laughed. “Man, you look hot in that uniform, Dom.”


  “Fuck you,” Dominoe smiled, and then asked, “Hand me a new bodysuit.”


  “Yea, got one right here,” Rook said as he tossed Dominoe a brand new CATT uniform wrapped in thick plastic. “Can I watch you change?”


  Dominoe shot Rook a disapproving look and shook her head. Rook shrugged and exited the cabin to join Bishop up front in the cockpit of the chopper, grinning, “It never hurts to ask.”


  “Yes it does,” Dominoe laughed as she gave Rook a painful jab in his ribs as he went by. She then removed her soiled uniform, folded it, and placed it in the plastic bag after she took out her new body suit. After she set the bodysuit aside, she took a plastic container of wet wipes and took her time cleaning every inch of her sleek body until each speck of sand was removed. Finally she opened a medical kit to treat her cuts and bruises. The worst of her wounds was the dark purple bruise across her collarbone, where Lara Croft had struck her with a knife hand blow. At the last fraction of a second, Dominoe had shifted her torso slightly upward to make Cortez and the others believe she had been killed with a blow to the throat.


  Once she pulled on her snug body suit, Dominoe sighed at the comforting fit and then lay sideways on the bench seat. She strapped herself in so she could sleep until they arrived back at the ship. She would have precious little time to dream until it was time for the next mission.


  THE END
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  * * *


  The alarm clock rang at exactly 7:00 a.m. It didn’t actually ring, but wailed annoyingly. It continued to whine until a long, slender hand emerged from under the bed-sheet covers. The hand reached for the device on the nightstand next to the bed. The feminine fingers hit the snooze button and the alarm came to an abrupt stop.


  Dominoe stirred on the bed. She sighed, rubbing her sleepy eyes as she turned on her back. She yawned lazily and turned to the figure sleeping next to her. Knight, her lover, was a heavy sleeper. His back was to her and she rolled against him, wrapping her long, silky leg around his own limb. She ran her toe along his muscular calf.


  “Rise and shine, love-machine,” she whispered in his ear.


  Knight stirred, but didn’t wake up. Dominoe blew in his ear. He twitched his head, but still did not wake up. Dominoe nibbled at his ear, licking and kissing his lobe seductively. She suddenly inserted her tongue inside the opening. He gasped, turning to her.


  “What are you doing?” he asked, half asleep.


  “Trying to wake you up,” Dominoe said. “I can’t stand being awake without you.”


  Knight exhaled. “Next time you blow on something, aim a little lower. A lot lower.”


  Dominoe shoved him playfully. “Go shower. I’ll get breakfast ready.”


  Knight gave her a mischievous grin. “Why don’t you join me?”


  “Knight,” Dominoe exclaimed. “Didn’t you get enough last night?”


  She rolled off the bed and stretched her arms. Knight placed his hands behind his head and watched her from the bed. He was a lucky man. She wore her usual sleeping attire, which consisted of a skintight tank top and pink thong panties. He watched as Dominoe spread her legs and proceeded to perform her stretching exercises. She reached down to touch her toes, making her sure Knight could get a nice view of her round, tight ass as she bent over. Knight controlled himself. Soon that ass would get what it deserved.


  She noticed him staring and stopped. “Knight, go shower. I like my man to be nice and clean before I touch him.”


  Knight grinned. “Okay. But afterwards I have a surprise for you.” He rolled off the bed and headed toward the bathroom. He was careful to conceal the huge erection he had acquired after watching Dominoe stretch.


  * * *


  Dominoe stood in the kitchen, staring out the window above the sink. Through the opening in the curtains she could see it was a perfect day. She cracked four eggs into a stainless steel bowl and added a pinch of salt. She was still dressed in the tank top and panties, but had added a pair of pink, fuzzy slippers. She whipped the eggs with a fork until air bubbles appeared in the mixture. Cooking had always been one of her strongest attributes and she loved cooking for her man. There was nothing more satisfying than watching her man enjoy a home cooked meal. It was her duty to … “


  A sharp pain suddenly stabbed her temples. She gasped, dropping the bowl and fork on the counter top. She clutched her head as the pain pulsated throughout her entire head. This had never happened before and it frightened her. She was about to call for Knight when the pain suddenly went away. She rubbed her temple, wondering what had triggered the pain? She shrugged, disregarding the incident. She had more important things to do, like cooking breakfast for her man.


  She picked up the bowl and resumed whipping the eggs with the fork. She was too preoccupied in the task to notice Knight walk into the kitchen and sneak up behind her. He wore his robe, but his erect penis stuck out through the opening in the front. He wrapped his arms around Dominoe, taking her by complete surprise. He trapped her against the counter top. She gasped, but didn’t resist his touch. He kissed her shoulder, working his way up her smooth, slender neck. Dominoe closed her eyes, entranced by the sensation her lover was producing.


  “Do you want to know what your surprise is?” Knight whispered in her ear, never disengaging his lips from her.


  Dominoe gasped. Even the sound of his voice drove her wild. “Yes. What’s my surprise?”


  “It’s something I picked up yesterday.” Knight whispered. His hands journeyed under the tank top, finding her full, round breasts. “It’s a new lubricant. It’s supposed to make anal sex really great. Do you want to try it?”


  Dominoe nodded. “That sounds … great!” she said with a schoolgirl laugh.


  Knight reached inside a pocket of his robe. He retrieved a white tube that resembled a toothpaste container. He offered it to Dominoe and she took it in her trembling hand. Knight stepped back, allowing Dominoe the freedom to turn and face him. She noticed the huge cock in front of her and knew what to do. She went down to her knees, pulled the cap off the tube, and squeezed out a generous portion of the gel on her hand. She reached for the prick, wrapping her hand around the shaft. She moved her hand up and down the cock, smothering it with the clear lubricant. She did it quickly. She wanted the wonderful instrument inside her.


  The tiny camera hidden within the ceiling of the kitchen zoomed in on Dominoe as she massaged the cock.


  In a secret room located in the attic of the house, two swarthy men watched the scene on a small TV monitor. They stood over a panel containing a series of small monitors and controls. The monitors showed an image of every room in the house, whether it was occupied or not. A heavyset man sat on a revolving chair before the panel while his companion stood next to him.


  The man standing over the panel crossed his arms, focusing on the screen. “What is that fool doing?” he asked.


  The heavyset man glanced back at his companion. “Come now, Mr. Jancker, let our friend enjoy himself.”


  Thomas Jancker, the German minister of defense, did not have a sense of humor. He certainly wasn’t about to develop one now, when he was so close at achieving his ultimate goal. His demeanor matched his appearance. He was a typical German: tall, blonde, and proud. His thinning hair was cut into a crewcut, giving his lined face an even fiercer expression. He watched as the attractive C.A.T.T. agent finished applying the gel on “her lover’s” cock. He had heard how this woman was a formidable agent, but here she was on her knees, applying lubricant to a cock.


  “I do not want General Contreras’ gift damaged in any way,” Jancker said.


  “Let us hope Knight is a gentle man then,” the heavyset man laughed. He watched the monitor with great interest as Knight lifted Dominoe to her feet. “Besides, he is taking a big risk. No telling what C.A.T.T. would do to him if they find out he works for us.”


  Jancker watched the screen with casual interest. “I would think the half million dollars would be enough to cover the risk.”


  The heavyset man didn’t take his eyes off the screen. “Comrade Jancker, there are other things in life besides money.”


  Back in the kitchen, Knight stepped behind Dominoe. He shoved her toward the kitchen table, bending her over the edge. He opened his robe, completely revealing his menacing cock. It glistened erotically with the lubricant Dominoe had applied to it. He slapped his hands on her outer thighs, producing a sharp gasp from Dominoe. He impaled himself against her, literally crushing her with his muscular body. He rubbed and stroked her smooth flesh, working his way toward her backside.


  Dominoe tingled with excitement. Her breathing was irregular and she steadied herself by grasping the edge of the table in front of her. The cold, smooth surface of the wooden table on her stomach added to her excitement. Her arousal increased with each passing second. She loved being taken from behind.


  Knight stepped back. He reached for the pink thong panties and peeled them down Dominoe’s hips. He pulled them down her long, shapely legs that seemed to go on forever. He reached her ankles and she helped him by stepping out of them. He kicked the panties aside and stood over her, admiring her round, tight ass. Knight had never seen such a perfect ass in his life. He had seen Dominoe several times at C.A.T.T. headquarters. She was an uptight bitch who didn’t even give him a courtesy gaze. She was about to pay for that. He suddenly planted a sharp slap across her buttocks. Dominoe gasped, gripping the edge of the table tighter…


  “You like that, don’t you?” Knight asked through clenched teeth.


  “Yes!” Dominoe gasped. “I like anything you do to me!”


  “That’s right, baby!”


  He grasped her tight buttocks, forcing her legs apart. He accidentally grazed her flesh with his erect penis and she flinched with excitement. A tingling sensation developed between her legs as she anticipated his cock. Her nipples were hard and she quivered as she felt his touch on her body. Knight inserted his cock between her spread thighs, slapping them with his penis as he swung it from side to side. His hands went under her tank top, finding her succulent breasts. Dominoe closed her eyes and moaned. His touch was firm, but exciting. She was wet and fully aroused.


  He continued teasing her, touching her ass with the tip of his cock. He suddenly pushed it toward her opening, forcing a sharp gasp from Dominoe. He started pumping slowly, careful not to penetrate her. She squirmed, fighting the urge to grope her crotch and stimulate herself. She wanted him inside her. Knight pushed his penis deeper into her ass with each stroke. Her sphincter relaxed and he slid his cock inside her anus with a fluid motion.


  Dominoe gasped sharply, uttering a long and pleasurable moan. He loosened her tight passage with several slow, deep thrusts and then pumped into her with a steady pace, producing a series of cries and moans. She gripped the table even tighter as she positioned her ass in a more comfortable position. Knight seized her slim waist and rammed her with long hard strokes, his balls slapping against her buttocks. He pushed her head down on the table, jamming her against the cold wood as he fucked her. He held her steady as he pounded her, plunging his thick cock deep inside her with authority. Dominoe gasped and moaned with pleasure as well as with a touch of pain. The fucking seemed to go on forever and Dominoe enjoyed every minute of it.


  As Knight neared his climax, his thrusting intensified. Dominoe responded with a chorus of loud shrieking and panting. Their cries blended together as a testament to the wild ass fuck she was receiving. He arched his back and threw his head back, uttering a long cry of determination. His cock swelled and he shot his load deep inside her. Dominoe felt the burning wetness and released a final cry of sheer pleasure. Knight trembled violently as his pumping subsided. He released the rest of his cum inside the shapely ass and collapsed, gasping for breath.


  After a while he slid out of her and stood over the panting woman. “Did you like that?” he asked, catching his breath.


  “Yes,” Dominoe gasped. “That was great.”


  “Good.” Knight closed his robe, securing it with the belt. “Now finish making me breakfast. I’m starving.” He gave her another hard slap across her ass and walked out of the kitchen.


  After recovering for a few minutes, Dominoe resumed cooking breakfast. She dropped two pieces of bread in the toaster and emptied the scrambled eggs into a pan over the stove. She was still trembling from the encounter with Knight and her ass ached from the pounding it had received. She didn’t mind, and would submit to another session of anal sex if he demanded it.


  An idea suddenly entered her head. She was going to make her man a nice, tall glass of freshly squeezed orange juice! She walked to the refrigerator, forgetting about the toast and eggs. She opened the refrigerator door and proceeded to look for fresh oranges. There were no oranges in the refrigerator. This is not right, she thought. Her man deserved a glass of freshly squeezed orange juice.


  Dominoe sniffed the air. Something was burning! She turned, finding the kitchen full of smoke. Thick white smoke emerged from the toaster where the bread had failed to pop up. Her attention went to the stove top, where the scrambled eggs were burning. A look of pure horror gripped her face. What had she done?! She had burned her man’s breakfast! She had failed!


  She froze. She couldn’t disappoint her man this way! This was unacceptable! Another sharp pain suddenly attacked her sinuses. Dominoe winced with discomfort, supporting herself on the counter top. The pain intensified and she let out a painful groan. She clutched her head and collapsed to the floor, leaning against the counter. It was as if something was attempting to fight itself out of her skull.


  In the control room, the heavyset man and Jancker watched anxiously. “What is going on?” Jancker asked.


  A worried look swept over the heavyset man’s face. “I don’t know. This should not be happening.”


  Jancker watched the monitor as Dominoe grasped her head. She was obviously paralyzed with pain. “You said she was ready. What is the problem?” he asked impatiently.


  The heavyset man continued to observe the screen, shaking his head. “There should be no side effects. I cannot explain this.”


  “Cancel the test,” Jancker said sharply.


  “Wait!” the heavyset man, said. “Let us watch this. Perhaps we can learn something.”


  The two men resumed watching the monitor.


  Dominoe’s head was being ravished with pain as well as with random, incoherent thoughts. She had no idea where they originated from, but they invaded her subconscious all at once: The mission! I can’t fail! The mission must be completed! Jancker must be stopped! I must cook breakfast! I must please my man! Knight! Bishop! Rook! The mission must be completed! Jancker must be stopped! I have failed! I can’t fail!


  Dominoe screamed as the thoughts pounded away at her brain. It was as if a giant jigsaw puzzle was slowly forming in her mind. The pain subsided and the thoughts suddenly made sense! She didn’t know how or why, but she understood them. She suddenly looked up, realizing she was in a smoke-filled kitchen. A moment of clarity suddenly seized her mind.


  I’ve been captured!


  Knight entered the kitchen, dressed in a suit. He found the kitchen engulfed with smoke and Dominoe on the floor, leaning against the counter. He glanced up at the ceiling where the hidden camera was located. He stepped toward the counter and popped the burning toast. He turned to the stove and removed the pan with the eggs from the burner.


  Dominoe rose to her feet, a determined look in her face. She stepped toward Knight who turned, startled by her presence. “What is the meaning of this?” he asked angrily.


  “It seems I’ve burned your breakfast,” Dominoe said flatly.


  Knight stared at her with a puzzled gaze. Her tone was different. Something was definitely wrong. He tried to play it off. “Well, it’s all right. But don’t let it happen again. You hear me?”


  “It won’t happen again, Knight. You traitor.”


  Knight’s eyes expanded when he heard this. Dominoe delivered a swift, but powerful kick to Knight’s face. Her fuzzy slipper-covered foot found his lower jaw, snapping it upward with a loud crack. He flew back against the stove, dazed by the unexpected blow. Dominoe lunged at him, following up with a series of forearms to his face and torso. She finished him off with a spinning kick to his temple. Knight fell forward, hitting the kitchen floor with a glazed look in his eyes.


  In the control room, Jancker and the heavyset man watched in awe as Dominoe ran out of the kitchen. They followed her progress in another monitor as she reached the living room of the house. They watched as she jiggled the doorknob on the front door.


  “Should we stop her?” the heavyset man asked.


  “It is all right,” Jancker said. “She will be back.”


  They watched as Dominoe opened the front door and darted out of the house. There were no cameras that showed any images outside the house. Their prized captive had escaped.


  “It appears General Contreras will not be receiving a gift.” Jancker muttered under his breath. He addressed the heavyset man. “Find out what went wrong and fix it.”


  “Yes, Mr. Jancker.”


  * * *


  Dominoe ran through the residential neighborhood dressed in the tank top, panties, and fuzzy slippers. Fortunately, the neighborhood was quiet and devoid of any activity. She ran along rolls of single story houses with perfect lawns and foreign cars parked alongside the narrow street. The street signs and license plates confirmed her location: Germany.


  She encountered an approaching car. She needed transportation other than her legs. Besides, in her current state of dress, she had to get off the streets as soon as possible. She stepped into the middle of the street, waving her hands at the approaching car. The driver slammed the brakes, stopping a few meters from the semi naked woman.


  Dominoe dashed to the driver’s side, finding a startled middle-aged man with thick eye glasses. He was speechless as he gazed at the insane but beautiful girl standing outside his car. The girl motioned for him to lower his window and he complied.


  “I need your help!” Dominoe said in fluent German. “Open your door!”


  The man was in shock, but knew one thing: if a gorgeous woman dressed in her underwear asked for something, you complied and asked questions later. He opened the door of his car. With lightning speed, Dominoe reached for the shift stick, placing the car in park mode. The man was about to protest but before he could say anything she grabbed his arm, pulling him out of the car. She discarded the man on the street and slipped inside the car behind the wheel. The startled man could only watch in awe as the young woman slammed the door shut and sped away in his car.


  Dominoe drove until she found the nearest phone. She placed a call to C.A.T.T. headquarters and was picked up several hours later by Rook and Bishop. They had been searching for her after she disappeared three days before. A private jet took them to the nearest field office in the United States. Dominoe was in a bad mood and slept for most of the flight, refusing to discuss anything with Rook or Bishop.


  * * *


  C.A.T.T. FIELD OFFICE-NEW YORK CITY


  Eastern Section Chief Davis bit into his eggroll and frowned. It was cold. He scanned the other Chinese food items in front of him somberly. He couldn’t recall the last time he had a decent meal. Such was the life of a C.A.T.T. section chief, never enough time to enjoy the simple pleasures in life. He glanced across the conference table at Rook and Bishop. They ate with gusto, not caring about the temperature of the delivered food. Davis leaned back in his chair and exhaled.


  Rook stared at the section chief. “Something wrong, Chief?”


  Davis shook his head. “Just worried about Dominoe.”


  Rook nodded. “From what I’ve seen she seems fine. She already told me to ‘fuck off’ once already.”


  “How do you think she was able to fight off the mind-control that was forced upon her?” Bishop asked.


  Davis sighed. “It’s only a theory, but we suspect that she was ordered to perform a task she couldn’t complete. As you know, Dominoe has never failed in a mission or at anything in general. She’s literally a perfectionist. This failure, combined with her superior genetic make-up, might have triggered a memory relapse.”


  “She’s been trained to do just about anything,” Rook said. “I can’t think of anything she can’t do.”


  “She remembers awakening in a kitchen with burning food,” Davis said. “Apparently, she was ordered to cook. That’s something she was never trained to do.”


  Bishop nodded. “Right. Dominoe can’t cook worth a damn. I don’t think she can even boil water.”


  Davis crossed his arms. “We never thought that particular skill would be required in her line of work, so we never bothered teaching it to her. It was a fortunate oversight.”


  “Besides, I hate to be the guy who tells her she has to learn how to cook,” Bishop added.


  Rook shoveled a helping of friend rice into his mouth. “Chalk one up for women who can’t cook.” He noticed the uneaten eggrolls in front of Davis. “You gonna eat that eggroll, Chief?”


  Davis motioned to the eggrolls. “Help yourself.”


  Rook stood, leaning across the table to grab the eggrolls. That’s when Dominoe entered the conference room. The three men turned to the female agent. She looked as sexy as ever, dressed in a one-piece form fitting leather outfit. It was sleeveless and the zipper at the front was pulled down to reveal a generous amount of cleavage. Her hair, which was tied a tight bun, was blonde with streaks of brown. It had been bleached that way for the previous mission.


  “Sit down, Dominoe,” Davis said as a formality.


  She took the seat next to his. The conference table was long and sleek. It was intended for at least a dozen people, but they were the only ones in the room. A window offered a breathtaking view of the now altered but still proud New York City skyline.


  “How are you feeling, Dominoe?” Davis asked.


  “Never better,” she replied. “What’s this about, Chief? I’m ready to resume the mission.”


  Davis nodded. He picked up a file folder from the table and opened it. “Your physical examination says you’re in perfect condition.”


  “But?” Dominoe added.


  Davis looked up from the file folder. “You were brainwashed and reprogrammed. From what you’ve told us, it was very effective. At least for a while. There’s no telling what side effects, if any, the method or device used on you can produce.”


  Dominoe remained expressionless. “I passed a memory test, Chief. Thomas Jancker, the German Minister of Defense, was infected with the Savan virus. It somehow reawakened a latent desire for power. Recently, he’s been linked to a radical Nazi underground group. Intelligence reports indicate that Jancker and his group are planning something, perhaps a terrorist attack. I was sent to administer the anti-virus serum, but was captured in his mansion. Thanks to a traitorous C.A.T.T. agent named Knight.”


  “She seems okay to me, Chief,” Bishop said, his mouth full of stir-fry.


  Davis ignored Bishop, focusing on Dominoe. “Do you remember anything that happened to you during the three days you were captured?”


  Dominoe shook her head. “That doesn’t matter. All I what is to return to Germany and finish the mission.”


  “Not Germany,” Davis said. The three C.A.T.T. agents concentrated on the Eastern Division Chief. “We have to make a sharp detour to Bolivia.”


  “Bolivia?” Rook asked. “What’s in Bolivia?”


  “Jancker,” Davis said. “We’ve tracked him down to an area near Cochabamba, Bolivia.”


  “What’s he doing in Bolivia?” Bishop asked.


  “We suspect a faction of the Bolivian government is giving him refuge there,” Davis replied. “In exchange for a price, they allow him and his group to do whatever it is they’re doing.”


  “When do I leave?” Dominoe asked.


  Davis stared at the beautiful agent with concern. He wasn’t sure if he should allow her to return to the field so soon after her ordeal, but she was the best, and Jancker had to be stopped. “You’ll leave as soon as we make some modifications to your appearance.”


  * * *


  Dominoe landed at the Santa Cruz airport in Bolivia the next day. Her blonde hair was now dark brown, almost black. She wore brown contacts, masking her blue eyes. Her more ethnic appearance would attract less attention. She carried fake credentials, identifying her as a vacationing advertising executive named Mia Burke.


  From the airport she took a squeaky taxicab to the nearest bus terminal. The driver, a scrawny young man, kept stealing glances at Dominoe as she reclined in the back seat. He was especially drawn to her full, round breasts straining against the tight-knit top she wore under an opened shirt. A pair of khaki shorts showcased her long, shapely legs. Her dark hair was tied in a ponytail, exposing her sensuous neck and beautiful face.


  She didn’t mind the boy’s attention, and actually found it amusing. She even went as far as to stretch, thrusting her breasts forward. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples were clearly visible under the thin material of her top. She suddenly met the boy’s gaze in the mirror, pretending to catch him looking. He looked away with shame. Dominoe suppressed a smile. She had probably given the boy quite a vision for his next masturbation session. It was all part of the service.


  Dominoe took a crowded bus to Rimba, a small town located near Cochabamba. Despite her effort to blend in, she stuck out among the crowd of local natives. The bus ride was anything but uneventful. Several salesmen attempted to sell her trinkets and suspicious looking jewelry. The man sitting next to her fell asleep, snoring like a grunting pig. His hand kept slipping to her thigh, stroking her smooth skin with his rough palm. She finally lost her patience and buried her elbow in his ribs. The man awoke with a violent gasp. He shot Dominoe a sour look and turned away from her, facing the front.


  The bus skidded to a stop on the winding dirt road, throwing some of the passengers’ forward. Dominoe snapped to attention. The door opened and three men dressed in camouflaged military uniforms climbed into the bus. They were armed with submachine guns and didn’t look friendly. They studied every single passenger as they pushed their way to the back the bus, toward Dominoe. A rugged soldier stopped when he reached her seat. He stood over her, taking in her appearance. Dominoe glanced at the soldier casually.


  “Stand up!” he ordered in Spanish, motioning with his hand.


  Dominoe stood. She remained calm and silent as the soldier marched her toward the front of the bus. She was shoved out of the bus and onto the dirt road. More soldiers waited outside, standing next to three jeeps that acted as a roadblock. The soldiers all stared at Dominoe, awe struck by her beauty. The commander stepped toward Dominoe, eyeing her with admiration as well as curiosity. He was an older man with a sloppy beard.


  “Who are you?” he asked.


  “A tourist,” Dominoe replied in Spanish, adding a touch of accent for effect.


  “Do you have identification?”


  Dominoe was about to reach inside her front pocket, but the commander stopped her. He motioned to the soldier that had pulled Dominoe out of the bus. The soldier stepped behind Dominoe, slinging his rifle over his shoulder.


  “Put your hands behind your head and spread your legs,” the soldier ordered.


  Dominoe did as she was told. She knew what was coming and braced herself. The soldier knelt behind Dominoe, grinning from ear to ear. He proceeded to search the long-legged woman, running his hands along every inch of her body. Dominoe remained still as the soldier pawed her crotch and backside, taking his time as he did so. He reached inside the front pocket of her shorts and retrieved her fake I.D. He tossed it to the commander and resumed his search. He reached her breasts, palming them roughly. This brought a chorus of laughter and muttering from the surrounding soldiers. The soldier finally finished his search and stepped back, licking his lips.


  The commander studied the I.D. with suspicious eyes. He finally handed it back to Dominoe. “Why don’t you Yankees go to Jamaica and leave us alone? We already kiss enough gringo ass.” He turned away from Dominoe and barked orders at his soldiers.


  The soldiers climbed back into their jeeps. The soldier that patted down Dominoe smacked her ass as he walked past her. She gasped, shooting him an angry look as he climbed aboard the jeep. It was the first time she had shown any emotion during the ordeal. This was done for effect also. She didn’t want to appear too calm and in control. She was posing as an American tourist and had to act like one. The unscheduled stop only confirmed that someone was suspicious about anyone who didn’t fit in.


  The bus arrived in Rimba half an hour later. The small town was nestled among the Bolivian jungle. It had one main road that bisected the town in half. The houses were mostly made of earth with Spanish tile roofs. Scattered throughout the town were a number of small satellite dishes and TV antennas. It made for an interesting though disturbing visual, like placing a computer monitor in a Rockwell painting.


  Dominoe checked into the town’s only hotel. It had the appearance of being recently built, probably to accommodate tourists with too much money. The desk clerk paid her little attention. He almost seemed annoyed by her presence. He didn’t even bother carrying her duffle bag as he showed her to her room personally. She noticed the hotel was understaffed and not very well kept.


  The room contained a bed and some dusty furniture. Dominoe settled in and changed clothes. It was late evening when she emerged from the room again. She wore hip-hugging jeans with a black cardigan that didn’t quite cover her entire midriff, leaving her belly button exposed. She added black berets, which held her hair in place as well as give her an innocent appearance.


  She entered the hotel bar/restaurant. All the action in the town seemed to converge here. It was a good place to start her investigation. She had plenty of Bolivars to barter with. She studied the clientele discreetly. They were mostly locals, coming in every size and shape. Spanish music played in the background as rowdy men drank and played card games.


  She ignored the usual leers and catcalls as she made her way to the bar counter. She noticed an attractive blonde woman sitting at the bar, alone. She was casually dressed in cut off jean shorts, T-shirt, and sandals. She sipped a fruit flavored drink through a straw. Dominoe took the stool next to her.


  The blonde regarded Dominoe, deciding whether to speak to her or not. She finally flashed a smile and extended her hand. “Hi, I’m Allison Hirschfeld,” she said cheerfully.


  Dominoe studied the woman. She was actually more of a girl and appeared to be in her mid to late twenties. Her pretty face reflected a rare naiveness that Dominoe rarely encountered. She shook the girl’s hand. “Mia Burke,” she replied.


  “What brings you to Bolivia, Miss Burke?”


  “Please, its Mia,” Dominoe said. “I’m here on vacation.”


  “Vacation?”


  “You sound disappointed,” Dominoe said.


  “Oh, no,” the girl said quickly. “It’s just that … never mind.” She took a sip from her drink. “I’m here on assignment. I’m a freelance photographer. I’m currently compiling a series of photos on Bolivia and its natural beauty.”


  “Interesting,” Dominoe said. She ordered a drink and faced the front.


  “Where are you from, Mia?”


  “California,” Dominoe replied. “I’m in advertising.”


  “Then you wouldn’t know anything about … ” Allison noticed the bartender eyeing her curiously. She turned away from the bar.


  Dominoe noticed the girl’s jovial mood deflate like a balloon. “What is it?”


  “What’s your room number?”


  “Twenty-two,” Dominoe replied.


  “I’ll meet you there at ten … tonight.”


  Before Dominoe could say another word, Allison stood and walked away. Dominoe watched her leave; wondering what this was about. The bartender behind her also eyed the blonde girl with interest.


  * * *


  Dominoe waited impatiently in her room, stealing glances at her watch as she paced. At five after ten there was a knock at the door. Dominoe opened the door slowly, relieved to find Allison Hirschfeld standing in the hallway. She stepped aside, allowing the girl to enter the room. She closed the door and turned to Allison. Her gaze went to the bottle of whiskey and two glasses the blonde girl held.


  “What’s the occasion?” Dominoe asked.


  “Talking is thirsty work,” Allison replied. “Do you mind?”


  Dominoe shook her head. She motioned to the room’s only chair. “Please, sit down.”


  Allison stepped past the chair, sitting on the base of the bed. She tested the hard mattress. “Not exactly the Holiday Inn, is it?”


  “What is it you wanted to tell me?” Dominoe asked.


  “Would you like a drink first?”


  Dominoe shook her head. “No. I…” She suddenly gasped as a sharp pain attacked her sinuses. She closed her eyes and grasped her head.


  Allison stood from the bed. “Are you okay?”


  The pain gradually went away, leaving behind a feeling of lightheadedness. Dominoe inhaled deeply as she recovered. Perhaps she did need a drink.


  “Maybe you should sit down,” Allison said with concern, leading Dominoe toward the bed.


  The two women sat on the edge of the bed. Allison poured a generous amount of whiskey into each glass. She handed a glass to Dominoe. She took it and slammed it down in one gulp.


  “Now,” Dominoe said. “What are you going to tell me?”


  Allison sipped her drink. “I thought you were maybe … looking into the bodies that were discovered just north of Rimba, in the mountains.”


  “What bodies?”


  “Well, the locals said that during the past month dozens of Indian bodies have been discovered in mass graves.” Allison drank the rest of her drink. “That’s only the half of it. The bodies were mutilated beyond recognition, especially the heads.”


  “Have you seen them yourself?”


  Allison shook her head. “I’ve heard about it. I’ve been thinking about maybe seeing it for myself. Something weird is definitely going on here. The town’s people are really scared.”


  Dominoe absorbed the information. She was willing to bet there was a connection between this and Jancker. She decided to look into this first thing tomorrow morning.


  Allison poured herself and Dominoe another drink. This time they touched glasses and drank. There was no more talk about bodies as both women concentrated on matching each other drink for drink. Allison talked about her photojournalism career, but Dominoe remained relatively silent. Her head buzzed with excitement even before the alcohol made its way through her system.


  Several rounds later, Allison was drunk. Dominoe was experiencing something else entirely. Her body tingled, aching to be touched. It had a mind of its own. For an instant, Dominoe’s thoughts returned to the mind-control she had experienced in Germany. She recalled Chief Davis’ concern about …


  Dominoe leaned over and kissed Allison on the lips. It was a gentle kiss, producing a surprised reaction from the blonde girl. She pulled away, eyeing Dominoe with confusion.


  “Why did you do that?” Allison asked.


  “I don’t know,” Dominoe whispered.


  There was a long moment of silence as both women stared at each other. An unexplained energy seemed to charge the air around them. They communicated with their eyes. Dominoe leaned toward Allison, poised for another kiss. This time the girl met her halfway and tilted her head. Their tongues touched and soon found each other’s mouths.


  The two women collapsed on the bed, locked in each other’s arms. Dominoe rolled away and stood on her knees. She pulled off her cardigan, folding it neatly. She kicked off her boots, followed by her jeans. Before she went any further, she folded the jeans perfectly. She placed her clothes on the floor next to the bed, as Allison looked on, amused by Dominoe’s neatness.


  Dominoe hovered over Allison, wearing only her G-string panties. She didn’t wear a bra and her ample breasts hung loosely, jiggling slightly as she removed Allison’s sandals. She pulled her shorts down her legs, removing them quickly. Allison helped her by pulling off her T-shirt. Her panties and bra followed. Dominoe took her clothes, including her underwear, and proceeded to fold them in the same manner as she had folded hers. She placed the clothes on the floor next to hers and turned her attention back to Allison.


  Dominoe’s lips made contact with Allison’s leg. She worked her way up her smooth thigh, kissing her flesh gently. Allison rolled on her side as Dominoe positioned herself behind her, pressing her body against hers. She wrapped her leg around Allison as she kissed her neck. Allison closed her eyes and moaned, enjoying Dominoe’s touch. She reached behind her, running her hands through Dominoe’s silky hair. She still had her beret on and Allison was careful not to knock it off.


  Dominoe’s hand made its way past Allison’s stomach, finding her crotch. She stroked her outer pussy, inserting two fingers in the opening. Allison flinched at the sudden penetration, tightening her vagina. Dominoe massaged her expertly, relaxing her. Her fingers moved to Allison’s clitoris. She stroked and rubbed her firmly with a knowing hand.


  The spooning and stimulation went on until Allison’s pussy was wet, and she was on the verge of orgasm. Dominoe pulled her moist hand from her pussy and rolled on top of the panting blonde. They kissed again. This time their tongues were more determined and active. Dominoe disengaged her lips from Allison’s mouth and moved down to her breasts. She kissed and licked each mound, smearing it with saliva. Allison uttered a long moan, enthralled by Dominoe’s active tongue on her hard nipples.


  Dominoe moved downward as her tongue danced along Allison’s flat stomach. She positioned herself between Allison’s spread thighs. Her fingers found her outer labia and she spread her open with her thumbs, exposing her pink slit. She flicked her tongue at the supersensitive clit, sending a bolt of energy through Allison’s body. She sucked the girl’s clit, rolling her tongue against it with a frenzy. Allison responded with intense writhing, along with a series of sharp moans.


  Dominoe’s tongue disengaged from the throbbing clitoris, moving along the edge of Allison’s pussy. She lapped at the opening, moving in a circular motion as she did so. Allison cried out with pleasure, grasping two handfuls of bed sheets on each side of her. Dominoe opened Allison’s pussy further, stretching it to its maximum. Her tongue worked at the moist center. She suddenly penetrated the opening, plunging her firm tongue inside. Allison continued to moan and gasp as Dominoe’s tongue rolled inside her. She reached down, placing her hands on the back of Dominoe’s head.


  Dominoe assaulted the girl’s pussy without mercy, encouraged by her screams. Allison lifted her middle off the bed in response to the intense pleasure she was receiving. Dominoe licked and sucked until Allison finally came. Her scream pierced the silence of the room, affirming the shattering climax that swept over her body.


  After making Allison come several more times they switched positions. This time Allison descended between Dominoe’s thighs. She opened Dominoe’s pussy and slipped her tongue between her pink folds. The force of her tongue surprised Dominoe and she shuddered violently. Allison slipped her hands under Dominoe’s ass, clutching her firm backside as she drilled her with her tongue. She alternated between licking and sucking, worshiping the cunt before her.


  Dominoe responded to the sensation with long, deep moans. She ran her hands through Allison’s hair, interlocking her blonde locks between her fingers. Dominoe bucked slightly as the pleasure between her legs spread throughout her body. She threw her head back, gasping for breath. Allison worked with a steady motion. She sucked every inch of the pussy until her jaws and tongue ached with exhaustion. She didn’t stop, and resumed ravishing Dominoe’s pussy until she finally came. Her primal scream echoed throughout the room.


  For the next three hours the two women took turns pleasuring each other. Dominoe lost count of the number of orgasms she experienced, but she was sure she had never come this much in one night. It was like a contest, with both women attempting to top each other after each orgasm. They finally collapsed on the bed, exhausted and covered in sweat. They eventually recovered and fell asleep in each other’s arms.


  * * *


  Dominoe felt her body shaking violently. That was followed by a piercing scream next to her. She opened her eyes, emerging from a deep sleep. She didn’t know if what she saw was a dream or reality. She hoped it was the former. Three men stood around the bed where she and Allison lay. They were Bolivians, dressed in filthy clothes. The man at the base of the bed aimed an outdated revolver at Dominoe and Allison. Dominoe remained calm, but panic seized Allison as she clutched the bed-sheets against her naked body. Her eyes darted nervously from each man.


  “Who are you?” Dominoe asked.


  “Bandits,” the Bolivian holding the gun said. “We are here to rob you. Do what you’re told and you won’t be hurt.”


  “Take whatever you want and leave,” Allison said in a shaky voice.


  The man motioned to his two companions standing on each side of the bed. The two men went to work. One of the men emptied Dominoe’s duffle bag, sifting through its contents. He took a roll of local money and her watch, leaving everything else scattered on the floor. Dominoe flinched at the blatant display of disorganization. The other man searched the dusty chest, disappointed to find it empty. He moved to the closet.


  Dominoe watched the men, angry with herself for letting her guard down. She gave Allison a side-glance, wondering what had driven her actions a few hours before. It was as if something in the back of her head had urged her to do it. The truth was, she couldn’t explain her actions. Instead, she concentrated on the closed window. It was still dark outside, probably an hour before daybreak. From personal experience Dominoe knew that’s when attacks usually took place. People were sluggish and not as sharp during early morning hours.


  The Bolivians finished their search. They were angry at not finding anything more. The man holding the gun eyed Dominoe and Allison with interest. He seemed amused by the sight of the two beautiful women in the same bed. He suddenly barked a series of orders at the two men. Dominoe understood every word but didn’t show any emotion.


  “Get off the bed!” the man ordered, waving the gun at Dominoe and Allison.


  The two women glanced at each other and obeyed. They rolled off the bed toward the same side. They were completely naked and the three men got a rare thrill. Their eyes locked on the two beauties scrambling out of the bed.


  Before their feet even hit the floor the man with the gun spoke again. “Get on the floor and lay down on your stomachs.”


  Dominoe and Allison laid next to each other, face down on the cold floor. They took small comfort in concealing their breasts and private areas from the salivating men around them. As the man kept them covered with the gun, the other two men began tearing the bed sheets into long strips.


  After they finished, the two men knelt before the women. Dominoe felt a pair of rough hands grab her wrists, gathering them behind her back. The man tied her wrists quickly, using a crisscrossing pattern. The other man worked on Allison, securing her wrists in the same way. The man over Dominoe moved to her ankles, binding them tightly with another cloth strip. The other man finished tying Allison’s ankles. The two men each picked up a thick strip of cloth with a hard knot tied into the middle.


  The man wrapped the strip of cloth around Dominoe’s jaw, inserting the hard knot into her mouth, wedging it between her teeth. He pulled the gag extra tight, forcing the makeshift ball-gag deeper into her mouth. Dominoe uttered an uncomfortable grunt. The Bolivian tied the gag in the back of her head with two overhand knots. The other man had a tougher time in gagging Allison. The plucky girl clamped her lips shut and shook her head. The man finally grabbed a handful of blonde hair and yanked it violently. Allison cried out with pain, opening her mouth. The Bolivian shoved the gag into her gaping mouth, pushing it inside with his thumb. He made the girl pay by cinching the gag as tight as possible. Allison grimaced as a sharp moan escaped her stuffed mouth. The men stood over the bound and gagged women.


  “Don’t worry,” the man with the gun said. “I’m sure you will find a way to get free.”


  He tucked the gun inside the waistband of his pants. Without saying another word, the three men walked out of the room. As soon as they left, Allison began squirming frantically as she pulled at her bindings. Dominoe rolled on her side and faced her struggling companion next to her. She watched as the girl thrashed about, arching and twisting in a futile attempt to break free. Dominoe had experienced bondage before and realized the importance of keeping calm and approaching the situation in a logical manner. Allison didn’t share the same notion and continued struggling.


  Allison rolled on her back, gathered her breath and screamed. “MMMPPPHHPPHH! HHHMMMMMPPPHHHH!”


  Dominoe sighed, rolling her eyes. She watched and listened to Allison’s pathetic cries for help. It was useless, not to mention exhausting.


  “HMMMPPPHHH!” Allison screamed yet again, her body heaving with each effort. “HHMMPPHHMMMMM!”


  Dominoe finally had enough of her screaming and nudged her with her toes. “HMMMPHHH!” she muttered through the gag, shooting Allison a look of annoyance.


  Allison stared at Dominoe, her eyes full of panic. Her screaming, combined with the thick gag, had tired her out. She panted wildly, taking sharp breaths through her nose. Dominoe allowed the girl to recover for a couple of minutes.


  “MMMMPPHHH!” Dominoe grunted, getting Allison’s attention. The C.A.T.T. agent rolled on her side, facing away from Allison. She wiggled her bound wrists. “HMMMMPPHHH! MMMMPPPHH!”


  Allison finally picked up on what Dominoe was trying to communicate to her. She rolled on her side, facing away from Dominoe, and scooted toward her. The two women were now lying back to back on the floor. The C.A.T.T. agent felt and found Allison’s wrists. She proceeded to pick and pull at the knots. It took her almost fifteen minutes to pull the first knot free. Her wrists burned. Her fingers were numb and felt like thick knobs. She paused, allowing her fingertips to regain some feeling before she proceeded. She finally resumed tugging at the second knot. Any other woman would have given up after the first twenty minutes, but Dominoe’s single-minded attitude kicked in. She picked at the knot diligently, until it finally pulled loose.


  Allison felt her wrist bindings slacken and she wiggled her hands furiously. She was finally able to slip her wrists free of the bed-sheet strips. She rolled away from Dominoe and sat up on the floor, supporting herself with her recently freed arms. She finished untying her ankles and pulled the gag free; spitting out the saliva soaked knot with a sigh of relief. She knelt before Dominoe and reached for her wrists.


  After Allison untied Dominoe, both women dressed quickly. As Dominoe gathered her clothes, she thought about the three men who had robbed them. She had watched them carefully, noting how precise and thorough they were. They were looking for something else besides money and valuables. She suspected they were more than simply three local thieves. It’s a good thing they hadn’t taken her underwear. She suspected they were finishing the job started by the soldiers earlier aboard the bus.


  “I think you should leave town,” Dominoe said to Allison. “It’s dangerous around here.”


  The blonde girl regarded Dominoe. “What about you?”


  “Where did you say the Indian bodies were found?”


  Allison stared at Dominoe curiously. “Who are you?”


  “It’s best you don’t know,” Dominoe replied. “Now, about these bodies?”


  * * *


  Dominoe hiked through the dense Bolivian jungle, ‘battling’ the heat and pesky insects. She had been trained to deal with natural elements far worse than this and she forged ahead. She traveled light, carrying a small backpack and a water canteen. She was dressed in tan shorts and a white skintight top that was now drenched with sweat.


  She had been trekking through jungle for almost two hours. She had moved along a dirt road but had deviated from it about twenty minutes ago. She had yet to encounter any bodies. For the first time she wondered if she could actually trust Allison. This could all be some type of elaborate trap. She convinced herself that wasn’t the case. Allison had plenty of chances to act against her the previous night and hadn’t done so. Dominoe stopped walking and listened. She heard rustling around her. Her eyes darted around the thick jungle, concentrating on a large leafy plant.


  She took a defensive stand, ready for anything. A small, dark-skinned man emerged from behind the plant. Dominoe met his curious gaze. He was dressed in a simple white shirt and slacks. His facial features were broad and soft. He probably belonged to an indigenous group of natives. Several more men and women appeared next to the man… emerging from behind trees and shrubs. They stared at Dominoe with dark piercing eyes. She was relieved they were not armed or appeared to be threatening. She was probably in the vicinity of their village.


  The small man stepped toward Dominoe. “Who are you?” he asked in heavy accented Spanish.


  Dominoe introduced herself as an U.S. government agent, investigating the bodies of local natives. She received suspicious looks from the surrounding natives. They weren’t buying her story. She noted the fear in their faces when she had mentioned the bodies. These people knew something.


  A young man stepped forward. He motioned for Dominoe to follow him. She walked behind him, disappearing into the thick brush. Several other natives tagged along, trailing behind Dominoe in a single file. She followed the native until they arrived at a small clearing in the middle of the jungle. A large, circular hole was dug into the ground up ahead. The natives all stopped walking, keeping their distance from the hole.


  Dominoe advanced toward the crater. She stood over the edge and peered down to the bottom of the hole. She stifled a startled gasp when she spotted about a dozen bodies at the base of the hole. The bodies were piled two high, mangled and twisted in awkward positions. The tops of their skulls were sawed off and their brains had been removed. She stared in awe, wondering who was capable of this atrocity.


  Her concentration was broken by the sound of gruff voices coming from the jungle behind her. The natives tensed and suddenly began to flee into the surrounding forest. Dominoe turned and spotted a group of about six camouflaged soldiers making their way through the jungle, headed in her direction. The lead soldier spotted her. Their eyes locked for an instant and Dominoe realized it was time to run.


  She dashed from the clearing and raced into the thick brush. She suddenly heard the quick rapping of machine-gun fire behind her. Stray bullets struck the trees next to her as she fled. She could outrun the soldiers, but not the bullets. She spotted a tree branch up ahead. She accelerated toward the thick limb, and launched herself upward. She grabbed the branch, dangling briefly before pulling herself up with a solid pull-up. She climbed on the branch, balancing on it with the gracefulness of a gymnast. She took cover in the thick leaves of the tree and waited.


  The pursing soldiers raced past the tree as Dominoe hovered over them. She watched them until they disappeared into the jungle up ahead. She descended from the tree limb, landing on her feet with a soft thud. She headed back in the opposite direction from the soldiers, toward the dirt road. She finally reached the road, panting with exhaustion. She hid behind a large bush when she spotted a convoy of trucks and jeeps parked on the side of the road. Several soldiers stood around a jeep at the head of the line of vehicles. The convoy was heading away from the town, up into the mountains. She was willing to bet these soldiers worked for Jancker and his Bolivian allies.


  She emerged from behind the bush and dashed toward a truck at the rear of the convoy. She opened the back of the covered truck and peered inside. It was full of cardboard boxes and steel barrels. The boxes were stacked neatly along the sides of the truck, leaving a narrow pathway in the middle. This was obviously a supply truck.


  Dominoe decided to find out where these supplies were headed. She climbed inside the truck and made her way to the front. She hid behind a stack of boxes and waited. After almost an hour of waiting, the truck finally began to move. It was a bumpy road and Dominoe braced herself. She passed the time by inserting her hand inside her shorts and stroking herself. She found her clitoris and rubbed it furiously, thinking about Allison Hirschfeld and their night of passion. She moaned softly as the orgasm swept over trembling body. She couldn’t explain why she was so horny. She was too busy getting herself off. She masturbated all through the hour-long trip.


  * * *


  The truck finally stopped an hour later. Dominoe listened, hearing faint voices over the roar of the truck engine. She guessed the convoy had arrived at its destination. She heard the truck doors open and slam shut. The truck moved again. Dominoe exhaled with relief, thankful the truck was not searched. The truck stopped again. This time the engine was turned off.


  She waited and listened. The hum of the engine was no longer a factor and she could hear much clearly. She was surprised to hear female voices. They weren’t speaking Spanish, but fluent German! The voices trailed off and everything was quiet. Dominoe emerged from her hiding place and made her way to the back of the truck. She pulled the cover apart and peered outside. She was inside a large compound surrounded by a tall concrete wall. Barbed wire ran along the top of the fence. It would be just as hard to break out of here than breaking in.


  It’s time to do some exploring, Dominoe thought. She stepped out of the truck, alert and ready for anything. The truck was parked next to a huge mansion. It was constructed of stucco and painted white. The Spanish tile roofing made it even more impressive. Several smaller structures built in the same style were scattered around the compound. The spacious landscape was decorated with perfect lawns, shrubs, hedges, and palm trees. The area resembled a resort more than anything else.


  Dominoe dashed toward a line of perfectly trimmed hedges near the truck. She ducked behind the square hedges and looked around, contemplating her next move. She stared at the mansion. She had to find a way inside. She was about to move toward the house but froze. Four young women emerged from a side door of the mansion. They were all blonde and statuesque, dressed in skimpy black bikinis! Dominoe watched the parade of scantily dressed blondes as they approached the truck.


  She noticed something written on the back of each of the bikini-covered bottoms. Written in white letters on the backsides of each blonde was the word “Heidi.” followed by a number. There was Heidi 5, Heidi 3, Heidi 10, and Heidi 7. This was obviously the perverted fantasy of some deranged male. She watched as the blondes unloaded the supplies from the truck. She noticed their foot wear. They wore open toes high-heeled shoes with straps. They didn’t look very comfortable or functional, but the women didn’t seem to mind as they went about their work diligently.


  Dominoe retreated away from the women, advancing toward the two-story mansion. She reached the wall of the structure, unaware of the small surveillance camera mounted on the edge of the roof. The camera followed the C.A.T.T. agent as she moved along the wall toward the side of the house. Dominoe found a closed door leading somewhere inside the mansion. She grabbed the handle and turned it. To her surprise, the door clicked open. She hesitated, pondering whether to go inside or not. There was really no other choice. She pushed open the door and stepped inside.


  She found herself standing in a waiting room. Several doorways provided views to other rooms. She walked across the room, deciding which doorway to choose. Before she made that decision, four bikini clad blondes emerged from behind the doorways. They were armed with submachine guns, which were trained squarely at Dominoe.


  Knight, the traitor, stepped out from behind a doorway. He was dressed casually in a loud print shirt and white slacks. He made eye contact with Dominoe and grinned. “Welcome to Bolivia, Dominoe. How do you like my new hang out?”


  Dominoe glared at Knight. “What are you doing here, Knight?”


  Knight feigned being hurt. “What? Not even a ‘How you doing Knight?’ You were a lot nicer in Germany, believe me?”


  “I’ll deal with you later, Knight.”


  Knight’s grin faded. “Arrogant as ever I see.” He motioned to one of the blonde women with his head.


  The blonde handed Knight her weapon and approached Dominoe. She relieved the C.A.T.T. agent of her backpack and proceeded to pat her down.


  Knight watched Heidi 5 with great interest. “These krauts you’re about to meet really do have great tastes.”


  Dominoe was led out of the mansion through the side door. She walked along a walkway toward single story building next to the mansion. A large satellite dish was perched on top of the building. The huge antenna pointed toward the sky at a wide angle. Knight walked in front as the four blondes surrounded Dominoe. She was going to get even with him if was the last thing she did. Two bikini clad women guarded the door, armed with sub machine-guns. Thus far she had yet to see any men. The entire compound was run and staffed by blonde women in bikinis.


  Knight opened the door and stepped into the building. Dominoe was pushed inside by one of the women. She glared at the blonde, receiving a blank stare in return. The large room was packed with electronic equipment. Computer monitors and control panels lined the walls. Four men stood inside the room, among them was Thomas Jancker. Dominoe noticed the gold-coated Luger pistol strapped around his waist in a holster. That was the “gift” which had infected him with the Savan virus.


  A heavyset man with round eyeglasses stood next to Jancker. His fat face lit up when he saw the C.A.T.T. agent. “Ah, I see we are honored with the presence of the lovely Dominoe. Captured again, I see. You were right, Mr. Jancker. She is back.” He studied Dominoe’s face. “I must say that I like you better as a blonde.”


  Dominoe focused on Jancker. “I’m here to stop you.”


  Jancker stepped toward Dominoe. “What exactly is it you are going to stop us from doing?”


  She stared at the rugged German. “It’s obvious you’re planning on using a mind control device for something. You want to control someone.” She glanced at the bikini-clad women around her. “Like you’re controlling them. Like you controlled me.”


  “Give credit where credit is due,” Jancker said, turning to the heavy set man. “This is my associate Carsten Dortmund. He is the mastermind of our mission. His work has made all this possible. Of course, it took my financial backing to make it succeed.”


  “What exactly are you planning to do?” Dominoe asked.


  Dortmund seized the opportunity to show off. “It is very simple my dear girl. Mr. Jancker, several other followers, and I believe it is time the great German nation reclaimed her greatness and continue with the Fuhrer’s dream and before we unleash our armies over Europe, we will subdue our enemies with the power of persuasion.”


  Dominoe studied the control panels behind Dortmund. “How are going to accomplish that?”


  Dortmund stepped aside; giving Dominoe an unobstructed view of the “U” shaped control panel in the middle of the room. “I see you have noticed Heidi One.” Dortmund touched the panel as if he was caressing the soft skin of a woman. “She is my creation. With her we will be able to transmit a very special television signal anywhere around the world. With it we will be able to send any orders or instructions to anyone watching a television screen.”


  Jancker paced around Dominoe. “You were actually the first test subject for the final phase. Unfortunately, you somehow fought off the effect.”


  “Mr. Jancker is correct,” Dortmund chimed in. “Before that we had to use implants.” He beckoned to one of the blondes to approach.


  The blonde, Heidi 8, obeyed. She stood before the fat German. Dortmund relieved her of the assault rifle, tossing it to one of the other two Germans in the room. He turned her around so her back was to Dominoe. He lifted her hair, exposing the back of her neck. A tiny silver device about an inch in diameter protruded slightly from her neck. It was hardly noticeable.


  “This was phase two,” Dortmund explained. “Fail proof, but impractical for mass distribution, not to mention time consuming.”


  “What about the dead natives?” Dominoe asked. The more she listened to Dortmund the more contempt she felt toward him… “What phase were they?”


  Dortmund shrugged. “Test subjects. The Bolivians did not mind. They are a nuisance really. What is it you Americans say? ‘If you are going to make an omelet, you have to crack some eggs.’”


  “You’re going down, Dortmund,” Dominoe said, unable to keep her anger in check any longer.


  The fat German laughed out loud. His face suddenly went serious and he glared at Dominoe. “We will let General Contreras deal with you. As originally planned, you are our gift to him.”


  * * *


  Dominoe was marched out of the control room. She was led back into the mansion. As she walked past hallways and expensively decorated rooms, she thought about attempting to escape. She could subdue maybe two of the women, but not four… especially since they were armed. The march ended outside a closed door somewhere on the ground floor. Heidi 5 opened the door and shoved Dominoe inside. The three other women followed behind them. The room was small and had no windows. The only furnishings consisted of a large bed, a tall dresser, and a wooden table with two chairs.


  “Take your clothes off,” Heidi 5 said to Dominoe.


  Dominoe stared at the blonde. There was nothing she could do but disrobe. She removed her clothes, folding each item neatly as she discarded it. She wasn’t wearing a bra and stood before the blonde in a pair of black thong panties. She didn’t remove her underwear and Heidi 5 didn’t seem to mind.


  Heidi 5 walked to the dresser and opened one of the drawers. She removed several coils of rope, along with a head harness with a large dildo attached to it. Dominoe held back a sigh. She wondered if male agents experienced as much bondage as she did.


  Heidi 5 walked back to Dominoe. “Get on the bed and lie on your stomach.”


  Dominoe did as ordered. She climbed on the bed, taking small comfort in the fact that it was soft and comfortable. She lay on her stomach as Heidi 5 stood over her. The blonde positioned Dominoe’s arms in a “U” shape behind her back and proceeded to bind her arms together, wrapping the rope vertically. After securing her arms, Heidi 5 tied her ankles as well as the area above her knees. She finished the bondage session with an upper body harness, wrapping cords over and under Dominoe’s bare breasts. She cinched rope between her tits, trapping each breast with cord.


  Heidi 5 picked up the head harness with the huge dildo. Dominoe watched from the bed as the blonde wrapped her hand around the fake cock, tilted her head back, and inserted the plastic cock in her mouth. She proceeded to suck the prick, deep-throating it each time she plunged it into her mouth. She did this several times; each time the dildo seemed to disappear deeper into her throat. Dominoe couldn’t help but be impressed by Heidi 5’s feat.


  The blonde pulled the fake cock from her mouth and held it in front of Dominoe. The C.A.T.T. agent stared at the saliva-covered dildo. She was not about to allow the bimbo to put that thing in her mouth, at least not without a fight. She clapped her mouth shut and turned her head. Heidi 5 remained calm. She grabbed Dominoe’s neck in a powerful vise, applying firm pressure to her windpipe. Dominoe immediately felt the strain on her neck. She couldn’t breathe! Her mouth parted, gasping for air. Heidi 5 shoved the dildo into Dominoe’s mouth, forcing it deep into her throat.


  “HMMPPHHHMM,” Dominoe moaned with discomfort.


  She shook her head as Heidi 5 fastened the harness around her head with buckles. Heidi 5 finished securing the harness and stood back. She gave the C.A.T.T. agent a final vacuous stare before she turned and left. The other women followed her out of the room.


  Dominoe grimaced as she fought the urge to gag on the plastic cock. Fortunately, she was experienced in deep-throating and knew how to keep a cock lodged in her throat for long periods of time. She found that by constantly swallowing, she relieved the discomfort in the back of her throat. That did nothing for her straining jaws. She wondered how long she could keep this up.


  She heard the door to the room open. She strained her head and spotted Knight approach. He leered at the bound agent, relishing her discomfort. He stood over the bed, but Dominoe didn’t acknowledge his presence.


  He reached down and tapped her bulging cheek with his fingertip. “That looks very uncomfortable. But hey, if anyone can hold a cock in her mouth forever, it’s you Dominoe.”


  Dominoe remained still on the bed, bracing for the abuse Knight was about to inflict on her.


  “You’re probably wondering why I sold out C.A.T.T., aren’t you? It’s like Deep Throat said to Woodward in All the President’s Men: ‘Follow the money trail.’ These krauts throw money around like confetti.’ It’s a shame I won’t get a second chance at that great ass of yours.”


  Knight placed his hand on her buttocks, massaging her ass cheek with a circular motion. His hand suddenly slipped inside the narrow rear of her thong panties. He inserted a finger inside her rear passage. Dominoe tensed and rolled on her side to evade his probing fingers.


  Knight laughed. It was exactly the reaction he wanted. This infuriated Dominoe. She suddenly drew her legs up against her belly and delivered a powerful kick to Knight’s ribs. He uttered a startled gasp as he stumbled across the room. He regained his balance and turned to Dominoe, shooting her an angry look. He advanced toward the C.A.T.T. agent, ready to punish her for her action.


  The door of the room swung open. Knight froze when he spotted a middle-aged man in an olive green military uniform enter the room. He recognized him immediately as General Raul Contreras, second in command of the Bolivian military. He was also a drug trafficker and Jancker’s ally. Knight had heard about the general’s exploits and didn’t want anything to do with him.


  The general scowled at Knight. “Who are you?”


  “I’m Knight. I was just making sure our … your … guest was comfortable.”


  The Bolivian general eyed Dominoe on the bed. “She looks comfortable to me. Show yourself out.”


  Knight cleared his throat. “Of course.”


  Knight stepped past Contreras, walking out of the room as quickly as possible. Contreras removed his cap and tossed it on the wooden table. He approached the bed and hovered over Dominoe. His eyes danced over her body. He ran his hand over his jaw, feeling his stubble.


  “My name is General Contreras,” he said, almost whispering. “According to Jancker, you are an American spy named … Dominoe?” The general was literally salivating as he gazed at the bound and gagged agent. “You are also a gift from my German friends.”


  Contreras reached own and stroked Dominoe’s thigh, exhaling with pleasure as he felt her smooth flesh. He suddenly brought his hand up and brought it down on her ass.


  “HMMMMPPHHH!” Dominoe moaned as she absorbed the sharp blow on her backside.


  The sound of the slap echoed throughout the silent room. Contreras bit his lip. He bent over the bed, positioning his face next to Dominoe’s cheek. “I hear you have been a very bad girl.” He shook his head in disapproval. “Sneaking into places you are not supposed to.”


  Dominoe was still gasping for breath, recovering from the sting of the slap Contreras had delivered. She stared into the general’s face, glaring at him. He responded with a sadistic smile.


  Contreras stood tall, rubbing his hands together. “I am going to give you a chance to redeem yourself. According to Jancker, you have received extensive training in the art of sex.”


  Dominoe watched anxiously as Contreras removed his jacket. He tossed it on the nearby table and reached for the buttons of his shirt. Her heart rate increased with each passing second. Why do all my missions involve getting banged by degenerates? She wondered. Her sharp mind formulated a way to use this to her advantage. It was only a matter of choosing the right moment.


  Contreras finished stripping. He stood in his shorts before Dominoe. Though clearly in his late forties, the Bolivian general was surprisingly fit. His shoulders were broad and strong. Well-defined biceps and ‘pecs’ indicated his strength. The only flaw was a slight pot belly that seemed to plague every middle-aged man. Contreras pulled his shorts down. Dominoe was shocked to see that he was huge! An impressive twelve-inch penis hung from his groin between his legs. It was not only long but thick as well.


  The general stared at his member. “These Germans do some nice work. You like?”


  Dominoe turned away from Contreras, but there was no denying the twitch of excitement that shot through her body when she first spotted the huge cock. She had never seen a bigger cock in her life, and she had seen plenty of them. It didn’t matter that it was an implant. It had produced the desired effect in her.


  Contreras stepped to the edge of the bed near her legs. He reached for the rope around her ankles and pulled the knots free. Once he released her ankles, he untied the cord above her knees. He reached for Dominoe’s panties and pulled them down with a series of sharp tugs. He yanked the panties past her feet and discarded them on the floor next to the bed.


  He climbed on the soft mattress, supporting himself on his knees before Dominoe. “Let us start off with my favorite position.”


  Contreras positioned himself behind Dominoe, straddling her lower legs. He wrapped his arms around her middle and pulled her up on her knees. She uttered a startled gasp as the general grasped her waist firmly. Dominoe squirmed, but with her arms still tied in a “U” shape behind her, it was completely useless.


  “HMMMPHHH!” she protested through the thick dildo gag. “MMMPPHHH!”


  Contreras forced her legs apart, grabbed her tight ass, and slid into the writhing agent from behind. The dildo in Dominoe’s mouth muffled her cries of protest. He started pumping into her, increasing his pace gradually. Dominoe’s head collapsed on the mattress. Muffled cries escaped through the obscenity in her aching mouth as she felt the general inside her.


  His hands slipped under her, finding her breasts. He assaulted her nipples, pinching them roughly as he pounded his cock inside her as deep as possible. Dominoe responded with constant shrieking and moaning. Her disgust gradually transformed into pleasure. She fought against the sensation, but it was no good. Her body accepted and welcomed the pleasure she was reluctantly receiving.


  The general grunted violently as he continued ramming his huge cock into the girl. He fed off her cries and pummeled her mercilessly. She felt his balls slap against her backside, enhancing her pleasure further.


  “AAAHHHHHH!” Dominoe screamed through the plastic gag as a tremendous orgasm detonated inside her. She bucked and trembled uncontrollably. “AAAAAMMMMMPHHHH!”


  Contreras clutched her waist, cutting into her soft flesh with his fingers. He arched his back, pounded her even harder, and came. He convulsed violently as his passion overtook him. His cock twitched and jerked inside the screaming girl. He cried out as he released shot after shot of cum into the quivering C.A.T.T. agent.


  He withdrew his member from her, panting and gasping for breath. He collapsed on the bed next to her. Dominoe moaned softly. Her eyes were closed and she still felt the remnants of the powerful orgasm that had seized her body a moment before.


  Contreras rolled off the bed. He walked away from the panting girl and headed to the door. He opened the door and muttered something to someone standing outside the room. He stepped away from the door and sat on a wooden chair before the small table. He stared silently at Dominoe. His concentration was broken ten minutes later when there was a knock at the door.


  Contreras answered the door. He accepted a bottle of whiskey and turned his attention back to Dominoe. He opened the bottle and took a long drink, relishing the hard liquor. His cock expanded once again. It was hard and ready for more. He took another long drink from the bottle and placed it down on the table.


  He approached the bed. “Ready for round two?”


  Dominoe remained still. A glimmer of hope flicked on in her head when she spotted the bottle of whiskey. Her chances of escape would increase if the Bolivian general became intoxicated. She waited for the right opportunity.


  “Let us get rid of this thing.” Contreras reached behind Domino’s head, unfastening the first buckle of the harness. He undid the buckle under her chin and pulled the huge dildo from her gaping mouth.


  Dominoe moaned with relief. She retched as the tip of the plastic cock cleared her lips. A long strand of saliva connected the dildo to her mouth until Contreras severed it with a quick tug. Dominoe gasped, sucking in as much air as she could through her aching jaws.


  The general tossed the glistening dildo away and climbed on the bed. He suddenly turned Dominoe on her back and pulled her up to a sitting position. She sat in front of her, lifted her legs, and forced her to straddle his waist. He positioned her long, shapely legs behind his back, gripped her buttocks, and pulled her toward him.


  He pushed his huge cock into her, forcing a shuddering gasp from the befuddled C.A.T.T. agent. He proceeded to pound her with long, deliberate strokes, holding her steady by wrapping his arms around her ass. Dominoe moaned with each powerful thrust. She arched her back and closed her eyes, riding the waves of pleasure that swept over her body. There was no denying the fact that Contreras had great technique. His thrusting was powerful, but varied in rhythm.


  The general’s mouth found her jiggling breasts. He sucked and licked each succulent mound, smothering them with his saliva. Dominoe moaned with sheer pleasure as she felt his tongue on her tits. She rocked back and forth on his lap, rolling her hips into his cock. She seemed to take charge of the wild fucking, leading him where she could feel the most amount of pleasure. Her primal sexual instinct overrode all other feelings. They were now working together toward a shattering climax.


  Contreras fucked her with every ounce of strength he could muster. Dominoe screamed and moaned like never before. She felt like she was about to explode. The fucking went on relentlessly until Dominoe came, and came, and came, and came again. Her screams of ecstasy could be heard past the thick walls of the windowless room.


  * * *


  Contreras sat in the wooden chair before the table. The nearly empty bottle of whiskey was in front of him, but his attention was on Dominoe as she lay on the bed. His glazed eyes studied the girl as she rolled on her side; her arms still tied behind her back. She was absolutely amazing. She was the best woman he had ever fucked. The Germans had not exaggerated her skills.


  Dominoe did not meet the general’s piercing stare. Her arms had been tied for several hours and she started feeling the effects. She was starting to cramp. It was a good thing she was limber and in perfect shape, or she wouldn’t have lasted this long. She had to make her move now. She smelled the alcohol on Contreras’ breath during their last encounter and knew he was drunk.


  Contreras polished off the last of the whiskey and stood from the chair. He concentrated on his balance as he approached the bed. “How is my American toy? Ready for round three?”


  Dominoe looked up at the drunken man. “If you untie me, I can make it even better,” she said in perfect Spanish.


  Contreras listened, impressed by the girl’s Spanish. “I am drunk, not stupid.”


  Dominoe persisted. “You’re not scared of me, are you?” Her tone was soft and patronizing. “I’m just a woman. You’re a big strong man. I can do many great things with my mouth, but I need to use my hands.”


  The general pondered her request. The alcohol interfered with his reasoning. He was curious to see what this beautiful American could do with her mouth and hands. He turned the girl on her back and reached for the ropes on her arms. Drunk as he was, the general struggled with the ropes around Dominoe’s arms. He finally pulled the last of the cords from the C.A.T.T. agent’s body and climbed on the bed.


  Dominoe rolled off the bed, away from Contreras. She stood near the edge of the bed, smiling mischievously at the general. He crawled across the mattress, chasing after her as he laughed. Dominoe darted around the bed, avoiding his clumsy pursuit.


  Contreras stood, waiving a taunting finger at her. “You little American bitch” he laughed. “Wait until I get my hands on you.”


  The general spread his arms and advanced toward Dominoe. She backed up against the table, beckoning Contreras with an inviting finger. She sat on top of the table, spreading her shapely legs as she lifted them off the floor.


  Contreras paused, eyeing Dominoe through his glazed eyes. “So you want me to give it to you on the table, heh?”


  The drunken general stumbled between Dominoe’s legs, embracing her tightly. She reached behind her, grabbing the whiskey bottle on the table. In a single fluid motion, she swung the bottle over her head and brought it down on Contreras’ skull. The bottle shattered as it smashed into his head. The general froze, stunned with the blow. He twitched and collapsed to the floor, out cold.


  Dominoe jumped off the table, landing on the floor next to Contreras. She was constantly amazed at the level of stupidity most men descended to when teased with the promise of sex. All the pleasure she had given Contreras was simply part of her plan at winning his trust. This was something a male agent could not do. That’s why she was the best. Now she had to stop some crazy Germans from brainwashing the world.


  She slipped into her original clothes consisting of tan shorts and a tight undershirt. After she dressed, she approached the door of the room. Whoever had brought the whiskey bottle to Contreras was probably still outside. She guessed it was a blonde woman, probably armed. She had to subdue her and get her out of sight.


  She pulled open the door and hid behind it, ready to attack. Heidi 10 stepped into the room armed with a sub machine-gun. She noticed Contreras on the floor, surrounded by broken glass. Dominoe slammed the door shut behind the girl. The startled bikini clad guard spun toward Dominoe. The C.A.T.T. agent connected with a swift kick to Heidi 10’s chin. That’s all it took to render the blonde unconscious. Her flawless body collapsed to the floor.


  Dominoe collected the blonde’s submachine-gun and dashed toward the door. She opened it slightly, making sure no one was outside the room. She slipped out of the room and into the narrow hallway, closing the door behind her. She had to find a way out of here and destroy Heidi One. Her second priority was finding Thomas Jancker and administering the anti-virus serum.


  She ran along the hallway, armed and ready. The mansion was a labyrinth of hallways, rooms, and stairways. She reached the end of a hallway, stepping into yet another living room. She encountered two armed guards entering the room. The two blondes spotted the C.A.T.T. agent as she ducked around the corner of a wall. They ran after her.


  Dominoe ran along the narrow hallway lined with closed doors. The two blondes were directly behind her. One of the guards, Heidi 9, raised her submachine-gun and opened fire. The bullets ripped across a wall at the end of the hallway, barely missing Dominoe as she turned a corner.


  At that moment, a party was taking place in a large room within the mansion. It was a formal dress event as a celebration of the completion of Heidi One. Thomas Jancker and Carsten Dortmund worked the crowd of about a dozen well-dressed Nazi men and their dates. A hush descended upon the room when the sound of machine-gun fire was heard from somewhere in the mansion. Jancker and Dortmund stared at each other, their eyes reflecting concern. The crowd of Germans muttered nervously among themselves.


  Dortmund smiled, stepping to the middle of the room. “Everything is all right, ladies and gentlemen. It is probably just some target practice.”


  Jancker slipped away from the crowd discreetly. He knew something was wrong. He exited the large room and stood in a hallway. He reached for the gold-coated Luger pistol strapped around his waist. He drew the weapon from the holster and pulled the lever back, loading the gun. He made his way down the wide corridor with a determined look on his face.


  Dominoe fired a burst of machine-gun fire at the two pursuing blondes at the opposite end of the room. She fired over their heads, hoping that would slow down their pursuit. The blondes ducked but continued advancing. The C.A.T.T. agent could have taken them out, but it didn’t feel right killing these women. They had been forced into this mess. They were victims of that bastard Dortmund, like she had been.


  Dominoe retreated down a corridor. She turned a corner and encountered Thomas Jancker. His eyes locked on her and he raised his Luger pistol at her. Dominoe threw her submachine-gun at Jancker and ducked. It struck his arm, disrupting his aim. Jancker fired a stray bullet over Dominoe but she was able to charge him with lightning speed and throw him off balance with a shoulder ram. The German was thrown against the wall, as Dominoe ran past him. She would finish her business with him later. The two blondes darted into the corridor, catching a glimpse of Dominoe as she eluded them yet again.


  Dominoe dashed into the room where the party was taking place. She received several surprised looks and gasps from the well-dressed Germans. Carsten Dortmund’s eyes widened as he watched Dominoe weave and push her way through the startled crowd. She ran toward a swinging door at the other end of the room.


  The two blondes burst into the room. They spotted Dominoe and raised their weapons. The crowd of Germans ducked for cover, hitting the floor and hiding behind anything they could find. The blondes opened fire. Dominoe pushed her way through the swinging doors. The female guests responded with frightened screams as bullets whined over their heads.


  Dominoe cleared the swinging doors, finding herself in a spacious kitchen staffed with blonde women dressed in black skimpy maid outfits. The women paused in their work to gaze at Dominoe. They weren’t bothered or alarmed by what was happening.


  Dominoe decided to make her stand here. She dropped the sub machine-gun and grabbed a wide, stainless steel pan hanging from a pot rack. The first blonde, Heidi 9, stormed into the kitchen.


  DING!


  Dominoe greeted her with a backhand blow to her head. The bikini clad blonde crumbled to the kitchen floor. The second girl, Heidi 3, entered the kitchen.


  SPLAT!


  The C.A.T.T. agent delivered a hard blow to Heidi 3’s stomach with the pan, doubling her over. She finished her off with a solid blow to her head. Before the girl even hit the floor, Dominoe raced through the kitchen. She spotted a door and knew it led outside the mansion.


  Jancker rejoined Dortmund in the party room. They were the only ones remaining in the room. The crowd had panicked and scattered throughout the mansion.


  Jancker replaced the Luger pistol in the holster, seething with anger. “What has that fool Contreras done? Where is he?”


  “We will deal with him later,” Dortmund said, reaching inside his tuxedo jacket. “The American woman must be stopped.” The obese German retrieved a type of remote control. He pushed a series of numbers quickly.


  Dominoe used the cover of the night to her advantage as she made her way through the well-manicured grounds of the compound. Ground lights illuminated the area around the mansion, giving the place a magical appearance. A loud wailing shattered the silence of the night. An alarm had been triggered. Dominoe ducked behind a line of hedges. A search beam from a watchtower came to life. The beam originated from the top of the fence, sweeping methodically across the compound.


  Bikini clad women scampered throughout the area. Dominoe noticed the women converge on a small building with metal bars on the windows. The women went inside empty-handed, but emerged fully armed with submachine-guns. The building was obviously an armory, which gave her an idea.


  She advanced toward the armory in circular pattern, ducking and rolling behind shrubs and trees to avoid detection. She darted to the side of the building, plastering herself against the wall. She walked along the wall, stopping short of the corner. She took a quick peek around the corner. Two armed women stood guard outside the armory.


  Dominoe took a deep breath and made her move. She emerged from around the building, taking the two women by complete surprise. Before the blondes reacted, the C.A.T.T. agent flew through the air. Her outstretched legs struck Heidi 12 in the chest, knocking her back. Dominoe hit the floor, rolled toward Heidi 6, and kicked the startled blonde’s knees, knocking her off her feet. Dominoe rocked back and launched herself to her feet. She finished off the two guards with a pair of swift kicks to their jaws, knocking them unconscious.


  Without wasting any time, she raced into the armory. The small building was overstocked with weapons of every type and size. Several rolls of machine-guns and assault rifles lined the walls of the narrow building. An opened wooden crate caught her eye. The crate was halfway full of hand grenades. If her objective had been to kill, she could not have planned this better, but she vowed to keep the body count to a minimum.


  Dominoe emerged from the armory armed with a machine-gun and a pocket stuffed with hand grenades. Three women spotted her from across the compound and opened fired on her and she just barely managed to slip around the side of the building before they launched a hail of bullets at her. Dominoe had just cleared the area before the bullets ripped across the wall of the building.


  Dominoe raced through the grounds, periodically exchanging fire with the bikini-wearing blondes. She managed to slow them down long enough to take cover behind several obstacles as she neared the control room that housed Heidi One. She paused behind a tree and pulled out a hand grenade. She pulled the pin and tossed it in the direction of the women.


  The grenade exploded violently, sending the pursuing women scattering for cover. This bought her enough time to advance closer to the control building. Dominoe hit the ground behind a shrub. The two guards outside the building held their ground, scanning the compound with heightened alertness. They were poised to cut down anyone who approached the building.


  Dominoe pulled out another grenade. She raised herself long enough to throw the grenade toward the door of the building. The grenade hit the ground short of the door, between the two guards. They spotted the device and fled, scattering in opposite directions. The grenade exploded, throwing the women off their feet. They groaned on the ground. The explosion blew the door of the building open. The damaged door hung from a single hinge. Dominoe shot to her feet and sprinted toward the control room.


  She stormed into the room, finding Carsten Dortmund inside. The fat German was armed with a handgun. He shielded the control panel like a mother protecting her offspring. He spotted Dominoe and fired a clumsy shot at her. The C.A.T.T. agent dived to the floor, tumbling for cover behind a control panel.


  “You fucking bitch!” Dortmund shouted. “I will not allow you to ruin this!” He fired two more shots at the panel where Dominoe crouched.


  Dominoe remained calm. She pulled out another hand grenade, pulled the pin, and rolled it across the sleek floor toward Dortmund. “Say hello to the Fuhrer for me,” she said flatly.


  The grenade skidded along the floor, coming to rest under the obese German’s thick legs. Dortmund stepped back, looking down at the grenade beneath him. His head snapped upward. An expression of pure rage swept over his puffy face. He opened his mouth, ready to curse the American spy.


  KA-BOOM!


  The grenade detonated, shredding his massive body. The explosion not only killed Dortmund, but also destroyed part of the control panel behind him. Heidi One spewed smoke and sparks. The damaged controls were covered with the pieces of flesh and blood of her creator.


  Dominoe emerged from behind the control panel where she had taken cover. Three armed blonde women rushed into the building. They spotted Dominoe and raised their weapons at her. The women suddenly convulsed violently. They dropped their weapons and fell to the floor. They groaned with pain as they rolled on the floor, clutching their heads.


  Dominoe glanced at the burning control panel across the room. The connection between the implants in the women’s heads and Heidi One had been severed. The women gradually recovered as their pain subsided. They sat up on the floor, glancing up at Dominoe with questioning eyes.


  The C.A.T.T. agent had other things to do. She didn’t have time to offer explanations or even comforting words. She had to find Thomas Jancker and administer the anti-virus serum. She slipped out of the room, sidestepping the liberated women.


  Dominoe made her way toward the mansion. Along the way she encountered frightened Germans, running throughout the compound in panic. In their frenzy, they ignored her and she did likewise. She kept a sharp lookout for Jancker or Knight, but there was no sign of them. She wasn’t worried about the Germans escaping. The concrete fence would not allow them to leave.


  She entered the mansion through the front door. She proceeded cautiously, aware that Jancker and Knight could be anywhere within the building. The place was huge and finding Jancker was going to be difficult. As she moved through the mansion, she encountered more blonde women. A few women walked through the house with befuddled expressions, while most sat on the floor recovering.


  Dominoe entered the huge room where only a few minutes before a party had been taking place. Now it was deserted and littered with food and wine glasses. She walked across the room, scanning the area carefully.


  “Where do you think you’re going?”


  Dominoe spun toward the familiar voice that originated behind her. She found herself face to face with Knight. His face was cold and he trained a sub machine-gun at her.


  “It’s over, Knight,” she said, attempting to stall.


  “It’s over for the krauts, not for me.” His eyes narrowed, ready to squeeze the trigger.


  “You American bitch!”


  Knight and Dominoe turned to the opposite end of the room. General Raul Contreras staggered into the room through another doorway. He was armed with a sub machine-gun and extremely angry. He raised his weapon and fired.


  Dominoe dived out of the way, avoiding the hail of bullets that flew recklessly through the air. Knight was not as fortunate. Three bullets ripped across his chest, splattering his blood on the nearby walls. He fell back; landing sprawled out on the floor.


  Dominoe crawled behind a small bar. Contreras fired another burst of bullets toward the bar. The bullets smashed liquor bottles and glasses behind the counter. Pieces of glass rained on Dominoe as she crouched behind the bar. She reached into her pocket and pulled out the last hand grenade.


  Contreras advanced toward the bar, firing another burst of bullets. “You are dead!” he yelled at Dominoe. “Nobody makes a fool out of me!”


  At that moment, a blonde woman wearing a bikini sprinted into the room from a nearby corridor. The woman jumped on Contreras’ back, wrapping her arms and legs around him. She pinned his arms to his torso, preventing him from firing his weapon with any accuracy. The blonde grunted, holding on tight as Contreras spun in an effort to shake her off his back. The backside of the bikini bottom identified her as Heidi 11.


  Dominoe heard the commotion and peeked from behind the bar. She saw Heidi 11 and Contreras locked in a fierce struggle. Contreras dropped his weapon and finally threw the woman off his back. She rolled across the floor and landed face down. Dominoe made her move. She charged at Contreras, connecting with a kick to his chest.


  Contreras wobbled but recovered. Dominoe grabbed his arm, twisting it as she pulled it toward her. She held his arm in that position as she connected with two vicious kicks to each side of his face. His head snapped from side to side as he absorbed the blows. His face reflected a stunned expression. Dominoe released his arm, allowing Contreras to collapse to the floor. For the second time he was out cold.


  Dominoe turned to Heidi 11. The blonde woman looked up from the floor. It was Allison Hirschfeld. She smiled when she spotted Dominoe. The C.A.T.T. agent didn’t return her gesture.


  “What are you doing here?” Dominoe asked, annoyed.


  “What are you doing here?” Allison said, getting to her feet.


  “I’m here on a mission,” Dominoe explained, staying alert. “I thought you left. How did you get in here?”


  “I heard about a big party some Germans were having.” Allison massaged her arm, grimacing with pain. “I had to find out what was going on. I started as an investigating reporter you know. I tacked onto a German I met in town. He invited me here. I was having a great time until they started talking about how the Nazis were going to reconquer Europe. That’s when I split. They came after me.” Allison glanced over her body. “I had to find a way to fit in. There’s a naked girl running around somewhere.”


  “Stay put,” Dominoe said, walking away from Allison. “This thing isn’t over yet.”


  “Wait!” Allison called.


  Dominoe ran out of the room, disappearing through a long corridor.


  Allison sighed with frustration. “What in the name of God is going on here?”


  Dominoe climbed a flight of stairs leading to the second floor of the mansion. There was no sign of Jancker and she worried he had escaped using a secret route. She searched every room she encountered, finding them empty.


  She turned a corner and headed down a narrow corridor. That’s when she encountered Thomas Jancker. He carried a briefcase and held the gold-coated Luger pistol in his hand. He froze when he spotted Dominoe standing across the hallway. He raised his gun and fired. Dominoe ducked behind the corner of the corridor. Jancker realized she was not armed and advanced toward her.


  Dominoe retreated inside a room. She scanned the interior. It was a type of office with a large wooden desk near a window. She dashed toward the mahogany desk. Jancker kicked open the door of the room just as Dominoe took cover behind the desk. He looked around the seemingly empty room. He heard a faint noise from behind the desk.


  He was about to walk to the desk when a small, round object was tossed toward him from behind the desk. He followed the object as it landed near his feet. His eyes expanded when he realized it was a hand grenade. He dived for cover, dropping his gun and briefcase as he scrambled away from the device. He impaled himself against a wall, bracing for the explosion that never came.


  Dominoe emerged from behind the desk. She stared at Jancker as he cowered against the wall. “Bang!” she said tauntingly. “Oops. I forgot to pull the pin.”


  Jancker glared at the American woman. He was going to make her pay. She had destroyed everything and he was going to destroy her. He bounced to his feet and charged at Dominoe, roaring with anger. She sidestepped his poorly planned attack easily. Jancker stopped and turned. The C.A.T.T. agent landed a roundhouse kick to his stomach, knocking the wind out of him. Jancker doubled over, groaning with pain. Dominoe followed up with a fury of karate chops and forearms to the German’s face and torso.


  Jancker wobbled, but kept his balance. His face was a complete blank. Blood oozed from the corner of his mouth. Dominoe grabbed him by the collar and pulled him toward the huge desk. She swept her leg across the top of the desk, clearing everything from the mahogany surface. She flung Jancker over the desk, forcing him to lie on his back. The stunned German protested with a low groan.


  She released his collar and spotted the gold-coated Luger pistol on the floor near the desk. She picked up the gun and aimed it at Jancker’s face. He began to recover from his beating, finding himself staring up at the shiny barrel of his own gun. He ran his eyes up Dominoe’s arm, stopping at her stoic face.


  “It’s time to take your medicine, Mr. Jancker,” the C.A.T.T. agent said without emotion.


  She kept the gun trained at Jancker as she reached for the front of her shorts with her other hand. She undid the button and pulled the zipper down. She wiggled her waist as she yanked the shorts past her round hips. The bunched up shorts dropped around her ankles and she stepped out of them, kicking them aside. She stood before the startled German in her black thong panties and form-fitting undershirt.


  She retreated to the base of the desk where Jancker’s legs dangled over the edge. She lowered the Luger pistol past his stomach, stopping at his groin. Jancker gulped nervously when the barrel of the gun was aimed at his crotch. Dominoe climbed on top of the desk, straddling the confused German’s thighs. She positioned herself just below his waist, her face never changing expression. She suddenly jabbed the gun between his legs, touching his balls through the fabric of his pants. Jancker gasped with surprise and fear.


  “Move and you can kiss your balls goodbye,” Dominoe warned in perfect German.


  She focused her attention to the fly on his pants. Using only her left hand, she pulled down the zipper slowly. Jancker tensed, not really believing this was happening. She slipped her slender fingers inside the opened fly. She parted the opening in his under shorts and groped for his penis. She pulled the limp cock through the opening. She wrapped her hand around the base of his shaft, stroking and squeezing it gently.


  Jancker’s cock expanded and swelled. It was rock hard and ready. Dominoe lowered her head toward his penis. She paused briefly. The things I do to keep the world safe, she thought. It was all part of the service, nothing more. She flicked her tongue at the tip of the cock. His member responded with an involuntary twitch as he uttered a gasp.


  Dominoe parted her lips, taking the tip of the cock into her mouth. She moved down the shaft, taking him in as much as possible. She pressed on until his pubic hairs grazed her chin and lips. Jancker closed his eyes and moaned deeply. All through this, Dominoe kept the gun pressed against the German’s balls. She wasn’t taking any chances.


  She worked her warm mouth expertly up and down his cock. She caressed the shaft with her active tongue, pecking the skin slightly with her teeth. She pulled her mouth from the cock, allowing the sensation to spread through Jancker’s body. From the look on his face, she could tell she was almost there. From previous experience, she found that no two men were the same when it came to coming from a blow job.


  She took the ridge of the cock in her mouth and sucked it hard, creating a vacuum there. Jancker was breathing hard, uttering low moans between sharp deep breaths. She moved away from the tip and licked every inch of the shaft, bathing it with her wet tongue. She once again trapped his head between her lips. Using her hand, she pulled the skin tautly. Her tongue danced and probed around the tip. Jancker moaned, lost in the sensation of the act.


  Now it was time to finish him off. She plunged her mouth down his cock, engulfing him yet again. She applied firm pressure and moved up and down the glistening shaft furiously. Her hand pumped away at the base of the shaft, further stimulating the writhing German.


  Jancker was in a frenzy. He bucked slightly, trying to fuck her mouth as deep as possible. Dominoe felt his cock swell and pulse. He was on the verge of cumming and in a state of total arousal. It was time to administer the serum. Without warning, she pulled her mouth from his cock and jumped off the desk. She dropped the Luger pistol and reached for the front of her panties. She tore open a double lining of satin fabric at the front of her underwear. Inside the “pouch” was a small, red capsule containing the Sevan virus antidote.


  Jancker opened his eyes. He looked up at Dominoe as she stood over him. She suddenly shoved the capsule into his mouth, taking him by complete surprise. The special coating of the capsule dissolved almost immediately. The serum was absorbed by his body quickly.


  Dominoe heard a noise behind her. She turned toward the entrance of the room. Allison stood near the door, a look of pure shock was carved on her face. She had watched the entire incident through a narrow opening in the door.


  Allison Hirschfeld shook her head with disbelief. “This whole thing is way too weird for me.”


  * * *


  A C.A.T.T. helicopter picked up Dominoe, Jancker, and Allison several hours later. Jancker was turned over to the German embassy in Bolivia. The Germans quickly went to work on covering up Jancker’s involvement with Dortmund and his organization. They took into account the fact that he had been under the influence of the Savan virus.


  Dominoe said goodbye to Allison at the airport in La Paz. The girl was sorry to see Dominoe go, but she wanted no part of the secret agent’s wild lifestyle.


  The Bolivian military stormed the German compound the next day. They took General Contreras and the remaining Germans into custody, but knew nothing about Heidi One or Dominoe. They were under the impression that they were shutting down a drug trafficking operation. That would be the official story from the embarrassed Bolivian government.


  C.A.T.T. FIELD OFFICE-NEW YORK CITY


  Dominoe tossed the gold-coated Luger pistol on the conference table in front of Eastern Section Chief Davis. “That takes care of Germany,” she said flatly. “I don’t mind telling you that it was a hell of a ride.”


  “Good work, Dominoe,” Davis said, eyeing the girl with admiration. “Get some rest. We’ll begin the briefing for the next mission a day after tomorrow.”


  Dominoe nodded. “That will give me a chance to practice my new hobby.”


  Davis took the bait. “What hobby?”


  “Cooking.”


  It was the last thing Davis expected to hear. “Why cooking?”


  “Because I don’t know how.”


  It was a phrase Davis never expected Dominoe, C.A.T.T.’s best agent, to utter. “Well, let me know how it turns out.”


  Dominoe stared at the chief for a moment. “Like all my missions, it will be a success.”


  Davis nodded. “Of course.”


  Dominoe smiled at the chief and walked away. She was going to take a flight home, and then she was going to make the world’s greatest lasagna. It was all part of the service.


  THEEND
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  * * *


  C.A.T.T. Agent Diamond Jack slammed down the shot of whiskey in one gulp. The cheap liquor burned his throat, but he didn’t care. The effect it produced was worth it. It was his fourth shot and he was beginning to feel the effects. He was suddenly hot and lightheaded. That was accompanied by a soothing buzz. Recently, he had come to rely on booze to improve his mood.


  So fucking what?


  Twenty years of being a secret agent had cost him two marriages, three relationships, and any hope of a normal life. And for what? His missions were all covert. The world would never know about them. He didn’t even exist. Christ! He was a grown man, and yet everyone he knew addressed him as Diamond Jack. He should have done twenty years in the special forces where he started. Instead, he chose to take down terrorists and criminals for a secret spy organization. He had made a hell of a career choice.


  He slammed down his fifth shot of whiskey. What else was he supposed to do in this dump? He scanned the sleazy bar. The cheap blue paint on the walls had long since faded and was peeling. The furniture was old, grimy, and squeaky. Worst of all was the smell. It was a cross between urine and filth. He was sure this fucking no account place was the worst Belize City had to offer.


  At least the place wasn’t crawling with tourists. He counted at least ten nationalities in the sun-bleached streets of Belize City. Whether they were Americans, Germans, French, or Italians it didn’t matter. They were all annoying. The world revolved around them. They were utterly oblivious to the misery and despair around them. It was too much.


  What was he doing here? This type of work was for the young and motivated. He was forty-six years old and burned out. He didn’t need a birthday cake to remind him of his age--not that he recalled the last time he had a birthday cake. Weight had started accumulating around his middle. His thick hair was thinning. His lower back was now plagued by frequent pain. He knew it was time to go. This would be his last mission.


  He glanced at his watch. Where was the girl? She was late. He once again scanned the bar. It was empty except for a tired bartender and two native drunks sitting at the counter. He was tempted to activate the tracking device on his watch, but changed his mind. He would give her five more minutes.


  He poured himself another drink from the bottle. That’s when the girl walked into the bar. Miranda Borgetti resembled a model. She was tall and attractive. Her Argentinian descent was clearly present in her large brown eyes, long dark hair, and delicate facial features.


  His looks might have been fading, but Diamond Jack had little trouble seducing the girl. She played right into his plans. She was fed up with her present life as the girlfriend of a drug lord. She wanted something better in life. She wanted a future. Diamond Jack had promised her that and more. He had even broken a cardinal rule and revealed his true intentions to the girl. It was a dangerous move, but he was sure he could trust her. He had a natural gift for reading women. Besides, how else was he supposed to convince her to get him what he wanted?


  Miranda Borgetti spotted Diamond Jack sitting at the table. She made her way to him. She was dressed in a form fitting dress, sandals, and a straw hat. She carried a canvass handbag that she clutched tightly. Her eyes shifted nervously as she strolled across the bar. The tired bartender gave her a curious gaze, awe struck that someone this beautiful had entered his bar.


  She sat across from Diamond Jack. “I got it,” she whispered.


  Diamond Jack regarded her briefly, giving her his patent look that most women, including Miranda Borgetti, found irresistible. “I never doubted you.”


  She reached inside the bag. A paperback book appeared. She placed it on the table and slid it discreetly toward Diamond Jack. He pulled the book toward him, noticing the title: Steel Courage. He suppressed a smile. He certainly wasn’t planning on reading the damned thing.


  “It’s in there,” Miranda said softly. “I don’t think he suspects anything.”


  Diamond Jack reached out and touched the girl’s soft hand. He made eye contact with her. “I’m proud of you, Miranda. You did the right thing.”


  “Now we go away?”


  Diamond Jack nodded. “That’s what I promised you.”


  At that instant, two men armed with assault rifles stormed into the bar. They located Diamond Jack and Miranda Borgetti. The C.A.T.T. Agent looked past the girl, making eye contact with the two men. It was an ambush!


  The two men unleashed a fierce volley of deadly gunfire. Miranda Borgetti never knew what hit her. She took three bullets in the back and slumped forward, landing face down on the table.


  Diamond Jack dived for the floor. Though he was aging, his reflexes were still sharp. He reached inside the breast pocket of his sport jacket. He drew his trusty Barreta as bullets zipped past him.


  The bartender and two drunks at the bar fled, taking refuge behind counter.


  Diamond Jack rolled along the floor, avoiding the deadly swarm of gunfire. He landed on his stomach, took aim at the two hit-men, and fired. His special forces training made him a marksman with any weapon. A bullet struck one of the men in the abdomen. He staggered back, his face contorting in pain and shock. The second hit-man took two shots in the chest. He fell back, hitting the floor before his mortally wounded companion--who soon followed him.


  Diamond Jack staggered to his feet. He was running on pure adrenaline and failed to notice the wound on his left side. Blood soaked his jacket, forming a dark patch on the fabric. There was no time for pain. He darted to the table where Miranda Borgetti slumped. A pool of blood had collected underneath her. She was finally away from this place.


  He pressed a special button on his watch and raised his wrist toward his mouth. “This is Diamond Jack. I’m coming in hot!”


  He picked up the paperback book and fled from the bar.


  Diamond Jack staggered through the streets of Belize City, swerving past startled natives and tourists. The bullet wound on his side hampered his breathing and made walking difficult. There was no sign of his pick-up.


  He stepped into the path of a taxi cab. The driver slammed the brakes, missing Diamond Jack by mere inches. A honking followed. Diamond Jack continued his labored walk, leaving behind the driver’s angry curses.


  He leaned against the wall of a shop. His breathing was sharp and erratic. The pain on his side was unbearable. He coughed, gazing down the street. Where was his fucking pick-up? He wasn’t going to make it. It was the first time in his life he had those thoughts. He wasn’t sure what he feared most: dying or failing? If he didn’t keep moving, he would experience both.


  He continued walking along the cracked and uneven pavement. Bystanders gave him curious looks, which turned to fear when they spotted the blood on his side. He was wheezing now. He couldn’t breathe! Still, he held onto the paperback book, which was now smeared with his own blood.


  He took a few more steps and stopped. His legs would not move anymore. Two well-dressed CATT agents approached from down the street. Diamond Jack was thankful he didn’t have to walk anymore, not that he could. The two men closed in on the wounded agent. Thirty meters. Twenty. Ten. . .


  Diamond Jack’s face went pale and empty. He knew he was a dead man, but he had completed his mission. Like a zombie, he offered the two men the paperback book. He smiled to himself. No regrets. He was finally going to retire.


  One of the men took the book.


  The other man caught the lifeless body of Diamond Jack.


  * * *


  Back at the bar, three men entered. One of the men, a strong Latin type, stepped forward as the two men behind him kept him covered, ready for anything or anyone. The Latin man glanced down at the two dead hitmen--compliments of Diamond Jack. He shook his head with disgust and paid the two men no more attention.


  He then shifted his attention to the body of Miranda Borgetti, slumped over the table. He approached the dead girl as the two bodyguards waited near the entrance of the bar. The man stood over Miranda, staring at her without a trace of emotion. He zeroed in on her hand, noticing the the gold ring on her index finger.


  He casually reached inside the breast pocket of his jacket and pulled out a switchblade. He flicked it open, revealing the menacing blade. He casually grabbed the bloody hand of Miranda Borgetti and proceeded to sever the finger containing the ring.


  * * *


  Dominoe stared at Rook and Bishop as they sat on each side of the table. She sat at the end, waiting for their reaction. She hoped they made the best of it. It was going to be a long while before she had them over for dinner again. Actually, the real reason they were here was because she needed test subjects for her new hobby: cooking.


  Suspecting nothing, her two fellow C.A.T.T. agents dug into the appetizing lasagna dinner. Bishop stopped chewing after the first bite. Rook uttered several stifled and mouthful coughs. Reluctantly, Bishop resumed chewing and glanced at Dominoe.


  “Well?” Dominoe asked. It sounded more like a demand than a question.


  Bishop smiled politely. He stole a quick glance at Rook, who was still suffering with his first bite. Bishop finally swallowed his bite in one merciful gulp. His lips quivered and his eyes welled up with tears. “It has an... interesting taste,” said Bishop. “What kind of meat did you use?”


  “Squid,” replied Dominoe.


  “Squid,” Bishop repeated, glancing at Rook across the table. “That’s very original, Dom. Don’t you think so, Rook?”


  Rook finally swallowed his bite. He nodded in agreement. “Yeah. Why make boring lasagna when you can use... squid? I specially like the burning spiciness. It's like the Fourth of July in my mouth.”


  “Gives it flare,” Dominoe said flatly. “Don’t you think?”


  The two male agents nodded, grunting affirmatively. They knew better than to disagree with C.A.T.T.’s most deadly secret agent.


  “When did you decide to take up cooking, Dom?” Rook asked.


  “Yesterday.”


  “Yesterday,” Bishop repeated, surprised. Dominoe shot him a piercing look. Bishop's self preservation skills took over. “That’s amazing. Dom. You’re really a fast learner. A quick study. Don’t you think so, Rook?”


  Rook nodded. “It’s a shame my mother didn’t have any... squid to put in her lasagna.”


  “A chef is like an artist,” Dominoe said. “He or she should experiment with ingredients like a painter experiments with style and color.”


  Bishop cleared his burning throat. “That’s an interesting philosophy, Dom. But do you think it applies to lasagna?”


  Dominoe’s eyes narrowed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”


  A sudden tension filled the air. Bishop stared at Rook, hoping for help. Rook said nothing, choosing to concentrate on his lasagna instead. Bishop was in trouble and he knew it.


  A ringing interrupted the awkward silence. It was the phone in the living room. Dominoe allowed the phone to ring three times before disengaging her eyes from Bishop.


  “Excuse me,” said Dominoe, rising from her chair.


  As soon as Dominoe left the kitchen, Rook and Bishop reached for any liquid on the table. Rook drank a full glass of wine while Bishop guzzled an entire glass of water in a span of a few seconds.


  Bishop exhaled, sticking his burning tongue out. "Holy crap! That's the worst thing I've ever put in my mouth!"


  Rook shook his head, grimacing. “Why couldn’t she take up painting or belly dancing?”


  Dominoe glanced at the name displayed on her caller I.D. She picked up the phone immediately. "Yes?”


  “Davis here,” said the familiar voice of the Easter Division Boss. “I’m sorry to bother you at home, Dominoe, but this can’t wait.”


  “What is it, Chief?”


  Davis sighed. “I know I promised you a few days to rest while intelligence gathers information on the next Savan virus mission, but something else demands our immediate attention.”


  “Say no more, Chief. When do you want me to come in?”


  “Tomorrow morning.”


  Dominoe and Davis exchanged goodbyes. She placed the phone down and turned toward the dinning room. Before she did anything else, she was going to make Rook and especially Bishop, eat every bite of the lasagna.


  * * *


  The fifty-four-inch flat screen on the wall of the conference room displayed the image of a thin-faced unimpressive young man. Next to his image was some basic profile information.


  Easter Division Chief Davis repeated the information. “Roger Eugene Baldwin, thirty-three. Former employee of Webber Tech. An award winning chemist. He’s also a pioneer in the software field.”


  “Very impressive,” said Dominoe, staring at the image of Baldwin.


  The sexy C.A.T.T. agent sat crossed-legged behind the conference table. Rook and Bishop sat on each side of her. They didn’t look physically well or pleased to be in the conference room.


  “We can add murder and drug-trafficking to his credits,” Davis said. “And that’s only the half of it. Baldwin has somehow developed a special serum that--when injected into the body--makes a person susceptible to outside suggestions. Perhaps by using a computer terminal, or maybe even a simple device like a phone or radio.” Davis picked up a blood stained paperback book before him. “We have a sample of this drug. It was collected by one of our agents: Diamond Jack. It cost him his life.”


  A moment of silence followed. The image of Baldwin was replaced with another face. This man was older and more sinister looking. His handsome Latin features were intense. His eyes cold.


  “This is Juan Miguel Galvan ,” Davis continued. “He’s a drug king. Head of the Galvan Cartel. They bring in about forty-percent of the cocaine from Mexico into the United States. He’s unstable and short tempered. He’s been linked to two dozen murders of judges, policemen, and politicians. You don’t want to cross this scumbag.”


  “How are these men linked together?” Rook asked impatiently, holding his stomach as he grimaced.


  Davis glanced at Rook. “As I was saying, Galvan has funded Baldwin’s research into developing this mind drug. Diamond Jack was able to... seduce Galvan’s girlfriend. A woman named Miranda Borgetti. Apparently, Galvan found out about it and set up an ambush. Maybe she had something to do with it. We don’t really know what happened to her.”


  “Where do I come in?” Dominoe asked. “We already have a sample of the mind drug.”


  Davis nodded. “That’s the good news. Unfortunately, it will take C.A.T.T. scientists months, perhaps even longer, to study the serum and develop an antidote. That maybe too late. In the meantime, Baldwin and Galvan can create havoc. No telling what they plan to use the substance for. We can only assume that they will use it to enhance their drug-trafficking business and any other crimes they choose to commit. We must prevent that--at all costs.”


  “What are you asking?” asked Dominoe. “Do you want me to take out Galvan and Baldwin?”


  Davis stared at the serious face of the beautiful agent. “To be blunt, yes.” His attention switched to the screen on the wall. The image of a spacious and palatial compound appeared on the screen. It was nestled among palm trees and appeared massive. “Baldwin and Galvan have taken up residence here, outside of Belize City.”


  “Looks like the Playboy mansion,” said Rook.


  His remark fell flat. As usual, Davis disregarded Rook’s comment. “We also have this.” Davis held up a silver wrist watch. “It belonged to Diamond Jack. Inside is a tracking device. He installed a tiny transmitter in a ring Miranda Borgetti had. If she’s still alive, then she must be near Galvan. It’s worth a try.”


  Dominoe knew the mission procedure and anticipated what was next. “What’s my cover?”


  Davis hesitated. He appeared to be searching for the right words. “You and... Bishop will pose as a married couple... on your honeymoon. Rook will be your backup.”


  Bishop’s mood improved upon hearing that. Rook shot him a jealous gaze. Dominoe remained impassive. She was a professional and didn’t see the opportunity to exploit the situation like her fellow agent. Not that she ever wanted to in the first place. It was simply part of the service.


  * * *


  Dominoe and Bishop checked into the posh beach-side hotel just outside Belize City. It wasn’t just another resort hotel. This particular hotel was partly owned by Juan Miguel Galvan. It was the most logical place to begin the mission.


  They checked in as Mr. and Mrs. Celestine and requested the honeymoon suite. Bishop played up the couple angle by taking every opportunity to caress and touch Dominoe. She played it cool, responding to his advances with mock reproach between fits of laughter.


  Bishop stood near the large widow overlooking the courtyard of the hotel. The spacious pool area teemed with tourists clad in swimsuits and basking in the Belize sun. He focused on a particular young woman in a black bikini, lounging near the pool bar. “What a sight.” He turned to Dominoe and rubbed his hands. “How about we consummate our marriage?”


  Dominoe was unpacking on the large bed. She paused briefly and stared at her fellow CATT agent decked out in a loud print shirt and tan shorts. “How about an ass kicking instead?”


  "Oooh, rough sex!" said Bishop, raising his eyebrows.


  Dominoe let it go and glanced at her wrist. The transmitter that had been used by Diamond Jack had been reinstalled inside her own watch. “Let’s see if we can get a signal.”


  She pressed a button on the watch. The numbers disappeared, replaced by a radar image. A green blip appeared. It was accompanied by a low beeping as well as a series of numbers indicating the distance and location of the target.


  “I’ll be damned,” said Bishop.


  “Whoever has the ring is in the hotel,” Dominoe said. “In fact, he or she is somewhere in the courtyard.”


  The two agents stepped to the window, scanning the pool area.


  “Miranda Borgetti?” Bishop ventured.


  “Only one way to find out.”


  * * *


  Dominoe strolled through the pool area of the resort. She wore a blue string bikini and turned every male head--along with some female heads as well. Bishop had stayed behind in “their” room. He was settling in and would join her later.


  The CATT agent took a lounge chair near the pool. A pair of sunglasses allowed her to scan the area without being too obvious. She activated her tracking device discreetly. Her gaze stopped on the shapely form of a fair-skinned and toned woman sitting at the pool side bar. She had her back to Dominoe and she was unable to see her face clearly. She was sure of one thing: The woman had the transmitter ring.


  Dominoe stood and made her way to the bar. “Is this seat taken?” she asked the woman, motioning to the empty chair.


  The woman turned and shook her head. “Please.”


  Dominoe sat next to the woman--who was actually younger than she expected. She noticed the ring on her finger. Then she noticed the striking face of the girl. Straight brown hair framed a creamy and clear complexion. Expressive brown eyes reflected a wildness within her. Her most prominent feature was her sensuous mouth. Her lips were full and tight, begging for attention. She radiated an appealing innocence, but Dominoe knew better than to be swayed by physical appearances.


  A bartender stood before Dominoe. “Drink, senorita?”


  Dominoe glanced at the red concoction in front of the girl. “I’ll have what she’s having?”


  The bartender nodded and turned away. Dominoe decided to play the part of the sappy tourist. “I can’t believe I’m like in Belize... on my honeymoon.”


  This got the girl’s attention. She flashed a perfect smile “Congratulations.”


  “Thank you,” said Dominoe. She looked around the pool area, feigning annoyance. “Now where is that husband of my mine? He’s on call from his job, even on our honeymoon. That’s where he is now. Can you believe that? I hope it doesn’t turn into a regular thing. He promised me it was really important, that it would only take a few minutes, but that was half an hour ago.”


  The girl shrugged politely. “What can you do?” She spoke in a rich, soothing voice. The kind of voice that could persuade or convince anyone of anything.


  Dominoe nodded. “You’re so right.” She accepted the red drink from the bartender. “So what brings you to Belize City, Miss... ”


  “Conner,” finished the girl. “Vanessa Conner.”


  “Christina Celestine,” said Dominoe, offering the girl her hand.


  The girl shook her hand. “Pleased to meet you.”


  “Likewise. Business or pleasure?”


  The girl stirred her drink with a straw. “Pleasure.”


  Dominoe smiled. “Why else would anyone come to Belize City?”


  “Exactly.” The girl noticed the watch on Dominoe’s wrist. “Do you have the time?”


  Dominoe glanced at her watch. “One forty-five.”


  The young woman reacted with surprise. “I’m sorry but I must be off. I have an engagement. Nice meeting you. Sorry I missed meeting your husband.”


  Dominoe waved her hand casually. “Perhaps later. Have a great time.”


  * * *


  It took Bishop about ten minutes to hack into the resort main computer, using the computer located in the hotel room. Dominoe and Bishop were able to discover Vanessa Connor’s room number, along with some basic profile information. She was twenty four years old, single, and listed her occupation as a part time substitute teacher currently enrolled in graduate school. Besides the room number, Dominoe gave the information little credence.


  Dominoe swiped the all-access key card on Vanessa Connor’s hotel room door. It was the latest device from CATT. It was almost too easy. Bishop had watched Vanessa leave fifteen minutes before and informed Dominoe. The CATT agent was determined to find out who this girl really was and why she had the ring equipped with the transmitter.


  Dominoe closed the door behind her and scanned the silent room. It was located on the top floor and much nicer than Dominoe’s own suite. The luxurious room was spacious with abnormally high ceilings, giving the place a soothing grandeur. The Mayan and African art throughout the suite looked authentic. Graduate student my behind, thought Dominoe. She took a few steps into the room, contemplating where to begin her search.


  “Funny, I don’t recall ordering room service,” a familiar voice said.


  Dominoe spun toward the voice. She came face to face with Vanessa Conner, who stood before a large window. She had been hiding behind the drapes all along. She was dressed entirely in black and her slender form contrasted with the beige curtains. She eyed Dominoe with a determined expression.


  Instinctively, the two women jumped into a ready stance.


  “Who are you?” asked Dominoe.


  “You first.”


  “One way or another you're going to tell me who you really are,” said Dominoe. “It’s up to you if you want to make it easy or hard.”


  Vanessa Connor suppressed a smile. “Let’s make a deal. The loser tells the truth.”


  “I like your style,” the CATT agent said evenly. “Let’s tango.”


  The two women stepped toward each other, meeting in the center of the spacious room. They circled each other, sizing each other up like two gladiators about to engage in mortal combat.


  Vanessa Conner made the first move. She leapt through the air, attempting to kick Dominoe’s face. The CATT agent sidestepped the attack. She countered with a roundhouse kick, but Vanessa ducked the sweeping leg.


  The girl swept her leg across Dominoe’s ankles. Dominoe vaulted backwards, executing a perfect black flip as she avoided the leg whip. Vanessa pivoted toward Dominoe and attacked again, unleashing a series of lightning quick forearms and punches. Dominoe bobbed, swerved, and blocked every blow. She retaliated with a spinning kick to Vanessa’s middle, sending her staggering back.


  Vanessa retreated, stopping next to a coffee table. Her breathing matched the intensity in her eyes. This time it was Dominoe who initiated the attack. She darted toward Vanessa. Dominoe flew through the air, attempting to connect with a spinning kick. Vanessa dodged Dominoe’s foot. She then jumped back, landing on top of he coffee table.


  Dominoe spun toward her opponent, just in time to receive a vicious kick to her chin. The CATT agent’s head snapped to the side, scrambling her bearings momentarily. Vanessa jumped down from the coffee table and followed up with a spinning kick, striking Dominoe’s chest. The CATT agent went flying, knocking over a lamp. She landed with a loud thud several meters away. Vanessa sensed victory. She dashed toward her fallen counterpart, determined to finish her off.


  The CATT agent was far from done. She rocked back and launched herself to a standing position, ready to resume the fight. The two determined women clashed again. They moved throughout the living room, exchanging kicks and punches. It was a fierce give and take exchange with neither woman backing down. Furniture was overturned and artifacts were smashed.


  The fighting continued into the master bedroom of the suite. Dominoe managed to grab Vanessa’s arm, holding her still as she planted two sharp kicks to her face. She then flung her against the wall, sending Vanessa crashing into a full-length body mirror, cracking the glass. Vanessa gasped, grunting with pain. She recovered quickly. She noticed Dominoe's foot in the mirror and stepped aside. The CATT agent's foot missed Vanessa but connected with the glass, shattering the cracked mirror.


  Vanessa spun and struck with a sharp kick to Dominoe’s cheek. The CATT agent backtracked and hesitated, panting and gasping. Vanessa did not look any better. Loose strands of hair fell across her angular face, but her eyes did not waver from their original intensity.


  “You’re very good,” Vanessa gasped. “But I'm much better.”


  She charged again, chasing Dominoe out of the master bedroom and accross the living room with a combination of spinning kicks and accurate punches. Dominoe managed to avoid and block almost every blow. She suddenly lowered her shoulder and plowed into Vanessa. The two combatants fell over the couch, rolling to the floor. Arms and legs kicked and bucked wildly as they fought for any advantage.


  Dominoe rolled on top of Vanessa, straddling her around her abdomen, pinning her arms against her torso. Vanessa executed a sit-up, head-butting Dominoe in the forehead. The blow left the CATT agent dazed long enough for Vanessa to land a solid punch to Dominoe’s face. Vanessa rolled on top of Dominoe, straddling her around the chest. Now she had the advantage. She prepared to finish off the CATT agent with another punch.


  Vanessa failed to notice the looming figure of Bishop behind her. Bishop delivered a hard chop to the back of Vanessa Connor’s neck. She uttered a painful grunt and collapsed over Dominoe.


  Dominoe looked up at Bishop with the limp body of Vanessa Connor draped over her. “What took you so fucking long?” she gasped.


  * * *


  Vanessa Connor awoke, only to find herself retrained. Actually, she was tied up on the floor of the bedroom of the hotel suite. She sat against the base of the bed, arms and elbows tied behind her with a soft but strong material. She glanced down at her body. Her ankles and knees were tied with strips of cloth, probably bed sheets.


  Dominoe and Bishop stood over the bound girl. Dominoe was still recovering from the fight. She was more than impressed with the girl’s fighting skills. Had it not been for Bishop, she might be the one on the floor tied up right now. While Vanessa was unconscious, Bishop had injected her with CATT’s truth serum. Dominoe had also taken the opportunity to clean up the trashed suite. The disorder of the place was more than she could bear. Now it was time to get some answers.


  “What is your real name?” Dominoe asked.


  Vanessa glared at Dominoe. “Little Red Riding Hood.”


  Dominoe tried again. “What is your real name?”


  Vanessa was about to offer another bogus response but suddenly winced in discomfort. She closed her eyes and gasped. “Sydney... Bristow,” she blurted. She was startled by her honest answer.


  “Whom do you work for?” asked Dominoe.


  Sydney exhaled deeply as if attempting to resist the truth drug. "I’m... a double agent for the CIA. I also work for a sub-organization within the CIA called SD-6.”


  “SD-6?” said Dominoe. “What’s SD-6?”


  “A rouge CIA group located throughout the wrold. They deal in weapons, drugs, and intelligence. They use covert means to undermine government agencies in pursuit of their ultimate goal."


  "Which is what?" asked Dominoe.


  Sydney gasped. "World domination. They tricked me into thinking they were CIA.” Sydney’s face filled with a pain that went beyond the effects of the truth drug. “They killed my fiancé when I told him about SD-6.”


  “Then why do you work for them?” asked Bishop.


  Sydney shook her head, as if trying to clear her mind. “I’m trying to take them down. They don’t know I work for the real CIA. If they did, they would probably torture and execute me.”


  Dominoe knew the truth drug would not last long, especially in strong willed subjects. “What are you doing in Belize?”


  “Infiltrating the Galvan Drug Cartel,” replied Sydney. “It’s rumored they have developed a mind control drug. I’m here to verify that and collect a sample for SD-6.”


  “You’re going to give this... SD-6 the drug?” asked Bishop, confused. “I thought you said... ”


  “I’m going to give them a false sample.” Sydney closed her eyes and gasped. The internal battle raged within her. “The CIA will get the real sample.” She hung her head, breathing deeply.


  “Where did you get that ring?” asked Dominoe.


  Sydney did not raise her head. “It's a gift from Juan Galvan. I’m... posing as his mistress. He set me up here... in his personal suite.”


  “That explains that,” Bishop said flatly. “Drug lords get all the women.”


  Dominoe ignored her partner’s remark. “Do you know who Miranda Borgetti is?”


  Sydney shook her head. “Never heard of her.” She suddenly opened her eyes and looked up at Dominoe, making eye contact with the CATT agent. “What... what did you give me?” she asked sharply.


  Dominoe realized the effects of the drug had expired. She couldn’t help but feel guilty. From personal experience, she did not like to use mind-altering drugs. Still, it was the most effective way of obtaining information without resorting to the threat of physical harm. That threat would probably not work on this... Sydney Bristow.


  “My name’s Dominoe,” the CATT agent suddenly said. “This is my partner, Bishop. We’re from a secret government organization called C.A.T.T. Covert Anti-Terrorist Taskforce.”


  Bishop turned to Dominoe, taken aback by his partner's words. “What the hell are you doing?”


  “Dominoe and Bishop?” Sydney said, unconvinced. “From CATT? Never heard of it.”


  “Nor should you have,” Dominoe said. “All of our missions are covert. No one knows we exist. I’m here to take down Juan Galvan and a man named Roger Baldwin. He’s the one who’s developed the mind drug. It’s no rumor.”


  A look of disbelief was etched on Bishop’s face. “Dom, what are you doing? Shouldn’t we clear this with CATT first?”


  Dominoe ignored Bishop’s suggestion. “We already have a sample of this drug. If you agree to help me take down Galvan and Baldwin, we’ll give you part of the sample.”


  “The hell we are!” Bishop exclaimed. “Dom, are you out of your mind?”


  Sydney regarded Dominoe. “Why should I trust you?”


  “I’m going to take down Galvan with or without you,” said Dominoe. “It’s up to you if you want to help me. If not, I advise you to stay out of my way.”


  “Where is this... sample?” Sydney asked.


  “CATT headquarters.”


  “Dom, this is not--.”


  “Shut it, Bishop!”


  Sydney’s eyes shifted back and forth from the two bickering CATT agents. She focused on Dominoe. “I’ll help you, if you give me the sample first.”


  “Deal,” said Dominoe.


  Bishop sighed with disbelief.


  * * *


  Bishop finished releasing Sydney Bristow from her bindings. She stood and stared at him as she rubbed the back of her neck. “You hit me?”


  Bishop shrugged. “Sorry.”


  With blinding speed Sydney buried a solid punch into Bishop’s stomach. He doubled over, groaning with pain, his eyes bulging.


  “Don’t worry about it.”


  Dominoe looked on, amused and impressed.


  Sydney scanned the suite, suprised that it was back to it's original order. She eyed Dominoe curiously but didn't pursue the matter further.


  “Where is Juan Galvan?” asked Dominoe.


  “In his compound outside Belize City.” Sydney replied. “He’s having a very exclusive party tomorrow evening.” She gave Dominoe a quick look-over. “He has a weakness for beautiful women. All of his drug dealer friends will be there. They all have this weakness.”


  “How am I going to get into this exclusive party?” said Dominoe.


  “You’ll be my friend from college,” Sydney explained. “My less than smart friend from college. Galvan is a typical man. He’ll be pleased. If you play your part right. Can you handle it?”


  Dominoe smirked at Sydney. “I’ll do my best.”


  Sydney nodded. “One more thing. How do you know about me?”


  Dominoe motioned to Sidney's hand. “The ring on your finger belonged to Galvan's former girlfriend. It has a transmitter in it."


  Sydney raised her hand, staring at the ring. “You people are good.”


  “The best,” said Dominoe.


  * * *


  After the suite was restored to its proper order, Dominoe and Bishop departed. Sydney Bristow waited a few minutes. She made a quick phone call and then left the hotel. She took a taxi to a nearby restaurant.


  A middle-age black man, Marcus Dixon, waited for her inside the restaurant. Dixon was Sydney’s SD-6 loyal partner and her confidant. He knew nothing of her counter activities or the nefarious actions of SD-6. It bothered her each time she spoke to him about their missions. She was lying to him, concealing her true intentions. Dixon was a good man and deserved better.


  Sydney took a seat across the table from Dixon. She hadn’t told him about Dominoe or CATT over the phone, but her partner immediately sensed something was wrong. She spent the next few minutes revealing her encounter with Dominoe and Bishop. As usual, Dixon listened, showing little emotion. He even managed to remain stoic when Sydney explained her intention of teaming up with this Dominoe in exchange for a sample of the mind control drug.


  Dixon finally spoke. “Do you trust this... Dominoe? After what they did to you? We have no idea who these people are or what they really want.”


  “They know about me and our mission,” said Sidney. “It’s best I stay with them and monitor their activities.”


  “Do they know about me?”


  Sydney shook her head. “I didn’t tell them anything about you during my interrogation. They didn’t ask.” She glanced at her hand, which no longer had the ring on her finger. “Let’s keep it that way.”


  “I still think it’s risky,” Dixon said. “We work alone. Involving anyone else only complicates things.”


  Sydney sighed. “It’s not like I have a choice.”


  * * *


  Sydney and Dominoe were picked up by a car outside the hotel at six o’clock sharp. They were driven through the streets of Belize City, toward Juan Galvan’s compound. Sydney had informed Galvan about her friend, Elizabeth. He had been surprisingly accommodating about Sydney’s unexpected friend. He seemed eager to meet this girl. Perhaps because Sydney had dropped subtle hints about how attractive her friend was.


  Sydney glanced at Dominoe, sitting next to her in the back seat. She had certainly told Galvan the truth about the CATT agent’s physical charms. She sported a skin tight mesh dress that was low cut and short. The mesh pattern widened around the midriff and upper thighs, enhancing the peekaboo effect. Spiked heels completed the daring outfit. Her hair was up and loose strands dangled around her sooth, sensuous neck. Sydney was actually... envious of her counterpart.


  Sydney was no slouch herself. She had gone all out in choosing her outfit, which consisted of a short black leather skirt, vest, and matching blazer. Knee high boots complimented her long shapely legs perfectly. She had curled her hair and applied a light base of make-up, showcasing her prominent lips. A choker, which contained a secret transmitter, was tied around her neck. Compliments of Marshall Flinkman, SD-6's awkward gadget guru.


  Dominoe had kept her word regarding the drug control serum. The sample arrived early that morning, delivered by two humorless CATT agents. Sydney had no idea of the red tape and trouble Dominoe had gone through in convincing Chief Davis to surrender part of the sample to a mysterious woman. Dominoe and Davis shared a special bond and she was able to penetrate the chief’s usually stalwart position.


  * * *


  The car left Belize City and traveled along a paved coastal road. It was late evening and a golden sunset covered the western sky. Dominoe looked out the window, mesmerized by the view... and Sydney Bristow. She was intrigued by the girl, from what little she knew about her. Dominoe detected a sadness in her. She had mentioned that SD-6 had killed her fiancé. Sydney Bristow seemed to have a checkered past that Dominoe would probably never understand. . . or envy.


  Galvan’s mansion came into view through the front windshield. The spacious estate was surrounded by a wooden fence covered with ivy. Though not a sports fan, it reminded Dominoe of Wrigley Field in Chicago. The effect was soothing and pleasing to the eye. She reminded herself that pleasant appearances usually belied sinister interiors.


  The driver suddenly veered off the main road, making a detour along a dirt road leading into a wooded area. Sydney and Dominoe stared at each other, exchanging confused expressions.


  Sydney leaned forward. “Excuse me. Where are you going?”


  “You are special guests of Mr. Galvan,” the driver replied, glancing in the rear view mirror. “I have my orders from him.”


  “You didn’t answer the question,” said Dominoe, sensing danger.


  The driver pressed a button next to the CD player. The doors in the back of the car locked automatically. At the same time, a thick sheet of plexiglass went up between the front and back seats.


  Dominoe darted toward the driver but the glass barrier stopped her attack. She and Sydney were now trapped in the backseat. Dominoe pounded on the thick glass, cursing and yelling at the driver. Sydney tried the door handle but of course it was useless.


  The driver glanced in the rearview mirror, amused by the sight of the two furious although beautiful women. He could watch them curse and rant all night but he had his orders. She pressed a second button on the panel. Almost immediately the back of the car filled with a thick gas.


  Sydney and Dominoe coughed and gasped as the mysterious gas attacked their noses and mouths. Still, they continued attempting to find a way out of the car. Sydney laid back on the seat and kicked at the window on her side. The blows had no effect whatsoever. The window was made of the same material as the barrier that separated them from the driver.


  The driver shook his head, amused as he watched the two desperate women. He casually pressed the PLAY button on the CD player. The entire car filled with Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony. He continued his drive, thoroughly engrossed in the beautiful movement of the classical piece.


  In the back seat Dominoe and Sydney were near exhaustion. Their futile attempts at escaping, along with the choking gas, had almost incapacitated them. They could do nothing but gasp and fight the drowsiness that slowly but surely descended upon them.


  Sydney gave out a final gasp as she slumped down on the seat, out cold. Dominoe was able to fight off the effect of the gas for a few seconds later but eventually succumbed to the gas. She collapsed on the seat next to Sydney Bristow. The last thing she heard was the blaring classical music.


  * * *


  The raucous roar of a cheering crowd, along with a fast talking announcer, snapped Dominoe from the comfortable darkness. She moaned and opened her eyes as she lifted her head. A posh room came into focus. Details followed. A huge television screen displayed the image of a football game. A lone man stood the behind a bar, transfixed by the sound and furry of the game. His back was to Dominoe and he failed to notice that she had come to.


  Dominoe immediately tasted something hard and bitter in her mouth. A ball gag. It was cinched tightly under her chin and behind her head, forcing her mouth uncomfortably apart. Thus far, it was not a good start.


  She regained her full senses and found herself in a bind--literally. She stood against a smooth wall in a spread-eagle position, forming a perfect X. Her wrists and ankles were secured to the wall with metal manacles that had no slack at all. Here we go again, the CATT agent thought.


  She strained her head to the left and spotted Sydney Bristow next to her. She was bound exactly like Dominoe, except that Sydney was still out. Her head hung limply from her shoulders and a long strand of drool dangled from her ball gag. Dominoe sighed with relief when she realized that they were both still dressed as when they had left the hotel and fallen into this trap. Though their respective skirts were raised higher than normal, stretching to accommodate their spread legs.


  Dominoe looked away from Sydney and focused on the football-watching-man. Something had gone wrong. They had been made. It seemed they had underestimated Galvan. Dominoe watched the huge TV screen in front of the man. She finally identified the football game as Super Bowl XX, the classic blowout featuring the Chicago Bears and New England Patriots.


  The Bears scored. The man whooped and hollered as if he was watching the action live. He picked up a bottle of beer on the bar next to a laptop computer and took a long swig. He suddenly turned and noticed Dominoe staring at him. Their eyes locked for a moment and he smiled. Dominoe found sports nuts disturbing, and this guy seemed to fit that mold.


  She immediately recognized the man as Roger Baldwin. He hardly looked the part of a hardened criminal. He was shorter than she expected and looked younger than his thirty-three years. His wardrobe did not help matters. He was dressed in loose jeans and a white T-shirt that had the words: Girl Hunter written in black letters across the chest. A single word flashed in Dominoe’s mind: dork.


  Baldwin picked up a remote control and turned the volume down on the football game. “Hi,” he said enthusiastically. “Dominoe, is it?”


  Dominoe gave him an icy look. There’s a huge ball in my mouth, idiot.


  At that moment, Sydney Bristow regained consciousness. She gasped as she took in the situation. She was less successful at concealing her distress than Dominoe and Baldwin seemed to enjoy the fear in her face. Dominoe had a sinking feeling that Sydney Bristow had never found herself bound and gagged before. Sydney gave Dominoe a questioning look and then turned to Baldwin.


  “Hello, Sydney.” Baldwin walked out from behind the bar. “I’m Roger Baldwin, a.k.a. mind-bender. Juan Galvan is having a party downstairs and asked me to keep you company.” He studied the two bound agents. “I’m glad he did. So. . . you two are here to... take me out?”


  Dominoe’s eyes narrowed. There was no denying the taunting tone in Baldwin’s voice. There was only one explanation. Sydney Bristow's hotel room was bugged. That’s how Baldwin and Galvan knew everything. The simplicity of that fact infuriated Dominoe. She should have known better.


  Baldwin’s eyes swept over the bodies of his two captives. “You chicks really have a great sense of style. Naughty yet nice. I’m glad I talked Galvan out of killing you.” He rubbed his hands. "Now that you're both awake we can begin."


  Baldwin turned and walked toward the bar. Sydney and Dominoe glanced at each other, expressing mutual frustration at being utterly helpless. Baldwin picked up a strange gun from the counter. It looked like a dart gun and had a long, narrow barrel.


  “You’re going to love my invention,” said Baldwin, stepping away from the counter. He stood across the room from Dominoe and Sydney. He held the gun at his side, poised and ready, like an old west gunslinger. “Like Dirty Harry once said, ‘Nothing wrong with shooting, as long as the right people get shot.’”


  Baldwin raised the dart gun and fired. A single dart struck Sydney Bristow in the stomach. She flinched and uttered a muffled grunt. Dominoe braced herself, expecting a second dart to strike her. Baldwin lowered the gun, staring at Sydney proudly.


  “Congratulations, Miss Bristow,” Baldwin announced. “I’ve just injected you with my very special and amazing invention. Within a few minutes your mind will be mine.” He addressed Dominoe. “You can be the control subject. Besides, I like to show off.”


  Dominoe turned toward Sydney. The CIA agent closed her eyes and trembled, gasping erratically through her ball-gagged mouth. She groaned and bucked against her restraints.


  “UUMMPPHHH!” Sydney screamed, clearly in the peak of her discomfort. She squirmed and thrashed as if possessed by an inner force. “MMMPHHHM! URRMMPPPHHH!”


  Baldwin watched Sydney writhing, enthralled by her violent struggling. His face reflected a perverse pleasure. Dominoe glared at Baldwin. The CATT agent fumed when she realized that Baldwin was getting off from Sydney’s pain. Great, she thought. A sports loving sadist.


  After a few more seconds of intense squirming, Sydney’s lithe body slackened as if all the energy had suddenly abandoned her. Her restraints prevented her from collapsing. She was still conscious and moaned softly. Her breathing steadied and she raised her head.


  Baldwin stood before the laptop computer. His fingers danced across the keyboard. “I’ve created a way to... connect a computer program into the brain of any subject injected with my special serum. Pure genius. In short, I can make Sydney here do anything I want.” He suddenly looked up from the computer screen, making eye contact with Dominoe. “Watch and learn, baby.”


  Baldwin picked up the television remote control from the bar counter. He pointed it at Sydney and pressed a special button. The manacles around Sydney’s wrists and ankles suddenly parted. She was free but did nothing. She simply stood at attention with a blank expression.


  Baldwin rubbed his hands together, eyeing Sydney like a wolf about to devour a helpless lamb. “Come here, Sydney,” he ordered.


  Sydney Bristow walked toward Baldwin. She seemed to be aware of her surroundings but her free will was obviously gone. She stood before him, awaiting further instructions. The ball-gag was still stuffed in her mouth, but she seemed not to notice.


  “Remove your gag,” Baldwin said, stressing the words for phony emphasis.


  Sydney reached up and unbuckled the straps under her chin and behind her neck. She pulled the ball from her mouth, taking a long strand of drool with it. She dropped the ball-gag on the floor.


  “Much better,” said Baldwin. He circled Sydney, studying her shapely body carefully. He suddenly stopped before her. “From now on, Sydney, I’m your daddy.” Baldwin stared at Dominoe. “I love this part.”


  Dominoe shot Baldwin an icy look. She flinched in her restraints, pulling uselessly against the wrist manacles. She could only imagine what was coming next.


  Baldwin shifted his attention back to Sidney. “Who’s your daddy, Sydney?”


  “You are,” replied Sydney.


  “Who?”


  “You are.”


  “Say it.”


  “You’re my daddy.”


  Baldwin stepped behind Sydney. “Damn right I am.” He swatted her shapely behind sharply. The leather skirt amplified the smacking sound, producing a loud popping.


  Baldwin stood behind Sydney and crossed his arms. “Take your clothes off, Sydney. . . slowly.”


  Without any hesitation whatsoever, Sydney Bristow began to strip... slowly. She removed her leather blazer, dropping it at her feet. Her sleeveless leather vest followed. She slipped it past her arms, dropping it on the floor along with her jacket. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her small but firm breasts protruded from her upper torso, like two ice cream scoops side by side, ready to be licked and enjoyed.


  Baldwin raised his eyebrows, impressed by the sight of the topless CIA agent. Sydney reached behind her, unzipped the leather skirt, and tugged it past her hips. She bent forward, sliding the skirt down her shapely legs. It hissed as it brushed her silky smooth skin. She stepped out of the skirt and stood before Baldwin clad only in her leather boots, black G-string panties and choker.


  “Stop,” Baldwin ordered, stepping in front of Sydney. He took in the sight of Sydney Bristow’s seminude body. “I like to leave a little to the imagination.” He turned and winked at Dominoe.


  Dominoe continued watching, her heart pounding away, her anger rising. If only she could get free. Adding to her humiliation was the fact that she had started drooling. A long strand of glistening spit hung from the bottom of her ball-gag. She shook her head in a futile attempt to sever the drool strand but it only rocked sideways and stretched further.


  Baldwin continued degrading Sydney Bristow. “Get on your knees and suck my cock, Sidney. Give me the greatest blow job you’ve ever given in your life. Understand?”


  “I understand,” Sydney said enthusiastically.


  Sydney Bristow, chaste but deadly CIA double agent, had no idea what was happening to her as she knelt before Baldwin. She felt herself drifting. Not her body, but her mind. Nothing else mattered but the compelling voice of her Master. And yet she did not mind. She didn’t care. Her mind was receptive to infinite suggestions that she was only too willing to fulfill.


  At this moment, her mission was to suck her Master’s cock. She stood on her knees before him and unbuttoned his jeans eagerly. She pulled his zipper down and plunged her hand inside his fly, searching for his member. She pulled the limp cock from his pants and quickly went to work on it. She stroked the shaft and caressed his balls. In a matter of seconds the cock was rock hard and ready. Sydney couldn’t help but feeling a surge of excitement as she handled the cock. She loved giving head. What woman didn’t like the feel of man’s organ inside her mouth?


  She attacked the erect penis, licking the balls and smothering the shaft with her moist full lips. After bathing the entire penis with saliva she turned her head parallel to the stiff member and pretended to bite it, being extra careful with her teeth. She ran her mouth back and forth along the glorious instrument, teasing her Master. He gasped and twitched excitedly at her gentle touch.


  She suddenly reached up and took the base of the cock in her left hand. She flicked her tongue at the top, barely making contact with it. Her left hand stroked and squeezed her Master’s balls ever so gently. He was shuddering and breathing deeply. His excitement was contagious and Sydney’s arousal increased with each passing second. Her nipples hardened and her cunt ached sweetly.


  She took the head of the cock in her mouth, sucking and licking enthusiastically. She found the opening at the tip of the cock and gave it extra attention with her expert tongue. Her Master responded with a series of groans and sharp gasps. This only motivated Sydney to further enhance his pleasure. Her ultimate goal was to please.


  Her mouth advanced gradually, enveloping the cock slowly. She took the shaft in a centimeter at a time. As she enveloped the cock she pulled back, sucking hard while her tongue caressed the bottom of the prick. She would then plunge her mouth further down the shaft, advancing a centimeter more than before. Her Master was squirming and moaning over her, running his hands through her hair. Sydney continued taking his cock insider her until she had no more room for him. She then worked her mouth back and forth furiously.


  Dominoe couldn’t watch any longer. She turned her head and everted her eyes. She wished she could cover her ears and block out the sounds of Sydney’s ravenous mouth on Baldwin’s cock. Part of her was utterly disgusted by the spectacle while deep down inside there was a more primal feeling fighting its way to the surface: arousal.


  Dominoe had always been aroused by the thought of wild sex. There was nothing more erotic than watching and listening to two people engaged in a “forbidden” sexual encounter. The fact that Baldwin was in total command of Sydney’s actions did not dampen the mood. It merely injected a certain air of... cheapness to the act. Watching a sex act was much more exciting when there was an element of depravity in the equation. This certainly fit that mold.


  Dominoe’s cunt throbbed, sending a wonderful tingling sweeping throughout her helpless body. She closed her eyes and exhaled. If only she wasn’t restrained. Then she could reach down between her legs and...


  What was she thinking? Baldwin was actually raping Sydney. She should have felt anger and disgust at his actions, but her quivering body had other... feelings. Dominoe had long since accepted that when it came to sex, the desires of body far outweighed the objections of the mind.


  Sydney sucked Baldwin’s cock halfway into her mouth. She paused briefly, allowing her Master to enjoy the sensation of her mouth on his member. He was panting wildly, nearing his climax. Sydney’s twirling tongue and persistent mouth had almost driven him mad, but he had somehow held out. She took it as a challenge to make him come.


  Sydney continued taking more of the cock into her mouth-slowly. She took a deep breath through her nose and held it. She suddenly gripped Baldwin’s buttocks and slid her entire mouth over his cock, tilting her head back slightly. The cock slid smoothly down her throat until it disappeared completely inside her. Sydney’s face was now buried in Baldwin’s bush and her chin grazed his balls.


  She moaned deeply, further aroused by having her Master’s entire cock in her mouth and throat. Baldwin proceeded to throat-fuck her, sliding his shaft in and out of her with a steady rhythm. Each time the cock reached her throat she held it there briefly, thrilled by the notion of being able to engulf him fully. Her cunt was streaming and she trembled with excitement.


  As Baldwin’s throat-fucking continued, Sydney gave his cock extra pleasure by caressing the bottom with her tongue. Baldwin interlocked his hands behind her head and drove her back and forth on his cock. It seemed like he was attempting to ram his prick down into her stomach and out through her cunt. Sydney’s discomfort was overshadowed by sheer pleasure. She was completely determined to give her Master the greatest blow job she had ever given in her life. The intense throat fucking continued.


  Dominoe squirmed and grunted through the ball gag. She couldn’t help but steal quick glances at what Sydney Bristow was doing to Baldwin’s cock. The sight of Sydney’s face in his groin along with the smacking and sucking noises all combined to drive the C.A.T.T. agent toward a hurried climax. For a split second she actually wished she was in Sydney’s position. She wished someone would relieve her by touching her down there.


  She twisted, jerked, and bucked in her restraints. The metal manacles actually enhanced her arousal. It was like having a blindfold during foreplay, only much better. She continued to suffer while Sydney Bristow continued to have her throat ravished by Baldwin's pumping cock.


  After an intense session of furious throat fucking, Sydney finally pushed Baldwin over the edge. She felt his cock pulse and twitch in her mouth. He uttered a loud grunt and shot his initial load down her throat and toward her stomach. Instinctively, Sydney pushed his hips away, pulling his cock from her throat. Baldwin shot another load of cum in her mouth. She swallowed it eagerly and held the cock there, allowing him to finish. Baldwin panted and shuddered as he descended from his orgasm. He kept his cock in Sydney’s warm mouth until it softened.


  “MMMMMMPHHHH,” Dominoe moaned, in the throes full arousal. Her eyes were closed and she was shaking her head while she slithered, her bindings preventing her from doing anything about her aching body. Her breath came in short spurts and she was now drooling profusely through the ball-gag. She was wet and sticky. She needed to be touched, stimulated, and thoroughly fucked.


  Baldwin finally withdrew his cock from Sidney’s mouth. He patted her head. “Well done, Sydney, but you can do better.”


  Sydney looked disappointed at not pleasing her Master entirely. “I can do better,” she said flatly. Her tone suddenly brightened. “Can I please try again? I promise it will better.”


  Baldwin tucked his penis inside his pants. “Not now. Daddy’s recharging. You may stand.”


  Sydney rose to her feet, awaiting further orders.


  Baldwin approached Dominoe. He was still basking in the afterglow of the incredible blow job he had recieved from Sydney Bristow. The CATT agent was still breathing hard, still aching for sexual release. She looked up at Baldwin, angry at him for humiliating her like this. She would worry about Baldwin later. At this moment her only objective was to finger fuck herself till her body was content. She continued writhing in her tight bonds.


  Baldwin smiled thinly. “You naughty girl,” he taunted. “You enjoyed the show, didn’t you? Since you’ve been a great audience, I’m going to reward you.” He turned to Sydney Bristow, who was still clad in her panties, knee high boots, and choker. “Sydney, give your hot friend here some pleasure.”


  Sydney said nothing as she approached Dominoe with a determined expression. Dominoe stared into Sydney’s eyes. Even under the influence of the mind drug there was still a hint of raw emotion within CIA agent’s countenance: lust. Sydney proceeded to unbuckle Dominoe’s ball-gag. She pulled the rubber ball from her mouth and discarded the gag, her eyes never wondering from Dominoe’s face.


  Dominoe took a deep breath and exhaled, relieved to be free of the rubber ball. Her hungry gulps of air were cut short when Sydney’s mouth connected with her lips. The CATT agent’s eyes widened and a startled grunt escaped her lips as Sydney Bristow plunged her tongue deep inside her mouth. She was gentle at first, but her kissing soon intensified.


  Dominoe welcomed Sydney’s wonderful mouth. She slipped her tongue between Sidney’s teeth. Tasting her. Savoring her. Sydney had a delicious freshness and Dominoe couldn’t get enough. Their passionate tongue wrestling went on. . . and on. . . and on. . .


  Sydney pressed her body against Dominoe. Her hands slipped discreetly down the CATT agent’s sides, stopping at her thighs. She slipped her hands under the hem of Dominoe’s mesh skirt and pulled it up. Dominoe’s mind was still enthralled by Sydney’s kissing and she failed to notice that her skirt was now up around her waist.


  Sydney pulled away from Dominoe’s mouth, leaving the CATT agent breathless and hungry for more. Her mouth soon found Dominoe’s ears, cheeks, and neck. She kissed and licked every part of her face. Dominoe gasped, panting softly. Sydney’s touch was nothing short of bliss and she wanted stimulation between her burning thighs.


  It was as if Sydney had read her mind. She plunged her right hand inside the front of Dominoe’s panties. The CATT agent’s body tensed with anticipation. Sydney inserted one finger... then two inside Dominoe’s throbbing cunt. She fingered her expertly, twirling and penetrating her opening with just the right amount of manual stimulation.


  Sydney’s left hand pulled at the neckline of Dominoe’s low cut dress. It took her a couple of rough jerks to yank the neck of the mesh dress down past Dominoe’s breasts, exposing her black lace bra. Sydney pulled the bra up and over Dominoe’s breasts, revealing her perfect mounds completely. The CATT agent shut her eyes and moaned, feeling Sydney’s fingers on her cunt. Then she felt Sydney’s mouth on her breasts, licking and sucking gently, trapping her hard nipple buds between her full lips.


  The foreplay was almost too much for Dominoe. Her restrained body arched forward as it received wave after wave of constant pleasure. She trembled violently with unabashed excitement. Her breathing was sharp and erratic. Her moans intensified as Sydney Bristow slowly but surely drove her toward the edge of desire.


  Sydney withdrew her mouth from Dominoe’s breasts. She pulled her hand away from the CATT agent’s moist pussy and brought her fingers up to her lips. Sydney licked and sucked the juice from her fingers as if she had just finished enjoying a delicious albeit messy food.


  Sydney went down to her knees, kneeling before Dominoe as her hands journeyed down the CATT agent’s squirming body. Her hands moved up Dominoe’s smooth thighs. She hooked her fingers inside the waistband of her panties and pulled them down around her upper thighs. She gripped Dominoe’s taut buttocks with both hands and drew her crotch toward her mouth.


  Sydney’s lips brushed against Dominoe’s mound, forcing the CATT agent to twitch with anticipation. Sydney licked and probed the area around Dominoe’s pussy, teasing her into a frenzy. Dominoe bucked against her manacles, chaffing her wrists and ankles. She didn’t care. The only thing that mattered was satisfying her sexual urge.


  Sydney’s thumbs found Dominoe’s labia. She ran them along the lips, tracing long and slow deliberate strokes along the length as she parted them apart. She stretched Dominoe’s cunt lips open, exposing her pink sweetness.


  Sydney buried her mouth inside the opening. She concentrated on Dominoe’s engorged clit, sucking it gently. Each time she pulled her mouth back she would flick the clit with the tip of her tongue, sending waves of blissfulness pulsating though Dominoe’s body.


  Dominoe moaned, gasping loudly as she arched her body. She clenched her fists as the intense stimulation that originated from Sydney’s tongue threatened to overwhelm her. Sydney pulled Dominoe’s cunt further apart, almost painfully. She pressed her lips against Dominoe’s pussy, taking it entirely in her mouth. Her tongue continued working, twisting and drilling inside Dominoe’s wet cunt without mercy. Every so often she would return to her clit.


  Dominoe could not hold back any longer. “OOOOOHHHHHHHH!” she exclaimed between gasps. “OHHHH MY GODDDDD! YESSSSS! YEEEEESSSS! SO GOOOOOOD!”


  Dominoe’s cries of pleasure only fueled Sydney’s desire to please. She stepped up her oral assault. She fucked Sydney’s cunt with urgency as the CATT agent shrieked and moaned over her. She flicked, licked, and sucked every inch of the pussy. Dominoe shuddered, lost in the mind numbing pleasure.


  Still, Sydney Bristow did not let up. She continued eating out Dominoe’s pussy with incredible resolve and stamina. Each time she brought Dominoe near orgasm she would relax and allow her to descend from her incredible pleasure. It was like a game to her, and Dominoe was nearing exhaustion. She couldn’t take much more teasing. She needed to come!


  Baldwin stood behind Sydney, smiling sadistically as he watched. He knew exactly what was happening and took special pleasure in watching Dominoe squirm as she begged for sexual release. “Stop, Sydney,” Baldwin suddenly ordered.


  Sydney Bristow immediately ceased pleasuring Dominoe. She withdrew her tongue from the CATT agent’s pussy and stood on her knees before her gasping counterpart. Dominoe groaned in agony. She had been so close to a shattering climax and just as quickly she had been denied. It wasn't fair! She pulled on her wrist and ankle bonds with utter frustration, twisting furiously. She gasped and groaned, her breasts heaving.


  “Step away from your friend, Sydney,” said Baldwin, making his way to the bar counter.


  Sydney obeyed the command. She stood and backed away from Dominoe. Anything for her Master.


  “Please,” Dominoe begged, gasping. “Let me... finish. Please!”


  Baldwin stared at the trembling CATT agent. “Don’t worry. You will get plenty of satisfaction later... but for now...”


  Baldwin picked up the dart-gun from the bar, aimed it at Dominoe, and fired a single shot. A dart struck Dominoe in the abdomen. She uttered a startled gasp and tensed.


  * * *


  Inside a parked van, in a wooded area near Galvan’s property, Marcus Dixon listened in stunned silence as his partner, Sydney Bristow, did things he never imagined her doing. His initial reaction was to tear the earphones off his head, but a morbid fascination had compelled him to listen. He wished he hadn’t because he now felt sleazy and guilty.


  His heart pounded wildly and he trembled with anger. Sydney was his partner and it was up to him to watch her back. He had done a poor job thus far. He had failed to find the bug in Sydney’s hotel room and now he could do nothing but sit and listen to this pervert have his way with Sydney.


  He had reported Sidney’s capture to SD-6 headquarters, but had been ordered to stand by. Damn that Sloane! Dixon knew it was the SD-6 director's orders. They had no idea of the serious trouble Sydney was in. So for the past two hours, Marcus Dixon sat in the back of the van and listened in horror as his partner engaged in sordid sexual escapades. He never felt so helpless in his life.


  * * *


  

  Ro class="first"ok and Bishop moved through the thick woods that surrounded Galvan’s estate. Dominoe had failed to check in as planned. Something had gone wrong and it was up to them to locate their fellow agent. They donned camouflaged uniforms and were armed with assault rifles, handguns, and knives. They were treating this as a rescue mission until they knew otherwise.


  They stopped in their tracks when they spotted the dark van parked on the side of the dirt road at the edge of the woods. They stared at each other, not sure what to make of it. Bishop motioned for Rook to hold his position.


  Bishop emerged from the woods and approached the van cautiously, his weapon locked and ready. He noticed that the front seat was empty. He moved along the side of the van, stopping before the sliding door. He gripped the door handle with his left hand.


  Bishop pushed the sliding door open. He gripped his weapon with both hands, searching for a target. Aside from some monitors and keyboards, the van was empty, or at least it gave the appearance...


  CRACK!


  Bishop felt a vicious kick to his chin as an outstretched leg from inside the van made contact with his face. The blow stunned him and sent him staggering. He recovered in time to see a black man jump out of the van and charge at him.


  The black man followed up with a solid punch to Bishop’s stomach. The CATT agent doubled over in pain. The man then delivered a knee to Bishop’s face. Bishop dropped his assault rifle and fell back, groaning. The black man spotted the weapon on the ground and made a move toward it.


  “Hold it!”


  Dixon froze. He looked up and spotted a second man in camouflaged fatigues, aiming an assault rifle at him. For a split second, Dixon contemplated playing the odds and reaching for the rifle. He was a smart man and reason won out.


  Rook studied Dixon. “Who are you?”


  “A black guy inside a van in the middle of nowhere,” Dixon replied. There was nothing in his voice to indicate sarcasm. “Who are you?”


  Bishop rose to his hands and knees. He glared at Dixon. “I’m the guy who’s gonna kick your ass!” He shot to his feet and made a move toward Dixon.


  “Bishop!” Rook warned.


  For some unexplained reason, Bishop ceased his attack.


  Dixon’s eyes narrowed when he heard the name. “You’re Bishop?”


  Bishop grabbed his nose, wincing with pain. “You know me?”


  Dixon knew the longer he engaged in this banter, the worse it got for Sidney. “I’m Sydney Bristow’s partner.”


  “She didn’t say anything about having a partner,” Bishop countered.


  “You didn’t ask her.”


  “All right, cut the bullshit,” said Rook. “Do you know where Dominoe and your partner are?”


  “In Galvan’s estate,” Dixon replied. "Some guy named Baldwin. . . has them. Sydney has a secret transmitter. I’ve been listening in.”


  “Are they all right?” asked Bishop.


  “For now.”


  Rook lowered his weapon and relaxed. “Looks like we’re in the same boat.”


  “Three’s better than two,” Bishop added grudgingly.


  Rook peered inside the van. “Got anything in there for a rescue mission?”


  Dixon remained impassive. “Maybe.”


  * * *


  Roger Baldwin circled Dominoe and Sidney. He wore dark slacks and a black and white striped referee shirt. A whistle hanged around his neck. The two agents stood at attention, under his control, and wearing nothing but thong bikini bottoms. Behind them was a circular ring that resembled a child’s swimming pool. It was eight meters in diameter and covered with a layer of scented oil.


  A group of sharply dressed but rugged looking men stood around the room, forming a circle around Baldwin and the two women. Their intense eyes were clearly focused on the two seminude young women. Juan Galvan stood inside the circle of men, his arms crossed, watching impatiently.


  Baldwin paced around Sydney and Dominoe, like a ring master explaining an upcoming show. “As you can see, gentlemen, these two lovely specimens are under my command. They will do anything I say. Even fight to the death. Using my computer terminal, I can program them to do anything.”


  “How long does this control last?” came a question from one of the men.


  Baldwin stopped pacing. “I have yet to test the limits of my mind control serum, but I can assure you that there is no way the control can be broken. You see, the brain--.”


  “Explain your plan,” Galvan interrupted.


  Baldwin turned to Dominoe and Sidney. “It’s very simple. We will use one of these hot babes to undertake a very special mission on our behalf. They will. . . fight for the honor to be chosen for this mission. The loser will. . .” Baldwin regarded the circle of hardened criminals. “Let’s just say one of you will be very lucky, if the price is right.”


  This produced an excited murmuring from the collection of men.


  Baldwin clapped his hands together. “Now for the moment you’ve all been waiting for.” He addressed Sydney and Dominoe. “Please get in the ring.”


  Dominoe and Sydney stepped over the border of the plastic ring and faced each other, waiting for further instructions.


  Baldwin turned to the men. “Just to make the match more interesting, please feel free to place your bets.”


  “Get on with it,” Galvan muttered.


  Baldwin shrugged. “Cool.” He turned to the two agents, making a sweeping gesture with his hands. “Okay, ladies, show time!”


  Part Two


  “On your knees, ladies,” Baldwin commanded.


  Dominoe and Sydney obeyed. The two women knelt before each other in the middle of the slick plastic ring. They eyed each other with determined expressions. Though clearly under Baldwin’s control, their competitive nature was still present.


  Baldwin knelt outside the ring. “Here are the rules: No biting, kicking or punching. First one to pin the other on the matt for three seconds is the winner.” A grin spread across Baldwin’s lips. “If you are thrown out of the ring or step out on your own you will be punished... by me. All right, girls, let’s get it on!”


  Baldwin blew the whistle hanging from his neck.


  Dominoe and Sydney lunged at each other. They grappled for control as they slipped and slid across the surface of the oil-covered ring. Dominoe slipped behind Sydney, wrapping her arms around the CIA agent’s waist. Sydney squirmed and struggled, but Dominoe pushed her down on the ring. Sydney landed on her stomach with Dominoe on top of her.


  Sydney twisted and writhed under Dominoe. She managed to roll on her back and bucked, lifting her lower body off the matt, throwing Dominoe off her. Before Dominoe could recover, Sydney rolled on top of the CATT agent. She pounced on Dominoe, attempting to pin her to the matt. Dominoe was too strong and easily threw Sydney off her.


  The two women recovered with lightning quickness. Before they could even catch their breath, they were on each other. A fierce wrestling session followed as the two oil-covered thong wearing secret agents fought for any advantage. They rolled around the ring, locked in close combat as they shrieked and grunted. Just when one woman seemed to have an edge, the other one countered with a spirited effort.


  Baldwin and the men surrounding the ring couldn’t get enough. They cheered and laughed as the two seminude young women rolled around the ring, engaged in all-out wrestling that bordered on actual fighting.


  Dominoe fought her way on top of Sydney. She straddled the CIA agent at the waist. Sydney bucked and arched, but only succeeded in giving Dominoe a wild ride on her middle. In a final act of desperation, Sydney grabbed two handfuls of Dominoe’s hair and pulled. Dominoe let out a painful grunt. At that moment, Sydney bucked with all her might.


  Dominoe tumbled along the oil-covered surface of the mat. The CATT agent recovered quickly and shot to her knees. Sydney anticipated her opponent’s action and plowed into Dominoe, using her as a tackling dummy. The impact sent Dominoe reeling. She tripped over the edge of the ring and spilled out onto the hardwood floor.


  The men cheered with approval.


  Baldwin blew his whistle. “Stop!” he shouted. “You’re out of the ring. That’s a penalty.” He stood over the panting and baby oil-covered form of Dominoe. “Stand up.”


  Dominoe obeyed and stood before Baldwin.


  “Grab your ankles,” Baldwin ordered.


  Dominoe did as she was told. She couldn’t understand why she was doing it, but soon found herself bent over with her hands on her ankles. She was flexible enough and did not have to bend her knees. Her position exposed her thong-covered backside to the crowd of leering men.


  Baldwin stepped behind Dominoe. He studied the perfect ass propped up in the air before him and smiled. He measured Dominoe’s rear with his hand, took a practice swing, and then...


  SMACK!


  Dominoe closed her eyes and gasped as she felt the hard slap on her buttocks.


  CRACK!


  A second blow stung her shapely ass. The burning pain engulfed her entire backside but she dared not move or protest.


  SMACK!


  The third blow was almost unbearable, but Dominoe bit her lip and took the pain. She braced herself for another slap but Baldwin did not deliver the blow.


  Baldwin stepped next to Dominoe. “Next time you leave the ring it will be six. Understand?”


  Dominoe nodded, rubbing her burning ass. She suddenly shot Sydney a piercing look. The CIA agent stood on her knees in the middle of the ring with a determined expression, her oil-covered body glistening erotically. Dominoe was determined to make Sydney pay for her spanking.


  "Get back in the ring," Baldwin ordered.


  Dominoe did not take her eyes off Sydney as she stepped back into the ring. She joined Sydney on her knees in the middle of the plastic mat.


  “Resume!” Baldwin shouted, blowing his whistle.


  Dominoe and Sydney were once again locked in close combat, wrestling for control. They tumbled along the baby oil-covered surface of the ring. Entangled arms and legs blurred as the wrestling intensified. They rolled around the ring, taking turns being on top. Their wild grunting and squealing were drowned out by the cheering men around them. Most of the spectators waved money and made hasty bets as they watched the match unfold.


  Dominoe fought her way to her knees but Sydney used her quickness to dart behind the CATT agent. She wrapped her arms around Dominoe’s torso and cupped the CATT agent’s prominent breasts. Dominoe gasped when Sydney squeezed her firm mounds, mauling her flesh viciously. Dominoe squirmed and struggled for all she was worth, but Sydney had the advantage. The CIA agent suddenly pulled on her opponent’s prominent nipples, inflicting an excruciating discomfort on Dominoe.


  Dominoe let out a painful grunt. She reached behind her, grabbed Sydney’s head and flipped the CIA agent over her shoulder. It was a remarkable feat considering Dominoe was on her knees. Sydney slammed into the matt, landing on her back before Dominoe.


  Some men cheered while others groaned with disappointment.


  Dominoe prepared to finish off Sydney with a punch, but remembered Baldwin’s admonition about not throwing punches. Her hesitation cost her. Sydney suddenly bent her legs over her body and clamped them around Dominoe’s head. The move caught the CATT agent off guard. Sydney pulled Dominoe over her, smashing her head into the mat. The plastic ring offered little protection and the impact of the blow stunned Dominoe, rendering her temporarily unconscious.


  The men cheered even louder, impressed by Sydney’s resourcefulness.


  Sydney rolled onto her stomach. She zeroed in on the fallen body of her opponent and dived on top of Dominoe. She landed sprawled out across Dominoe’s stomach, knocking the wind out of the CATT agent.


  Baldwin jumped into the ring. He stood over the two women and proceeded to count like a boxing referee. “One... two... three! You're out!”


  Half the men around the ring cheered while the other half groaned and handed over their cash.


  Baldwin reached down and grabbled Sydney’s arm, lifting her to a standing position. He raised her hand in victory. “Here’s your winner! Sydney ‘Deep Throat’ Bristow!”


  The sleazy men went wild. Juan Galvan watched silently, staring at Dominoe as she stirred in the middle of the ring. He stepped toward Baldwin and whispered something in his ear. Baldwin shot Galvan a knowing look and smiled.


  Baldwin spoke again. “I hope you all enjoyed the show. Sydney here is the winner and will undertake that special mission in our behalf.”


  “And what mission is that?” one of the men asked.


  Galvan took over. He waited until he had the full attention of the men before speaking. “The assassination of the most powerful man in the world... to begin with.”


  His revelation drew stunned silence from the collection of criminals around him. All the men knew he was referring to the leader of the United States. Had it been anyone else who said that, it would have been received as a joke. Juan Galvan did not joke. Several of the men stared at each other blankly, not knowing what to say or do.


  “I can think of no other way to demonstrate my power and influence on a world level.” Galvan explained. “This will be the ultimate statement.”


  One of the men, an older criminal, was bold enough to speak first. “If you assassinate him, the heat will be tremendous. Have you thought about the implications?”


  “The gringos will be angry, but it will pass,” Galvan said. “They will realize that nothing can touch us. Right now we have more money and influence than anyone. This will consolidate our power.”


  The men murmured among themselves.


  Baldwin stepped forward. “We will explain the plan in thorough detail tomorrow morning.”


  “You will all spend the night here as my guests.” Galvan said “Please make yourselves comfortable. I have fifteen rooms at your disposal. Buenas noches,” Galvan walked past the circle of men and left the room.


  * * *


  Dominoe entered Juan Galvan’s bedroom. She carried a silver tray loaded with a champagne bottle and several food items. She was dressed in a fetish French maid’s outfit complete with a white lace apron. The skirt fell above her thighs, exposing the black lace stocking tops. Abnormally high-heeled shoes showcased her long shapely legs.


  Galvan sat inside a round bathtub that had been built into the hard wood floor of the bedroom. He smiled when Dominoe entered the room. Galvan had no respect for Baldwin, but he definitely had a great imagination. It was too bad Baldwin had to be killed. Now that Galvan had the mind serum, he had no more use for Baldwin.


  Galvan studied the stunning woman dressed in the kinky outfit. She was a work of perfection. “Well, who do we have here?”


  “I am Marie,” Dominoe replied in a thick French accent. “What would you like to do first, monsieur? Eat... or fuck?”


  “Why don’t you join me,” Galvan said.


  Dominoe placed the tray on the bed. She focused on Galvan and proceeded to strip off the maid outfit, dropping it around her feet. She stood before Galvan wearing only her heels, stockings, and thong panties.


  Dominoe posed for Galvan, giving him a view from different angles. “Do you like what you see, monsieur?”


  “Oh, yes.”


  “Would you like to see me pleasure myself?”


  “Why not?” Galvan gestured with his hand. “Proceed.”


  Dominoe stepped toward the edge of the bathtub. She stood before Galvan and plunged her right hand inside the front of her panties. She inserted one finger, then two inside her slit. She proceeded to finger fuck herself, pumping frantically in and out of her opening. Before long she was fist fucking herself silly. Her panties were now down around her thighs, straining drastically as she bumped and grinded her hips in response to the incredible sensations that gripped her shuddering body.


  Her thumb found her throbbing clit and she rubbed it gently, further enhancing her pleasure. Her wild panting intertwined with intense moaning and shrieking as she lifted herself toward a shattering release. Her left hand was suddenly kneading and squeezing her breasts as her right hand continued assaulting her now wet cunt without mercy.


  Her controlled mind interpreted her self stimulation as the most intense and erotic music she had ever heard in her life. The harder she stroked herself, the more the music pulsated through her being. It struck every fiber and nerve with nothing short of ecstasy. She was utterly lost in the act and couldn’t get enough of this music. She intensified her efforts.


  Dominoe was suddenly on the hardwood floor, her legs spread apart, her back arching as she pumped away between her legs. Her breathing was erratic and hard. Her eyes were closed and her face contorted, straining with her efforts. Beads of sweat covered her forehead, rolling down her sides. Her left hand suddenly went to her mouth and she was biting her fingers, licking and sucking them passionately. Her right hand never left her pussy and her thumb was now rubbing against her engorged clitoris. Each rub brought her closer the brink of release. She suddenly came.


  Dominoe lifted her entire body off the floor, supporting herself on her toes and head. She announced her self inflicted orgasm with a tremendous grunt. “AAAAAGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH!”


  The high-pitched grunt lanced the silence of the room. Juan Galvan watched from the bathtub. His eyes were wild with lust and his jaw dropped with disbelief. He suddenly stood. His cock was hard and erect as he advanced toward Dominoe.


  * * *


  Sydney Bristow strutted down the corridor of the mansion. She was unusually dressed in a long trench coat and high heeled shoes. She walked into the spacious recreation room where the eleven drug traffickers had gathered after Galvan left.


  The men were still debating Juan Galvan’s stunning announcement. Their arguing ended abruptly when Sydney entered the room. All eyes shifted toward the CIA agent.


  “Good evening, gentlemen,” Sydney said. “I am here to provide you with some entertainment. Compliments of Mr. Baldwin.”


  The gangsters looked on with puzzled looks on their rugged faces.


  Sydney threw open her trench coat. She was naked underneath except for her choker and spiked heels. She also held a pair of Uzi sub-machine guns in each hand.


  The men froze with shock. Sydney raised the twin Uzis and opened fire. A hail of bullets cut down four of the men where they stood. Others attempted to flee for cover, but Sydney mowed them down with well-aimed bursts from her weapons. She moved about the room stalking and finishing off the remaining gangsters. Her beautiful face betrayed no emotion whatsoever. She was nothing more than a killing machine.


  She lowered the smoking Uzis and scanned the room. All eleven men lay dead on the floor. A tight smile finally appeared on Sydney’s prominent lips. She had completed her mission and looked forward to being rewarded by her Master. Perhaps he would allow her to suck his cock again. Sydney shivered excitedly at that thought, which was the only thing on her mind. The fact that she had gunned down eleven men in cold blood did not elicit any response at all.


  * * *


  Roger Baldwin sat behind the desk of his room, staring at one of the four monitors that had been set up in the wall behind the desk. His face reflected cunning, perhaps even perverse pleasure. He had just witnessed Sydney launch phase one of his plan and he had a raging hard on. Controlling people, especially beautiful women, was the ultimate rush. In a way, it was even better than sex. He was playing God. How could anything top that?

  He swiveled in his chair and faced the computer on the desk. It was time to launch phase two. His fingers danced across the keyboard. He shifted uncomfortably in his chair. It’s a good thing he had worn loose pants. Sydney Bristow would soon nurse his boner. He had instilled that thought in her mind and couldn’t wait to have her sucking him off. He hit the ENTER key and laid back in his chair with a satisfied smug.


  “The best laid plans of men are laid to rest,” he muttered to himself.


  * * *


  Bishop, Rook, and their new ally, Marcus Dixon, reached the ivy-covered fence surrounding Juan Galvan’s compound. They darted to the fence, plastering themselves against the ten-foot wall.


  “Now what?” Dixon asked.


  “Over the wall,” said Bishop. “I'll go first.”


  “Why don't I go first," Dixon shot back. "Give me a boost."


  Bishop glared at Dixon. “Listen, pal, this is our show. You’re lucky to be here at all. I'm going first.”


  Dixon returned Bishop’s glare. “Say’s who?”


  Bishop and Dixon stood toe to toe, ready for anything.


  “Knock it off!” Rook whispered sharply. He rolled his eyes and exhaled. “I’ll go first.”


  Rook slung his automatic rifle over his shoulder. Using Bishop’s back as a step latter, he peered over the fence. After making sure it was clear, Rook scaled the wall. He landed inside the compound and scanned the area. The huge mansion stood about two-hundred meters away. He was surprised by the size of the landscape but there was no sign of anyone.


  Dixon and Bishop scaled the fence, joining Rook in the backyard of the compound. It actually resembled a golf course with clusters of trees and shrubs scattered throughout the immaculate lawn. The three heavily armed men stalked their way toward the mansion. Thus, far, it was easy. Bishop suddenly stopped and hit the ground. Dixon and Rook joined him.


  “What is it?” Rook asked softly.


  Bishop removed a pair of night vision binoculars. He trained them on a patio next to the house. He spotted two men standing next to a kidney shaped swimming pool. “Two targets. About a hundred meters.”


  Rook reached into a holster strapped to his belt. “I’ll take care of this.” He pulled out a gun with a silencer attached to the barrel. He crawled on his belly toward the patio where the two men stood.


  One of the men on the patio pulled out a cigarette and lit up. He suddenly glanced toward the distance. The chirping crickets suddenly stopped. He thought he saw movement.


  THUMP!


  A single muffled gunshot shattered his forehead. He fell to his knees with a stunned expression. His companion reached for his weapon inside his jacket. A second muffled gunshot struck his heart. He was dead before he hit the ground.


  The crickets resumed chirping.


  * * *


  TWENTY MINUTES BEFORE...


  “AAAAAAAUUUUUGGGGGHHHHHH!”


  Dominoe’s screams of pleasure filled Galvan’s bedroom, echoing beyond the confines of the walls. Galvan lay flat on his back on the hardwood floor of the room. Dominoe straddled his middle, clad only in her high heels and thigh high stockings. She rode him passionately, leaning forward, her back arched as she rocked on his cock.


  The action stimulated her clitoris, sending waves of pleasure rippling through her glistening body. Even under the influence of Baldwin’s mind serum, Dominoe’s expertise in sex surfaced. It was something ingrained into her psyche and could not be suppressed. She slammed against Galvan’s pelvis with a steady rhythm. She was completely in charge and guided him toward her most intense pleasure area.


  After a controlled session of bumping and grinding, Dominoe changed her technique. She suddenly leaned back, supported her weight on her hands, and bounced up and down on the stiff cock that was buried inside her. She disregarded any semblance of a rhythm and fucked Galvan wildly. He gripped her firm buttocks and mauled them viciously.


  Galvan grunted and panted erratically as the CATT agent squeezed his cock inside her pussy. Their combined cries of mutual pleasure charged the air around them, fueling Dominoe’s efforts. Dominoe fucked Galvan harder and harder, her body lurching back and forth. He pushed his middle against her, pounding her deeper with each spirited thrust as he palmed her breasts.


  Dominoe’s cries of passion intensified, signaling her approach to a shattering climax. She knew her body well and knew it was time. She also knew how to finish men off. She once again leaned forward, supported herself on Galvan’s solid chest, and humped him harder than ever. Her all-out assault triggered a devastating wave of sexual energy that overtook her like a tidal wave. She threw her head back, shuddered violently, and screamed.


  “AAAAAAAAAUUUUUUGGGGHHHHHH!”


  Dominoe continued screaming, reaping the blistering pleasure that detonated throughout her body. Her pumping subsided as she felt Galvan spasm inside her, filling her with cum. He grunted with satisfaction, panting sharply. Dominoe had literally worn him out and the devastating climax left him totally spent.


  Dominoe collapsed over Galvan, gasping for breath. She regained enough of her strength and rolled off him, laying on the floor next to him until she recovered. When her breathing finally steadied, she rose to her knees. Without saying a word, she stood and made her way to the base of the bed where she had left the tray loaded with champagne.


  Galvan supported himself on his forearms, still breathing hard. “What are you doing?”


  Dominoe did not reply. She had her back to Galvan and pulled out something from under a dom covered plate. She gripped the .45 automatic with both hands and turned to Galvan.


  Galvan’s face filled with shock when Dominoe trained the weapon at him. “What the... ”


  “I have a message from Roger Baldwin,” Dominoe said, her voice free of the cheesy French accent. “‘Hope you enjoyed the ride and thank you for all your help. This is where we part ways. Have a nice trip.’”


  Galvan’s eyes burned with rage. “Hijo de la chingada!” He lunged at Dominoe.


  BAM!


  Dominoe pulled the trigger. A single shot struck Galvan in the chest. He fell back into the bathtub, splashing some of the soapy water on the floor. Dominoe lowered the smoking gun slowly. She stared blankly at the body of Galvan, floating face down inside the bathtub. The water turned a shade of red.


  The sound of nearby automatic gunfire pierced the silence. Dominoe didn’t hear it. Her programmed mind blocked out all and any distractions. At this moment she was thinking about eating out Sydney Bristow’s sweet pussy. She could almost taste it.


  Her thoughts about licking Sydney’s pussy were suddenly replaced by a more violent impulse. There was no mistaking the overwhelming order in her head: kill your friends. Dominoe suddenly snapped out of her trance. She was now alert and aware of her surroundings. Now she had to find and kill her friends.


  * * *


  Rook, Bishop, and Dixon had entered Galvan’s mansion through the patio door. They paused briefly after hearing the booming shot from somewhere down the hall. They scanned the maze of corridors and doorways, ready for anything.


  “That sounded close,” Bishop whispered. “Something’s going down.”


  “I say we split up,” Rook added. “We can cover more ground.”


  “Agreed,” Dixon chimed in. He pointed in the direction of the gunfire and addressed Bishop. “You take that way.”


  Bishop gave the SD-6 operative a hard look. “Screw you. You go that way.”


  Rook bit his lip. “I’ll take that way. Bishop, go upstairs.” He turned to Dixon. “Stay here and cover our ass. We may have to came back in a big hurry.”


  “Don’t go anywhere,” Bishop warned Dixon. “I might get carried away and shoot you. You never know.”


  Dixon frowned. “Same goes for you.”


  Bishop shot Dixon a final annoyed look and darted toward the living room. Rook made his way along the corridor where they had heard the single shot.


  * * *


  Baldwin watched Rook and Bishop disappear from the surveillance monitor. He had observed them as they entered the mansion and he had a special surprise waiting for them.


  But just to be on the safe side, he prepared to depart from Galvan’s mansion. He had collected his laptop computer, a briefcase, and armed himself with a 9-millimeter pistol. Now he had to reach his car parked in the garage next to the mansion. Dominoe would buy him enough time to make his escape.


  * * *


  Dominoe stalked her way down a long, narrow corridor. Her determined face indicated she was a woman on a mission and nothing would stand in her way. That’s when she encountered Rook as he turned the corner at the end of the hallway. Her fellow CATT agent froze upon seeing her.


  “Dom, what... ”


  Dominoe raised her weapon and fired three shots at Rook. He darted behind the corner of the corridor as the bullets whined past him. He gripped his automatic rifle, his trigger finger itching, but there was no way he was going to return fire.


  “Dom, it’s me!” Rook shouted, holding his position behind the corner. “We’re here to rescue you and Sydney Bristow.”


  There was no answer from Dominoe.


  “Dom?”


  Rook braved a look around the corner. There was no sign of Dominoe. He realized Dominoe was not herself. She was probably under the influence of Baldwin’s mind drug. That only increased his apprehension. Dominoe's expertise in human disposal meant she would probably make quick work of him.


  What the hell, Rook thought. If I’m gonna be killed by anyone, it might as well be Dominoe. He took a deep breath and jumped from behind the corner. He charged down the corridor, zigzagging along the way. He reached the end of the corridor where Dominoe had been, but there was no sign of her.


  He scanned the spacious mansion, noting the modern architecture of sharp angles and clean lines. The entranceways to other rooms and areas were oval shaped and offered plenty of hiding places. Tentatively, he began his search for Dominoe.


  * * *


  Bishop stared at the bodies of the twelve gangsters scattered throughout the recreation room. Someone had done a number on them all right. His initial reaction of surprise had given way to relief. He was glad Dominoe was not among the dead. Maybe she was responsible for this.


  As Bishop prepared to move out, he heard the sound of distant gunfire. He guessed it originated from the bottom floor. He gripped his automatic rifle with both hands and dashed from the room.


  He emerged in the long corridor outside the room and froze in his tracks. Standing before him was Sydney Bristow. She wore on opened trench coat, heels, and nothing underneath. Bishop’s eyes swept over the perfect body of the CIA agent.


  His natural male instinct cost him. Sydney swept her shapely leg across Bishop’s face, striking him on the side of the head. The stunning blow sent him staggering. Sydney did not allow him to recover. She followed up with a vicious forearm to Bishop’s face, knocking him flat on his back. He dropped his weapon and stared up at Sydney with a dazed look on his face.


  Sydney scooped up the automatic rifle from the floor. She prepared to finish off the CATT operative with a deadly burst from his own weapon. She was half a second from pulling the trigger when another thought entered her mind. She received the order to proceed to the garage next to the mansion. She forgot about killing Bishop and walked past him.


  * * *


  Rook entered a huge living room in time to see Dominoe disappear behind a circular couch. He took cover behind the wall leading in the room and peered inside. A life size sculpture of an armless woman stood on a platform in the middle of the room. It was a tacky object but it provided some cover.


  “Hey, Dom, let’s talk about this!” Rook shouted. “It’s me! Your favorite co-worker. Remember?”


  Dominoe jumped up from behind the couch and fired two consecutive shots from the .45. The bullets struck the wall, missing Rook by mere inches. He retreated further down the corridor. He noticed that Dominoe's aim was improving.


  Rook concluded that Dominoe was not heavily armed, or else she wouldn’t be using a single handgun. She probably did not carry a large supply of ammunition. He had the firepower advantage and decided to use it.


  He took a deep breath and charged into the living room, laying down a steady flow of cover fire from his automatic rifle. He didn’t take any chances and his aim was deliberately high. The bullets sailed over the couch were Dominoe hid and struck the wall at the end of the room. He took cover behind the nude female sculpture. He noted that the torso had abnormally large breasts.


  Two bullets struck the sculpture, breaking Rook’s concentration from the thrusting clay breasts. The figure absorbed the gunfire quite well but he wasn’t taking any chances. He dropped behind the three-foot high circular platform and fired another round of inaccurate fire from his rifle. He was goading Dominoe into exhausting her ammo supply and hoped she wouldn’t pick up on that.


  “Why don’t we settle this with a conversation?” Rook offered.


  He raised his head over the platform, just in time to see Dominoe leap over the couch and dart in his direction. She was nothing more than a blur as she somersaulted through the air and landed before Rook. He noticed her serious expression, then he spotted the gun in her hand.


  “Oh shit,” Rook muttered. He was a dead man.


  Dominoe raised the gun and fired. Her aim was altered when a figure crashed into her from behind. The stray bullet hit Rook on the upper right arm and he winced with pain.


  Dominoe and Dixon crashed to the floor, entangled in each other’s arms. Dixon wrapped his arms around Dominoe, pinning her arms to her sides. Dominoe threw her head back, striking Dixon in the forehead with her skull. That relaxed his hold.


  She rolled away from Dixon’s grasp but ran into Rook, who stood on his knees over her. Dominoe’s quickness was too much. She rolled on her back and kicked out with her legs, striking her fellow wounded agent in the chest, sending him back onto the floor. Rook groaned, holding his arm.


  Rook’s failed attack bought Dixon enough time to recover. He dug into his pocket and produced a small spray bottle. Dominoe grabbed Rook’s discarded weapon and turned toward Dixon. He sprayed a burst of mist from the bottle. The substance struck Dominoe in the face. She closed her eyes and collapsed to the floor in short order.


  Rook sat up on the floor, grimacing. His immediate concern was Dominoe. His eyes shifted from her prone body to Dixon “What the hell did you do?”


  Dixon caught his breath. “It’s all right. She’s just out.” He noticed Rook holding his wounded arm. “You hit?”


  Rook gave his arm casual attention. “Just a stratch.”


  The two men suddenly turned in the direction of approaching footsteps. Someone was approaching quickly. Dixon dashed behind the wall of the corridor leading into the living room. He listened to the heavy footsteps, timing the exact moment the person would enter the living room. He suddenly struck out in his outstretched arm from behind the wall.


  His calculation was precise. Bishop ran directly into Dixon’s arm, clothes-lining himself on the powerful limb. The effect was spectacular. Bishop flew back, uttering a strangled grunt. He landed flat on his back with a loud thud, stunned. Dixon stepped from behind the wall and stood over Bishop. He realized his mistake and frowned. Bishop looked up at Dixon with rising anger.


  “What the fuck is your problem?” Bishop demanded, rubbing his throat.


  Dixon merely shrugged. “Sorry. Thought you were someone else.”


  Bishop staggered to his feet. “Bullshit!” He got in Dixon’s face. “You’re really pushing it, pal.”


  “Hey!” Rook shouted.


  The two men turned toward Rook. He stood over Dominoe, holding his arm.


  Bishop forgot about Dixon and approached Rook. “What the hell happened?”


  “Friendly fire from Dom, but we subdued her.”


  Bishop stared at the unconscious body of his fellow agent. “Is she all right?”


  Rook nodded. “She’s under the influence of Baldwin’s mind drug. I don’t want to be anywhere near her when she wakes up.”


  Bishop turned toward Dixon. “I ran into her partner.”


  “Where?”


  “Upstairs. There’s a bunch of dead men up there.”


  “Where’s Sydney?” Dixon asked urgently.


  Bishop shrugged. “I don’t know. She... got past me. She tried to kill me."


  "She's under the influence of the mind drug.” Bishop said.


  “I have to find her,” Dixon muttered.


  He exited the living room, leaving Dixon and Rook alone with the unconscious Dominoe.


  "Yeah. You do that." Bishop sighed. "Let’s gather up Dominoe and call a CATT pick-up team. We’re out of here.”


  “What about this Sydney Bristow?”


  “Not our problem.”


  “What about Galvan and Baldwin?”


  “I found Galvan’s body,” Bishop said. “Someone did us the favor of putting a bullet in his chest. That leaves Baldwin.”


  “Which means he has this Sydney Bristow with him.”


  “And the mind drug.”


  Bishop frowned. “Damn it!” He exhaled, gesturing down the corridor. “I’m gonna go give him a hand.”


  Rook nodded. “Yeah. You do that. You might need this.”


  Rook tossed Bishop his automatic rifle. Bishop caught the weapon and ran from the living room. Sometimes he cared too much.


  * * *


  Baldwin met Sydney halfway to the parking garage. He had to admit she looked hot, clad in the trench coat and holding the automatic rifle. They stood in the dining room of the mansion and Baldwin was uneasy. He stole a look toward the entrance of the dinning room.


  Marcus Dixon peered inside the dinning room, spotting Baldwin and Sydney as they disappeared into the kitchen. He took cover around the entrance way, careful not to reveal his presence.


  “Did you find them?”


  Dixon snapped his head toward Bishop. “Shut up!” He dashed into the living room and went after Baldwin and Sydney.


  Bishop tagged along.


  Baldwin and Sydney exited the house through a kitchen door. Ground lights illuminated the darkness of the night. He led Sydney along a walkway, through a flower garden, and toward a garage.


  Dixon emerged from the house a few seconds later. He had to make his move before it was too late. He ran through the garden. “Baldwin!” he shouted.


  Baldwin and Sydney stopped. They turned toward Dixon.


  “Kill him!” Baldwin ordered.


  Sydney raised the automatic rifle and fired a burst at Dixon. He dived out of the way, landing behind a cluster of shrubs. Bishop, who trailed behind him, felt the heat of the bullets zip past him. He hit the ground next to Dixon. Another spray of bullets sailed past them, missing the two men by centimeters.


  “Brilliant plan!” Bishop scoffed.


  Dixon ignored the snide remark. All was quiet. A car engine came to life.


  “Shit!” Dixon exclaimed, getting to his feet.


  At that moment, the sound of screeching tires disrupted the tranquility of the night. A sports car burst through one of the garage openings, speeding away from the house. Dixon and Bishop could only watch helplessly as the car raced down the long paved driveway toward the fence surrounding the grounds. A metal gate parted, allowing the car to leave the grounds through the opening.


  Bishop raised his weapon, taking aim at the fleeing car. Dixon shoved the barrel of the rifle upward, disrupting his aim. Bishop fired a stray volley of bullets into the air.


  Bishop turned to Dixon. “What the hell are you doing?”


  “You might hit Sydney.”


  “I was aiming for the tires.”


  “Yeah. I’ll bet.”


  Bishop sighed, staring into the dark night. There was no sign of Baldwin’s car. “I’ll call it in. Maybe our backup team can intercept them.”


  * * *


  The CATT team failed to intercept Baldwin and Sydney. Baldwin was smart enough to switch cars several miles away, leaving his sports car on the side of the road. He disappeared into Belize City, taking Sydney Bristow with him.


  Bishop, Rook, and Dominoe were picked up by the CATT team twenty minutes later. Dixon went along with them. He had a better chance of finding Sydney if he aligned himself with these strangers. Though he didn’t trust them.


  Dominoe lay in the back of the van, bound hand and foot with manacles. The CATT agents were not taking any chances when Dominoe regained consciousness. A pleasant looking female agent treated Rook’s arm with a nanotech injection to repair the wound.


  Dominoe’s eyes fluttered open. She scanned her surroundings but remained still. After regaining some of her bearings she tugged at her bindings, checking their effectiveness. With her hands secured behind her back, she realized she was utterly helpless. But she had not completed her mission, and her Master must not be disappointed.


  She rolled on her back and scooted to a sitting position, leaning against the back of the moving van. She found herself staring at a black man, along with her two targets: Bishop and Rook. A third woman was dressing a wound on Rook’s arm. His wound reminded her of her failure.


  Rook tried reasoning with Dominoe again. “Dom, it’s us. Remember?”


  Dominoe responded by struggling in her bondage, squirming and twisting frantically. She soon realized the hopelessness of her situation and could only seethe with anger. Her piercing eyes reflected an unbridled hatred that could only have been ingrained in her.


  * * *


  SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA


  Baldwin stood before a chalkboard that had been set up in the living room of his apartment. At this moment he was holding court over a class of one. Sydney Bristow sat on the coach, paying rapt attention as Baldwin scribbled on the portable chalkboard with a piece of white chalk.


  She was dressed in a kinky school girl outfit consisting of a short plaid skirt, white tank-top, white bobby socks and black high heel shoes. Her hair was made up in a ponytail and her personality had been re-programmed to reflect that of a ditzy teen-age school girl.


  “All right, Sydney,” Baldwin began. “Here’s the plan. We are going to fix the fucking Super Bowl.”


  Sydney stared at Baldwin with mock reproach. She waived a taunting finger at him. “You used the F word.”


  “I’m the teacher. I can do that. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.”


  Sydney giggled, stomping her feet.


  "All right, come on. Pay attention," said Baldwin, tapping the chalkboard with the chalk.


  Sydney stopped giggling and focused on the name Baldwin had written on the chalkboard. “Who’s Byron Taylor?”


  “He’s your next assignment.” Baldwin replied. “I want you to seduce him. Suck his cock. Fuck him if you have to, but I want you to inject him with this.” Baldwin raised a syringe filled with his special mind control serum.


  Sydney giggled. “Okay! That sounds like fun. Can I do both?”


  “What?”


  “Can I suck his cock and fuck him?” Sydney’s face became that of an endearing puppy. “Please.”


  Baldwin shrugged. “Fine. Whatever. He can fuck you in the ass for all I care. Just make sure you inject him with this.” Baldwin raised the syringe again. “You got it?”


  Sydney nodded eagerly. “What does he look like?”


  “I just happen to have a picture right here.” Baldwin picked up a Sports Illustrated magazine from the coffee table. He opened it to a marked page and showed it to Sydney.


  Sydney stared at the picture of a young muscular black man. He stood in a locker room setting, clad in his football pants, shoulder pads and no shirt. He held his helmet under his arm and had a determined expression on his chiseled face. Tattoos adorned both his bulging biceps.


  Sydney’s face lit up. “He’s cute. Look at all those muscles.”


  Baldwin nodded. “Yes.”


  “When do I do it?”


  “Tomorrow night. You’ll pay a visit to his hotel room.”


  “Tomorrow night?” Sydney said with disappointment. “I have to wait until tomorrow?”


  Baldwin shrugged. “I’m here. You can practice on me?” He spread his arms out, offering himself to Sydney.


  Sydney’s mood improved immediately. “Okay!”


  She stood from the couch and jumped on Baldwin. She embraced him tightly and wrapped her legs around him. Her hungry mouth found his lips. She kissed him hard, inserting her tongue between his teeth.


  Baldwin supported Sydney by her firm buttocks. He pushed the plaid skirt up around her waist, fondling her tight ass. He carried her toward the bedroom, bumping into the walls of the corridor along the way. They burst through the door of the bedroom and fell on the bed, locked in a passionate kiss.


  * * *


  CATT HEADQUARTERS


  Dominoe curled up in a corner of the cell that had served as her prison for the past two days. She trembled like a frightened child. CATT scientists had failed to find a way to counter the effects of Baldwin’s mind serum. They could not imagine the devastating state Dominoe’s mind was in.


  Her connection to Baldwin’s computer terminal had been severed by the distance that now separated them. This left Dominoe in a state of limbo. She had no identity or recollection of anything. Her mind was a dark void with no past or future. Her jumbled thoughts were like an oil slick, shifting in every conceivable direction. A sluggish mess devoid of any meaning. Her mental prison pushed her to the brink of madness with every passing hour.


  She didn’t even acknowledge the strangers who injected her with drugs and attempted to give her food. She would lose consciousness, then awaken to the same mental torture as before. Her only response was to cry out in pain and weep with utter frustration. At first, she had slammed her head against the hard wall, but she was moved to a padded room. She had also been strapped in a straight jacket, pinning her crossed arms in front of her.


  Adding to her frustration, were the flashes of things and events that flickered in her chaotic mind. Just when she attempted to key on the recollections, they would be snuffed out of existence by her unstable mind. This only enhanced her discomfort, filling her with a sense of worthlessness.


  Chief Davis, Rook, and Bishop watched their fellow agent suffer on a monitor outside the cell. Looks of concern were etched on their faces. They all winced when Dominoe kicked out violently, screaming in horror. It was the first time they had heard her scream in that way and it struck terror in their hearts.


  Bishop finally broke the silence. “Maybe they should sedate her?”


  Davis shook his head. “There’s only so many sedatives her body can take before going into a coma.” He sighed with exasperation “Be thankful she’s a strong woman. With all the drugs she’s been given... ”


  In her cell, Dominoe continued screaming. She didn’t stop for five straight minutes.


  Rook finally had enough. “We have to do something. She’s going crazy.”


  Davis was about to call for the doctor when Dominoe suddenly stopped screaming. He watched the panting heap that was his most valuable agent. He could only imagine the amount of danger and dire situations Dominoe had found herself in during her missions, but this time it was different. This time, he had to watch. He now understood what a father felt like when he had to watch his child suffer. It was almost more than he could take.


  Back in her cell, Dominoe controlled her breathing. She still trembled but it was because she was cold. I’m cold! She actually cared that she was cold! Almost immediately, people and places flashed in her mind. This time, they didn’t disappear out of existence but remained in her head, long enough for her to recognize them. She actually remembered them!


  She lifted her head slowly. Her tangled locks cascaded past forehead, concealing her beautiful face. This prevented the three men who watched her in the monitor from observing the emotion that now filled her face. Places and events filled her mind. Slowly but surely they took order.


  Dominoe leaned back against the padded wall of the cell. She used the wall as leverage as she rose to her feet. She shook her head, throwing some of her hair away from her eyes. She looked about the bare room, focusing on the small camera perched in a corner of the cell. She walked toward the camera, noting that it followed her movement.


  She stopped five meters from the camera. In a strong and deliberate tone she spoke to whoever was watching her. “Dominoe here. Let me out right now, or I’m going to be very upset.”


  In the next room, Davis, Rook, and Bishop stared at each other with hope.


  Rook pumped his fist. “Yes! Welcome back, Dom!” He suddenly wrapped his arm around Chief Davis, pulling him against his body, laughing with triumph. “I knew she could it!”


  Davis stared at Rook, noticing his tight grip.


  Rook cleared his throat and released his superior. “Sorry, Chief.”


  Davis concentrated on the monitor displaying the image of Dominoe. “Let’s not get too excited. This could all be a trick by Baldwin.”


  Dominoe spoke again. “One more thing: I’m going to kick Baldwin’s ass!”


  Bishop laughed. “Ha! So much for that theory!”


  Davis shot Bishop a look of contempt.


  “Sorry, Chief,” Bishop said sheepishly.


  Davis focused on Dominoe again. He almost smiled. “Welcome back, Dominoe.”


  * * *


  Just to be on the safe side, a team of doctors thoroughly examined Dominoe for the next few hours. As expected, she passed every examination, mental and physical. She recalled every action while under the influence of Baldwin’s serum. She explained it as her body having a mind of its own.


  It was theorized that Dominoe’s body had suppressed the mind serum because she had somehow built up tolerance in response to mind drugs. She certainly had her fair share of experience with them. In short, her mind had developed a type of immunity to brainwashing. This didn’t mean that she could resist future mind control, but it did make it more difficult for the drug to be effective. Of course that all depended on the drug. All that was behind her. She was ready to go after Baldwin, but right now she was hungry.


  Dominoe, Chief Davis, Rook, and Bishop sat in the CATT headquarters cafeteria. The men declined any food and watched as Dominoe feasted on cold cuts.


  “Sorry about the arm,” Dominoe said to Rook.


  Rook glanced at his bandaged upper arm. “Don’t worry about it. If someone’s gonna shoot me, it might as well be you, Dom.”


  “That’s sweet,” said Dominoe, her mouth full. “I’ll remember that.”


  Rook had no idea what that meant, and was afraid to ask.


  Their chit-chat was interrupted by approaching footsteps. They turned and watched Marcus Dixon walking toward their table. He was accompanied by a heavyset young man carrying a portable CD player.


  Dixon was a guest of CATT and had spent the day assisting CATT technicians in tracking down Sydney Bristow and Roger Baldwin. Sydney still had the choker with the secret radio transmitter and it was only a matter of tapping into the right frequency.


  Davis acknowledged his guest. He then addressed the heavyset young man. “What do you have, Harry?”


  Harry placed the CD player on the table next to Dominoe’s food. He couldn’t help but stare at the tempting cold cuts.


  “How about a bite, Harry?” Dominoe asked.


  Harry shook his head. “No thanks. I’m on a diet.”


  She smiled at him. “Good for you. You’re looking better.”


  Harry almost blushed. He wasn’t used to receiving compliments from beautiful women. “Anyway, uh. . . thanks to Mr. Dixon I was able to tap into his partner’s secret transmitter. It’s a very weak signal but I used this really cool audio enhancement software to clean it up.” Harry noticed the impatience begin to spread across Chief Davis’ face. He pressed play on the CD player.


  They listened as Baldwin and Sydney played their kinky game of teacher-student while Baldwin expressed his plan to rig the Super Bowl. Marcus Dixon shifted uncomfortably when Sydney and Baldwin began their tryst.


  Davis noticed the look of discomfort on Dixon’s face. “All right, Harry, that’s enough,” the chief said.


  “That bastard!” Rook exclaimed. “Where does that clown get off messing with the Super Bowl? What the hell is that?”


  “And using Big T,” Bishop added.


  Davis stared at Bishop. “Who's Big T?”


  “Byron Taylor. But they call him Big T," Bishop explained. “He’s a stand up guy. Not to mention that he’s a hell of a running back. The guy is twenty-five years old and sighed a fifty million-dollar contract last year. With a ten million dollar signing bonus. That is some serious cash.”


  Dominoe frowned at her fellow agents. “Our main concern is finding Sydney Bristow.”


  “Exactly,” said Davis. “Where is this Super Bowl being held?”


  Rook refrained from showing disbelief. “San Diego,” he said.


  “How are we going to play this?” Dixon asked Davis.


  Davis stroked his two-day stubble. He had a habit not shaving when he worried. “We are going to rescue Miss Bristow and prevent this Baldwin character from fixing this Super Bowl. In that order.”


  “Right on Chief,” said Bishop. “But we don’t have much time. The Super Bowl is Sunday. That leaves us only two days. There's no way I'm missing the Super Bowl.”


  Dominoe glared at Bishop.


  Bishop shrugged innocently. "What?"


  Dominoe turned to Davis. "Where do we start?"


  Davis thought for a moment. "You'll retrieve Sydney. Bishop, Rook, and Mr. Dixon will handle Baldwin.”


  * * *


  Roger Baldwin stared out the living room window, enchanted by the sprawling city of San Diego. Beyond the graceful buildings lay the ocean, a seemingly endless deep blue body. This place was truly magnificent. He recalled a famous line uttered by one Tony Montana in the movie Scarface: “This town is like a big pussy, waiting to get fucked.”


  Come Sunday, he would not only fuck the town but the world. And he would start by rigging the Super Bowl. When he was a kid, his father had taken him down to New Orleans for Super Bowl XX. He loved the atmosphere. Being there live was a thousand times better than watching it on television. The Super Dome was so grand and breathtaking. He was literally in heaven.


  That day, his father was the greatest man in the world. The next day, the bastard went and killed himself. The son of a bitch had squandered the family savings, including their house, on gambling. He was also a depressed drug addict. His only way out was suicide. Good riddance.


  Strangely enough, that January day in New Orleans had spawned his lifetime dream. He vowed to one day play in a Super Bowl. The fact that he was too small and slow never entered his mind. Minor details. His football career ended a few weeks into his sophomore year in high school, upon the request of his overbearing mother. Playing football meant too much time away from studying. His mother was preparing him for a lifetime of academe and sports had no place in her plan. Absolutely not.


  He had locked himself in his room and cursed his mother, calling her every name in the book. Then he had secretly asked for forgiveness. He also vowed to make his dream come true. One way or another, he would have a say on who won or in this case, lost the Super Bowl.


  Of course he had bigger plans for his mind serum. This was the first thing on his checklist. But he wasn’t a fucking madman like Juan Galvan. Killing the most powerful man in the United States in order to make some stupid show of power was downright insane. Galvan and his friends got what they deserved. In a way, the world owed him one.


  He turned away from the window and headed toward the bedroom. He had some unfinished business to care off. He got into character and pushed the bedroom door open. He stepped into the room, closing the door behind him.


  His eyes played over Sydney Bristow, sprawled out on the bed. Actually, Sydney was tied to the bed. She was dressed in a Wonder Woman outfit, down to the red heeled boots. The only modification on the classic superheroine costume was that the backside of the star studded bottom was cut in a thong style.


  Wonder Woman lay on her back, her hands gathered together above her head, tied at the wrists and secured to the headset of the bed with "her golden lasso", a strong cord painted yellow. Her legs were spread apart, tied at the ankles to the bedposts. Her mouth was stuffed with a generous amount of cloth packing, held in place by several layers of duct tape.


  Sydney squirmed frantically and pulled at her taut bindings to no avail. Baldwin watched her, mesmerized by her wild determination to free herself. She squealed and grunted through the packing in her mouth as she cursed at Baldwin.


  Her struggling was in earnest. Baldwin had programmed Sydney to dress up as Wonder Woman. After tying her up, he left her alone and went into the living room. He opened his notebook computer and with a touch of the keyboard, Sydney Bristow had all her original memories back. She was herself again.


  Sydney ceased her struggling and looked on as Baldwin approached the bed. He stood at the base of the bed between her spread legs. She had no idea where she was or how she had gotten into this predicament. Her last recollection was of her and Dominoe in Belize City, at the hands of the man who now leered at her from the foot of the bed. And now here she was, bound and gagged to a bed, dressed as Wonder Woman. Her initial feelings of humiliation had now turned to anger, but there was nothing she could do about it.


  “Well, Wonder Slut,” Baldwin said with relish. “I see you haven’t gotten yourself out of this jam, have you? So much for your super strength.”


  Sydney could only glare at the sick bastard that was Roger Baldwin. He was dressed in jeans and a white T-shirt with the word Villain written across the front. He was nothing special, but he had the upper hand.


  Baldwin suddenly broke character. “Actually, I’m a huge fan of the old Wonder Woman TV show. You’re not Lynda Carter, but you make a great Wonder Woman. Now, let’s have some fun.”


  Baldwin exited the room with a skip in his step. Sydney did not even want to guess what he was going to do next, but knew it wasn’t going to be pleasant. The tugged at her wrist bindings, cursing through the packing in her mouth. She quickly conceded that she was well tied and no amount of struggling would change that. She only succeeded in working up a sweat. Beads of perspiration collected on the generous amount of cleavage that the Wonder Woman outfit exposed.


  Baldwin entered the room again. He carried a paper grocery bag and placed it down on the dresser. He approached Sydney and stood at the edge of the bed. She did not look at him as he examined her bound body.


  “So, you thought you could stop The Grocer, did you?” he said in a cheesy evil voice.


  He suddenly bent over the bed and inserted his fingers inside the waistband of her Wonder Woman panties. Sydney gasped and squirmed as Baldwin tugged the thong style panties down past her hips and around her upper thighs, exposing her well-trimmed pussy. The material strained against Sydney’s spread thighs but did not break.


  She then watched in horror as Baldwin went back to the dresser and returned with the grocery bag. Her heart thumped excitedly and she swallowed hard. The packing in her mouth was completely drenched and crept dangerously toward her throat.


  Baldwin emptied the contents of the grocery bag on the bed between her spread legs. Sydney strained her head, looking down at the various fresh fruits and vegetables that spilled on the mattress below her. Her heart sank with dread.


  Baldwin picked up a carrot and bit into it. “Now you will know why they call me The Grocer.” He suddenly tossed the carrot away and reached for a zucchini. He held it out for Sydney. “Think you can handle this?”


  Sydney tensed, staring wide-eyed at the green vegetable.


  Baldwin studied the zucchini. “Naw. I think you like them bigger.” He tossed the zucchini away and picked up a large cucumber. It was about eighteen inches long and as wide as his forearm. “I think this is more to your liking.”


  Sydney glared at Baldwin with disbelief. He wouldn’t dare shove that thing in her...


  Baldwin traced the cucumber along the edge of Sydney’s pussy. She flinched involuntarily as the cold cucumber made contact with her warm skin. She shook her head furiously, begging him not to stick that thing inside her.


  Baldwin ignored her pleas. “You’re lucky they didn’t have any watermelon." With that he shoved the cucumber inside Sydney’s pussy.


  Sydney tensed, arched her body, and screamed a muffled cry of indignation. “HHHMMMPPHHHHHH!”


  * * *


  Byron Taylor, or Big T as he was better known, was twenty five years old and at the top of the world. Like most professional football players, Byron Taylor had grown up poor and with nothing. Now he had it all; including a following of money hungry friends. Along with the money also came the women.


  It was Friday night, two days before the Super Bowl, and his $2,500 a night suite was the sight of a wild out of control party. A motley crew of men and women danced and strutted to hardcore hip pop music. Others seemed content to indulge on the endless supply of cocaine and booze.


  Taylor sat in a posh chair across the living room, engrossed in his thoughts, bombed out of his skull, and toying with a .357 Magnum revolver. There was only one bullet in the gun. He would spin the chamber and wait for it to stop. He would then put the barrel to his temple and pull the trigger. No one tried to stop him. This was his unusual way of preparing for a big game. Thus, far, his luck had yet to run out.


  Taylor pulled the trigger three times each time he engaged in his ritual. On the third time he stopped. He cocked his head, staring at a stunning vision across the room. An attractive young woman dressed in a cheerleader outfit danced, shaking her perfect ass in sync with the beat of the heart-stomping rap music. What caught his attention was the fact that the girl was white.


  He forgot all about the revolver and watched the girl as she moved with style and grace. Her hair was made up in pigtails, which made her appear like a teenager. He secretly hoped she was at least eighteen. Then again, what the fuck? The younger the better. She sported a skin tight tank top that revealed every detail of her pert breasts. The pleaded cheerleader skirt fell around her upper thighs. As she moved and danced the skirt flew up around her waist, revealing a pair of skimpy spandex shorts that exposed most of her firm buttocks.


  Taylor liked his women a little fuller in the ass, but this chick had it going all right. The girl noticed him watching and made eye contact with him. She was dancing with two other guys but her attention was clearly on him. Her full lips were magnificent. The girl gave him an inviting grin. Taylor suddenly had the urge of having those great lips wrapped around his cock.


  Sydney Bristow had broken into the hotel by posing as a maid. Once inside she had discarded her disguise and emerged as a cheerleader. She knocked on the door of Taylor’s suite, armed with a dose of Baldwin’s mind serum tucked inside her bobby sock. She made quite an impression on the bodyguard guarding the entrance to the suite and he allowed her in.


  Taylor stood from his chair and made his way toward Sydney, bullying himself through the dancing crowd. They didn’t mind his rudeness. They were actually honored to be cast aside by the Oakland Raider star running back. He received several good-natured shoulder pats along the way.


  Taylor approached Sydney and swept her off her feet with a single powerful arm. He carried her under his arm, like a caveman who had just found his mate. The crowd cheered and laughed. He slung Sydney over his broad shoulder and carried her down a narrow corridor, away from the action of the party.


  He stood outside the nearest door and kicked it open. He stepped into a large bathroom and kicked the door closed, all the while caressing and slapping Sydney’s shapely backside. He placed her down on the tiled floor of the lavish bathroom. Before Sydney could steady herself, he pushed toward the marble counter of the sink and bent her over in front of a large mirror.


  Sydney spotted her reflection in the mirror and watched as Taylor pushed her pleaded skirt up around her waist, exposing her skimpy spandex shorts. He tugged the shorts down around her thighs and unbuckled his pants with urgency.


  She panted excitedly. The mere thought of being taken from behind by this muscular black man made her flesh ache with desire. Of course, this had been planted in her mind by Baldwin’s mind program. She gripped the sides of the marble counter and braced herself. Taylor pulled out his swollen cock. He was very proud of his twelve-inch member and paused briefly to simply admire it.


  “Hurry!” Sydney gasped. “Fuck me. Fuck me hard!”


  Taylor gripped Sydney’s sides. “Shut up, bitch!”


  He pressed his cock against Sydney’s slit and penetrated her with a single, violent thrust.


  “OOOOOHHHHHHH!” Sydney moaned, feeling him inside her.


  Taylor buried his massive cock inside Sydney, making sure she felt every inch of him. He then pounded her brutally, fucking her with a furious pace. Sydney closed her eyes and moaned. Each powerful thrust from Taylor slammed her hard against the edge of the marble counter. Her head bounced up and down and she gasped for breath as the huge cock drilled her, unleashing wave after wave of sexual energy through her body.


  * * *


  Dominoe slid down the side of the hotel building on the climbing rope. She stopped at a particular window when she spotted the activity inside. It was Byron Taylor’s suite and he was having a party. This complicated matters, but there was no turning back now. She rocked toward the building and landed on the window ledge. She was dressed in a single piece black outfit and thus far no one inside the suite had spotted her.


  She could have found a more conventional way into the room, but she was pressed for time. She had let herself into the office building next to the hotel, climbed to the roof, shot a wire across the two buildings, and now here she was. All under twenty minutes.


  Dominoe slid the tainted window open and jumped from the ledge onto the soft carpet of the suite. A young black man spotted the lithe form of the CATT gent standing in the room. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped.


  “What the fuck?” the young man exclaimed.


  Activity ceased and all eyes were trained on Dominoe. The rap music continued in the background but the talking had petered out completely.


  Dominoe stepped into the room, ready to defend herself if necessary. “Where’s Byron Taylor?” she asked, almost shouting to be heard over the rap music.


  The burly guard standing guard at the door of the suite noticed the commotion. He plowed through the crowd and stared at Dominoe. “Who the fuck are you? How did you get in here?”


  “Where is Byron Taylor?” Dominoe asked again.


  The burly guard stepped toward Dominoe. “You’re outta here, baby.”


  The man attempted to grab Dominoe’s arm, but she was ready for him. She gripped his wrist, twisting it violently. He was unprepared for Dominoe’s hold and yelped as he leaned forward. With blinding speed, Dominoe slipped behind the man. She twisted his arm, pinning it against his back. She delivered a stunning chop to the man’s neck with her right hand. The burly man gasped and crumbled to the floor, out cold.


  Her skillful display of power discouraged others from approaching her. “Where is Byron Taylor?” Dominoe demanded.


  A young black woman pointed down a corridor. “In the bathroom. First door on your right.”


  Without saying another word, Dominoe stomped toward the corridor as the crowd parted out of her way.


  Inside the bathroom, Sydney was down on her knees before Taylor, working her lovely mouth back and forth on his glistening cock. Taylor panted and groaned, enjoying the incredible sensations pulsing through him as he gripped Sydney by her pigtails.


  Sydney suddenly pulled out of his member and took his balls in her mouth. Her hands were above her, ravishing Taylor’s sides and prominent abdominal muscles. She discreetly slipped one hand toward her ankle where she had tucked away the dart laced with Baldwin’s mind serum. Once she injected him with the serum, Baldwin would “order” him to give his other teammates the mind drug in their food or supplements. Baldwin would then have control over most of the team.


  The bathroom door suddenly flew open.


  Taylor snapped his head toward the entrance of the bathroom. He spotted a shapely young woman dressed in a skin tight black outfit with a serious expression on her striking face.


  “Hey, what the fuck is your problem?” Taylor stammered through heavy breathing. “Can’t you see I’m busy?”


  Dominoe held her position. “Step away from her!”


  By this point, Sydney had ceased her oral activity and stared at Dominoe. She had no idea who Dominoe was, but she was interfering with her mission. This was unacceptable. Sydney rose to her feet, never taking her eyes off Dominoe.


  Taylor tucked his penis inside his pants. “Hey, what is this shit?”


  The two women glared at each other in silence.


  Taylor’s annoyance disappeared and a smile crept across his lips. “Oh, I get it. You both want a piece of Big T, don’t you?” Taylor looked on proudly. “Don’t worry, ladies, there’s plenty of me to go around for both of you.” He turned to Dominoe. “I’ll be right with you, baby. Take a number and chill.”


  Dominoe did not move.


  Taylor sighed and stepped toward the CATT agent, prepared to throw her out of the bathroom. Dominoe drew a small spray bottle and sprayed a burst of clear mist into his face. Taylor froze. His eyes rolled toward the back of his head and he collapsed on the bathroom floor, out cold. It was a knockout gas used by SD-6 and Marcus Dixon had given it to her to subdue Sydney.


  Sydney was not about to go down that easy. She charged at Dominoe, jumping over the unconscious body of Byron Taylor. She plowed into the CATT agent like a cannon ball. The two women reeled out of the bathroom and crashed into the wall of the corridor outside the bathroom. The violent impact knocked a painting from the wall.


  The two agents recovered from the impact and the fight was on. Dominoe delivered a sweeping forearm to Sydney’s face, knocking the CIA agent back. Before Sydney could recover, Dominoe delivered a swift kick to her stomach. Dominoe then lunged toward Sydney, attempting to finish her off with a punch to her face. Sydney was too quick and dodged the blow.


  Sydney responded by taking a swing at Dominoe. The CATT agent caught Sydney’s clenched fist inches from her face. She then elbowed Sydney in the stomach, doubling her over. Dominoe placed Sydney in a headlock and smashed her head against the wall off the corridor. She attempted to bash Sydney’s head into the wall for a second time, but Sydney was ready for her.


  Sydney lifted her legs up against the wall, preventing Dominoe from going any further. The CIA agent then pushed off with her legs, propelling herself back into Dominoe. The momentum carried them against the opposite wall and Sydney slipped out of Dominoe’s headlock.


  The two women grabbed each other, interlocking their arms in a stalemate hold. They “danced” their way down the corridor, toward the living room of the suite. Dominoe broke the stalemate by head-butting Sydney on the forehead. Sydney released her hold on the CATT agent and the two women staggered into the living room. The party crowd gathered around them, watching in awe as the two beautiful women engaged in hand to hand combat.


  Dominoe switched into another gear. She unleashed a furious assault of lightning quick punches to Sydney’s face. The CIA agent blocked most of the blows, but Dominoe connected with several more. She finished her attack with a roundhouse kick to Sydney’s chest, sending her flying. Sydney landed on her back, dazed and gasping for breath.


  Dominoe leaped toward her fallen opponent. Sydney rolled away from Dominoe and shot to her feet, ready to resume the fight. Dominoe chased Sydney around the living room with a continuous volley of spinning kicks. The CIA agent swerved and bobbed her head, dodging the CATT agent’s attack. Several partygoers scattered out of the way. Sydney used the living room furniture as a protective barrier. She gathered herself and went on the offensive.


  Sydney attacked with a flurry of punches. Dominoe blocked every single punch without moving from her stance. The CATT agent countered with a swift kick to Sydney’s chin, snapping her head back. The blow left Sydney temporarily stunned and Dominoe seized the opportunity. She hooked her foot around Sydney’s ankle and leg whipped the CIA agent. Sydney fell back, hitting the floor on her back with a loud grunt.


  Sydney attempted to sweep her leg across Dominoe’s ankles but the CATT agent jumped and Sydney whiffed. Dominoe had enough of the physical activity and decided to end it. Sydney rocked back and launched herself to a standing position. With the skills of a world class gymnast, Dominoe catapulted through the air, executing a perfect back-flip. She landed behind Sydney. The CIA agent spun toward Dominoe. At that precise moment, Dominoe unleashed a dose from the spray bottle into Sydney’s face. Sydney ceased her attack and collapsed to the floor, out like a light.


  The crowd watched in utter amazement as Dominoe gathered the limp body of Sydney Bristow and draped her over her shoulder. They allowed Dominoe to walk toward the door of the suite without saying a word. They were still in shock.


  Once Dominoe cleared the faces of the crowd, a tight smile spread across her lips. She walked out of the suite and made her way down the hallway, carrying an unconscious cheerleader on her shoulder. It was all part of the service.


  * * *


  Roger Baldwin sat back in the living room couch of his apartment, engrossed in his thoughts. His notebook computer was on the coffee table before him but his attention was on the huge joint he held in his hand. It was some good shit all right. He had gotten it from Juan Galvan’s stash. It was his last joint and there wouldn’t be anymore. It was a small price to pay for doing away with scum like Galvan.


  Ridding the world of drug lords sounded like a solid plan. He had to put that on his check list. He dragged on his joint and inhaled deeply. He felt good and ballsy. If only that cunt Sydney was here to suck his cock. No one could suck cock like that bitch. He had also planned to get a taste of that Dominoe bitch but her fucking friends had shown up. It was her loss.


  There was a knock at the door.


  The knocking did not register in his dazed mind. He was too busy noticing that the curtains on the balcony window were racing away from the room at a hundred miles per hour. Curtains didn't move that fast, or did they?


  The knocking continued. Louder.


  Baldwin finally shifted his attention to the front door. His face lit up. Sydney had returned and would soon have her beautiful lips around his cock! He stood from the couch and strolled toward the door. He didn’t actually feel his feet touching the floor, but felt himself floating. Cool!


  Bishop, Rook, and Marcus Dixon stood in the narrow corridor outside the door of Baldwin’s apartment. Dominoe had confirmed that she had recovered Sydney Bristow and now it was up to them to finish the job. The secret transmitter in Sydney’s choker was barely functioning and the signal had led them here. For someone so bright, Baldwin had failed to know that he was bugged.


  Rook stood before the door, posing as a pizza delivery man. He held a large pizza pie box, but underneath the box he concealed a 9-millimeter pistol. Dixon and Bishop stood on each side of the door, flat against the wall. Rook knocked again.


  “Who is it?” Baldwin called from behind the door.


  “Pizza man,” Rook replied. “Got a large double cheese and pepperoni here.”


  “Wrong address, dude.” Baldwin said. “Didn’t order any fucking pizza.”


  “Compliments of Dominoe!”


  Rook nodded at Dixon and Bishop as he backed away from the door. Dixon and Bishop stepped back, lowered their shoulders, and slammed against the door. Their combined effort shattered the bolts on the wooden door, throwing it open. The three men darted inside the room.


  Baldwin staggered back into the apartment, completely surprised at the sudden invasion. He offered little resistance as Dixon and Bishop ceased him by the arms and quickly immobilized him. Rook dropped the pizza box and drew his pistol. He closed the damaged door and turned to Baldwin.


  Baldwin was surprisingly calm. “All right, I'll take the fucking pizza.”


  Bishop tightened his grip on Baldwin’s arm. “Shut up.”


  Baldwin grimaced and turned to Bishop. “Fuck you!” He punctuated his insult by shooting a projectile of saliva in Bishop’s face.


  Bishop delivered a punch to Baldwin’s stomach. Baldwin gasped for air and doubled over, groaning in pain.


  Rook took control of the situation. “Everybody relax.” He approached Baldwin. “Your mind control days are over. I want you to release Sydney Bristow from whatever it is you did to her.”


  Baldwin looked up at Rook, still recovering from the stomach blow. “Sydney Bristow? Don’t know the bitch.”


  Rook spotted the burning marijuana joint on the floor and stomped it out with his foot. “You mean you don’t remember her? I know what you mean. You smoke too much shit and things get a little hazy. Right?”


  Baldwin nodded. “Right on, dude.”


  Rook and Baldwin shared a laugh. “Maybe I can jog your memory.” Rook lowered his gun and jammed it against Baldwin’s crotch, positioning the barrel under his balls.


  Baldwin tensed but remained defiant.


  “Does that help?” Rook asked.


  A trace of fear appeared on Baldwin’s face. “You mean Sydney ‘Deep Throat’ Bristow?”


  Rook nodded. “I think we’re in the ballpark.”


  “Release her from your control.” Dixon said..


  Baldwin chuckled. He gave Dixon a cold sardonic gaze. “You work with her, don’t you?”


  Dixon’s expression confirmed Baldwin’s question.


  “She ever suck your dick?” Baldwin asked Dixon. “If not, you don’t know what’re missing. Why don't you give her a taste of the dark meat.”


  Rook shoved the gun against Baldwin’s scrotum, making him gasp with pain. “Knock it off, asshole. We’re not going to you ask again.”


  “Hold him,” Dixon told Bishop.


  Dixon waited for Bishop to secure his hold on Baldwin. The SD-6 agent sat on the couch before the opened notebook computer. “Maybe I can hack into he system and do it myself.”


  “I wouldn’t hold my breath.” Baldwin scoffed.


  The three men ignored Baldwin’s remark. Dixon activated the computer, but his efforts to obtain any relevant information were met with failure. Baldwin’s program files were password protected.


  Dixon shook his head and looked up Rook. “Need the password.”


  “Password!” Bishop said to Baldwin. “Let’s have it.”


  Baldwin glared at Bishop. “Go stick your dick in your mother's cunt!”


  Bishop remained calm. He looked Baldwin up and down with cool appraisal. “You’re a good-looking guy, Baldwin. It would be a real shame to deprive all those women of ever having the honor of pleasuring you. Can you imagine going through life like that? Having urges you can’t satisfy. All those women with long legs, tight asses, firm breasts, and smelling soooo good.” He shook his head. “Hell, you probably won’t even be able to jerk off. But it’s your call. I’m gonna count to three, and then it’s goodbye Mr Happy.”


  Baldwin swallowed. His defiant expression softened as he pondered Bishop’s words.


  “One... ” Bishop began.


  Baldwin finally cracked. “Deep Throat! The password is Deep Throat.”


  Bishop pulled the gun away from Baldwin’s crotch. “See. Was that so hard?”


  Dixon immediately went to work on accessing Baldwin’s program files. The system was simple and he had little trouble figuring out the software. In a matter of minutes he found Sydney’s mind control code and disabled it. The screen suddenly went black. The following message appeared: SELF DESTRUCT ACTIVATED. KISS YOUR ASS GOODBYE.


  Dixon looked up from the monitor with a grave expression.


  “What?” Bishoped asked.


  Baldwin noticed the screen. “Perhaps I should have mentioned that my keyboard is fingerprint sensitive. Anyone else who opens the files besides me automatically activates a bomb within the computer. Nice going. We have less than ten seconds to live.”


  Bishop released his hold on Baldwin.


  Dixon stood from the couch.


  Rook backed away from the notebook computer.


  The three men suddenly made a mad dash toward the apartment door.


  Rook swung the door open, running outside into the corridor. Bishop and Dixon reached the entrance of apartment. Baldwin did not move from his position. He spread his arms out, tilted his head toward the ceiling, and closed his eyes.


  A deafening explosion shook the building. The expanding fireball engulfed Baldwin, blowing him to pieces where he stood. The force of the explosion propelled Dixon and Bishop through the air. They struck the wall of the corridor across the apartment door. Windows shattered. The walls heaved. There was a crackling sound, and then entire area filled with thick black smoke. Then all was silent.


  The explosion did not seriously injure any of the three men, though Bishop did receive some minor burns on his back. All three also suffered from smoke inhalation but that was the extent of their injuries. They raced out of the building, climbed aboard a car, and fled into the night.


  * * *


  Dixon had succeeded in freeing Sydney from her mind control and she was back to her old self. Unlike Dominoe, she did not remember most of her actions while under the influence of Baldwin’s drug. In some respect, she was actually grateful for this.


  Dixon, Bishop, and Rook met Sydney and Dominoe at the airport where a private CATT jet awaited. This is where Sydney and Dominoe would part ways. The two female agents asked to be left alone to talk. Since Sydney did not have any of her regular clothes with her, Dominoe gave her one of her form-fitting black pantsuits. The two women were now dressed similarly, which added to the awkwardness of the moment.


  Sydney brushed away a loose strand of her brown hair. “Thanks for... rescuing me. And for everything else.”


  Dominoe nodded. "Anytime. You can really kick some ass.”


  Sydney flashed a weak smile, which accented the prominent dimples on her attractive face. “I think I’ve met my match.”


  “Don’t sell yourself short.”


  Sydney gave Dixon a side glance as he stood several meters away with Rook and Bishop. “Did anyone tell Dixon about SD-6?”


  Dominoe shook her head. “I don’t think so.”


  Sydney sighed with relief. “Thanks.”


  Dominoe nodded. A short pause followed as neither woman knew what to say next. There was much to be said, but they mutually decided to leave it at that.


  “I guess this is it then,” Sydney finally said.


  “Yeah. It’s been a blast.” Dominoe said flatly. “No pun intended.”


  “Do you think it’s wise if we... kept in touch?”


  Dominoe contemplated the question for a moment. “I don’t think so. Some day we might end up on opposite sides. I wouldn’t feel comfortable with that.”


  Sydney nodded in agreement. “Good luck then.” She exhaled and brushed away another strand of stray hair from her face. “Just remember that there’s more to life than taking down criminals and bad men. Take time out for yourself.”


  Dominoe nodded. “I’ll remember that. I hope you find the peace you’re looking for.”


  Sydney gave Dominoe a puzzled look. "What do you mean?"


  Dominoe stared into Sydney's eyes. "You're in pain. I can see it in your face."


  The two women exchanged a look of admiration. They had a new found respect for each other. Dominoe turned and walked away from the CIA double agent. “We’ll always have Belize,” she whispered.


  EPILOGUE


  Rook and Bishop sat on the living room couch before a fifty-two-inch big screen TV in Rook’s living room. Empty beer bottles and bags of potato chips littered the coffee table in front of them. The big screen TV was tuned to the Super Bowl, which had turned into a blowout with the Oakland Raiders on the short end. The Raiders gave up another touchdown.


  Rook groaned. “I can’t believe how bad the Raiders are playing. There goes fifty bucks.”


  “What’s up with Big T?” Bishop asked. “He’s got ten rushing yards. What the hell did he do? Party all week?”


  The doorbell rang.


  Rook stood and answered the door. He wasn’t expecting anyone and was completely surprised to find Dominoe standing outside his door. She was dressed in a pair of sexy cut off shorts and a tank top T-shirt with the Tampa Bay Buccaneer logo in the front. She carried an aluminum tray covered with foil paper.


  “Hi, Rook,” Dominoe said. “Am I too late for the game?”


  It took a moment for Rook to actually believe that Dominoe was standing outside his door, dressed in shorts and a football tank top. “Uh... no. Come in.”


  Dominoe stepped into the living room.


  Bishop sat up on the couch. “Dom, what are you doing here?”


  Dominoe shrugged. “I just thought I join you guys for the Super Bowl.”


  “That’s great,” Bishop said, still not buying it. “You’re wearing the winning colors there. Nice call.”


  Rook motioned to the tray Dominoe held. “What do you have there?”


  “Hope you boys are hungry. I brought some lasagna.”


  Rook and Bishop tensed.


  Dominoe noticed their expressions and smiled. “I picked it up on the way here at Taste of Italy.”


  Rook and Bishop relaxed.


  “Oh, okay.” Bishop said, exhaling. “Have a seat, Dom.”


  Dominoe sat on the couch between the two men. She made a mental note to straighten up the coffee table as she placed the lasagna down among the beer bottles. She focused on the game. “The Raiders are getting killed.”


  Bishop suddenly had a brilliant idea. It was amazing the things that popped into his head after six beers. “Since it’s a boring game let’s make it interesting,” Bishop said. “Every time the Buccaneers score, Dominoe takes off an article of clothing. If the Raiders score, then Rook and I take off something. Shoes don’t count. Deal?”


  Dominoe stared at Bishop, giving him a daring smile. “Deal.”


  Bishop’s heart skipped a beat. “Huh?”


  “Sounds like fun,” said Dominoe. “We’re all adults here, right?” She wasn’t kidding.


  “Right.” Rook said, dizzy with shock.


  The three friends proceeded to watch the Super Bowl, extremely interested in the game now. Dominoe had taken Sydney’s advice about taking time off for herself. Right now she wanted to share it with Rook and Bishop. They had done a great job in Belize and San Diego, and they deserved a reward.


  It was all part of the service.


  THEEND


  AUTHOR’S NOTE: Thanks to Trent Wolf for allowing me to use his great characters in my story. I’m just a player on his stage.


  DOMINOE: ROCK SOLID

  By J. Darksong


  Prologue by Trent Wolf


  South American countryside outside of Medellin, Columbia.


  In the expansive backyard of his hillside thirty-room mansion overlooking a plush valley, Arturo Cervantes relaxed in a large wicker chair wearing a soft white terry cloth robe. He was quietly reading the morning newspaper and eating breakfast at a table next to his huge swimming pool. A woman wearing sunglasses and dressed in retro sixties style clothes exited the rear of the house and walked up to him. She carried a small gun with a silencer casually at her side.


  Cervantes looked up at her calmly and smiled. “Good morning. I am having crepes. Would you care to join me?”


  Dominoe took a seat and smiled back at him. “Thank you. I’ll just have some strawberries if you don’t mind.”


  “Please help yourself.”


  Dominoe picked out a strawberry from a large silver bowl and dipped it in a side dish of pure whipped cream. Then she put it to her mouth to take a sensuous bite.


  Cervantes smirked at the obviously provocative way Dominoe puckered her lips, slid out her tongue to flick the cream off the strawberry and then swirl it around to lick all the cream off before she took a gentle bite.


  “I think my security is not as good as I thought it was,” Cervantes noted, turning his attention to his own breakfast.


  “Obviously,” Dominoe stated with no uncertainty. She had just rendered forty or so armed security men useless without breaking a sweat or wrinkling her chic pantsuit.


  “So, who sent you? The CIA or the DEA?”


  “Does it really matter, now?”


  Cervantes chuckled. “I suppose not.”


  “You’re very calm for someone who’s about to die.”


  “Actually, I am only surprised this has not happened already, senorita,” Cervantes smiled with a hint of sad resignation in his voice.


  Cervantes’ demeanor fascinated Dominoe. Here was one of the most powerful men in Columbia. The top drug lord with family ties to the current corrupt President. Arturo Cervantes was infected with the Savan virus via the gold watch he wore on his left wrist, which he was supposed to have passed on to the president but kept for himself. Under orders from the current US administration and passed along to CATT, Dominoe’s secret operation was twofold. Prevent any possible threat from his reaction to the virus and end the man’s life rather than allow him to escape extradition and imprisonment for the assassination of a DEA official as well as the previous Columbian president along with other incorruptible officials. If he were merely given the virus anti-serum and then turned over to law enforcement authorities in Columbia, who were certainly corrupt themselves, he would surely escape to kill again either with his paid assassins or his involvement with South America’s largest and most powerful drug cartel. Dominoe was curious and asked him “…And how do you feel?”


  “Actually, I feel very content. I am at peace,” Cervantes told her. “I have lived a long life. I have had my share of wealth and power. I have just had my morning swim and my favorite breakfast. Now I am looking at a beautiful woman eating strawberries with a mouth that could certainly make a grown man cry. I could not conceive of a better time to go.”


  Dominoe had to admire the man’s sense of realization. “Well then, I won’t keep you any further.”


  Without even bringing her firearm up to eye level, Dominoe merely turned the barrel in his direction and pulled the trigger. With a puffing thump from the silencer, Cervantes jerked in his seat. The headshot killed him instantly, mercifully. He slumped slightly in his chair as Dominoe was already up and moving around the table to take the watch from his wrist. After she did so, she sat Cervantes upright, keeping his head from lolling to one side. She dabbed the bit of blood seeping from his forehead wound and then very neatly folded his napkin and set it aside, along with straightening his silverware. After she was satisfied that everything was in its proper place, she headed back to the mansion.


  Dominoe entered the rear of the posh estate. It was still early and she had some time to kill before the appointed time when Rook and Bishop were going to pick her up in the CATT jet copter. She was still wired after single-handedly taking out the army of security men, so she decided to take the edge off with a hot bath in one of the huge upstairs sumptuous bathrooms. Once she stripped her perfect body of clothes and dipped into the steaming hot bubbles, the sleek CATT agent decided it was the perfect time for a quick masturbation session. She dipped her hand under the water and plunged her fingers between her supple thighs. Just when her fingers began to dance and she began to run through one of her favorite erotic fantasies, the tiny satellite phone in her clutch bag chirped.


  Flustered, Dominoe sat up in the tub and grabbed for the phone, aghast at all the soapy water splashed on the tile floor. “Yes?”


  “Davis here. Catch you at a bad time?”


  “Um, no.”


  “How did the meeting go?”


  “Very well,” Dominoe told him. “We had a nice breakfast meeting. The client was totally satisfied.”


  “Excellent.”


  “Any way you can send Rook and Bishop any earlier? I’m all ready to get out of here. The humidity here is doing terrible things to my hair.”


  Davis chuckled on the other end of the phone. “Ah, what a shame.”


  “It reminds me of Manila.”


  “Manila. Yes, the good old days,” Davis said, slightly distracted at the memory of a faraway place. “Anyway, here’s why I’m calling. You’re wish is about to come true. Rook and Bishop should already be there. I need you back here in Florida ASAP.”


  “Another Savan mission prepped and ready to go?” Dominoe asked, climbing out of the tub and peeking out the bathroom window, where she spied the CATT jet copter landing silently on the expanse of lawn outside.


  “We’ll discuss it when you get here.”


  Dominoe didn’t like the sound of Davis’ statement. She had the feeling she was about to go off on something other than a Savan mission. She sighed. “Well, then. See you in a bit.”


  Dominoe snapped her phone shut and hurriedly dressed. She didn’t like the idea of Rook coming inside to look for her and wonder what she was doing taking a hot bubble bath in a drug lord’s mansion. She took one look around before rushing out, distressed that she didn’t have time to clean up the water from the floor and put everything back in its proper place.


  * * *


  Ft. Lewis Military Prison, Washington.


  A solitary figure sat in his cell, staring idly at the walls before him. His once straw-colored hair had turned gray from his years of confinement, but he body was just as fit and strong at age fifty as it had been at age thirty. He leaned back to begin another set of sit-ups when the sound of footsteps approaching caught his ear.


  Hmmm. A few minutes earlier than normal. This must be the day.


  The man waited patiently as the footsteps slowly approached, drawing ever nearer. He sat perfectly still, staring straight ahead, seemingly oblivious, though his mind was working feverishly over every small detail. He’d been waiting nearly two years for this day. The day when he would once again be free.


  The footsteps halted right in front of his door. “Prisoner five-one-nine-six-three, Lieutenant Colonel James Atlas, sentenced to twenty years with hard labor.” The panel inside the door slid open and two faces glances inside. “They say Colonel Atlas was one really bad son of a bitch back in his day. He’s become a model prisoner now. Doesn’t talk much, doesn’t cause trouble, all he does is exercise, eat, sleep, and stare at the wall all day.”


  “Are all the prisoners as well behaved as him, sir?” the second soldier asked, betraying his newness on the job. Col. Atlas frowned, slightly, trying to recall where he had heard that voice before.


  “Hardly, Lieutenant, hardly,” the first soldier commented dryly. “I would suppose, being a colonel and all, he is used to being under discipline. Atlas has the particular distinction of being the only colonel being held here. I would guess its more shame or regret than anything else that keeps him in line.” The man snickered, amused, as the Colonel turned to face him. “What’s the matter, Colonel Atlas? Did I strike a nerve?”


  The soldier suddenly grunted, going wide eyed, as he slowly slid down the steel door onto the floor. The lieutenant held up the small bloody blade of a bayonet, wiping the blood carefully onto the dead soldier’s clothes. “No, sir,” he quipped, grinning down at his dead comrade, “I’m afraid I was the one that struck a nerve. And an artery or two as well, it appears.” Moments later, the door swung open, and the lieutenant stepped inside, dragging the corpse with him.


  “Nicely done, Jameson,” Col. Atlas nodded in approval, as he slipped out of his prison garb. “I take it everything is in place?”


  “Yes sir, Colonel,” Lt. Jameson answered, tossing the packed spare uniform over to his superior. “The satellite tracking module is here, as scheduled. Our guys managed to get assigned to the key stations, and we’ve even managed to secure a Harrier AV-88 for your escape. Colonel, the day you’ve prepared us for has finally arrived.”


  “Indeed,” Colonel Atlas said, straightening his uniform. He now appeared to be any one of the normal MP’s that worked on the base. James Atlas paused for a moment, once again tasting the sweetness of freedom. “Very well. Let’s go. The next cell check won’t be for half an hour, so we have time, but not much. I trust you know what you’re supposed to do Lieutenant?”


  Jameson nodded. “Of course, sir. Everything is ready. The package is loaded and waiting for you on the flight deck.”


  The two men left the cell, making their way through the base as if nothing was out of the ordinary. Colonel Atlas marveled slightly at the ease with which his grand escape was occurring. Ever since the Shadow Moses incident had occurred, he had known his days of command were numbered, and he’d planned accordingly.


  The world’s become too complacent, too settled in its ways for far too long, Atlas mused as he walked to the hangar. It’s time to shake things up again. The government will pay for using me as a scapegoat to cover their own dark deeds, and it’s only fitting that I use the very weapon they used to put me away as the tool for their downfall!


  C.A.T.T. HQ, Orlando FL.


  “Ah, good. Have a seat, Dominoe,” the section chief said, gesturing to the seat across from his own. “I’m afraid the Savan virus case will have to be put on hold for the moment, we’ve got a much more urgent crisis facing us.” He pushed a sealed manila folder across the table. “Tell me, Dominoe, have you ever heard the term… ‘Metal Gear’?”


  The beautiful tawny haired agent glanced at the folder in her hand before answering.

  “Just as much as every else, I suspect. It’s supposedly a weapon of mass destruction, a walking nuclear-equipped battle tank, capable of launching multiple warheads from conceivably any point on the globe. A few years ago, specs for a particular model, supposedly developed by the army, were distributed anonymously via the Internet, making Metal Gear public knowledge and accessible to anyone that cared to create it.” She brushed a lock of hair away from her face before continuing. “However, it turned out to be a hoax. The specs distributed didn’t work, or had too many missing components and design flaws. Gradually, the whole incident just faded into obscurity.”


  “Not any longer,” the chief replied, pointing at the folder. “I just got the official word myself a few hours ago. The file was sealed by the President himself, and besides you and I, only three other people in this administration even know it exists.”


  Curious, Dominoe broke the seal. The papers contained inside gave a very detailed account of a terrorist attack at a research base in Northern Alaska roughly two years ago. The data showed that several renegade members of a now defunct black-ops, special mission force known as FOXHOUND, seized control of the weapons R&D lab, planning to use the newly constructed Metal Gear REX for their purposes. Their efforts were foiled thanks to the interference of a single soldier, a specialist known only as ‘Solid Snake’, also a former member of FOXHOUND. During a grueling battle, the resilient soldier managed to destroy REX single-handedly, armed only with a small portable missile launcher.


  Dominoe frowned. “Solid Snake? FOXHOUND? Metal Gear? Sir, this all sounds like something out of a video game! How on earth could something like this go on without our organization knowing about it?”


  Chief Davis frowned, and his cheeks showed a bit of color. “Yes, well, CATT is a secret organization, whose existence is known only to the very top levels of the government.

  Apparently FOXHOUND was another such organization, unknown to anyone except the President, the Secretary of Defense, and the Director of National Security. That being the case, they were able to suppress the truth about what really happened at Shadow Moses.” He sighed softly. “A damned case of the government’s right hand not knowing what its left hand was doing. But… that’s neither here nor there. FOXHOUND was disbanded after Shadow Moses, and the data on Metal Gear REX that was distributed on the Internet turned out to be inaccurate, or more likely, incomplete. The crisis was thought to be over, so the President ordered the file sealed, and eventually, everyone forgot about it. Until now, that is.”


  Dominoe flipped through the file folder in front of her. “Three days ago, Lt. Col. James Atlas killed several MPs and escaped from Fort Lewis Military Prison. It says Atlas was the former commander of FOXHOUND just before Shadow Moses, and was arrested right before the coup took place.”


  Davis nodded. “His escape was perfectly timed. The base had just received a new satellite relay control device for testing. Colonel Atlas took it with him when he made good his escape. I’d be willing to bet he was waiting for its arrival before making the attempt. That is what makes this mission so vital, Dominoe.”


  “I don’t understand, Chief.”


  The section chief sighed and handed Dominoe as second folder. “Remember what I said about the government’s right hand not knowing what it’s left was doing? Well, apparently, the other branches of the military have been working on their own version of Metal Gear, secretly, in the past two years following Shadow Moses. The Army, Navy, and Marines are all working on their own Metal Gears based loosely on the specs obtained during that incident. Metal Gear REX was designed to be invincible, the ultimate weapon, but it had one minor flaw. The cockpit and internal systems were all self-contained, so to operate it, a pilot depended on the data coming from the sensor array to see. The component Col. Atlas stole was a new liquid cell microwave communication device.”


  Dominoe’s expression grew grim. “Liquid cell, hmm? I see… that would make it virtually impervious to jamming by electromagnetic interference.”


  “Exactly,” Davis continued. “Imagine Metal Gear equipped with such a communications device. With its armament, and its ability to transverse nearly any type of landscape, it would be unbeatable. By linking to any number of satellites, it could fire nuclear warheads from any spot on earth, with deadly accuracy. We must retrieve that sensory array with all costs! The security and welfare of the entire world depends on it!”


  Bender’s Roadhouse Bar & Grill, Manhattan New York


  “I’ll have a Long Island Ice Tea,” a tall spindle-legged man said, glancing warily around bar. A heavy metal band was performing on stage, necessitating the need to shout just to be heard. Despite being dressed in a black t-shirt and a pair of ripped blue jeans, the man seemed woefully out of place. Taking the offered drink, he gratefully made his way across the crowded room, to a corner booth, where a lone man, dressed in a black leather jacket and a bandana, sat drinking a whiskey tonic. He sighed deeply. “Next time, I get to pick the rendezvous point,” he mumbled.


  The man sized up the newcomer with amusement, and drained the rest of his drink before replying. “Nice costume, Otacon,” he said dryly. “Is it Halloween already?”


  “Ha ha,” Dr. Emmerich replied, sliding in across from his partner. “You’re a funny man, Snake. If you ever decide to quit black ops, you could make a living doing stand-up.” He took out a large manila envelope from inside his shirt and passed it to his partner. “I intercepted this from Fort Lewis a few hours ago, Snake. Looks pretty bad.”


  All business now, the man code named Solid Snake examined the envelope’s contents. “Hmm. Colonel James Atlas, former second-in-command to our old friend General Trautman. A pity Atlas was locked up behind bars instead of biting a bullet like

  Trautman. Would have saved everyone a lot of trouble.”


  Otacon leaned forward, whispering, but loud enough to be heard over the heavy metal music. “Three days ago, at exactly 3:35 PM, Pacific Standard Time, Colonel Atlas escaped from Fort Lewis military prison. Several men were killed in the escape, which seems to have been an inside job. Even worse, he took with him the new experimental ZRO-07 Satellite Relay control processor that the military’s been working on. It’s a new type of liquid semi-conducting material, supposedly immune to electromagnetic pulse radiation. Col. Atlas managed to escape with the prototype chip. Last known satellite surveillance placed him somewhere off the coast of Australia.”


  Snake frowned. “The ZRO-07? That sounds vaguely familiar. Wasn’t that one of ArmsTech’s little pet projects?”


  Dr. Emmerich sighed. “Yeah. Back then we all had specific projects we were developing for ArmsTech. My department was over the Metal Gear Rex project, but I remember seeing a memo about the ZRO-07. Snake, the only weakness with MG Rex was the sensor array. You were able to destroy Rex by taking out the sensor, then hitting the cockpit once the pilot opened it up to see. With the ZRO-07 linked to Rex’s systems, there would be no way to jam the sensors… no way to knock out the array.”


  “Shit,” Snake growled softly under his breath. “That prototype chip would make a nearly indestructible weapon like Rex into an invincible fighting machine! And Atlas was in on the whole Shadow Moses incident! This can’t be a coincidence.”


  “So, you’re going after him, Snake?”


  The former FOXHOUND operative sighed deeply. “Looks like I have no choice, Otacon. Not that I ever really do. Yeah, I’m going after him. We’d better get back to Philanthropy’s main headquarters and get prepared for this. I’m going to need to be well briefed before I go in. I want to know where Atlas is heading, what I’ll be up against, who he has working for him. And I want to know what the government is doing about this, what organization is handling this, and who they’re sending in after the Colonel.”


  Otacon drained his drink, sputtering slightly from the burn of the alcohol. “Whoa! That.

  (WHEEZE) That… that was some kind of iced tea…. (COUGH) Whew!”


  Snake merely shook his head and got to his feet. “Check in with me in two hours. I’ll see about getting some supplies.” He slipped into the thick crowd of people, and disappeared.


  Research Station Omega, Australia Outback.


  Colonel James Atlas exited the Harrier, glancing around at the assembled soldiers before him. His XO, Captain Janice Adams, called the men to attention, and saluted him sharply.

  “A pleasure to see you again, Colonel,” she said crisply, falling in step beside him as he made his way towards the command bunker. “I think you’ll find everything is in readiness. I see you managed to obtain the component,” she added, gesturing to the package nestled tightly under his arm.


  James nodded stiffly. “I have. I think the research boys should find this little do-hickey is just what they need to get the system up and running. How long to from installation, to firing of the first round?”


  The Captain paused, thinking. “With a complete systems check and diagnostic to ensure the device actually works, I’d estimate six hours. By then we expect to have confirmation on the launch codes—-“


  Colonel Atlas jerked to a halt, turning to face the female captain. “You EXPECT to have the codes by then? Captain, I thought you said that everything was in readiness. We’re going to look mighty foolish making demands of the United Nations if we don’t have the codes to launch the nuclear warheads! Explain yourself.”


  Captain Andrews took it all in stride. “We’ve obtained the codes already, Colonel. Or rather, our operative had obtained the codes. FOXHOUND member ‘Midnight Owl’ managed to infiltrate the Pentagon and copy the launch codes to disc. We’re only awaiting his arrival. Last contact was just outside Alice Springs. He should be here in little more than two hours.”


  “Midnight, eh?” Atlas mused. “Well, you FOXHOUND members were always the very best at your chosen profession. Very well. We’ll proceed as scheduled. I’m going to give the camp a once-over before bedding down. Have someone alert me as soon as the final preparations have been taken care of.” He turned towards the command bunker, and then paused.


  “Something wrong, sir?” Captain Andrews asked.


  James glanced around. “No one’s around at the moment, Janice,” he said huskily. “It’s been two years. I think we can drop some of that formality now.”


  The redhead smiled, and ran to his position, wrapping her arms around him. “Gladly, sir.

  I was afraid… well, I was hoping you hadn’t forgotten about me, being locked up in that hole for so long.”


  Colonel Atlas chuckled, crushing the female Marine tightly against himself. “Are you serious? You were practically all I thought about while I was locked up. You… and this project.” He sighed softly, releasing her. “Speaking of which, how about the men? I counted several hundred troops on parade for my arrival. I trust you, and I trust out FOXHOUND team. The rest of these people… how well can we trust them to follow orders?”


  “Implicitly, Colonel,” Janice replied. “Doc and I made certain of that. The combination of her special chemicals, her knowledge of psychology, and my own talents with hypnosis made an unbeatable combination. All of the soldier here have been completely brainwashed into blind loyalty.” Her eyes narrowed, and her expression grew hard. “This time, my love, no one will betray us from within.”


  James kissed his lover deeply. “If you say so, then I’m satisfied. Come on, let us return to the bunker. We have a little catching up to do.”


  * * *


  Dominoe knelt down low behind the sparse desert shrubbery. Her breath was short, but calm and rhythmic, and though her black stealth suit was damp with perspiration, it was clean and spotless despite the dust. The CATT chopper had dropped her off a few miles northwest of Alice Springs, as close to the campsite as they dared approach. She’d had to run the remaining distance on foot. Luckily, dusk had fallen, saving her at least from the stifling Australian sun. Now she sat just outside the perimeter gate of the compound, a little winded, but no worse the wear.


  Taking a small pair of wire cutters from the hidden pocket of her suit, she began cutting a doorway. Moments later she was through, placing a metal bonding agent against the severed links, sealing up the breech. It would harden and dry long before the sentry making the rounds passed back along this position. Satisfied, Dominoe crept along the fence, moving behind a large rock. She lightly tapped the small communicator contained in her necklace.


  “This is Dominoe,” she whispered softly. “I’m inside the perimeter. What’s the latest word from Colonel Atlas?”


  Rook’s voice came through the receiver. “Looks serious, Dom,” he replied gravely. “He sent a call via satellite to the White House just under two hours ago. He’s threatening to launch ten warheads at ten major cities unless we pay him with ten billion dollars.”


  The sexy agent whistled appreciatively. “Quite a chunk of cash. Can he do what he claims?”


  “It appears so. The Pentagon was hit twelve hours ago by a man we now believe to be a member of FOXHOUND, a master of disguise known only as ‘Midnight Owl’. He managed to escape with a copy of all the US’s nuclear launch codes. Our people lost track of him somewhere in Indonesia. It’s a sure bet he’s making a beeline to that camp in Australia.” Rook sighed. “Midnight Owl. Nitro Hyena. Gypsy Moth. Doc Tarantula. And their commander, Colonel James Atlas. FOXHOUND operatives are some of the best-trained soldiers in the entire world, Dom, on par with CATT. Don’t take these guys too lightly.”


  “Believe me, I won’t,” Dominoe commented dryly. A flash of light caught her attention. “Hold on a sec. Looks like someone’s arriving.” Several yards away, a transport truck pulled up to the main gate. Removing a small pair of stylish sunglasses from another hidden pocket, Dominoe placed them on, and adjusted the small knob inside the right handle. The sights telescoped slightly, giving Dominoe a closer view of the truck, and its passengers. Another click, activating the night vision, and Dominoe got a clear and unobstructed view of the driver. She smiled slightly; why did all the psychotic killers and evil terrorists have to look so damn hot?


  “What have you got, Dom?” Rook asked, anxiety coming in over the transmission.


  Dominoe chewed her lip. “The visitor was definitely expected,” she whispered, watching the activity at the front gate. “An important one, by the looks of it. I haven’t seen men scramble like that in quite a while,” she said with amusement. Then, a glint of metal caught her eye, and her expression grew grim. “Hold it, Rook. Trouble. I think I can say without doubt that our visitor is FOXHOUND agent, Midnight Owl.”


  “How? None of our people have ever gotten close enough to see his real face? How do you know it’s him?”


  “Because,” she said tersely, “he’s got the disc with him. He just handed over the nuclear launch codes to the enemy.”


  “Shit!” Rook growled. “Okay, Dominoe, let’s go over it one more time. Atlas had given the government three hours to transfer the money to his Swiss bank account before he fires. That means you have three hours to take him out. You’ve got three mission objectives: one, stop the launch at all costs; two, take down Colonel James Atlas and his renegades; and three, destroy his ultimate weapon, Metal Gear Rex.”


  “Roger that, Rook,” Dominoe said, preparing to make her way inside. “I’ll contact you later when I have something. Over and out.” Three hours to do all this? she thought to herself. Sure. No problem. What should I do with the remaining two hours and fifty-five minutes?


  “Freeze!”


  A harsh voice behind her brought Dominoe to a halt. Her senses sharpened as she took in the whole picture. A sentry, approximately two feet behind her, holding what felt like a standard five-five-sixer against the small of her back. A fairly heavy piece of hardware, easily held and handled with two hands, but rather unwieldy to aim and fire one handed. She slowly straightened up, and raised her hands in the air.


  “You’re early,” she said softly, planning her next move carefully. “By your route, you shouldn’t have passed this spot for another two minutes.”


  “Shut up,” the man said, grabbing for the radio at his belt. Dominoe struck like lightning, dropping her head and chest down, kicking upwards as she went, catching the guard smartly underneath his chin. The gun and radio clattered to the ground as the guard, stunned from the blow, stumbled backwards. Dom spun around, swinging a fist, catching the man in his exposed windpipe, crushing it, sending the soldier down to his knees, gasping. Dom finished him with a final sharp crack against the temple, and the man dropped like a stone to the ground.


  The entire procedure had taken less than five seconds. Dominoe grabbed the man by his boots and dragged him behind the stone, out of sight. Then, spying the man’s boots, she quickly untied them, and retied them perfectly, before making her way across the compound.


  Several brick and mortar structures littered the area. Dominoe crept around carefully, watchful for more sentries. It was incredible that such a structure could have been constructed in secret, and that a base as large as this one could have remained hidden from the Australian government, and the US spy satellites. Exploring the buildings closely, Dominoe now saw just how such a thing was possible. The building materials had been constructed of the same kind of earth and stones that littered the entire Outback. From space, they no doubt appeared as part of the landscape. Furthermore, the roof of each building was covered with a special heat reflective metal alloy, which helped block the desert sun, but also blinded the satellites’ heat detecting sensors.


  Impressive, Dominoe mused as she made her way to the largest of the structures. An operation like this must have taken a lot of forethought and planning. If the file on Shadow Moses was accurate, the plans for this base must have been in the works even before the revolt in Alaska.


  Her musings were cut short as she was forced to hide. A group of seven soldiers were heading across her path. Ducking behind the side of a building, she was just close enough to overhear their conversation.


  “…a very good job, Midnight,” Colonel Atlas was saying to the tall dark haired man. “Those codes will make it possible to carry out our threat, should the government fail to give in to my demands. Excellent work, soldier.”


  “Thank you, sir,” Midnight Owl replied, bowing slightly. “Wasn’t easy slipping in and out of the Pentagon, but I specialize in the hard jobs. So, you think the government is going to pay up?”


  “Not very likely,” a willowy raven-haired woman in a long white lab coat replied. “The

  United State never gives in to terrorism, not unless you show them you really mean business… and even then they’ll try and send in the troops to take you out while they stall.” She sighed deeply. “Still, this time, they know exactly what the ‘terrorists’ are capable of, since we’re holding them hostage with their own secret weapon. I think they’ll take us seriously.”


  “I hope so, Doc,” Captain Adams replied. “It would be a shame to have to nuke the US.

  After all, our problem is with those damn crooked politicians, and the military hierarchy, not the population at large.”


  “I know, Captain,” Atlas commented, shaking his head. “Still, I intend to follow through if they don’t come across with the money. The government tries to come off squeaky clean, covering up its mistakes, shifting the blame when it can’t cover them up, anything to keep the common citizen from knowing what is really going on. Well, let’s see if they can cover up the total destruction of a few major cities!”


  Damn, Dominoe cursed softly. The man is insane. He’ll kill millions without any hesitation if I don’t stop him. Damn. Too many of them to fight off right now. I’ll have to bide my time, and look for an opening—-


  A squeak sounded, followed by a muffled series of words. A large heavy-set man standing to the left of Colonel Atlas placed his radio to his ear, and frowned. Then cursed loudly. “Colonel Atlas, it looks like we may have a situation here. One of the sentries was late reporting in. A man found him, dumped behind a large rock, unconscious.

  We have an intruder on the base.”


  The Colonel merely nodded. “Very well. I assumed they’d send in one of their operatives sooner or later. Have the men conduct a thorough search of the area. Hyena, I want you and Midnight Owl to supervise the search personally. Doc, head back and prepare sickbay. We may need your services soon enough. Captain Adams, you’re with me.” He turned to the two low ranked soldiers trailing behind them. He handed one of them a slender silver disc that Dominoe recognized immediately as the nuclear launch codes. “You two, take this to OPS and have the codes loaded. I want to be able to launch the instant the three-hour time limit expires. Okay, people. MOVE!”


  Dominoe waited until the terrorists departed before stepping out of the shadows. Time was quickly running out. The deadline was creeping steadily closer, and the entire base was on alert, searching for her. She had to act fast.


  Dropping stealth for speed, the sexy super agent sprinted after the two soldiers carrying the stolen disc. Ten yards from intercepting them, one of them heard her and turned. “Intruder!” he yelled, firing his automatic rifle at the advancing figure. Dominoe saw it coming, had expected it from the second he began turning towards her, and checked her approach. Still moving forward, she dropped into a roll, ducking down just under the deadly shower of bullets.


  Five more feet. Four. Two. The second soldier, alerted to the danger, had brought his weapon to bear on the CATT agent as well, adjusting for her new position. Luck was with Dominoe, however, as the second soldier’s gun jammed, refusing to fire. The first soldier, still holding the disc in one hand, grunted, dropped the barrel of his weapon slightly, and prepared to fire again. But too late. Dominoe had closed the distance, and lashing out with a shapely muscular leg, brought the two soldiers off their feet. Then went down even as she flipped upwards, back on her feet. Two well-placed kicks to the head sent them both to dreamland.


  Dominoe retrieved the disc, and picked up one of the men’s guns. There. Armed. Now I just need to get out of here before reinforcements arrive.


  “There! He’s over there! Stop him!”


  Dominoe sprinted away, as a score of guns began firing on her position. Taking refuge behind a barrel, she fired back, causing the soldiers to scatter for cover. She glanced left and right, seeking an avenue for escape. Soldiers were heading towards her position from every direction; within minutes she’d be completely surrounded. Or, almost. Glancing up again, she noticed that no men were coming in from the route behind and to the left.

  Staying low to the ground, Dominoe beat a hasty retreat along the open path, firing sporadic rounds to keep her pursuers away.


  It’s probably a trap, she thought grimly, making her way towards the far off fence, and freedom on the other side of it. Why else leave me a clear path to run to? It’s definitely a trap. Still, if I can keep them off me just a bit longer, just long enough to destroy this damn disc, then they won’t be able to launch the warheads.


  A loud deafening explosion just behind her knocked Dominoe off her feet. Glancing back, she saw the smoking remains of a soldier that had been chasing her. Land mines! Wide-eyed, Dominoe slipped on sunglasses and switched to the thermal infrared sensor. With dread she saw that she was surrounded on all sides by landmines. Indeed, one lay inches away from her left hand.


  “Hold it!” Colonel Atlas yelled out, as roughly fifty soldiers took aim on Dominoe’s position. “You’re not going anywhere, friend. You have something that belongs to me, and I want it back.”


  Dominoe held up the disc for all to see. “I don’t think so, Colonel. I think I’m going to make my way through this little minefield and over the fence, and you and your men are going to watch. If you shoot, I’ll no doubt fall over onto a mine and blow myself, AND your precious disc into a million pieces. And I don’t think we want that.”


  “She’s right, men,” Colonel Atlas grimaced. “Hold your fire… for the moment.” He turned his attention back to Dominoe. “So, they sent in a woman this time. A very beautiful and very skilled woman. You’re not FOXHOUND… not CIA, not MIA… you must be CATT. Tell me, my dear, would your name happen to be… Dominoe?”


  Dominoe’s eyes narrowed. “I see you’re rather well informed for someone that’s been behind bars for the past three years, Colonel.”


  “Yes, my dear,” Colonel Atlas said, unbuttoning the center button of his uniform. “VERY well informed. I was in military intelligence for a long time, and you keep all the same contacts, even when you’re not longer practicing. You’ve put away a lot of my former enemies… and few of my former friends as well.” He turned his hat slightly off center, and lifted the collar of his shirt. “Tell me, my dear, are you feeling okay? You look a little green around the gills.”


  Indeed, Dominoe was feeling slightly ill. Colonel Atlas knew just what buttons to push with her, and he was pushing them all. Her normal calm reserve was nearly shattered, and sweat was beginning to trickle down the length of her brow. Her obsessive-compulsive nature pricked and pinched her nerves with the need to scream, to run over and fix the disorder Colonel Atlas was causing in his uniform.


  NO! DAMN IT! Dominoe told herself. Just block it out. Just ignore it. Have to stay focused. I can’t let him distract me this way!


  “So, you have nothing to say?” Colonel Atlas chided, taking in the agent’s obvious distress. “Alright then. I guess it won’t bother you if I do… this…” he said, bending down. He carefully tugged the end of his bootlaces, until the bow was nearly undone, watching

  Dominoe’s face the entire time. Her fists were clenched tight, and her entire body, sleek and supple, was taut with barely contained tension.


  A small surge of pain made Dominoe gasp. Glancing down, she spied a small dart sticking out of her left thigh. Several feet away, she saw the young dark haired woman in the white lab coat holding a high-powered tranquilizer rifle. Suddenly, Dominoe felt strange, somewhat giddy, not dizzy or tired as usual when being drugged. Her leg began to tingle slightly, a sensation which quickly spread throughout her body. Whatever was happening to her, it was happening fast. She raised her hand, preparing to toss the disc.


  “Hold it right there, Dominoe,” Atlas yelled, stepping forward. “It’s over now. Just relax and calm yourself. The dart you were just shot with was filled with a quick acting toxin, a special little formula invented by Doc Tarantula. By now, all the major muscles in your body are numb, leaving you effectively paralyzed. In fact, I doubt you’re even capable of moving your wrist enough to drop that CD, let alone throw it anywhere.” With horror, the

  CATT agent found the Colonel to be right; except for her eyes, she couldn’t move a muscle. “Okay men, move in,” Atlas ordered. “But be careful with her. I don’t want her hurt just yet. She might come in useful in helping with the negotiations.”


  Dominoe struggled as much as her paralyzed body could manage, but to no avail. The men lifted her prone body from the minefield, retrieving the disc from her stiff lifeless fingers. She suffered further humiliation as the soldiers purposely pawed over her, taking great delight in feeling up the captured spy. One man brought the disc to Colonel Atlas, who nodded in satisfaction.


  “Well, my dear, you managed to inconvenience us a bit, but in the end, it was all for nothing,” Captain Adams sneered. “Frankly, I would have expected more from an agent of CATT. I guess your reputation was just smoke, agent Dominoe. Have her taken to the medical lab for… interrogation.”


  Eyes red with rage, Dominoe merely glared at the XO as she was hauled away. She felt the sting of humiliation, knowing she had bested. Somehow, some way, she had to get free. She had to escape and prevent the launch from taking place. She only hoped that the serum keeping her paralyzed would wear off before the remaining two hours expired.


  * * *


  Watching the soldiers carry off the captured agent, Midnight Owl turned to his commander. “Sir, I don’t think this is a good idea,” he stated flatly. “That woman is an agent of CATT. They are notorious for getting the job done against all odds. They are as well trained as we are… probably even more so, considering that their agency was built from FOXHOUND’s training methods. Letting Doc and the Captain ‘play’ with her could be dangerous.” He gestured to the fence, less than twelve feet away. “She came close to escaping with the launch codes once already. It was sheer luck that we caught her when we did.”


  Atlas frowned. “That’s true enough. What do you suggest we do? Kill her outright?”


  Owl shook his head. “No. You’re right that she will be more useful to us alive than dead.

  But I think maybe I should go over to the med lab as well… kinda keep a discreet eye on things.” He glanced sidelong at the Colonel and crossed his arms. “You know better than anyone just how carried away Doc and the Captain can get when they’re… ahem… breaking in’ new personnel.”


  Atlas growled softly, grabbing the soldier by his neck, lifting the tall stocky man several feet off the ground. “Mind your tongue, Owl,” he said with clenched teeth. “The Captain and I have an understanding. She’s my most valued soldier, and I trust her a hundred times more than I trust you. If she chooses to have a little fun with this Dominoe, then so be it! It’s no concern of yours!” He released the man, who fell to his knees, gasping for breath. The Colonel turned to walk back to the main bunker. “Feel free to keep an eye on our prisoner,” he added, “if it will put your mind at ease. Just make sure you don’t disrupt the Captain’s interrogation.”


  Midnight Owl nodded idly, rubbing his throat. Things were getting seriously out of hand.

  Turning towards the infirmary, he made up his mind. He would keep an eye on things. But he planned to do more than just watch. Much more.


  Research Base Omega, Bunker 5: Infirmary


  Dominoe groaned softly, opening her eyes. Her limbs were loose and disjointed, but the feeling was slowly returning. She’d felt the serum weakening when they’d brought her into the building. Taking advantage of a momentary distraction, she’d fought against the guards, snapping the neck of one, disabling the second with a knee to the groin. Before she could get far, however, a third soldier had grabbed her from behind, slamming the butt of his gun into the back of her head.


  Checking her surroundings, she found herself bound to a large raised bed, her hands and feet trapped by steel manacles. She was nude, her black bodysuit lying discarded on the floor, ripped to tatters. She’d been trained to suppress her fear in bad situations; the combination of her CATT training and her genetic alterations had conditioned her to transmute her fear into arousal, such that the worse the situation she found herself in, the wetter she became. Her thighs were already slick with worry at her current situation, and cool air had little to do with the hardness of her nipples.


  “Nice to see you’ve come around,” a female voice remarked. The dark haired woman referred to as ‘Doc’ emerged from a small door on Dominoe’s right, holding something behind her back. “Captain Adams will be here momentarily to help me with your… interrogation, but I wanted the chance to spend some private time alone with you.” The willowy woman smiled, licking her lips. “I must say that I’ve never met a more lovely woman. You are absolutely perfect.” She traced a fingertip gently along the captured agent’s bare left thigh, raising goose bumps. “But then again,” the doctor added, smirking, “I suppose you were created to be that way.”


  She took out a small folder from behind her back, holding it up to Dominoe’s face. “As soon as we identified you, I had my lab boys pull up your official file. Very impressive. A super soldier, created from the genetic essence of two of the greatest secret agents that ever lived, and improved with genetic engineering.” She ran another long slender digit along Dominoe’s flesh, this time slightly higher, grazing the lovely woman’s hip ever so slightly. “Really fascinating. FOXHOUND is composed of soldiers, schooled in various forms of espionage training, and enhanced slightly with gene therapy. I guess you could say we’re both alike in a lot of ways.”


  “I’m nothing like you,” Dominoe replied coldly. “What you and your people are planning to do is barbaric. I admit our government has its problems, but nuking ten cities isn’t the way to go about changing it.”


  Doc laughed softly. “Just the kind of self-righteous drivel I’d expect coming from a government lapdog. I actually thought the way you did, once. Back before Shadow Moses. If that incident taught me anything, it taught me that you could kill hundreds, thousands, even millions of people, and then shift the blame, get away with murder, if you have the resources to make it happen. The Secretary of Defense was in charge of the entire operation, playing both sides of the board against each other, like chess pieces, and in the end, what happened? He was asked to step down, and the entire incident was covered up.”


  “So, you choose to inform the masses by blowing them to bits?” Dominoe countered. “Where’s the logic in that? We have a way of getting undesirables out of office without killing people. It’s called voting. You may have heard of it.”


  Doc’s eyes narrowed. “A beautiful body,” she replied, running her fingers lightly over the bound woman’s waist, tickling her panty line slightly. “Too bad it comes with a viper’s tongue. But no matter,” she said, taking a large hypodermic needle from her coat pocket.

  “I think we can dull that sharp little tongue of yours a bit. Soon, you’ll change your view of what we’re doing here. In fact,” she said, as Dominoe tensed up, “I’m quite certain you’ll soon be happy to help us in any way you can.”


  The needle came closer. Dominoe closed her eyes, summoning all her strength and willpower, preparing to fight the effects of whatever mind doping serum she was about to be injected with. Strangely, the pinprick never came. A sound startled her into opening her eyes. The room was dark, nearly pitch black, but she could sense someone… no, TWO someone’s, moving around in the darkness. A sharp crack like breaking glass sounded a few minutes later, followed by a harsh, dull-sounding thwack, the sound of someone being punched. Seconds later a loud thud of someone hitting the ground.


  Not knowing what was going on, but grateful for the unexpected reprieve, Dominoe wriggled her wrists, dropping the subtle examination she’d been performing all along. Grunting, she succeeded in slipping one wrist free, and then another, before moving to unlock her ankles. Her eyes quickly adjusted to the darkness, as she made her way carefully towards the door, wary for the second intruder she’d heard struggling with Doc Tarantula. She reached the door unmolested, however, and listening closely for sounds of pursuit or alarm, she exited the lab.


  And nearly ran headfirst into a soldier.


  “You?!?” Midnight Owl cried in surprise, backing up a step. “You’re free? How in the world…”


  Dominoe replied instinctively, taking advantage of his surprise, lashing out with a kick. She moved fast, but the soldier moved even faster, throwing up an arm to block at the last second. The CATT operative and the FOXHOUND soldier fought, a delicately choreographed ballet of martial arts, in a fast flurry of kicks, sweeps, and punches. Finally, Owl managed to get his hands on hers, and drove her back into the wall, pinning her.


  “Will you STOP for a second, damn you!” he growled, breathing hard. “I’m not your enemy! I’m trying to help you!”


  Dominoe stopped struggling, frowning in suspicion. “Trying to help me?” she said slowly. “Why the sudden generosity? It was you who raised the alarm when I took out those two men and stole the disc containing the launch codes. Why would a member of FOXHOUND help me out?”


  The man sighed deeply. “Former member of FOXHOUND, actually. I’m not Midnight Owl. I intercepted him in Indonesia, and took his place. The man’s a master of disguise, so I figured he’d be my best shot at infiltrating this camp without being noticed.” He released her wrists. “Of course, I suppose I could have chosen YOUR method as well… cutting my way in through the fence.”


  Dominoe raised an eyebrow. “How did you know that I came in through a hole in the fence?”


  “Because I saw you,” the man replied, slipping off his jacket, handing it to the CATT agent. “Here. Must be cold standing there wearing nothing at all… though I personally appreciate the view.” Blushing slightly, Dominoe remembered her state of undress, and took the jacket gratefully. “When I saw you slip inside, I knew what you were after. I couldn’t let you steal that disc just yet. I needed Colonel Atlas to download the codes.”


  “That’s the last thing I want,” Dominoe exclaimed. “Do you want him to nuke the United States?”


  The man shook his head. “No, of course not. That disc doesn’t contain launch codes. It contains a special little virus my friend cooked up. When they try to read that disc, it will crash the entire system. Even without the codes to fire a nuke, Metal Gear Rex is too powerful a weapon to be allowed to exist. I’ve fought it before… believe me, its much easier to try and destroy it’s computer systems with a virus than to try destroying it in a one-on-one fight.”


  Dominoe gasped. “You… you faced Metal Gear… Who are you? What is your name?”


  The man chuckled dryly. “I’m like you, ‘Dominoe’. I have no name. Besides, we can save the formal introductions for later. We’ve got to get out of here before Captain Adams or Colonel Atlas decide to pay a visit.”


  “You’re Solid Snake, aren’t you?”


  “I’ve been called that before, yeah. Come on, we gotta get out of here.” He glanced at her again. “You might want to finish dressing first, though.”


  “That won’t be necessary,” Captain Adams replied, as she and the sixteen soldiers with her cocked their rifles. Dominoe and Snake glanced at each other, and slowly raised their hands. “So, my premonition was right after all,” the Captain mused. “I was right in asking the Colonel not to load that disc just yet.”


  Dominoe frowned. “Premonition? What premonition?”


  “She’s a member of FOXHOUND, too,” Snake commented. “She’s Gypsy Moth.

  She’s supposedly a gifted precog, gifted with brief but vivid flashes of the future. I was hoping that we could slip in and out too fast for anyone to respond, even if we were discovered, but looks like she saw it coming. Sorry kid.”


  Janice Adams, AKA, Gypsy Moth, walked forward and looked the pair of intruders up and down. “Well, well, well. Imagine this. The infamous Dominoe and the legendary Solid Snake, together in the same building. The two best operatives the US has, caught in our little trap.” She glanced from one to the other, finally stopping before Dominoe.


  “I’m glad we caught you before you escaped again,” she purred softly. “Alice and I were so looking forward to playing with you for a while. I usually prefer to handle the men, and let her tend to the females…” she said, sliding Snake’s jacket off the CATT agent’s shoulders, “but I have to agree with her this time. Playing with your sexy little body will be a treat.”


  “What do you want us to do with him, Captain?” one of the soldiers grunted, gesturing towards Snake.


  Gypsy considered. “Take him to the Colonel. They’re old friends. I’m sure the commander can keep our guest occupied while we tend to his female companion.” She laughed with pleasure as her men carried off an angry, struggling Solid Snake. “My, my, what spirit,” she replied. I’m sure the Colonel will get a real workout with him.” She smiled at Dominoe, covered on both sides with machine guns. “In the meantime, let’s attend to you. Men, bring her back to the lab and strap her back down.”


  Command Bunker, Research Station Omega.


  “You know, Snake,” Colonel Atlas said idly, “I never thought I’d see you again. I’d heard you died in the aftermath of Shadow Moses, that you, that girl, and that technician had all been fried to a crisp when the facility blew. Imagine my surprise when Captain Adams contacts me and tells me that FOXHOUND member Midnight Owl is actually FOXHOUND member Solid Snake!”


  He walked over to his prisoner, bound heavily to a raised metal slab by steel manacles.

  “They did a good job on your face,” he said, holding up the latex mask that had covered the operative’s face moments ago. “Good quality work,” he commented, tossing the false face to the floor. “You had me completely fooled. Of course, it wasn’t hard to pretend to be someone who is always pretending to be someone else. Still, your plan was foolproof.”


  “Apparently not,” Snake mumbled, “by the current circumstances.”


  “Ah, well, that wasn’t anything you could have anticipated,” Atlas replied, walking over to a large computer control panel. “Just bad luck, old friend. The cards were against you this time. That’s one reason why I have Captain Adams on my team. Gypsy Moth tends to help stack the deck in our favor.” He turned a few knobs, and the huge generator in the corner hummed to life. “It’s too bad we’re on opposite sides of the battlefield, Snake,” he said with real regret. “I’ve always liked you, admired you. You were the very best member FOXHOUND ever had.”


  Snake struggled with his bindings. “Too bad I can’t say the same for you, Colonel,” he retorted. “You were always a greedy, sadistic sonofabitch. The day Roy Campbell took over command of FOXHOUND and had you reassigned was a red-letter day for the outfit. I only wish we’d known back then that you’d weasel your way back up the chain of command to be involved with the Metal Gear project. At least they managed to take you down before you could join your friends on Shadow Moses for the revolt.”


  Atlas merely chuckled. “Yes, but look at me now, Snake. Right now, YOU are the one in captivity, and I’m back on top, running the show. So you see, it all evens out in the end.”

  He flipped a few more switches, and then walked around in front of Snake. “Now then, Snake. Let’s you and I have a little chat. I want to know who you’re working with, and what the government intends to do if they don’t hear from after your next check in.”


  Glancing up at the consoles, and the machinery inhabiting the room, Snake groaned. “And if I choose not to cooperate, you’ll have to play rough? Is that it?”


  “Very perceptive, Snake,” the Colonel grinned, holding up a small remote control in his hands. “I believe you’ve met FOXHOUND member Ocelot before, Snake. He’s one of the best in the art of interrogation and torture. I don’t claim to be up to his level, but I learned a lot of his techniques. The device you’re strapped in will send a high voltage charge through your body. It won’t kill you… but it will hurt like hell.”


  Oh shit, Snake groaned inwardly. Not again. Damn! I hate shock therapy!


  “Here’s how it works,” Atlas continued. “I ask you a question. If you choose not to respond, or I don’t like your answer, then you take a few thousand volts. If you answer correctly, then you get to rest. Simple, huh?” He rubbed the large red button on the remote in his hand. “Now then, tell me who you’re working for…”


  * * *


  Dominoe was floating, swimming, cast adrift in a soft warm place. Her mind was fuzzy, befogged with the cocktail of drugs she’d been injected with, but any concern she had felt about her current situation had been reduced to only a mild curiosity. Her body felt hot, as if a wildfire was burning just underneath her flesh. A deep satisfying pleasure suffused her being so completely that she was only vaguely aware of the soft female hands stroking and caressing her, providing her with such overwhelming pleasure, or the enticing taste of sweet juice as her tongue delved again and again into her captor’s nether region.


  Doc Tarantula groaned deeply, arching her back, clenching her toes in ecstasy, as she rode the double-sided dildo thrust deep inside their sexy prisoner’s pussy. She’d cum thrice already, and was rapidly approaching a fourth. Her slender naked form was wracked with sweat. It amazed her that the CATT agent had lasted this long, close to an hour, her brain somehow fighting the mind-numbing serums even as her body readily surrendered to the nerve stimulating potions. She stopped fingering Dominoe’s wet hot clit just long enough to pick up a fifth hypodermic needle and inject another dose of it into the tireless woman’s body, before resuming her joyful ministrations.


  Gypsy Moth was likewise amazed. Her back arched tightly, and sparks danced before her eyes as she came once more under the gentle tongue-lashing Dominoe was giving her. Droplets of sweat rolled off her hard nipples, teasing them devilishly. Still, she managed to keep her hands glued to Dominoe’s temples, her eyes staring deep into the drugged woman’s own. Normally she didn’t have to employ her own mind-altering powers directly; in most cases, Doc’s serums alone were more that adequate to entrance and reprogram a person into an obedient soldier. That the CATT agent had managed to resist BOTH the serums and her own hypnotic powers for close to an hour was unbelievable.


  “Ugh, ugh, ugh,” Doc was gasping loudly, her breasts bouncing from the rhythmic grinding, “She’s… fucking… incredible,” she managed, as Dominoe arched, her orgasmic response pushing Doc over the edge. “Whew!” she said once she had recovered slightly. “She must have been drugged like this in the past… maybe brainwashed… several times… ugh… to build up such a resistance to my drugs…”


  “Oh God, Oh God… oooouuuhhhhh!” Gypsy groaned, feeling herself begin up the path to sexual release once more. “Uhhhmmmm… I remember… her file… she’s been trained to resist mind control… after certain incidents in her past…” she huffed, struggling to force air into her lungs through the passionate grunts of pleasure. “She’s a tough… nut… to crack… but I can feel her weakening. She’s almost… there… almost… just need to push her… over the edge…” Gypsy, close to succumbing to the endless pleasure herself, probed a little deeper into Dominoe’s psyche, trying to find a weakness, any weakness.


  “Her… toes! Try… sucking… on her toes,” Gypsy managed to gasp.


  Doc responded instantly, raising one of the lovely agent’s slender peds, wrapping her lips tightly around the tiny toes. Dominoe let out a loud gasp, and then groaned deeply, as she came again, hard. Sensing victory, Doc began sucking hard, giving ‘head’ to all five of Dominoe’s sexy toes. Images of a previous encounter with Red Scorpion flashed through the sexy CATT agent’s beleaguered mind, of her capture, seduction, and submission to the diabolical redhead. Madame Red had broken through her defenses at last by catering to a previous unknown fetish in Dominoe, for having her feet worshiped.


  As before, it was just enough to shatter through Dominoe’s resolve. Her mind shattered under the onslaught, her body vibrating with passion as her orgasm shattered into multiples. She opened her mouth in a soundless scream of pure bliss, arching her back in a steady bow, sending her two ‘tormentors’ into orgasmic overload along with her. The three women froze that way for several moments, locked in an instant of pure and perfect pleasure. Finally, Dominoe relaxed, going limp underneath her captors, sighing softly in contentment.


  Gypsy, recovering first, smiled wickedly, staring deep into Dominoe’s glazed eyes. “Very good, my pet,” she whispered softly. “You lasted longer than I could have ever expected. But it’s over now. You are mine now, Dominoe. Mine to do with as I choose…”


  Dominoe sighed softly, her lips moving slightly, as she mouthed the words spoken to her. Her pliant mind readily absorbed Gypsy’s insidious commands, weaving them slowly but firmly into place. She knew that she had been confused before. That trying to stop the Colonel, trying to stop her two lovers, had been wrong. Incredibly, enormously wrong! Her true mission had been to serve them, to fight alongside them. To serve and pleasure them. It had always been her job, her role; she had just forgotten.


  She felt drained, worn down, completely exhausted, yet hearing her new purpose so excited and aroused her, she felt herself getting wet at the idea of serving her wonderful, and beautiful Mistresses. Her loyalty was first and foremost to Mistress Gypsy Moth, and to Mistress Tarantula. Of course, their loyalty was to Colonel Atlas, so by default, she was also his loyal servant. The idea of serving his pleasure made Dominoe sigh in ecstasy, despite the marathon sex she’d just endured.


  “The Colonel will just LOVE you,” Captain Adams said, as she began redressing. “After being locked up in jail for two years, you’ll be a very welcome sight, Dominoe.”


  Doc nodded in agreement. “Well, if she’s going to be a member of FOXHOUND, she’ll need a new code name. I don’t really like ‘Dominoe’. We need something that better suits her nature… and her new purpose in life.” She thought for a moment. “How about… ‘Eager Beaver’? It certainly fits.”


  Gypsy laughed. “Sounds perfect. Now then, slave. Your name is no longer Dominoe. She no longer exists. From now on, your code name is Eager Beaver.”


  The CATT agent blinked, shuddering softly in pleasure. “I am… Eager Beaver,” she said softly.


  * * *


  “UUUGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH!!” Snake cried, his body wracked with pain, as the electricity forced its way through his body. His flesh was blistered and scarred around his wrists, and along his waist, where the metal came in contact with his bare skin. His body was arched upwards from the metal slab, an involuntary motion rather than an attempt to reduce his torment. His pain seemed never-ending, infinite. It was hard to remember a time without the constant burning pain wracking his body.


  For the first half-hour, Colonel Atlas had gone along with the pretense of interrogating him. He was no doubt well aware that the captive Snake had been telling the truth, but Atlas needed no provocation and no excuse to torture the former FOXHOUND. After thirty minutes of sadistic pleasure, he dropped all pretenses at learning more from his captive, and made it a game of seeing how much voltage the man could take before passing out.


  Snake was nearing his limit. His nerves were frayed, overloaded from the extreme voltage he’d been forced to endure. His skin was burning; his hair felt like it was on fire. He was a soldier, a born fighter, but as the minutes tolled on and on, he found it hard to even want to fight. So much easier to simply let go, give up, and expire. To just lie down and die. Death would mean an end to the pain, and end to the torture. So fucking easy…


  But then he remembered the woman. The girl. Dominoe. She was in trouble, even worse trouble than he was. She was a good agent, probably the best, but she was in trouble. And the people… so many millions of people that would die unless Colonel Atlas was stopped once and for all. So he screamed and screamed and hung on, enduring the pain while his body slowly burned to ash—-


  For a moment, when the pain ended, Snake didn’t notice. His mind and body had grown so used to the sensation that it took several moments before he noticed the gentle cooling air against his skin, the relative quiet in absence of the running generator. Blinking, willing away the stars dancing before his eyes, he glanced slowly around the room. Colonel Atlas was gone. Straining his hearing a bit, he could just make out voices outside the door.


  “…Thirty minutes left until the deadline is over,” Atlas muffled voice was saying. “We don’t have the launch codes for the nukes, so we can’t carry through with the threat.”


  “We may have a way around that, Colonel,” another voice, male, replied.

  “We do have the warheads, after all. We just need a way to override the built-in lockouts to arm the damn things. When your esteemed guest showed up,” he said with a chuckle, causing Snake to grimace, “I got to thinking about Shadow Moses. ArmsTech designed

  Rex so that three key cards could activate or deactivate the nukes in the event that the launch codes were lost. It’s impossible to hack a nuclear warhead, to activate it without the code… but I think maybe I CAN hack the backdoor system.”


  “You think?” Atlas muttered. “I need to know for sure, Hyena. I make an address to the

  President and his cabinet in a little less than half an hour, and I would prefer NOT to look like a fool.”


  FUCK! Snake cursed silently. Things can’t get any worse! If these guys can break through the emergency override system, they’ll be able to launch! I’ve got to get out of here, now!


  “…coming along to supervise this personally,” Atlas said. “I intend to be absolutely sure this will work before I commit us to it.”


  “Very good sir,” Hyena replied. “But… what about your guest? What about Solid Snake?”


  “Never mind him,” Atlas said, his voice fading as he walked away. “He’s half dead from our last session. He’s not going anywhere.”


  Snake grinned to himself. “I may be half-dead, Colonel,” he said, flexing, shaking the platform as much as he could, inching the entire slab slowly, inch by inch, towards the control panel. “But half dead isn’t dead enough! UGHH!!” He grunted, kicking out with his boot, missing, kicking again, striking the side of the panel, which knocked over the small handgun Snake had been carrying, placed there by the Colonel before the torture. The gun tumbled, then slid down along the control panel, stopping right above the release switch. Grunting, stretching himself to the absolute limit, he kicked the panel one last time, jarring the gun loose. It tumbled down the rest of the way, flipping the release switch.


  Snake hauled himself free, rubbing his sore, blistered wrists gingerly. Then he picked up the handgun, checked it, slid a bullet into the chamber, and cocked it.


  “Time to go hunting,” he murmured softly, as he gently slid the door open, and slipped outside.


  * * *


  Two guards were waiting just outside the doorway. Snake holstered his gun and removed a large bowie knife. Moving silently, he crept up behind the two men, slitting the first man’s throat, and then snapping the neck of the second before he could react. He dragged both bodies into the empty torture room. Hopefully it would be a while before they would be missed. Taking out his gun again, he made his way through the hallways.


  Snake stopped in front of a set of stairs. Dominoe’s likely being held back at the infirmary, he brooded silently. After all this time, heaven only knows what they have done to her. But time is running out. Metal Gear should be housed here, in the main bunker, in the basement. Down these stairs. So… do I save the girl first, and then go after Metal Gear… or do I try and take that war machine down and THEN go after Dominoe?


  “Damn. To hell with it,” he growled softly, heading for the front entrance. Four armed men turned as he emerged from the door, and shouted. Bullets whizzed by inches from his head. “SHIT!” Snake yelled, ducking down, firing back, and taking two of the men in the chest. One soldier retreated, no doubt intending to set off the alarm, leaving the last soldier. Snake shot twice more, taking down the sentry, emptying his gun clip. Spying the retreating man, he took out his bowie knife and threw, catching the soldier in the back.


  “Alert! Alert! Intruder escaping!” a voice yelled from across the bunker to his left. Snake turned in time to catch a soldier retreating back inside the bunker. Moments later, the general alarm rang out. Scavenging the fallen men for guns and ammo, Snake beat a hasty retreat, running back inside the main bunker. His path to the infirmary had been cut off; Dominoe would have to wait.


  Snake took the stairs two at a time, trying to make it to the basement entrance before the area was locked down tight. The heavy steel door was descending slowly, but it was more than halfway down already. Snake, his body battered and bruised, weary and worn, dove the last few steps, dropped into a roll, and slid underneath the door just before it closed shut.


  “Impressive, Snake,” the man he recognized as Hyena said, clapping his hands. The other two members of FOXHOUND stood behind him, along with a soldier dressed in fatigues. “I can see how you became a living legend,” he continued. “The Colonel is busy chatting with the US government’s representatives via satellite, so you’ll have to settle up with us for the time being.”


  Snake raised his gun. “I wouldn’t do that if I were you, Snake,” Hyena warned, holding up a small device. “The name’s Hyena. NITRO Hyena. I’m FOXHOUND’s resident Big Bang specialist. This entire room has been wired with plastique. If you don’t want to end up splattered from wall to wall, you’ll toss the guns right now.” Grunting, Snake did so. “Very good. Now then. I managed to crack ArmsTech’s security lock out. In exactly ten minutes, Colonel Atlas will launch his missiles. If you want to get to him, you have to get past us first.”


  “Sounds fine to me,” Snake replied, taking a defensive stance. “One by one, or all at once. Doesn’t matter. I intend to get through that door.”


  “Such a fighting spirit,” Doc Tarantula mused. “The commander put him through the ringer and he’s still determined to fight. Very well then, Snake. We’ll give you a chance.” She snapped her fingers, and the soldier stepped forward. “A simple contest. All you have to do is win against FOXHOUND’s newest recruit.” The soldier removed his helmet and jacket, revealing his… or rather HER identity.


  “DOMINOE!” Snake yelled, taking a step forward. “Is that you? Are you okay?”


  “Shut up!” she yelled back, raising the muzzle of her gun. “Dominoe no longer exists. My name is Eager Beaver. I’m a member of FOXHOUND, and you, Snake, are my enemy.”


  “BASTARDS!” Snake yelled. “What the hell have you done to her?”


  “The same thing we would have done to you, if we’d only had more time,” Gypsy Moth replied. “She’s now our willing companion, our own little special soldier… as well as our hot, sexy love slave.” ‘Beaver’ shuddered slightly, in pleasure at being referred to as their slave. “This will be a fight to the death. Either you kill her, or she kills you. Tell me,

  Solid Snake, can you kill your comrade, knowing she is a helpless victim, and that she isn’t in control of her actions? Can you destroy this lovely young woman in cold blood?” Snake growled softly, saying nothing. Gypsy laughed. “Well, I guess we’ll soon see. Begin!”


  Eager Beaver charged, catching Snake off guard. The attack was brutal and deadly, a thrust punch to the throat. Snake managed to pull back at the last second, softening the blow. He stumbled back, in pain, but still breathing. But Beaver gave him no quarter, following the punch with a series of strong kicks and chops, landing more than she missed, driving the reluctant warrior back. Snake gritted his teeth, defending as best he could, trying to think up some way out of this mess.


  There’s got to be some way to snap her out of this, he thought frantically. I don’t want to kill her… assuming I can even get close enough to land a telling blow!

  She’s faster than I am, and just as well trained in combat. I’m just barely able to hold my own against her.


  A spinning heel kick caught him across the side of his jaw. Snake grunted, spitting blood, but countered with an attack, grabbing her extended ankle, and pushing, flipping the brainwashed CATT agent into the air. She recovered in mid-flip, arching her back, landing back on her feet, and lashing out with another hard kick. Snake grunted, barely dodging a blow that would have decapitated him. His anger was starting to get the better of him, and the old familiar battle rage was starting to take over. In the next exchange, he scored a telling blow, his fist cracking solidly against Beaver’s chin, stunning her for a moment. He followed up with a low spinning sweep, taking her off her feet.


  Both combatants backed away, warily circling each other, with a measure of respect. Snake wracked his brain furiously, trying to find some way to jolt the girl’s memory. He wiped the sweat from his brow with his sleeve, rolling it up, preparing for more fighting, then froze, seeing the way her eyes tracked him. She’s staring at my sleeve, Snake realized. Instantly, everything he’d seen and read about agent Dominoe crystallized in his mind. An insane, desperate plan came into his mind then, and he held up a hand.


  “Hold it… a second, Beaver,” he said, acting winded. “Need to… catch my breath for a moment.” He unbuttoned a few of his buttons, and lifted his shirt collar, fanning himself. “Whew. Guess I’m not as young as I used to be.”


  His opponent eyed him curiously. Something about the state of his clothes bugged her. It tickled something deep within her, something she couldn’t quite recall. Seeing the distress on her face, he smiled, shaking his head, and raised his fists again. “Okay. I’m ready now,” he said, going into a defensive stance once more. “Let’s go.”


  “Gladly,” Beaver replied, launching into another attack. To her surprise, Snake didn’t even try to block, leaving himself completely open to her. At the last second, she stopped, her fist inches away from his vulnerable face. She leaped back, surprised at her own behavior, and rushed forward again, this time with a flying kick. Again, Snake left himself completely open, and again, Beaver checked her blow, stopping at the last second.


  “Dammit, Beaver!” Doc yelled loudly. “What the hell are you doing? HIT him! Finish him off! Kill that son of a bitch!”


  Beaver’s eyes narrowed. She had been told to kill the man, to finish him. She would do whatever she had to do to pleas her Mistress. She grabbed Snake about the throat, and squeezed, cutting off his wind. Again, Snake refused to defend himself, gasping for air, but not trying to pull at her hands. Just as he neared unconsciousness, Beaver released him. Stunned, she backed away, shaking her head.


  “Fool!” Gypsy Moth yelled. “What are you doing? You had him! Kill Solid Snake now! Prove yourself to us! Do it NOW!!”


  “I… can’t…” Beaver said, shaking her head. “I can’t kill him… can’t kill… a defenseless man…” She stared at him, confusion evident on his face. She had to kill him. Had been COMMANDED to kill him. She was a soldier. She followed orders. She would obey, MUST obey… but she couldn’t. COULD NOT. “Why?” she yelled, pressing her hands to her temples. “Why can’t I obey? Why? WHY? WHY? WHY!”


  Snake ran to her, holding her gently in his arms. “Because you’re a CATT agent,” he said, looking her straight in the eyes. “They screwed with your head, but who you are, and WHAT you are goes deeper than that. You’re NOT some mindless pawn that only obeys orders. You’re not FOXHOUND. Your name is Dominoe. You’re a member of CATT. I’m not your enemy, they are!”


  “NO!” Doc yelled, rushing forward, raising a gun, and pointing it at Snake’s head. “Don’t listen to him, my pet! You’re one of us. He’s just trying to trick you! Think! You know who your friends are!”


  Beaver blinked, and breathed in deeply, pushing herself back from Snake’s embrace. “Yes,” she said slowly. “I know who my friends are now. I’m okay. Toss me my gun. I’ll end this right now.”


  Doc grinned, walking over to her pet. “Sorry, Snake,” the raven-haired woman said, handing over the rifle. “Looks like you lose.”


  “I don’t think so, Doc,” Dominoe cried, swinging her weapon, smashing the butt soundly into the doctor’s face, right above the left eye. The woman staggered back, clutching her face in agony, as the others shouted in alarm. “Snake! Catch!” Dominoe yelled, tossing him the rifle, as she dove for his discarded handgun.


  “Shit!” Hyena yelled, running for the door, still holding the remote in his hand. “Kiss your asses goodbye!”


  “Oh no you don’t!” Dominoe yelled, shooting on the fly, blowing the device out of Hyena’s hand. The bomber squealed in pain, making his way out of the room. She moved to go after him, but Gypsy Moth stepped in the way.


  “You’re not getting past me, girl,” the terrorist snarled. Dominoe glanced over at Snake.


  “Go after Hyena, Snake,” she said, gesturing over her shoulder. “Stop him before he and the Colonel launch the nukes. I’ll take care of Gypsy.”


  Snake frowned, looking at her intently for a moment. “Alright,” he said at last, cocking his SOCOM. “Meet me down below once you finish up here. If I’m too late to stop them from activating Rex, I’ll need your help taking it out.”


  Dominoe watched him go, and then yelled out. “Oh, and Snake, one last thing!”


  “Yeah?” he said, coming to a halt.


  “Uhm, will you… can you please fix your shirt?” Snake sighed, rolling his eyes skyward, but he straightened his collar, unrolled his sleeve, and smoothed out his shirt as he departed.


  Gypsy Moth stood by silently, waiting until she was alone with Dominoe. “So, you managed to break free of my control,” she said matter-of-factly, making her way towards the sexy agent’s location. No one’s ever broken free before. You CATT agents are truly exceptional. It’s really a shame to have to kill you.”


  Dominoe nodded, lowering her gun, kicking it to the floor. “Funny, I was thinking just the same. Still, I have no problem taking you out if it’s the only way I can get past you.”


  “We’ll see about that!” Gypsy yelled, flinging up her arms. The movement sent a fine white powder airborne, salting Dominoe’s eyes. Crying out, she closed her burning eyes shut, hands over her face in protection. A sharp kick to her gut, unseen, sent her to the floor. Her vision impaired, Dominoe went defensive, huddling into a tight ball, trying to defend herself from the next attack. A stunning blow struck her across the temple, sending her to her knees. Gypsy laughed. “This is almost too easy,” she chuckled. “But its so much fun.”


  Dominoe focused on the voice, locking its location in her mind. A slight noise warned her of movement, and she ducked just as a kick swept by. Moving quickly, she struck, catching the surprised woman in chest, knocking her back. Angry now, she charged in with a series of punches, each of which the prepared Dominoe dodged. She countered this time with a sweep, sending Gypsy to the ground. She rubbed her watering eyes, which had finally begun to clear.


  “Damn you!” the redhead snarled, scuttling away. Dominoe heard the distinct sound of a gun being cocked. “Let’s see if you’re good enough to dodge THIS!”


  Staring through a sea of vision distorting tears, she saw the metallic glint of the rifle pointing at her. Her own rifle lay far out of reach. Stepping back, her hands brushed the small knife pouch around her belt. Well, it’s better than nothing, she thought, sliding the hilt free.


  “Say goodbye, Dominoe,” Gypsy Moth said, taking aim, as her finger squeezed the trigger.


  Dominoe dove hard, hitting the ground, simultaneously tossing the blade, as a trail of bullets cut through her previous position. She grunted, the wind knocked out of her, as she struggled to regain her feet. No second round of bullets came. Regaining her feet, she saw Gypsy, eyes wide, the blade imbedded deep in her chest. She slowly lowered the gun to the ground. “It… it can’t… be…” she murmured softly, staring at Dominoe in shock. “I didn’t… I never saw it coming…” She slumped to the ground, dead. The agent retrieved her gun once more and raced forward, on to the next chamber.


  Inside, Snake and Hyena were engaged in a titanic battle. Hyena was using his weapons of choice, explosives; the ground was littered with black scorch marks from the grenades he was tossing. Snake had managed to hold his own, staying out of range of the blasts, but unable to get that one clear shot to end the contest. Dominoe took aim with her own gun, trying to get a clear shot.


  “Aha! Another combatant takes the field!” Hyena said with a laugh. He tossed a grenade in her direction. Snake, however, moved faster, reaching out a hand, catching the bomb in mid-toss, and lobbing it back at the assassin.


  “Get down!” Snake yelled, running back from Hyena’s position as the shocked soldier found the grenade returned back to its owner. A loud blast issued forth moments later, and a blinding flash lit up the room. When it cleared, little remained of the bomber other than a red and black stain on the ground and a scattering of pulverized flesh. Snake glanced at Dominoe and smirked. “Thanks for the assist, kid. But don’t get comfy. The worst is just ahead.”


  They ran along the corridor, down another flight of stairs, ending at a huge set of double doors. Dominoe pushed at the door, shoving hard, to no avail. “It’s locked tight,” she said, rubbing her shoulder. “Now what?”


  “Step back.” Snake planted a small brick of plastique along the center of the doors, and then ran back up the stairs, joining Dominoe in safety. “A little something I swiped from

  Nitro,” he said, twisting the detonator. A huge explosion rocked the building, followed by the creaking of torn, twisting metal. Snake handed Dominoe two of the C-4 packets. “Here. These might come in handy. Let’s move it! Times almost up!”


  They rushed through the doorway, past several downed soldiers, and no doubt caught by surprise when the door exploded inward. “Colonel!” Snake yelled, spying the man behind the man console. “It’s over! You and your private army are finished!” He fired a volley of rounds at the man, who merely laughed, as the bullets bounced off the protective bulletproof glass covering the control console.


  “Sorry, Snake,” Atlas replied, flipping a series of switches. “I’m afraid its YOU who are finished!” He turned to a technician manning one of the computers. “Raise the platform!

  Prepare to activate Metal Gear Rex! I’ll handle these intruders.” The technician obliged, and the steel supports released, unlocking the huge metal monstrosity. Metal Gear Rex came to life, its systems coming online. Overhead, the ceiling opened up, showing the dark star-filled Australian sky.


  Walking slowly out from the protective glass, Colonel Atlas smiled wickedly, showing off the heavy Gatling gun and turret strapped to his chest. The contraption, obviously weighing several hundred pounds, affected the Colonel very little, as he casually turned, locking his sights on the two intruders.


  “Shit! Take cover!” Snake yelled, leaping back as Atlas began firing. The rotating chain gun followed him, cutting a trail of destruction in its wake. When Snake took refuge behind a stack of metal crates in the corner, Atlas turned towards Dominoe, sending a deadly flurry of death in her direction. The lithe agent managed to avoid the bullets, slipping behind a stack of crates on the opposite side of the room. Colonel Atlas laughed.


  “What now, Snake? Are you going to sit there and hide while Metal Gear Rex comes online? And what about you, agent Dominoe? Do you intend to watch while I fire my missiles at the United States?” He fired again, sending another hundred rounds of ammunition through the air. “Come on! You both want death! I’m having a special today—- two secret agents for the price of one!”


  Behind him, the platform sprang to life. Huge hydraulic pumps began raising the walking battle tank upwards. Dominoe cursed loudly. Time was up. They had to act now.


  “Hey kid!” Snake yelled, cocking his SOCOM. “When I tell you, make a break for that platform. You’ll have to stop Rex before it can fire the nukes. You don’t have anything that can pierce Rex’s metal skin, but you just might be able to damage the sensor array with that C-4 I gave you. It’s our only chance, kid.”


  Dominoe nodded grimly. Whether she stayed and faced Atlas and his gatling gun, or went after Metal Gear by herself, their chances of victory were very slim. She found herself nearly breathless with arousal. She’d never been so close to orgasm from the danger of a mission before. It was a wonder that Snake was as calm and focused as he was. When this is all over, she thought, preparing to rush the platform, I think I’d like to learn more about this guy. He’s very… intriguing.


  “Now!” Snake shouted, leaping up, firing at the Colonel, while running across the room, seemingly heading towards the lift. Atlas fired back, turning to follow Snake, concentrating his aim on the male operative. Snake dove and rolled, dodging the deadly storm of bullets just as they cut through his position. He grunted, hit in the shoulder by a few stray rounds, but got back to his feet, returning fire at the Colonel.


  Dominoe, meanwhile, had taken advantage of the distraction. Running full tilt, she swept past the Colonel on his blind side, planted her feet, and vaulted up into the air, catching the edge of the raised platform. She dangled there, precariously, struggling to haul herself up before the platform passed through the open roof. The technician, noticing her, shouted a warning to the Colonel, who turn, and took aim.


  “I’ve got you now, Dominoe!” he yelled, his finger tight on the trigger.


  A single bulled exploded through his face, bursting out the back of his skull. Dead, the

  Colonel spasmed, squeezing the trigger even as he fell lifeless to the ground. The bullets grazed Dominoe’s thigh, drawing blood, but not disabling her. Glancing to the left, she saw Snake, the rifle still in place, the muzzle smoking from the round fired. “No, Colonel, he said softly, “I got you.”


  The roof was inches away. Dominoe heaved herself up, and then rolled away from the edge as the platform eased its way through, and locked into place. Rex stood before her, its systems completely active, its weapons ready to fire. Dominoe looked up at the twenty-foot tall battle machine, frowning in dread, as the tank’s pilot called down to her.


  “You can’t stop us!” Doc Tarantula called down. “From up here, you look like an ant, a tiny little insect, just begging to be squashed!” Rex stirred to life, striding forward, a massive foot raised high in the air above Dominoe’s head. She managed to move out of the way in time, dodging to the left, but the impact of that foot knocked her off balance.


  “You’re a slippery one,” Doc called down, amused. “But I think it’s time I showed you just what Rex can do.” The cockpit closed up, sealing itself tight, as Rex’s Vulcan cannons went active. Dominoe, moving instinctively, ran towards the huge tank, just as the guns began firing. Rex followed her position, lowering itself, trying to keep the sexy CATT agent in range, but Dominoe found safety between Rex’s legs.


  “Just where I wanted you!” Doc’s voice replied through Rex’s intercom. Again, the huge foot rose and fell, stomping flat anything in its wake. Dominoe, however, had been ready.

  She caught hold of the knee joint, just as the metal behemoth’s foot came crashing down, and climbed quickly along Rex’s leg, hauling her tired aching body up the length of Rex’s body.


  Doc went livid with anger, unable to fire on her target now without hitting Rex itself. She sent Rex into a series of jumps, kicks, and stomps, trying to shake Dominoe loose, but the CATT agent refused to be shaken. She managed to make it to the top of Rex’s back, crawling carefully along its spine, trying to make her way over to the sensor array. Doc, sensing what was afoot, started the missile launch countdown. The ten missile bay door opened, steaming up as they prepared to fire. Dominoe, flipped to the side by an opening panel, slid along the smooth metal frame, managing to snag the edge before falling. The sensor array was less than five feet away.


  “You’ve failed!” Doc called triumphantly. “Targets are all locked! In thirty seconds, it will all be over! We’ve won!” She lurched Rex sharply to the right, shaking Dominoe loose. Dominoe, a true CATT, managed to land somewhat on her feet, though the impact sent her sprawling. Dirty, bruised, bleeding from several wounds, she stared up at Rex, as Doc brought the Vulcan cannons to bear on her position. “And now, my dear, you die!”


  “Not… just… yet,” Dominoe rasped, twisting the small detonator in her hand. The C-4 she’d tossed onto the sensor array even as she was falling exploded, sending a rain of metal fragments down around her. Doc let out a savage cry as her controls went blank. The missile doors slid closed again one by one, unable to launch without targeting information. Dominoe struggled wearily to her feet, as Metal Gear Rex’s cockpit swung open once more.


  “You fucking bitch!” Doc screamed, enraged. “You’ve ruined everything! But I’ll still have the pleasure of killing you!” Rex kneeled, bringing its cannons back to bear on Dominoe. Denied computerized sensor input, and automatic tracking, Doc was forced to use her own eyes to fire. Dominoe moved deftly, dodging shell after shell, making her way again towards Rex’s only blind spot, between its legs. Doc knelt lower, trying to cut off Dominoe’s escape… just as the CATT agent had hoped. She removed the last C-4 brick and tossed it high. Doc acquired a target lock, just as the plastique landed in her lap. She screamed, as Dominoe twisted the final detonator, blowing her to hell.


  Rex was rocked mightily from the explosion. Its computer systems were damaged, and its sensor array was gone. Without a pilot to maneuver the control, Metal Gear Rex shifted, wobbled slightly to the left, tilted, and then fell onto its side…


  Epilogue


  Several hours later, Dominoe sat in the back of a large white van, letting the attendant treat her injuries. She’d made a full report to Chief Davis over codec following the destruction of Rex. Australian authorities, and a small unit of US forces, alerted by the explosions, had rushed the scene, capturing what was left of the Colonel’s private army.

  Rook, arriving in the CATT helicopter, rushed over to the van.


  “How’re you doing, Dom?” he asked, the concern evident on his face.


  “A little sore, a little bruised here and there, but okay,” she commented. “Any news on

  Snake yet?”


  Rook shook his head. “Nothing. We’ve combed the entire area. It’s a real mess down there. We found Colonel Atlas’s body, along with a number of dead soldiers, but no sign of this guy. You sure he was wounded?”


  “Yeah. I saw him get shot.” Dominoe shook her head. “This guy… Rook, I tell you, he was incredible. When I saw him again in the bunker, after he’d escaped from Atlas’ torture room he looked like hell. The Colonel really did a number on him. Hell, I fought with him, and he gave me a run for my money. He was really something else.”


  “Yeah, well, I suppose if he’s as good as you say he is, he probably made it out okay.” Rook sighed, brushing sand colored hair from his eyes. “There’s one thing I don’t get, Dom. You said that Gypsy and Doc had you brainwashed, had you completely in their sway. How did manage to snap out of it?”


  Dominoe smiled ruefully. “It was Snake. He knew about my little… hang up. He didn’t want to fight, and he was obviously looking for a way to jolt my memory. So, when we both backed off a bit to take a breather, he purposely messed with his clothes. He introduced a subtle psychological strain on me, something my mazed mind couldn’t identify with, but something my subconscious mind knew only too well. Plus, he stopped fighting. He left himself totally open, not even trying to defend himself.”


  She shook her head in amazement. “I guess he knew me better than I knew myself. I’m a trained killer, Rook. I do this for my country. I kill people. Bad people. But, it’s always life or death, kill or be killed. I’ve never slain a defenseless person before, someone who couldn’t fight back. It’s just how I feel, you know? A personal code of conduct. When Gypsy Moth commanded me to kill him, and he didn’t even try to defend himself… I couldn’t. I couldn’t obey. The conflict against who I really was, and what I was being told to do, finally broke me free.”


  “Clever man, this Solid Snake,” Rook mused. “Well, perhaps we’ll cross paths with him again someday.”


  “Yeah,” Dominoe said, glancing across the night sky, at an unmarked helicopter flittered across the horizon. “Somehow, I’m sure of it.” She wrapped an arm around Rook’s back. “Come on, let’s go home.”


  THEEND


  DOMINOE: SCARLET FEVER

  By J. Darksong


  Part 1.) Paris, France.


  “Doesn’t ze view from here stir your heart, and fill it to ze brim with l’amour?” Pierre asked, glancing out at the Eiffel Tower from his bedroom window.


  “Yes, it’s very impressive,” his date remarked, as she removed her bras strap, freeing her voluptuous breasts, jiggling them enticingly, her chest completely bare, aside from a silver locket around her neck. “But don’t you like the view over HERE as well?”


  Pierre’s eyes widened, his cock snapping to attention at the impressive sight. “Ahh, mademoiselle, they are… a work of art!” Moving over to her position, he reached out to cup them, but the woman pulled away at the last second, laughing.


  “Now, now, Monsieur!” she chided. “You wouldn’t want to be arrested for manhandling a priceless work of art?”


  Pierre chuckles as well, pulling her close to him, and squeezing her large pale orbs. “Not to worry, I’m ze special assistant to ze President. I’m sure I could persuade ze local authorities to look ze other way.” Rolling her hardening nipple between his fingers brought the desired response, and with a loud moan, the woman leaned forward, kissing him deeply.


  The rest of her clothes soon followed her bra to the floor, and soon the two lay naked on Pierre’s bed, kissing, caressing, petting heavily. Finally, Pierre broke off, panting in his readiness to take things further.


  “Alright, my sweet eclair,” he breathed huskily, sliding down between her spread thighs, “I want a taste of your cream.” Licking his lips, he began working his tongue deep with her hot wet folds, causing the girl to moan and writhe beautifully. Her juices were indeed sweet, that smoky, tart taste of a woman’s cunt, with a hint of something else. Something… he couldn’t quite put his finger on.


  “Oh, oh, don’t stop!” she cried, clenching her thighs, tighter, forcing his face and tongue deeper into her sex. “Keep licking… yes… yes… just like that.” Obediently, Pierre kept at it, lapping up her trickling juices, stabbing his tongue harder and deeper with each thrust, feeling his own arousal rising to a fever pitch, despite the fact that he was getting slightly worn out. Fingers soon joined the tongue hard at work inside the woman’s pussy, and her cries became louder and more insistent. “Ohh… ohhh… M-monsieur! I’m so close… so close… don’t stop! Don’t stop! Just a little more.. a little more… YYYYEEEEESSSSSSS!!!” she cried, arching her back and clenching, as she exploded on Pierre’s face.


  Riding the wave of orgasmic bliss back to earth, Dominoe glanced down at Pierre, lying unconscious between her slickened thighs. Checking his vitals, she sighed softly. The viral antidote he’d unknowingly licked from inside her should be working it magic on him, removing all traces of the virus Savan had created. Getting to her feet, she grabbed her clothes, and after cleaning herself up a bit, quickly redressed. A quick search of his closet turned up his formal dress jacket, complete with the gold lapel pin Savan had given him as a gift. Using an insulated glove from her purse, she removed the pin, and wrapping it carefully, placed it back inside her purse.


  Whew. Another mission completed. Now, to get out of here. Nice for a change, to have a mission go off without a hitch.


  As if conjured by her thoughts, a knock sounded at the door. “Monsieur Robier? Is everything alright?” The doorknob twisted, and a uniformed guard stepped inside, locking eyes with her. “What? Who are you? What are you doing here?” Moving quickly, Dominoe reacted with a crippling blow to the solar plexus, doubling the man over, and following with a knife edge chop to the nerve cluster at the side of his neck. Too late, however, for now the sound of other guards coming their way sounded from the hallway.


  “Bishop! Rook!” she called over the transceiver within her locket, “I’m coming in hot. Have the usual reception waiting for me when I arrive!”


  “You got it,” Bishop replied into her earpiece. “Better make it snappy, princess. Looks like every guard in France is on his way to that room. You’re going to need a fast exit.”


  Stepping to the window, Dominoe removed a a small handgun and a long silver tube from her purse. Twisting the two together, she took aim at the street down far below. Spying a solid foundation, she fired, sending a small but strong grappling hook into the base of the Eiffel Tower. Removing the metal clasp from her purse, and sliding it over the secured line, she leaped, sliding down the grappling line just as several armed guards burst into the room.


  The shouts of angry men sounding behind her, Dominoe arched her legs forward and pointed her toes, rocketing forward as a pattern of gunfire sounded behind her. Too slow, she was out of range now, and well on her way. Suddenly, she felt a tug. The line vibrated ominously, then again. Oh shit, they’re about to cut the line! One final tug and the rope went slack, the end connected to the embassy window cut. Acting quickly, Dominoe clutched the line, swinging towards the Eiffel tower like Tarzan on a vine. She hit the steel girders hard, but her training came through again, and she managed to hold onto the line.


  Glancing down, she saw that she was still several hundred feet above the ground. Kicking off her four inch suede heels, she planted her feet firmly against the Tower and pushed, repelling down like a first class rock climber. A young man and his date, no doubt tourists, glanced up in surprise to see a very beautiful, well dressed woman sliding down a rope, coming to land in front of them. Dominoe glanced at the couple, smiling ruefully, and commented, “They really should get those elevator’s fixed.”


  “Dom! DOM! Over here!” Rook was waving to her from a black van a few feet away.


  “Well, there’s my ride,” she said politely, picking up her pumps. “Ta ta.”


  Part 2.) The Solomon Island chain, in the South Seas.


  The red dressed woman smiled evilly, as her henchmen hoisted the unconscious woman they’d captured into the large glass receptacle. She took a moment to admire her beauty. Slim, well tanned from time spent lounging on the beach; her long blonde hair a mass of curls cascading about her shoulders; breasts, large, but not overly so, a DD cup at least, barely contained in the tiny yellow bikini top adorning her chest; and a lovely face, large pouting lips, and although they were now closed, the most beautiful blue-green eyes.


  “She’s secure, Madame Scorpion,” one of her men replied, as he locked the final restraint holding the girl aloft. Confined as she was, the sleeping girl was held upright by steel cuffs above her head, holding her wrists, as well as restraints about her waist and ankles. When she regained consciousness and realized her predicament, she would no doubt try and escape. The red dressed woman remembered all too well the near fiasco when her fifth subject shattered the glass in desperation to escape. Containing the breach, she’d ordered restraints added the very next day. Biological warfare was nothing to take chances with.


  “Good work, gentlemen. Now, wake up our guest. I want to her to know the grand experiment she is about to take part in.” The woman watched gleefully as her men slipped a bottle of Epsom under the woman’s nose, bringing her back awake. The young blonde woman stirred uneasily, trying to move, then came awake instantly finding herself restrained.


  “Huh? Wh.. what the hell… what’s going on? Let me out of this thing!!” she screamed.


  “SILENCE!” the scarlet clad woman barked, as the blonde recoiled. “You are in MY private laboratory, my dear. I am in charge here, and I make the demands! You are certainly in NO position to be giving orders!”


  “Please,” the blonde replied, softly, begging, tears forming in her eyes. “Please, just let me go. I won’t tell anyone about this, I swear! Just let me go, please?”


  Her captor laughed. “Oh, I don’t think so. You see, you are about to be part of a very important experiment. I couldn’t possibly depart with you so soon, before we get to know one another better.” She licked her lips as she spoke, once again eyeing the lovely girl’s body. “But… work before pleasure. Maxwell, if you please,” she said, walking around to the computer panel facing the wall. One of her henchmen, Maxwell, closed the glass receptacle, locking it with an airtight seal.


  The red clothed woman flipped on a microphone at the panel, switching on the speakers inside the tube. “You will notice,” she continued, “there are tiny air jets located beneath your bare feet. A clear odorless gas will now be pumped into the chamber, a gas containing a new experimental virus recently obtained. Its design is such that it will invade your body, moving into your glands, causing them to produce several mind-altering drugs.” She pushed a red button on her console, and the air jets inside the tube began switched on. “By my expectations, you should be rendered a breathing drooling zombie in less than five minutes. Try not to disappoint me, dear,” she said with a wink.


  “No, PLEASE PLEASE!!” the blonde woman screamed, struggling against her bonds. “NO! NO!! Somebody help me please! HELP MEEEE!!!” The gas entering the tube began to affect her quickly, as her struggling in fear revved up her heart and lungs, sending the virus coursing through her bloodstream at a phenomenal rate. Within minutes, the virus had spread to her glands, rewriting their genetic codes, and ordering them to secrete various chemicals throughout her body. Four minutes after the air jets turned on, the blonde woman’s struggles ceased. Eyes wide in fear began to droop, and her mouth, frozen in a scream, relaxed, as all her fear, as well as her free will, dissolved. The woman in red watched intently, recording her body signs from the monitors, and nodded to her henchmen.


  “Jules, mark the time, four minutes and twenty-six seconds. Maxwell, run the decontamination protocols and have our lovely young guinea pig released. I’m anxious to see how well the new strain worked.”


  “Yes Madame Scorpion. Right away.”


  Moments later, the young blonde girl stood before her, staring straight ahead, her eyes glassy and unfocused. The only sign she gave of awareness was a slight twinge as the woman known as Red Scorpion drew a blood sample from her. The evil scientist then ran a slender hand along the girl’s nylon covered crotch, caressing her privates gently. The result was explosive. The once inanimate girl arched her back, moaning loudly, thrusting her hips into the gentle touch, before slipping to her knees, panting blissfully as a searing orgasm ravaged her body. Red Scorpion smiled wickedly.


  “Excellent! Sexual arousal and response magnified, just as expected. Good. Add that to the data chart, Mr. Maxwell.” Walking around the girl, gazing down at her panting, sweat soaked body at her feet, Madame Scorpion felt the stirrings of a deep arousal within her. “Now, my little vixen,” she said huskily, slipping off a crimson high-heeled shoes, “let’s see how well you follow orders. Since you’re already at my feet, I want you to service them! Lick and worship my hosed feet, and do a good job!”


  Immediately, the girl knelt lower, burying her face about the dominant woman’s sheer hosed peds, kissing and licking every square inch of flesh, to the woman’s delight. Red Scorpion sighed in pleasure. Three things excited her more than anything else: having her feet worshiped and pampered, exercising total and unwavering control over a beautiful young woman, and obtaining total world domination. She’d achieved the first two, and with the help of the Circe virus, she would soon obtain the third.


  “Enough,” she said, stepping away from her new slave’s tender ministrations. “We can continue this later, in private, but for now, I have more important work to do. Mr. Jules, take my newest mindfucked slave away, and have her appropriately attired. Mr. Maxwell, log all the data on this newest strain and have the results sent back to Dr. MacTavish.” She grinned wickedly as she stepped back into her heels and walked to the transmitter. “Oh, and be sure and tell the good doctor ‘thank you’ for a job well done.”


  Switching on the transmitter, the terrorist locked in on Washington, D.C.


  “Another one down,” Dominoe sighed deeply, tossing the lapel pin into the secured biohazard storage container. “We can cross Pierre Robier from the list.” She leaned back into the seat, relaxing a bit, letting the tension of the past few minutes drain out of her. “Anything from HQ about our next target?”


  “Nothing yet. All quiet on the home front.” Rook gave his sexy teammate a lopsided grin. “Looks like we’re due back for some long overdue ‘R & R’. Speaking of which, I’ve found this quaint little restaurant called Suzie’s that has the greatest lasagna—-“


  “Sounds nice,” Dominoe replied, giving him that killer smile that broke his heart every time, “but I was looking forward to a little time alone. You know, to veg out, unwind. It’s been a pretty busy couple of months.”


  “Yeah, well,” Rook said, sighing deeply. “If you change your mind, the offer still stands.”


  “Sorry, boys and girls,” Bishop spoke, removing his headset. “Just got a call from Orlando. “They’ve got a situation. We’re all to head to the airport, where a jet’s waiting to bring us back. The Chief’s already there, and he’ll brief us on the way to our next destination.”


  So much for a little down-time, Dominoe thought to herself.


  Part 3.) Orlando International Airport, Florida. USA


  Eastern Section Chief Davis met them as they boarded the jet. Handing her a file, he waited until they were settled and airborne before speaking again. “We’re going to have to put the Virus hunt on hold for now. We’ve had a more explosive matter come to our attention.”


  Dominoe opened the file folder in her hands. “More important that the Savan case? It must be really important if you’re pulling me away from this.”


  “It is. In your hands you hold all our data on one Dr. Harrison MacTavish, a noted scientist in the field of Bio-molecular Chemistry. He was, until recently, a member of the U.S. military’s Biological Warfare research team, working on antiviral medicines in case the threat of biological terrorism in the U.S. became a reality. About three weeks ago, he mysteriously vanished without a trace, along with every bit of data on his latest project. Then, yesterday, at 0930, we received a satellite transmission from somewhere off in the South Sea island chain. A woman calling herself ‘Red Scorpion’ and claiming credit for the abduction, demanded ninety million in U.S. currency from every nation in the U.N. or she would unleash MacTavish’s latest creation upon the world.”


  Dominoe, who’d been skimming through the report as her chief spoke, paused halfway through the file. “Ebola antiviral cell synthesis number 48703, code name, Circe.” Glancing at her Chief, she asked quizzically, “Circe? He named his antivirus after a woman?”


  “Yes, well, not just any woman. In Greek Mythology, Circe was a great sorceress, who was able to charm strangers, bedazzle them, lull them into submission, and then change them into harmless animals—- pigs, goats, birds, and the like. Antivirus strain 48703 does just that to invading Ebola viri; it attracts them, neutralizes them, and alters their genetic structure, rendering the virus inert.”


  “I see,” Dom responded, scanning the report. “The problem then, is the side effects.”


  “Precisely. One of those cases where the cure is far worse than the disease. Circe totally eradicates every trace of Ebola in an infected human being. UNINFECTED subjects, however, have their entire endocrine system rewritten. Without the Ebola virus to target, Circe cells attack and alter the existing glands and hormones, throwing a person’s entire body chemistry out of whack, creating mind altering chemicals with the body’s own glands. Anyone exposed to Circe will suffer irreversible brain damage within forty-eight hours.” Chief Davis sighed deeply, shaking his head. “Imagine something like that let loose in a populated city, such as Los Angeles, or New York, or Miami!”


  It would be a catastrophe, she though to herself. The very idea made Dominoe cringe. “So, the mission is to find Red Scorpion, rescue Dr. MacTavish, and destroy the Circe antivirus at all costs. Do we have any leads on where to start looking?”


  “Yes. While we couldn’t pinpoint the exact location of the transmission, we do know that it came from somewhere in the Solomon Island chain off the coast of northeastern Australia. Pack your bikini and your sun tan oil. You’re heading ‘down under’.”


  Some time later, at a crowded Tiki style bar, two men were having a conversation.


  “She’s been missing for three days now! I tell you man, it’s getting way too weird out here. First that young girl from Kira Kira disappears, then some tourist from the States, and now my girlfriend Leila just up and vanishes? I tell you, there’s some weird shit going on here mate!”


  His friend just shook his head. “There’s nothing weird about your girlfriend not being around. You’re paranoid, I tell ya! After all, you and she DID have that fight a few days ago when she caught you kissing one of the natives. She’ll come back as soon as she cools down a bit.”


  The first man shook his head. “No. You don’t get it. Leila and I have had fights before, and she’s left in a huff, but never for this long! I know something must have happened to her! Last time I saw her, she’d taken a chartered boat ride over to the next island to take some pictures of the wildlife. She never returned, and when I asked the captain where she’d gone, he said he didn’t know who I was talking about!” The man muttered angrily, downing his martini in one gulp.


  “Rick,” his friend began. “So she’s gone. She probably found some hot island man to shack up with. But that’s okay, there are plenty of beauties around here to take your mind off her. Who knows, in a few days you might find someone you like better than her anyway! Buck up, mate,” he said, whacking his friend in the back. “I’m sure you’ll find someone around here to make you forget about her.”


  At that moment, a long legged, dark haired beauty, clad in a tiny black two piece, walked by, taking an empty stool two seats down. She flashed him a million dollar smile, and winked before turning her attentions to the barkeeper. “You know, Julio, when you are right, you are RIGHT! Excuse me,” he said, taking his drink and moving over beside the girl. She turned and smiled at him again.


  “Hi there, handsome,” she replied looking him over.


  Rick grinned. “Hi yourself. Hey, Manuel, get the lady anything she wants and put it on my tab.” The man nodded, and pushed a vodka martini, shaken, not stirred, over to the young lady.


  Dominoe took the drink. “Thank you. That was very kind of you, Mr….?”


  “Banks. Richard Banks, but everyone just calls me Rick.” He took her offered hand and kissed the back of it, making her giggle. Oh yeah! I am soo smooth! Still got the touch! “So, Miss, what brings you here to this little out-of-the-way spot? On vacation?”


  “Barbara Feldon, and please, call me Barb.” She sipped from her drink. “And yes, I’m on holiday. Doing a little sight seeing, hoping to maybe work on my tan a bit, and meet some new and interesting people.” She licked her lips as she said the last part, and Rick felt his cock twitch. “What about you? What brings you here?”


  “Me? I’m here on business. My company sent me here to negotiate a contract with one of the island residents. An influential bigwig in the communications industry. But enough about that. My meeting’s not till tomorrow. What say you and I go have a little fun back in my room until then?”


  Dominoe swallowed the rest of her drink. “Sounds like an excellent idea to me, Rick. Let’s go.”


  Part 4.) Honiara Island, on the Solomon Island chain, South Pacific.


  “Make yourself at home.”


  Back in the man’s room, Dominoe slipped the small vial of hypnotic agent from her purse, palming it as she tossed the purse onto the dresser. Rick Banks seemed a harmless enough man, most likely not involved in any espionage or terrorism. But in the past two days, she’d been unable to come up with any other leads. The disappearance of Banks’ girlfriend, and news of other missing women in the area sounded suspicious. It might be another wild goose chase, but it was all she had to go on. A few drops of the reagent in his drink, and she’d know for sure.


  Rick returned with two glasses of champagne. Giving one to his date, he slid next to her on the couch, grinning. He leaned over to kiss her, but Dominoe held up a hand, stopping him. “Um, you don’t happen to have any good CDs in your machine over there, do you?” she asked, pointing to the stereo system in the corner. “You know… a little… ‘mood music’?”


  “AHH! Yes, of course, how silly of me,” he exclaimed, setting his glass aside. “I have just the one. Hold on a second.”


  “Take your time, darling,” Dominoe replied, adding the drug into his drink as soon as he turned to the stereo. The sounds of soulful blues music began to drift gently from the speakers, and Rick returned, settling back into his place beside her. He again went for a kiss, but Dominoe stopped him, holding up his champagne glass.


  “A toast,” she said, flashing her million watt smile. “To our time together. May it be everything we’re hoping for, and more.”


  Grinning wickedly, Rick clinked glasses, and drained his own dry. “I’ll drink to THAT!” Waiting until she had finished her own drink, he reached around and quickly pulled her close, kissing her deeply. Dominoe responded with a soft sigh, pressing into him, letting her large breasts jiggle enticingly against his chest, and moving her hands slowly, almost shyly all over his body. Her gentle touches only served to intensify his passions, as his hands moved randomly around her body, caressing and groping her near-naked form, finally finding the bow tied in the back, holding her bikini top in place.


  Aroused, but still in control, Dominoe placed her hands atop his. “If you want to see what’s behind curtain number one, we’d best take this back to your bedroom.” Rick needed no second invitation, and helping her to his feet, led her quickly to his bedroom. Within minutes, the clothes were discarded, and Rick held the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen in his arms. Dominoe took the initiative, pressing Rick onto his back and mounting him, starting at a fevered pitch, working his cock between her tender petals. The tension of the moment, the drug in his system, and Dominoe’s quickened pace soon had Rick on the ropes, gasping, sputtering, more aroused than he’d ever been in his life, and completely at her mercy.


  “Ohhhh…g-g-gawd!” he managed, trying to work his hips closer against hers with each thrust. “You… are… incredible!! Oh, FUCK this is good! Oh, baby, baby, I am soo close, so close… just a little more, little more…”


  Just what I was waiting for, Dominoe thought to herself. She slowed down her rhythm just a bit, to let him catch his breath. “So, your friend was saying something about your girlfriend disappearing when I first walked up,” she said, almost casually. “Don’t you think that’s a little… strange?”


  “Huh? Um, yeah.. a little. But I don’t wanna talk about that right now, baby,” Rick said, reaching up to squeeze and caress her breasts. Dominoe clenched her vaginal muscles tightly, then released, before replying.


  “Well, I want to talk about it, Rick,” she purred, clenching and releasing on every other word for emphasis. “And I want you to tell me everything. Now, be a good boy and tell Barb what she wants to know.”


  Weakened by the drug and the sex, Rick told her everything, about Leila’s chartered boat ride around the islands, about her plan to go deep sea diving along the shores of Malaita, and how she never returned. He told her about the unexplained disappearances of other girls near that area as well, presumed drowned and lost by the local authorities.


  “And what about the woman you mentioned,” she asked, panting as her arousal began to overtake her as well, making the interrogation more difficult. “The ‘influential bigwig’ you have a meeting with in the morning. Who is she? Does she fit into this in some way?”


  “Oh, oh, oh shit… please, Barb! I can’t stand it any more! Just… just a little more so I can cum!! Please!!” he pleaded. He struggled to lift his hips into her, to roll her onto her back, but Dominoe was too strong and too quick for him to overturn.


  “Uh, uh, uh!” she chided, pinning him down flat against the bed again. “Not until you tell me what I want to know. C’mon Ricky. Just tell me about the woman.”


  “Alright! Anything! I’ll tell you everything, just please, please, don’t stop! She’s the head of the Pacific Basin Communications Network. Ms. Gloria Wilkins. Very wealthy, she got into communications back in the early eighties, during the big computer boom. She even owns a few of the islands here, including Malaita. She has a facility there, a big lab where she works on new projects, but she lives HERE, in Santa Cruz. Now, please, let me cum!!!”


  “Whatever you say, Ricky,” Dominoe purred softly. She descended fully upon him then, driving his cock fully into her glistening folds, and worked his manhood over with a frenzy of strenuous and diabolical contractions. Rick withstood only thirty seconds of this before he exploded, arching his back painfully, and releasing his pleasure deep within her, just enough to bring Dominoe off as well. After regaining her composure, Dominoe lifted off her date, and kissed his on the lips. “There now. See what happens when you’re a good boy? Now, why don’t you just rest now, and drift off to sleep.” She placed a hand over his eyelids, closing them. “And when you wake up, this will all be a hazy blur, a night of pleasure with too much wine.”


  “Mmmmm… yeah… too much wine,” Rick slurred before drifting off. Satisfied that he wouldn’t recall clearly what had occurred, Dominoe quickly redressed, and left the room. She keyed the transmitter in her necklace, and spoke quietly as she walked.


  “Rook? Come in, Rook. Think I’ve got a lead. Pull up everything you can find on one Ms. Gloria Wilkins. Oh, and charter me boat. I’ve suddenly developed a taste for scuba diving.”


  Part 5.) Malaita Island.


  The island waters were clear and blue, and full of marine life. Dominoe found herself relaxing somewhat. It was rare that she got the chance to enjoy herself. Usually her missions saw her in far off locations, from harsh cold of Eastern Siberia, to the hot, dry climate of the Middle East. She’d been to tropical locations such as this a few times as well, but she’d never had the chance to go diving. Now she was getting the chance to dive without worrying about enemy men in frog suits carrying knives or spear gun, or having to swim for her life from an imminent explosion. For a change, she was doing something totally normal.


  Or as normal as you can be while searching for something suspicious, she thought. She was busy searching for anything out of the ordinary, something that would explain the disappearance of three other girls that had wandered too close to this particular island. Thus far, all she had come across were some odd-looking coral, a few friendly fish, and a small octopus. She was just about to give up and head back in when her oxygen tank swung back against a chunk of the strange coral, making a loud metallic clang.


  Clang? What the hell… this thing’s made of metal! A closer look showed the entire odd looking coral bed was metal, a fabrication to camouflage the area and make it seem normal. Dominoe ran her hands around the edges of the sandy floor near the coral until she found a seam, and followed it all the way around. The display hid a large, round, underwater panel, no doubt a doorway. Suddenly, Dominoe knew what she had stumbled upon: an underwater missile silo! Wasting no time, she swam back up to the boat, sliding off her gear as she did.


  “Captain!” she cried, running to the foredeck. “Captain! I’m ready to go back! I need to get to shore as soon as possible!”


  “I’m afraid, my dear, that we can’t let you go just yet.”


  The man at the wheel turned, and Dominoe’s eyes narrowed as she saw the man wearing the captain’s hat and coat was not the same man that had brought her here. He stomped his foot against the deck twice, and two burly men came up from below, carrying the captain, who looked much the worse for wear. Dominoe tensed, preparing to make a move, but the man at the wheel pulled out his gun. “Just so you don’t try anything funny, I’ll keep the gun pointed on the Captain here. Behave yourself, or your friend sleeps with the fishes.”


  Dominoe relaxed her posture slightly, but stayed ready to move, the moment the man with the gun dropped his guard. “Okay, you’re in charge. What is it you want from us? Who are you anyway?”


  The man laughed. “Funny, I was just about to ask who you were! We’ve been getting a bunch of people snooping around here lately, and I was curious to know just who you are, and why you were in such a hurry to return to shore when you came back up.”


  Dominoe thought quickly. Best to stick with my cover story for now and hope he buys it. “My name is Barbara Feldon, and I’m here on vacation. I was just doing some diving, that’s all.” She gulped in what she hoped was a nervous response. “If… if you are after money, I only have a little in my purse below decks… but I’ll be glad to get it for you! Anything, just don’t hurt us!”


  The man chuckled humorlessly. “Nice try. You’re coming with us back to the island. The lady in charge would like to have a word with you.”


  Well, this may work to my advantage after all. At least I’ll find out once and for all what is so special about this place.


  A sharp sting on the back of her neck alerted her to her danger. Turning around, she saw one other stowaway on board, someone who’d quietly made his way behind her while the others kept her attention. The man was well tanned, dressed in the typical island garb, wearing a grass skirt and a necklace of bones around his neck. He looked very much like a witchdoctor on television. Touching the back of her neck, she pulled away a small feathered dart.


  “Don’t let Mahito’s appearance fool you, Ms. Feldon,” the leader commented dryly. “He plays the witch doctor to impress the tourists, but he is a fully licensed and competent doctor. I think you’ll find it hard to keep awake much longer after the shot he just gave you. I’d suggest you sit down before you FALL down.”


  He was right. Dominoe’s head was spinning, and her vision began to swim. Against her will, she slipped to her knees, and then to the deck. Just before she finally slipped into unconsciousness, she heard the leader speak. “Tell Red Scorpion to be ready. We’re bringing in another guinea pig for her experiments.”


  Awareness slowly returned to Dominoe. The first thing she noticed was the feeling of cool air against her flesh… apparently someone had removed her clothing while she was unconscious. Opening her eyes to mere slits, she peered carefully at her surroundings, not wanting to give away the fact that she was awake. She was lying on a large bed in the middle of a well-lit room. Sensing no one in the immediate vicinity watching her, she opened her eyes fully and glanced about.


  Apparently she’d been taken to a guest bedroom. There were no windows, no way to see where she had been taken, and no way to know how long she’d been out. There was only one exit, with no handle, and it was closed from the outside. Spying another door with a handle, Dominoe moved closer. A closet. Sighing, she opened the door to find a small red two piece bikini on a hanger, the only thing in the entire closet.


  And its just my size too. Oh well, at least its better than running around COMPLETELY naked.


  No sooner had she donned the tight outfit than the exit door opened. A young woman, dressed also in a red two piece, stepped into the room. “The Mistress will see you now,” she said in a flat, emotionless voice. “Please, follow me.”


  The girl led her down several twists and turns, through a veritable maze of hallways, before finally ending up in an elevator. The girl pressed the button, and gestured for Dominoe to enter. “You’re not coming with me?” she asked.


  The girl shook her head. “The Mistress has other duties for me to perform. But you must hurry. She is expecting you. You must not keep her waiting.” The girl turned to walk away.


  Something about the girl’s face tickled the back of Dominoe’s mind. Suddenly, she remembered where she’d seen her face before. “Excuse me. Aren’t you Jillian Andrews?” The girl stopped. And slowly turned to face her. “Jillian? It’s you, isn’t it? Your family is very worried about you. They think you drowned and were washed out to sea.”


  The girl trembled slightly, then blinked, regaining her calm. “That person, Jillian, died while scuba diving off the coast of Malaita,” she replied. “I am not the girl you speak of. She is no more.” The girl again turned and walked away.


  Dominoe felt worry as she rode the elevator down. She tried to prepare herself for anything, gas coming from the walls of the elevator, the bottom suddenly dropping out from her, or an electrified floor, to stun her into submission. She felt moderately surprised and relieved when she reached the bottom floor unharmed, and the door opened, revealing a very attractive, large chested brunette, dressed in a red sequined gown and four inch red heels. “Ah, so good of you to join me, Miss… Feldon, was it?” The brunette walked forward, gesturing for Dominoe to follow. “I must confess, I was a bit perturbed to find that my men had caught you trespassing on private property. All of the islanders know to keep clear of these waters. My communications facility has several underwater leads that run around the area where you were picked up.” The woman led Dominoe to a well prepared dinner table. “Please, have a seat my dear.”


  “Thank you for the… invitation,” Dominoe said, letting the slight pause say more than words what she thought about this current situation. “I’m sorry if I wandered into a restricted area, Miss—-“


  “Wilkins. But call me Gloria, please,” her hostess cooed softly.


  “Very well, Gloria—- but I was perfectly willing to move on when your men… insisted rather forcefully, that I meet you.”


  “Ah, yes, the men,” the brunette said with disdain. “They have their uses, I suppose, for security, and maintenance. Personally, I prefer a woman’s touch, if you know what I mean. Still, it was for your own good. We’d had reports of a slight leak in one of the reactors in that area, and we needed to check you to see if you’d been irradiated.”


  A young bikini clad woman entered, carrying a bottle of Dom Perignon, pouring Dominoe and her hostess a glass. “Thank you, Tiffany,” she said, dismissing the girl. “Again, I am sorry about their rough treatment of you, Miss Feldon. They are good workers, a wee bit overzealous perhaps, but they had my best interests at heart. Now, eat up. Consider this meal and my hospitality a way of making up for the brutal way you were treated.”


  Dominoe smiled, picking at her food, watching her hostess carefully, looking for any signs that the food or drink might be poisoned. Well, HER portions certainly aren’t, from the way she is diving in, she thought to herself. And I am hungry. Besides, if she wanted me dead, she has had plenty of opportunity to do so before now.


  Dinner was remarkably good. Afterwards, Gloria offered to take Dominoe on a tour of the facility. Eager to see more of Red Scorpion’s installation, she agreed. Gloria led her from one side of the plant to the other, from the bottom where the generators were, to the above ground facility, with the huge microwave antennas and communication dishes. Dominoe made note of the communications control room, in case she needed to send an S.O.S. later on. Finally the tour ended at the facility laboratory, where Gloria and she donned white sterile suits.


  “This is where we do most of our other research, chemical, biological, and otherwise. A facility this big requires a lot of power, and we have to keep a constant eye on how what we do affects the environment. Take that reactor leak for instance. My men have contained it now, but we need to check the marine flora and fauna in the affected area to see if the radiation adversely affected it. We wouldn’t want some mutant strain of fish roaming around, terrorizing the locals, now would we?”


  Dominoe laughed. “No, we certainly couldn’t have that. Well, Miss Wilkins… I mean, Gloria, this is all very impressive. This has been a very educational experience, but I really must be going.”


  “Ah, so soon? I was just starting to enjoy your company,” Gloria said with a sigh. “Alright, I’ll escort you back out the main gate. I hope you’ll consent to come visit me here on my island some time… perhaps under better circumstances?”


  Huh. Not on your life. “Oh, of course, I’d be happy to come visit you again.” Dominoe turned to follow her hostess, when suddenly a loud noise grabbed their attention. A large thin man emerged from an unmarked door to their left, and whispered into Gloria’s ear. She nodded and whispered back. “I’m sorry, my dear Miss Feldon, but something has come up that needs immediate attention, another little ‘project’ that I’m working on. Mr. Maxwell here will escort you to the main gate. Please forgive my abruptness, but this cannot wait.”


  Mr. Maxwell nodded, turning to Dominoe. “If you’ll follow me, Miss,” he said, leading her to an elevator. Dominoe followed him meekly to the front gate, thanked him for the help, then waited for him to depart before carefully making her way back inside the compound.


  Moving swiftly, she used her perfect memory to her advantage, navigating the twisting turns of the labyrinth-like structure, avoiding detection by the patrolling guards, and keeping out of sight of the security cameras posted throughout the building. Gloria had shown her much of the layout, but not everything. Somehow, Dominoe knew the disturbance behind the unmarked door, Gloria’s ‘other project’, was the reason she had traveled to the islands. Checking the area to make sure the hallway was empty, she threw caution to the wind and slipped inside the doorway.


  The corridor was dimly lit. Moving carefully, she moved towards the light down the hall. As she got closer, Dominoe could barely make out the sound of voices, most notably that of Gloria Wilkins. She could just make out the words.


  “…don’t care what your excuses are, I want that serum ready to ship by tonight! The UN nations don’t seem to want to take us seriously, so we’re going to have to give them a little preview of things to come. So unless you want to join them in becoming my latest test subjects, you’ll get the serum processed and ready to ship within the hour!”


  Just the information I was waiting for, Dominoe mused, sliding back towards the hallway. Now, I just have to radio CATT headquarters and let them know I’ve found Red Scorpion, and keep her from making good on her threat. She slid back another step, and reached for the doorknob.


  “That’s far enough, Miss,” a masculine voice spoke from directly behind her. Dominoe’s mind raced at super fast speeds. From the sound of his voice, she judged him to be about six feet tall, and less than six inches behind her. With the grace of a cat, she spun, lashing out with her elbow, connecting with the man’s throat, both disabling him, and preventing him from crying out. As she continued to turn, her other arm came into play, catching the drooping man in the gullet, knocking what little breath remained in him out. The unlucky guard crumpled into her arms, unconscious.


  “Bravo,” Gloria Wilkins clapped from her vantage point outside the hidden laboratory’s doorway. “I’m very impressed. I had heard the legendary CATT agent Dominoe was as deadly as she was beautiful, but until I saw you in action just now, I only thought it half true.”


  Instantly, the hallway was filled with red dressed soldiers, each holding an automatic weapon. Knowing herself caught, Dominoe raised her hands. “I see the time for pretending is over. Very well, you know who I am. Might I assume that you, Miss Wilkins, also answer to the name Red Scorpion?”


  “I’ve been known to answer to many names, that is only one of them. But you will soon know me simply as ‘Mistress’. Guards, take her to the preparation room. See to it that our lovely femme fatale is well taken care of. I’ll be along shortly, I need to check in on the good Dr. MacTavish and see how the research is coming.” Dominoe sighed softly as she was dragged away, not even bothering to struggle. She was in big trouble, and she had to act quickly before she shared the same fate as young Jillian Andrews, but now was not the time or the place. She only hoped her chance would come before it was too late.


  Part 6.)


  “I’ll bet you have a great many questions, Dominoe,” Gloria asked her tightly bound captive. Dominoe was strapped down to a raised padded platform, spread-eagle. Her only clothing, the skimpy red two piece had been removed, leaving her completely open and bare. It didn’t bother her, she’d been in similar situations in the past. What bothered her most was the untidy pile her clothing had been left in on the floor just out of her reach. All about the room were other small, distracting signs of disarray: window blinds crookedly askew, disordered stacks of papers on each desk, pens and pencils lying out of order next to the papers, a file cabinet with one drawer partially open. Nothing overtly wrong, but just enough of a mess to make her uncomfortable, enough to pique her obsessive-compulsive nature. Like an itch she couldn’t quite reach to scratch. The only safe place to look was straight ahead, directly at Gloria’s control panel.


  “Sorry about the mess,” her tormentor continued, sounding not the least bit sorry, “I decided to give the staff the day off. I hope you don’t mind.”


  “I’m not exactly in a condition to complain, am I?” Dominoe replied through tightly gritted teeth.


  Red Scorpion laughed. “True, true. Now then. I was saying you must have questions. I’m feeling particularly cheerful right now, so I’m inclined to answer them. Feel free to ask away while I get set up.”


  Dominoe squirmed, testing her bindings. They held securely. “Fine. I’ll start with the obvious: what do you plan to do to me?”


  “The same as I have with all my other victims, my dear, remove your free will and make you over into my obedient submissive pet.” The woman fiddled with a few more with the computer controls, and made a few notes on her clipboard before continuing. “Yes, that looks in order. Now then, as to the how… well, I assume you came here looking for the missing Dr. MacTavish, and that you are fully aware of my threat against the UN nations. The plan was to simply blackmail them with Circe, which causes severe irreparable brain damage in its hosts within forty-eight hours. But I found out something quite remarkable, quite by accident.”


  Red Scorpion held up a small syringe filled with a red liquid. “This needle contains a special hybrid mutant strain of Circe. While experimenting with Dr. MacTavish’s antivirus, we accidentally introduced a strain of a genetically engineered virus into the mix, which combined with Circe in a completely unexpected way. This strain of Circe attacks a person’s brain as violently as the original, except that it destroys certain areas, and merely alters others. In short, it turns anyone infected with it into a virtual sex-slave, without a will of their own, obedient to the first person they see once the change has begun.”


  She chuckled softly. “It’s not unlike the hypnotic agent your agency uses to lull their targets into an agreeable state, to gain information from them, except my version is permanent, and about a hundred times stronger!” She approached Dominoe, needle in hand.


  “You won’t get away with this, Scorpion!” Dominoe yelled, struggling in desperation to somehow get free. “If anything happens to me, CATT will send in everyone they have to this location! If I don’t report in, they’ll be all over you before you can launch your plan into motion!”


  “Idle threats,” the woman laughed. “I’ve seen this spy movie before. This is where the lovely heroine tells the villain she won’t get away with this, just before the cavalry arrives to save the day. Well, my dear, there is no cavalry coming to save you this time. And trust me, in just a few minutes, you won’t be fighting me. In fact, we’re about to become the very best of friends, you and I.” She jabbed the needle deep into Dominoe’s thigh, causing her to wince slightly. “And when this is all over, and I order you to contact your friends and tell them all is well, you’ll do so happily. It should be very interesting having a well trained CATT agent under my control. Once you’ve told me all of your agency’s secrets, I’ll have fun with your sexy body, and when I have no more use for you, I’ll have you destroy your beloved agency from the inside. How does that sound, my lovely?”


  “Go… to hell… bitch,” Dominoe slurred. Her head was spinning, and the room seemed to be tilting crazily, as if it were on a slope. She knew what was happening to her, knew that she had to fight it somehow, but she felt so dizzy, so disoriented. It was hard to think at all, let alone think of resisting.


  Gloria watched the beautiful woman fighting, much impressed. By now, all of her previous subjects had been reduced to drooling mindless zombies. The thought of soon having this willful strong-spirited woman under her control made her thighs quiver wonderfully. “I see you still have a bit of fight left in you still,” Red Scorpion said huskily, stepping to the foot of the platform. “Perhaps a little more… incentive… is what you need to help you through this transition.”


  Dominoe was floating on a psychedelic cloud of orange and purple, and though she heard her captor’s words, she was unable to reply or even comprehend. Suddenly, she felt a strange sensation at what she remembered as her feet. Glancing down the spiraling tunnel of the room to her feet, she saw her captor kneeling, her mouth sinking to Dominoe’s maroon colored toes, and sucking on them, sending delight streaming through her bedazzled mind and body. Soft giggles and sighs of pleasure escaped her lips as the sensations. The woman added to it by sliding a hand between Dominoe’s already slick thighs, stroking her throbbing sex as she continued to lick and suck her toes. Her body was responding to the pleasant torture, and when Gloria’s skillful tongue invaded the creases between her small shapely toes, Dominoe arched her back and keened her pleasure, as she came for the first time during this session.


  “Ah, yes, that’s more like it,” Red Scorpion cooed softly, as Dominoe came back down to earth. “I’ll bet you’re feeling much more agreeable now. Perhaps I should start doing this will all my other subjects. Oh, I can hardly wait to have you worshiping my feet once your processing is complete!” She continued to tongue-bathe Dominoe’s soft bare feet, raising a steady stream of giggles and moans from the helpless girl. Soon after, another orgasm ripped its way through Dominoe’s system, leaving her shattered in the aftermath. But Gloria was far from done.


  Discarding her trademark red dress, she spread her legs wide, pushing Dominoe’s flexing toes into her wet dripping snatch. Moaning loudly, she began to grind against the insensate girl’s bare foot, feeling the wiggling toes stroking her tender insides, bringing her to a screaming orgasm stronger than any she’d had before. Excited, drunk on pleasure, Gloria slid her way onto the tilted platform, straddling her captive in a ‘69’ position. Lowering her trimmed brunette crotch onto Dominoe’s waiting mouth, she began licking and sucking greedily on the snatch in front of her. Dominoe, nearly beyond reason, responded with raw instinct, attacking the open pussy above her with her tongue, stabbing in and out in a brutal and ferocious manner taught to her long ago in her training. Within minutes, Red Scorpion was screaming in pleasure as her pussy exploded in a multi-orgasmic fanfare that left her temporarily bereft of her senses. Finally, calming down, returning to earth from her high, she gazed down at the lovely naked form before her.


  “Dominoe, my dear,” she panted softly, stroking the cheek of the empty, entranced girl lying before her. “Now, you are ready. Listen to me very carefully, for this is the voice of your Mistress. You will listen, and you will obey.”


  Dominoe blinked, once, then again. Slowly, her lips, still wet with Gloria’s pleasure, began to move. “Yes…” she spoke softly. “I will listen. I will obey.”


  Part 7.)


  Dominoe, or ‘Pet’ as she was now called, smiled adoringly up at her Mistress. Since awakening from her sleep to learn her new role in life, she had spent plenty of time trying to perfect her role. Her Mistress, Gloria, was a very stern and strict taskmaster, and though she was well taught from one of the finest Madames in the French Quarter, she had to learn specifically what pleased her Mistress. One thing in particular she had learned was how to serve her Mistress’ feet. Gloria had a severe foot fetish, and loved to have her bare or stockinged feet serviced and pampered on a regular basis. That wasn’t quite as easy as it seemed, as ‘Pet’ soon learned. For instance, she had learned the difference between massaging her Mistress’ feet and tickling them. She had mistakenly lightened her touch too much, causing Gloria to burst into laughter. As a punishment, ‘Pet’ found herself on the receiving end of a strenuous two hour long tickle torture. She was very careful after that NOT to tickle her Mistress again.


  Late in the evening, Gloria was reclining in her bed, relaxing while her loving Pet painted her pedicured toes a blinding shade of scarlet. Gloria sighed, wiggling her pampered toes prettily, smiling at the reaction the movement had on her new sex slave. Pet was conditioned to be sexually drawn to and excited by her Mistress’ feet, and the slightest flexing or wiggling of her toes was often enough to bring her to the edge of orgasm. She briefly considered having another round of sex with the girl, but a beeping from her computer monitor caught her attention.


  “Oh well, it was fun while it lasted,” she said, pulling her feet away. Walking to the computer, with Pet trailing behind, polish and brush still in hand, she flipped on the console. A real-time image flickered to life.


  “Ah, Dr. MacTavish. How goes the loading? Is everything ready for our little planned demonstration at nine o’ clock tonight?”


  “Yes, everything is prepared,” the image spoke back. “But I still think you should reconsider this. The UN—-“


  “The UN had their chance to respond to my demands,” Scorpion cut him off. “They aren’t taking me seriously, probably hoping that CATT will succeed in stopping my little plan cold. A pity that I managed to turn their best agent to our side.” She reached down and caressed ‘Pet’ on the cheek, making the beautiful girl coo softly. “No, doctor. I’m not going to wait on this. We’ll proceed as planned. I’ll be there in a few minutes to personally oversee the operation. Scorpion out.” She flipped off the monitor, and turned to face her slave, still busy painting her last unpainted toe.


  “Yes, very nice, Pet, very nice,” she said, wiggling her freshly painted toes. “That will do for now. I’m afraid, we have to go to the lab for some work, so hand me my heels.” Obediently, Pet handed Gloria her open-toed red stiletto heels, and slipped them on her feet. “Good girl. Now, slip on that little pink slip I gave you. We’re going to the lab,”


  As they made their way back to the unmarked door where she’d been caught several hours before, Pet stopped, frowning, clutching her thighs together tightly. Gloria turned back, in confusion. “What is it, my Pet? What’s wrong?”


  “Oh, Mistress, I’m sorry,” she said, dancing nimbly in her heels. “Your Pet needs to go to the bathroom. Please, Mistress, forgive me for delaying you, but she really must go or she will mess on the floor.”


  Gloria wrinkled her nose. “Very well then. Go and return quickly. I want you to see what will befall your former employers.” Confident on Pet’s hypnotic programming, she allowed the girl to go, and entered the lab, where she found the doctor waiting for her.


  “Where’s your new slave, the former CATT agent?” MacTavish asked, glancing behind her.


  “She went to the bathroom. Don’t worry, she fully under my control, thanks in large to your newest serum. Now, what are the numbers for tonight’s little demonstration?”


  The doctor glanced at his clipboard. “Well, according to my figures, the yield from this missile should be enough to infect the target for an area of three square miles. That might not sound like much, but considering the effectiveness and the quick incubation period, I estimate that virus should affect no less than… fifty thousand people, before it becomes inert. Not too bad for a demonstration.”


  “Indeed, that will definitely get the public’s attention. Good job, Doctor. When can we be ready to launch?”


  “Within the hour, if there are no complications,” he answered, checking over his numbers once more. Just then, Pet returned, moving instantly to her Mistress’ side. Scorpion smiled at the doctor.


  “You see, there she is now. Nothing to worry about.” To Pet she said, “You’re just in time, my dear. We’re just about ready to launch our missiles at the targets. We have three special yield warheads prepared, each targeted to a major city of the world. When I give the signal, they’ll launch. No one will be able to intercept them in time, and once they reach the mainland, any attempt to shoot them down will cause them to detonate, and spread the virus by air to an even wider area than before!” She chuckled wickedly. “It’s a perfect plan. No one will be able to stop us now!”


  “Sorry, ‘Mistress’, but I beg to differ,” Dominoe said, raising her gun into view. “Back away from the control panel. I’ve contacted CATT and the military. It’s over, Scorpion.”


  “Th… this… this is impossible!” the brunette screamed. “You are under my control! You can’t be doing this!”


  “Again, I beg to differ. I feel a strong compulsion to do what you say, but I still have the power to choose, and I CHOOSE to have you and the doctor back away from the console before I am forced to shoot you. Now, MOVE!”


  Hastily, Gloria stepped back from the console, as Dominoe moved forward. “Okay, that’s far enough. Now, turn around, and place your hands behind your back.” Fuming, sputtering in rage, Red Scorpion did as she was told, crossing her wrists around her back. Dominoe lifted the gun, and brought it down on the back of the woman’s head, sending her off to dreamland. “She’ll be out for a while. Come on, Doctor, we’re getting out of here. A CATT strike team is on the way here to clean up this mess, and I want to get us out of here as soon as possible.”


  “Whatever you say, Agent Dominoe,” MacTavish said, grabbing his notes, and following behind her. “Thanks for coming all this way to rescue me. I don’t know what I would have done without—-“


  “Save it, doc,” Dominoe snarled, pulling out her gun again. “Keep moving. I want you in front of me, where I can see you.”


  “What? Really, my dear, don’t ye think this is a little extreme? I’m the victim here, y’know.”


  “I’m not to sure. From what I’ve seen, you seemed to be helping Red Scorpion pretty freely. I don’t know if she drugged you with her serum, or if she paid you, or coerced you somehow, but until I figure this all out, I’m keeping you on a short leash.”


  The doctor sighed, stopping in front of the control panel. “I see. Well, my dear, I have to congratulate you. Yes, I am working with Red Scorpion of my own free will… or whatever passes for free will these days. I wasn’t even kidnapped. I went with them willingly.”


  Dominoe frowned. “Keep your hands where I can see them, Doctor.” She moved forward, around the panel, keeping her gun trained on him the entire time. “Why? Why sell out your own country to become a terrorist? Didn’t the events happening in New York several months ago have any affect on you at all? How could you work for this evil sadistic bitch like this for mere money?”


  Dr. MacTavish laughed. “Mere money? My dear Dominoe, there is nothing mere about a billion dollars! But you have made two slight mistakes in your reasoning.”


  “Oh, and what might that be?”


  “Well, mistake number one was allowing me to distract you with all this talk of betrayal and subterfuge. You see this flashing red light on the console? The guards have been notified of your presence. They should be here any—-” The door burst open, and several armed guards flooded the laboratory. “—-moment. Ah, there they are now. You can lower your weapon now, my dear.”


  Defeated, the lovely agent dropped her gun, and raised her hands. “Fine. So what was my second mistake?”


  The doctor smiled sweetly, walked over and kissed her gently on the lips. “My dear, what makes you so sure I was working for her? Red Scorpion was working for ME! She was just another obnoxious wealthy business woman until I experimented on her with my new Circe strain. She’s merely a pawn in all of this, just like the others! Guards, take her away to Testing Lab One. I’m going to personally see to it that this CATT is declawed once and for all. The rest of you, take Red Scorpion to the infirmary, and tighten the defenses. I expect we’ll have company before long, and I want them to have a warm reception.”


  Part 8.)


  For the second time in one day, Dominoe found herself naked and restrained, her wrists and ankles immobile. This time, however, she was locked inside a glass tube, with what she recognized as air jets at her feet. The doctor clearly meant to finish her off this time. “You don’t have to do this, you know,” Dominoe said, struggling against her bonds. “We can get you some help doctor, some counseling.” To her surprise, the doctor responded.


  “Thank you, I fear I DO need help of a sort. Before all of this stated, I was a bit careless in the lab. It seems I came into contact with one of the items you brought back from your last mission, ready to be decontaminated. I’d read the Savan files as well as the rest of my colleagues, so I knew what was happening to me, but I just couldn’t bring myself to tell anyone about it. Then, after a while, I didn’t WANT help.” He grinned at Dominoe’s expression. “Truth to be told, I like the way I am now. I don’t WANT to go back to the way I was. Deep down, I know what I’m doing is horribly wrong, but the rest of me just doesn’t give a damn.”


  SHIT!! He’s a Savan Virus victim too? All of this because of an accident in the lab trying to decontaminate one of Savan’s little trinkets. Damn you, Savan! How many more innocent lives will your mad scheme ruin?


  “I would ask one question of you before I render you an empty mindless husk,” the doctor said casually, as he prepared the chamber. “I’m curious as to how you managed to withstand my hybrid strain of the virus. From what I understand, Madame Scorpion injected you with a full dose, and no amount of training in resisting hypnosis and mind control could have prepared you for what my little creation should have done to your higher brain functions. How is it that you remained intact?”


  “You’re asking me? You’re the Doctor, you tell me! I fully expected to be another mindless zombie the first time I went through this… and for a moment, I felt as if I was gone, my mind fading out. But then, my mind started to clear, I started to focus, I came back to myself enough to fight the effects of what was happening to me.”


  The doctor thought for a moment. “And just what was Madame Scorpion doing while you were fighting the effects of the injection?”


  Dominoe blushed slightly. “A gentleman doesn’t ask such things… but then again, you hardly qualify, do you? You created Red Scorpion, so you know her tastes, and all. Use your imagination.”


  Dr. MacTavish nodded, excited. “Indeed I am, Dominoe, indeed I am! Strange that I didn’t think of it before! It’s so simple! That’s how you resisted the serum! The virus targets your brain, particularly your pleasure centers, your frontal lobe, and areas of higher brain function, responsible for decision making and willful response. When Scorpion… played with your body, her sexual play stimulated those very areas the virus sought to attack. When a person orgasms, their brain reacts, stimulating huge amounts of endorphins; your body chemistry changes dramatically, if for just a short amount of time. Your brain activity also picks up—- your skin becomes more sensitive, your senses are enhanced, your heart and breathing rate speed up dramatically. That environment, so unlike your normal body chemistry at rest, must have been toxic to the virus. That explains why you were able to fight back!”


  Dominoe shrugged. “Well, they say there’s nothing like a good cum to clear the sinuses.”


  MacTavish chuckled. “You know, my dear, you have a keen wit about you. It will be a pity to wipe you clean like a blank slate… but I must. You are simply too dangerous not to. Goodbye, Dominoe.”


  A loud explosion shook the laboratory, just as he was about to push the button. “Eh? What the hell was that?” He clicked on the comm unit and began shouting. “Maxwell, Jules, what’s going on out there? Report, dammit!”


  “It’s CATT, sir!” Maxwell’s voice came through the unit. “They are attacking in force, just as you feared! Sir… it’s doubtful we’ll be able to hold them back much longer!”


  “Damn. They got here faster than I anticipated. Very well, Maxwell, hold them as long as you can. I’ll finish up with our Miss Dominoe, you have Jules go to the lab and prepare to launch the missiles. If we can get off at least one of them, we can make our escape to the secondary rendezvous point and continue the plan. MacTavish out!”


  “Secondary rendezvous point? Where’s that?” Dominoe asked, anxiously trying to buy herself a few more moments.


  “Nowhere you need to be concerned about,” the doctor retorted. “Ever the intrepid secret agent, even to the last, hoping against hope that someone will break in and save you just in time. Well, my dear, this isn’t the movies! No dashing leading man is going to sweep in and save you from your fate! Now, goodbye, my dear.”


  Dominoe closed her eyes, holding her breath, preparing for the gas when two loud shots rang out, starling her. Opening her eyes, she saw Dr. MacTavish kneeling down, clutching his bleeding arm. A tall man stood behind him, holding a smoking gun.


  “Well, just call me fucking Errol Flynn!”


  Dominoe sighed. “Rook!! Thank God! Get me out of here!”


  “Be there in a sec, Dom!” he said, taking aim. “One more shot will take care of him!”


  “No!! Don’t kill him! That’s Dr. MacTavish, he’s the primary! He’s… also infected with Savan’s legacy.”


  “Are you kidding me? Him? Damn… what are the odds?” Putting away his gun, he ran to the glass tube, and freed his comrade. “The building’s mostly secure. We’ve got token resistance in a few pockets, but we’ve got things mostly under control. C’mon, let’s get you covered, and go report in.”


  “Not yet,” Dominoe said, grabbing his gun and darting for the door. “There’s a hidden lab with the missile controls! Dr. MacTavish sent someone to launch them before you burst in! Follow me. We have to reach the lab before those missiles get launched!”


  Dominoe lead Rook down the long twisting passageways to the small unmarked door, and reached it just as she saw Maxwell and another man slip inside. “Hold it!” she yelled, firing off two shots. Maxwell ducked, and returned fire, while the other man, Jules, slipped into the hallway. “SHIT!” she yelled, firing again, taking Maxwell between the eyes. The dead man slumped to the ground as Dominoe sprinted through the closing door. Jules fired blindly as he ran, causing Dominoe to drop and roll. She managed to hit him in the shoulder, but Jules refused to stop, making it inside the lab, and locking the door before she could reach it. She banged on the heavy steel door uselessly.


  “ROOK! Get in here! We’ve got to get that door open, now!!”


  “Got you covered,” he yelled, pushing her aside, placing a small strip of colored paper into the keyhole, and lighting it. A second later, there was a bright flash of light and the small of burning metal, and when the light dimmed, the doorknob, and the bottom of the door itself, was gone. “Thermite paper.” Rook said kicking in the door.


  Jules was busy at the computer panel. Without hesitation, Dominoe drilled him, dropping the man like a stone. Rushing to the console, she saw to her horror that the launch countdown had already been started. Thirty seconds remained until the missiles launched.


  “We’ve got a situation,” she said quietly, watching the numbers countdown to zero. Behind her, Rook cursed softly. “Any ideas? We’ve got half a minute to stop this missiles from launching, so feel free to volunteer anything.”


  “Can’t we just smash the computer controls? Won’t that stop it?”


  Dom shook her head. “No, ‘fraid not. The controls are locked, and only the proper code will stop the countdown. If we cut the power, the missiles will automatically launch.”


  “Damn. Well, can’t you… I dunno, lock the launch doors or something? Physically jam the missiles so they can’t launch?”


  Dominoe tapped a few keys. “Well, its possible… but we don’t know what will happen to the warheads if we do that. They might be destroyed, or they could flood this whole island chain with the virus.”


  “Damn! Talk about being in a bad position. Damned if we do, double-damned if we don’t—-“


  Bad position? “That’s it! Rook, you’re a genius! The launch controls are locked out, but Jules was in such a big hurry, he didn’t lock out the guidance system controls! We can still change the target destination! Go to that console on your right, Rook, and hurry!”


  “Gotcha!” he yelled, moving quickly to the keypad. “Okay, so where do we send them? Latitude and Longitude. And hurry, ten seconds, love!”


  “I’m searching! Um… um… six-six degrees south latitude, and… and… one hundred twenty… No! One hundred thirty-three degrees west longitude.”


  “Set and set! Whew! Just made it!” The ground began to shake violently, and a loud roaring sound permeated the area as the missiles launched. Once the rockets had departed, Rook sighed softly. “Glad that’s over. Where did we send them? Hopefully someplace uninhabited?”


  “If I read the chart right, they’re going to the middle of the Pacific Ocean. CATT can send out a retrieval team for them later. Come on, let’s go. We need to bring in MacTavish, and get debriefed.”


  Rook chuckled softly. “Um, Dom, not that I’m not enjoying the view immensely, but you might want to cover up a bit. I think you’ve been ‘DEBRIEFED’ quite enough for the moment.”


  Dominoe blushed slightly, giving her partner a withering glance. “Oh, shut up, Rook! After saving my life, I’d hate to ruin the moment by decking you.” Chuckling, Rook took off his jacket and wrapped it around Dominoe as they walked out of the lab.


  Epilogue:


  “And that pretty much wraps up my report, Chief,” Dominoe finished, crossing her lovely long legs in the leatherback office chair. “The lab has been dismantled. Dr. MacTavish has been cured of the Savan virus, and is back to normal. In light of what he’s done, he’s opted to retire from active service, to settle down somewhere and try to forget all about the nightmare he almost unleashed.”


  “Yes, it’s probably for the best. I spoke with the head of the military’s biological department and explained the situation, and he supported MacTavish’s wish to resign. We’ll be keeping an eye on him nevertheless, just to make sure nothing else develops in that area, of course… but for the most part, he’s out of the picture. And as for Miss Gloria Wilkins,” he said frowning into his notes, “the doctors say the changes in her by the virus run pretty deep, but with a lot of therapy and a little time, she should recover for the most part. Same goes for the kidnapped girls; in time they should make an almost full recovery.”


  “Well, that’s good news, I suppose.”


  Chief Davis glanced at his number one agent. “What’s wrong Dominoe? Everything worked out fine. You stopped Red Scorpion, rescued Dr. MacTavish and several innocent women, and saved the lives of many thousands of people.”


  “I know, I know, it’s just…” Dominoe sighed deeply, shaking her head. “The thing that bugs me most is that this whole incident need not have happened. Savan and Sable are both out of the picture, and yet their legacy lives on, corrupting and ruining the lives of countless people. I can’t help thinking that if I had just stopped him, killed him when I had the chance, before he had time to spread out those ticking time bombs—-“


  “Now, that’s enough of that!” Chief Davis said sharply. Relaxing a little, he said in a softer voice, “It’s okay, Dominoe. You couldn’t have known how things would turn out. Thanks to you, we know about the virus; thanks to you, we’ve stopped several catastrophes from happening, and thanks to you, we’ve been able to recover most of Savan’s tainted gifts and prevent his plan from succeeding. They say hindsight is always twenty-twenty. You can’t blame yourself for things you could have or should have done in the past. You make your peace, and go on with the present. You do your best with what you have to work with, and move on.”


  Dominoe nodded. “Thanks Chief. I’ll… remember your words.”


  “Good. Now go home and rest. You’ve earned it. There’s nothing pressing that needs your attention right now, so go home and enjoy yourself for a change. I’ll call you once we establish a lead on the next man on Savan’s list.”


  “Excuse me… ah farted. Looks like its a long road ahead… Ah, who am ah kiddin’? Ah’m still genna keel ya!” The man raised his gun.


  “Judo kick!” the sexy female agent yelled, striking out with her leg.


  “Ahhhhhhhhh!” the heavyset man cried, as he fell to the ground, causing a loud and thunderous noise.


  A knock at the door attacted Dominoe’s attention, and she put the movie on ‘Pause’ before answering the door.


  “Hey, Dom, how are you feeling?”


  Dominoe opened the door to her modest home and smiled. “Hi, come in Rook. Have a seat. I was just watching a DVD I rented.” He walked in and sat down, marveling at how clean and tidy the spacious brownstone house was.


  “Wow. I love what you’ve done with the place. It looks so… cozy.”


  “Thanks. I don’t get to spend that much time here, but I like decorating it. Kind of turning into a hobby, I suppose. So, what brings you by?”


  “Well, I was in the neighborhood… and thought I’d swing by and see how you were holding up. The boss said you were feeling a bit down after this last assignment.”


  “Yeah, a little,” she admitted. “I mean, here we are doing what we do to make the world a safer, better place, and then something like this happens. One of our own people, Rook. Dr. MacTavish worked for us… that’s how Red Scorpion caught on to me so fast. He was the one behind this whole thing… he was the enemy, and yet, he was only a victim himself.”


  “Yeah, I read the report. He cut himself on one of Savan’s little toys. But, Dom, that’s not your fault. MacTavish knew what he was handling in that lab. He should have been more careful, that’s all. If he’s been working with Anthrax or Ebola, or some deadly disease, he would probably have simply died, and that wouldn’t have been your fault either. If you truly want to blame someone, blame Savan.”


  Dominoe nodded slowly. “You’re right, Rook. Thanks. I guess I just needed to hear it that way.” She smiled then, and Rook sighed deeply, in love all over again.


  “Hey, you know, we never did get to have dinner at Suzie’s. Now that you’re in a better mood, what say you and I swing down and grab a bite to eat?”


  At that moment, a beeping sounded from the communicators around their waists. Both agents glanced at the flashing message, and Rook groaned while Dominoe giggled. “Sorry, Rook, looks like I’ll have to take another Rain Check. Duty calls!”


  Rook shook his head, as he followed Dominoe to the door. “One of these days, we’re going to have that dinner date. The world can’t ALWAYS be in jeopardy, you know.”


  Dominoe just laughed as she jumped into the waiting car.


  * * *
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  Author's note: Dominoe, Rook, Bishop, Chief Davis, and the other members of CATT are all fiction, the brainwork of Trent Wolf. He was kind enough to allow me to once again dabble in his literary world. This story is a stand-alone story, and good in and of itself, but to familiarize yourself with the characters, check out Trent's other Dominoe stories, starting with the first, Code Name: Dominoe.


  June 10th. 20XX

  Ica, Peru.


  Javar Manuello Perez yawned slightly, covering his open mouth behind the drink of Dom Perignon in his hand. He absolutely HATED formal affairs, and this one proved to be just as ridiculously boring as the rest of them. His clothes felt stiff and overly starched, more of a costume than a leisure suit. His black stylishly cut hair was limp and lifeless from the humidity... nearly as lifeless as this party. Uncle or no, Javar refused to attend any more Affairs of State engagements.


  "Attencione! Attencione!"


  Javar glanced up to see his Uncle's head advisor call the room to order. The old, gray-haired man stood tall and proud, I only hope I have half his strength and vitality when I reach his age, Javar mused. Rodriguez had served as his Uncle's aid for longer than Javar had been alive. He couldn't remember a time when he hadn't seen the man's smiling face every day, hadn't been delighted by his tales during his childhood. When Javar's parents had died several years before, it had been Rodriguez rather than his Uncle who had raised him, had taken the young scrawny, unruly boy and made him into a man.


  He listened to the man speak highly of his Uncle, speaking of his fine accomplishments, of his diplomatic skill and finesse. Rodriguez was lying through his impeccable white teeth. Javar knew well who the brains behind Peru's President truly were. It was sad that his Uncle had become such a man of power simply because of his birth, his power and influence, instead of someone with the talent and ability fitted to serve such a post. He bore his Uncle no ill will at all; he had spent so little time in the man's presence except for public engagements, that he didn't know enough about him to FEEL anything.


  "...and so it gives me great pleasure to introduce our beloved leader," Rodriguez was finishing, introducing his Uncle. The man smiled and nodded, basking in the glorious praise. Javar gave a token clap then turned away, moving to the buffet. He checked the time, frowning slightly, scratching his wrist. The golden Rolex he wore seemed to be chafing slightly.


  So much for quality being worth the price, he thought dismally. I should have known better. Rodriguez had said it was a birthday gift from my Uncle. If the man remembered my birthday at all, it was only because of Rodriguez reminding him. It's probably not even real gold, some gold plated knock-off someone else had given to HIM as a gift. Sighing, he picked up a small platter of caviar, dipping a small spread of the red onto a cracker.


  A beautiful young woman with long dark hair brushed by him, causing quite a stir in her passing. He felt a slight stirring within himself as well; she was very beautiful, and her long black silken dress left little to the imagination. For a moment, he considered approaching her, asking her about herself, starting up a little small talk, but all that changed when she saw her head straight to her Uncle. The old man looked her up and down like a prize calf, and the woman giggled, basking in the attention. Disgusted, Javar turned away.


  It figures. The only interesting person in the entire room and she's merely another hot little tramp, looking to familiarize herself with the old man in hopes of getting some of his money. His Uncle was notorious about his promiscuity since the death of his wife seven years back. He was known to lavish his attention and his wealth on those lucky enough to catch his eye. I have to admit, though, Javar thought, glancing at the dark haired beauty once more, he does have an eye for beauty.


  The party concluded soon after, and Javar happily escaped, returning to the solitude and sanctuary of his lab. He felt a little strange, a bit under the weather, and he wasn't quite sure whether the sight of the black crowned beauty wandering upstairs with his Uncle, or the caviar that had made him nauseous. Nevertheless, he was anxious to return to his work.


  "Hey, Arturo," he said, sliding into his desk, brining up the latest specs on the computer display, "any word yet on the last test series? That new batch of serums showed some real progress."


  "Sorry, Señor, nothing yet. It'll probably be another ten minutes before Eduardo and Mia post the data."


  Javar grimaced. "Arturo, how many times must I say, don't call me 'Sir'. I'm a researcher here just like you."


  Arturo merely chuckled. "You may wear a lab coat like the rest of us, Javar," he replied, "but your blood runs much bluer than mine ever will."


  "For all the good it does," Javar spat, running through the results of the previous batch. "You would think being the nephew of the leader of the Peruvian government could work to our advantage, that I could have some pull in stopping the senseless destruction of the rainforests, but no! My Uncle is a politician, and political view depends on the opinions of the masses. Right now, all the masses want is land cleared for the raising of their cattle and their crops. They don't care one bit about the loss of the irreplaceable forest, the destruction of millions of species of plant life. We might even have the cure for AIDS out there growing in a patch of crabgrass, and not even know it!"


  Arturo sighed. "Preaching to the choir, Javar," he said. "Still, you must admit, being the nephew of our Leader does have its perks, does it not? What about the party you just attended?"


  "Party? Hah. More like a funeral procession. Boring people of wealth standing around talking about this person or that person, talking of fashion and finances, and the politics of America, England, Russia, and the like. BORING!" He clicked his mouse several times. "Trust me, Arturo, you are missing nothing." He sighed again and rubbed the bridge of his nose.


  "What's wrong? You look pretty tired. Do you have a headache or something?"


  Javar shook his head. "No, no, I'm fine, really. Just a little dizzy. It's been a long night after all."


  "Why don't you go home and get some rest then?" Arturo advised. "Nothing to do here right now anyway other than wait for Mia to transmit the test data from her terminal in Arequipa. I promise, I'll call you the instant I hear anything from them."


  Sighing, unable to suppress a yawn, Javar rose to his feet. "Alright. But remember, first thing! The very instant you get something, you call me, no matter how late it is!"


  After being assured many times that he would indeed call him, Javar left the center and returned home to his Uncle's summer villa. The sight that greeted him was not what he had expected in the least! Flames erupted from the side of the house, and strange men were running about, yelling and screaming in Spanish. Occasional gunfire sounded throughout the manse, and Javar felt frozen, unable to run, but unable to turn away. It seemed unreal that this could be the same place that he'd stood less than two hours before, mixing company with other nobles, at his Uncle's party.


  "Javar! Javar! There you are!" Maria, the head serving girl, and his friend, called out to him. "Hey, everyone, Javar is here! He's safe!" Moments later, he found himself surrounded by worried servants. He assured them all that he was fine, and glanced around, checking to see who had escaped the still burning blaze.


  "Where's Rodriguez?" he said, noting the old man's absence. "And my Uncle," he added as an afterthought. "What happened here? How did this fire start?"


  "It was terrible!" Maria said, sniffling. "No one knows exactly what happened, but there was a shout, a cry for help, and then the sound of gunfire. I think there was a stranger in the house, a woman with dark hair! Your Uncle's men, his bodyguards, they swarmed the house, guns blazing, trying to kill this woman, but no luck! She escaped somehow. Then, there was an explosion... and fire, fire all around! It was terrible, Señor, just terrible! We all feared you were trapped inside as well. No one could find you!"


  "That's because I left the party early and went back to the research center. Tell me, what of my Uncle, and Rodriguez? What of them?"


  Everyone went silent, avoiding his gaze. Fear tightened in his throat, and he turned to look directly at Maria. "Tell me what happened to them!" he cried, shaking her by her arms. Frightened, she spoke, the words tumbling out, "It... they... they're dead... killed... shot, but we don't know... by the woman, I would guess... so much confusion... Rodriguez, noble Rodriguez... stayed at your Uncle's side... to the end... so much blood... oh God.... oh great God in Heaven..."


  Javar turned away, wide-eyed. Rodriguez dead? His Uncle, gone? Insanity. Impossible! His mind, already stressed from the day's events, and the strange lack of energy he'd felt, simply shut down. He couldn't face this now, not now. His eyes rolled up into his head, and with a soft sight, Javar Manuello Perez fainted dead away.


  * * *


  Dominoe growled soft and low in her throat as the helicopter made its way over the Andes Mountains, on its way back home. Things had gone very wrong on this last mission. She'd tracked down the latest gift sent containing the Savan virus to Peru, a golden Rolex given as a gift to El Presidente. Gaining entrance to the villa during the party had been child's play; gaining entrance to the man's bedroom had been even easier. He'd growled, he'd mewled, he'd rutted like a mastiff in heat, and afterwards, when she'd administered the antiviral compound, he'd dozed off into sweet oblivious slumber.


  Everything had gone perfectly until she'd tried to recover the watch.


  It hadn't been on his wrists, and guessing it was hidden somewhere in his room, Dominoe had quickly and quietly searched drawer after drawer, inside his closet, and his desk, looking for the tainted item. Her search had either been ill timed, or not as quiet as she had hoped, for she had been up to her elbows in important papers when the door opened and his advisor, Rodriguez, walked in.


  For the moment, they had both stood frozen. Then the old man had reacted, drawing his side arm. A soldier in his younger days, Rodriguez had no compulsion about shooting an unarmed spy, whether it was male or female. When Dominoe rushed at him, he reacted faster than she'd expected, firing off a shot, grazing her shoulder. The bullet had kept going, however, hitting the sleeping man. The guard hissed, sadness crossing his face, seeing he'd unknowingly killed the man he had come to protect.


  Distracted, Dominoe had managed to overpower him, grabbing the gun, trying to jerk it free of his grip, but he refused to release it. The gun went off once more, this time discharging into the old man's chest. Wide-eyed, he had fallen, clutching his bloody chest, and breathed his last.


  Chaos had followed. Bodyguards had rushed in, storming the place. Finding a gold watch hidden in a locked desk drawer, she took it and ran, engaging in shoot-outs with the bodyguards, trying not to kill anyone, shooting for the legs or the shoulders. Her wound throbbed viciously, requiring attention, but she had no time to spare it, and less in which to make her escape. Finally, cornered in the hallway, less than ten feet from the door, she drew forth a small incendiary device from her CATT uniform and lobbed it at the crowd of soldiers. A bright flash, and fire erupted, sending the men screaming and running for cover. She had made good her escape, trekking through the woods, making her way to the pick up point where Rook and the helicopter lay in wait.


  She had succeeded. She'd cured the head of state of the virus and retrieved the gold watch. She'd put a stop to the secret plans of war the infected man had been plotting. Still, the needless loss of life and the bloodshed gnawed at her. If only he hadn't walked in just then, she lamented uselessly. Dammit. All of this could have been avoided. I should have handled things differently...


  Rook noticed her depression, but said nothing, Sometimes his heart truly went out to his teammate. Dominoe was the best agent in their organization, hands down. She always succeeded. Still, for her, it wasn't about success, it was about perfection. She was driven to be the best at everything, to never make mistakes. In their business, one mistake could easily be your last. They all knew it and accepted it without complaint, but with Dominoe it was even more so.


  It wasn't her fault. It was just bad timing. Besides, every mission has its elements of risk. She knows it, deep down, but she is so driven, so obsessed with doing everything right, that she doesn't get that she's a human being just like the rest of us. Not that she's listen to me about it, though. He'd tried once to comfort her just after news of the Savan virus plot had been uncovered. She had no way of knowing how that one tiny mistake would come back to haunt them, yet she accepted full responsibility for the mess.


  "It's not your fault, Dom," he's said to her at the time. "You're only human, after all." He'd come to a moment later, flat on his back, looking up at the sky, nursing a swollen jaw and a cracked tooth.


  So he sat in silence, watching her suffer needlessly from her self-imposed guilt.


  "Entering US Airspace," Bishop announced from the front seat, breaking the quietude of the moment. "We'll be home in another fifteen minutes,"


  Dominoe let out a sigh of relief. Another quest completed, for good or for ill. She only hoped Chief Davis had another assignment for her ready and waiting when they arrived. Another mission would be a welcome distraction for her. Work kept the doubts at bay.


  * * *


  June 11th.


  Javar felt marvelously different when he awoke the next day. He lay stretched out on the couch at his neighbor's villa. The sun dazzled his eyes, and when he rose and stretched, he felt energized, empowered to a degree he had never known before.


  "Ah, Señor Perez," a serving maid said, moving over to him. "I am so glad you have awakened. How are you feeling? Are you well? I must call in Señor Hector and tell him that you have finally awakened!"


  Javar nodded absently. The events of last night came back to him, but slowly, in a steady stream instead of a tidal wave. The house. His Uncle and guardian, both dead. He accepted these things as facts, waiting for the emotional backlash of the previous night to hit him again. It didn't. Of course, he felt a profound sadness at Rodriguez' death. He had loved the old man dearly. Still, he had been old, and very likely would have died from his failing health in another few years anyway.


  What mattered now was the present, and the future. His Uncle, the President, was dead, killed perhaps in an assassination attempt. Peru's government had a long history of public discord, of savage revolutions, of huge mobs of peasants storming the Presidential Palace, waving torches, clamoring for the ruler's head. Perhaps it had been the actions of some radical left-wing extremist group. Whatever the cause, Javar found himself in a unique position, the last member of his Uncle's bloodline. He had inherited the man's vast wealth, and through his Uncle's political connections, Javar had ties to powerful allies, if he chose to use them.


  Arturo entered the room moments later, followed by Maria, and the lord of the house, Hector Gonzales. "Javar! Thank goodness you are all right! I nearly had a heart attack when I heard the news!"


  Javar gave his friend a smile. "The reports of my death were greatly exaggerated, as you can see. What brings you here? Do you have news from Arequipa yet?"


  "Yes, yes, but that can wait. You need to rest after your trying ordeal---"


  "Nonsense!" Javar exclaimed, getting to his feet. "Look at me! I'm fine. All I needed was some rest, a good night's sleep, and time to absorb what had happened." Turning to Hector, he smiled. "Señor Gonzales, I am thankful to you for taking in my servants and myself. The villa will have to be fixed, and the fire damage repaired, but I shall not trouble you to extend your hospitality to us any longer. Maria, have the rest of the staff prepare to leave. I shall make arrangements for everyone when we return to Lima."


  Hector shook his head. "That is not necessary, Señor! Your Uncle was a dear friend of mine! I would be insulted if you did not accept my continued hos---"


  "I much appreciate the gesture, Señor Gonzalez," Javar interjected smoothly, "but my Uncle's servants are many, and with all due respect, caring for such a large number of people over the three or more months it will likely take to repair the damages is more than I am willing to subject you to." The man blanched slightly at that, the thought of all the money spent feeding and housing so many people for three months making his eyes bulge.


  "Well, uhm, Señor Perez, if you think that is best... if there is anything else I can do for you, do not hesitate to ask it of me!"


  Javar nodded. "Of course, Señor. Now if you please, my friend and I have something important to discuss." The maid and Señor Gonzalez let themselves out, leaving the two researchers alone together.


  "Are you sure you're feeling okay, Javar?" Arturo said anxiously. "You were in quite a state yesterday before all this, and your Uncle, your last bit of family---"


  "He was family in name, only, Arturo," Javar said dismissively. "It is of no matter. Anyway, we will benefit from his death. I have his wealth now. With the friends and nobles in his debt, I have ties to political power. This land is lacking a leader, Arturo, and I just may be the one to step in! Think of it! Our research could continue on as before, only now we would have the full support that my new position could guarantee us!"


  "But... but you never had any interest in politics before," his friend protested. "Just last night, you were going on and on about the very thing! About how your Uncle was simply a tool of the system, how his opinion shifted with the public..."


  "People change, Arturo," he replied with a smirk, glancing at his watch. "Times change. There's more to life than just research, you know."


  "Yes, well about that research," Arturo said, holding out a folder of papers. "The results from Arequipa came in early this morning. That last set of tests had a rather unexpected effect, definitely not what we were looking for, but interesting nonetheless. I thought you'd want to see this."


  Javar glanced at the pages, nodding softly as he absorbed the information. The virus affecting him continued its work, altering his psyche, changing his long held beliefs one by one, as the seconds passed. Where before he had seen only the good his work could do to benefit mankind, now he saw endless possibilities, unlimited potential, to use his findings in any way he saw fit. An idea, dark, and foreboding, took root inside his mind, something the old Javar would never have even considered, but the new Javar took much pleasure in pondering.


  "You're right," he said slowly, returning the pages back to his friend. "These results are very much unexpected. Still, I think we can possibly make use if this new serum. It could certainly have its uses."


  Arturo frowned. "Uses? Such as what, to sterilize the planet earth of the entire human population? Javar, something like this needs to be destroyed, and forgotten. The only use for keeping this particular formula would be to make sure we don't accidentally duplicate it."


  Javar laughed, a soft tinkling laugh, just as he'd done countless times before, except this time it brought a chill to the back of Arturo's spine. "Arturo, my friend, you just don't see the big picture! You think small, when I think of far beyond the mere mundane. Come on, let's head back to the lab. Let me explain what I have in mind. I'm sure you'll see things my way after we have a chance to talk."


  Sighing, trusting his friend's integrity, Arturo went with him, dubious about the practical applications of their latest serum, but willing to keep an open mind.


  * * *


  June 30th

  CATT Headquarters, Eastern Branch, Florida.


  Dominoe groaned softly in her sleep, tossing and turning a bit, as the self in her dreams writhed and twisted in pure ecstasy. Her hand had slipped between her thighs, caressing and stroking her wet dripping slit, finding and teasing her throbbing clit with a practiced hand. Her back arched slightly as she came once more, the images flashing in her mind a steady torrent of pleasure inducing bliss.


  The young girl smiled at her, devilishly, her clear blue eyes sparkling bright in the dimly lit room. Dominoe---or was her name Emily now?--- gazed at her in sheer adulation, completely and totally enslaved to her will, nearly coming at the sheer THOUGHT of submitting to the petulant whims of a mere child, a slim wisp of a girl little more than half her age. It was so naughty, so sinfully forbidden, and so utterly unthinkable for a--- teacher???--- in her position to be corrupted by her own--- again a pause, student??--- in this way, turned into a naked writhing sex toy for her amusement...


  The dream shifted again, suddenly, as dreams do, and the lovely CATT agent found herself strapped down, tight, bound naked, hand and foot, to a giant machine, a strange contraption, which looked strangely like a giant robotic cock. The machine whirred to life, and a thick white liquid dripped steadily from the tip of the steel cock, covering her completely, sealing her in its sticky embrace. Images flashed before her wide-open eyes, sex, erotic debauchery at its finest, slamming straight into her mind, an endless beam of mindless pleasure, soaking into her brain like a sponge soaking up water. The machine whirred, driving its metal cock shaped pistons into her, fucking her cunt, her ass, her mouth, penetrating her every hole, and she came, so hard, so brutally hard, that everything around her went fuzzy, indistinct.


  "That's ONE," a voice whispered softly in her ear. "When you reach 69, you will have reached the magic number..."


  Sixty-nine. The number sparked to mind another image, and her dreams shifted again, this time with the figure of her old enemy, Sable, laughing at her, taunting her with a heavy black riding crop. She stood, regal, utterly naked, her blonde mane flying free, her eyes cold and calculating. Dominoe hung upside-down, suspended from invisible ropes, or wires... or perhaps from the sheer will of her Mistress, who stood there, silently appraising her. A hard lash came down across Dominoe's exposed flesh, and a cry of pain issued forth, only to be followed by one of pleasure.


  "That's good, Dominoe," Sable purred softly, guiding the crop gently between the agent's wet, dripping snatch as she stepped forward, guiding her OWN pussy up to Dominoe's face. "I see you've been continuing our lessons all the while. We are far from done, you and I," she said, moaning softly as her pretty "CATT" began licking and lapping at the sweet pussy before it. "You have learned so very much, my pet," she said, stroking Dominoe's head gently, guiding the crop deeper and deeper into the spasming pussy before her, and feeling Dominoe's lust-filled ministrations go into more of a frenzy.


  Sable let out a deep satisfying moan as she came, drenching Dominoe's lovely face, then laughed softly as her utterly broken slave licked up every last drop from her face and chin. Leaning down, Sable spoke softly into her ear. "I do so look forward to seeing you again, face to... face," she said with a smirk. "I very much look forward to that." She laughed again, as Dominoe swooned, the sound of laughter growing instead of fading...


  And suddenly, she realized it was she who was laughing, giggling and moaning like an idiot, as ticklish sensations erupted from her poor, tortured bare feet, and her naked crotch. Her tear-stained eyes focused for a moment on her tormentor, a tall, handsome, whom she knew only as 'Doctor'. He grinned at her, as he went about his work, sliding soft downy feathers between her long slender toes, along her bare soles, sending ticklish sensations streaming up her legs to her brain, only to intermix with the incredibly sensual, erotic stimulation of those same soft, downy feathers stroking her exposed, open sex, teasing and tickling her clit, the tickle and the caress mixing equally in her mind, shattering her reason, her resistance, her willpower, as the need for more, for just the slightest additional touch to send her over the edge, became unbearable.


  Female lips sucked at her toes, slender feminine hands caressed and stroked her heavy supple breasts, kneading them voraciously as more soft tender lips snagged her hard pointed nipples, sucking on them, feasting on the bounty of her tits, giving her the final push over the edge that she had been craving...


  Dominoe sat up in bed, gasping, the soft moan checked as the orgasm faded. For a second, she saw not her bedroom, but a pair of female eyes, drilling deep into her own, familiar eyes, and words, telling her something, whispering a secret... but the moment passed, and she was back in her room again. Gasping, letting her racing heart settle down again, letting her breathing return to something resembling normalcy, she leaned back in her bed. She glanced at her alarm clock, frowning, but it sat quietly. Something had awakened her, some noise, some sound, penetrating the erotic fog that had claimed her. It came again, the sound, and she sighed, recognizing it now. The phone.


  Grabbing the receiver, she placed it against her ear. "Yes?" she said, suppressing a yawn. Her eyes cleared instantly at the sound on the other end, and she threw back the covers of her bed, slipping to her feet. "Yes, sir," she said to Chief Davis, sleep totally forgotten now. "Yes, I can be dressed and in your office in half an hour." Pause. "Yes, its not problem. I'll see you then. Bye."


  Moving swiftly, she withdrew a freshly cleaned uniform from her closet, stripped off the sweat and... stripped off the wet sheets from her bed, quickly separating them, placing them neatly into the laundry, remade the bed with new sheets, and only then did she enter the shower.


  Finally, she thought to herself, slipping into the warm refreshing waters. A new case. They've located another victim of the Savan virus. One step closer to redeeming myself for that failed mission. She frowned. For some reason, the idea of the mission brought to mind Sable's face, the cold, cruel servant of Dr. Savan. Something about her and the dream she had just awakened from... her face and the other images from her slumber were a jumble, scattered thoughts and memories without rhyme or reason, and they had faded completely into the background when she had awoken. Oh well, it probably wasn't important anyway. They were just dreams.


  Drying off, she wiped down the counters and the shower, and then deposited the used towel into the laundry with the soiled sheets. She had just finished dressing, tying the last laces of her black boots when she heard a knock at her door. She glanced at her watch and nodded. "Right on time, Rook," she said, slipping out the door, running to the transport. "I take it everyone is ready to leave after the briefing? I'm anxious to get back out into the field."


  "Everything's set," her fellow agent assured her. "We're heading straight to the chopper, though, not the HQ. Chief Davis will be waiting for us there. We're working on a time-table this time, Dom. I'll fill you in on some of the details on the way." Intrigued, the sexy agent slipped in beside Rook, as the wheeled transport left the residential area, heading for the heliport.


  * * *


  June 27th, three days earlier...

  Lima, Peru.


  "...so you see, my friends," Javar spoke eloquently before the gathered assembly, "I intend to take over where my Uncle left off, assuming his role as the humble servant of the people, confident that with your help, and your support, I can lead this country forward on its path to becoming a true world power!"


  The gathered members of the Peruvian Congress murmured softly amongst themselves. In a very short time, Javar Perez had gathered the people to his cause, gaining a record number of the voting public's support. Such a dynamic change was strange but not unheard of. Public opinion was a tricky thing; one minute you were nearly a God in their eyes, and the next, they were ready to tar and feather you. Still, President Perez had been very popular with the people, and the knowledge that his nephew, Javar Miguello wished to continue the line, was likely responsible for the high numbers.


  "Señor Perez," one of the Congressmen said, rising to his feet, "we all mourn the loss of your Uncle. He was a fine man, and a great President. He was beloved by many. We admire your desire to take his place, to continue his reforms, but to be perfectly honest, you have no political expertise. You are a researcher in a small botanical research center down in Ica, working with plants and shrubs! What do you know of the state of the world? What do you know of the country's national deficit, of the problems plaguing the poor, of the complex and confusing negotiations Peru has between its neighboring countries?"


  Javar smiled, eyes narrowed, as if he had been waiting for just such an opening. He cleared his throat. "Ladies and gentlemen, let me be honest with you as well. True, I am a mere scientist, not a politician. I am more at home with the various plants in our grand old rainforest, or in a lab, typing away on a computer, than here standing in front of a group of politicians. I have no such experience with affairs of state." He smiled, as several young men in business suits entered the chamber from both sides, carrying what appeared to be a large metal sphere. "But it seems to me," he said loudly, recapturing the attention of his audience before they could question, "the position of President is NOT about politics, not about diplomacy, but about POWER. Being able to rule, to delegate authority, to make the tough decisions, and make sure those decisions are carried out."


  His words caused quite a stir, and several people spoke up at once. The Congressman that had spoken before slammed his first against his desk, shouting. "Señor!! Do you know what you are saying?" he yelled incredulously. "You would DARE to approach this assembly speaking such insults? You are all but declaring your nomination as Dictator, not as President! Would you think to bring back the days of Augusto Leguía and Manuel Odría?" Laughter erupted from Javar's throat. "They were masterful rulers in their time, for all their failings. I see no insult in being compared to such men. But, I digress." He nodded to the men in the suits, who placed masks over their faces and stepped away from the spheres. Javar withdrew a mask from his jacket pocket as well, and slipped it over his face. At that moment, the spheres cracked, and a thin, yellow gas issued forth, quickly filling the room.


  Screams of surprise and panic issued forth for a few moments, then suddenly all was quiet. Javar watched with amusement as the assembled men and women sank slowly back to their seats, sighing softly, breathing deeply of his specially formulated compound. Glancing at his watch, he counted off the seconds, and then nodding, removed his mask. The room was again clear; the gaseous compound dispersed quickly, breaking down into inert components after two minutes of exposure to oxygen. Javar walked over to the Congressman that had spoken against him, smiling, glancing into the wide, glassy eyes.


  "Now then, my empty-headed friends," he said blithely, addressing all, "this is what I was speaking of before. Power. Being able to think, to plan, to make decisions and enforce them effectively. Look at you! The mighty assembled body of Congress! The few who rule many! I've taken away your power, your ability to rule... your ability to even THINK right now." He ran to the center of the room, holding up a clenched fist. "Now THAT is power! That is what I have, and what I want more of! And I will tell you how it is going to be. When I leave here today, you will hold a session, and vote me in as President for Life. I do not care about the specifics, or the prior mandates against such a thing! Make it happen. In three days I will take office and begin my plan to exult Peru as a leading World... no, as THE leading World Power!"


  Walking to the door, he gestured to the men in the business suits. One of them, a slack-jawed man with short black hair and a glazed look in his eyes, stepped forward. "Very well done, Arturo," Javar said, patting his former friend's arm lightly. "I know that if you could still think, you'd be able to appreciate the subtle intricacies of what we've accomplished here. You will see. This is the start of a brand new day in Peru's history! And you, my friend, you shall be there, standing right at my side, to watch that day dawn."


  Arturo blinked, his bottom lip trembling, his thoughts a jumble. His mouth opened, and closed, as if he wanted to say something, but the calm peaceful platitude rolled over him once again and he grew still. Javar, noting this remaining token resistance, merely sighed.


  "Damn. You always were a stubborn one, Arturo," he muttered. "Alright, men. Let us depart. These ladies and gentlemen have a session to convene."


  * * *


  June 30th.

  Eastern Pacific, in route to Lima.


  "Three days ago, a new President was elected by the Peruvian government," Chief Davis was saying over the satellite vid-link. "The normal electoral period is still several months away, but for some reason, they held a special session and voted unanimously to elect one Javar Miguello Perez their next President."


  Dominoe frowned. "Perez? The same last name as the former President?"


  Davis nodded gravely. "Exactly. Javar is the former president's nephew. The timing of his rise to power is more than simply coincidence, I'm afraid." He sighed deeply. "Dominoe, the lab contacted me this evening. The gold watch you retrieved from the former president was a fake. All of Savan's gifts have, without exception, been rare and expensive, either of gold, platinum, diamond, or some rare expensive material. Everything from a solid gold German Luger, to a rough-cut diamond statue, to a pure platinum pen and pencil set. A gold-plated Rolex knock-off just doesn't mesh."


  Realization dawned on her. "The nephew. President Fernando must have given the watch to him as a gift. The virus was specifically engineered to infect specific people, to interact with specific genetic make-ups. When Javar put on the watch, he took in the virus as well, being of the same family as El Presidente. Damn!"


  "Hey, there was no way to anticipate this," David admonished her. "Try and focus on the present. Ten hours ago we received intel that Perez was working on a secret project deep in the Andes Mountains, somewhere between Cajamarca and the Ecuadorian border. Reports are sketchy at best, but satellite photos show what appear to be missile silos being constructed."


  "I have his background," Bishop piped in, handing Dominoe a manila folder. "Seems Perez was a botanist before all this, a real tree-hugger. He was actively campaigning to stop the clear-cutting of the forests, and to preserve the Amazon wildlife. Seems he was doing research with different types of plants and herbs grown in the jungles, testing them for their medicinal value."


  Dominoe nodded grimly. "A botanist, infected with the Savan virus, ascends to the Presidency in an out-of-season election, and suddenly intel turns up photos of what might be missile silos being constructed in an out-of-the-way spot deep in the Andes. It doesn't take a genius to see trouble in this. So, what's my destination?"


  "Lima," Davis stated promptly. "The President is staying at the Hotel Crillon at the moment, planning to fly out to Cajamarca on 'business' tomorrow morning, by his official itinerary. Your objective is to sneak in, administer the antiviral serum, and get out, preferably without being seen. I don't need to say what kind of political upheaval would emerge should anything happen to the new Peruvian President only three days after taking office."


  Dominoe sighed deeply. "I'll do my best, sir."


  Davis gave her a wan smile. "I know, Dominoe, I know. You always do. Davis out."


  The helicopter flew low and swift, too low to be picked up on radar, with stealth mode active. They passed the equator, coming in wide along the Pacific coastline, as they neared their objective. Ten miles off the shore of Callao, Dominoe dove out, landing with a splash in the coastal waters. The helicopter traveled on, heading further south, towards Nazca, where they would turn north and head back in towards land.


  Dominoe emerged onto the shore several minutes later, moving carefully through the deserted midnight beach. The temperature was warmer than she had expected for the Southern Hemisphere in June; this close to the coast, Lima boasted some of the mildest winters and most pleasant summers in the world. Changing into a string bikini and a pair of sandals, she made her way from the shoreline to the hotel.


  Several minutes later she arrived at Lima's Crillon Hotel. She gave the clerk her name, 'Ms. Diana Rigg', and picked up the key to her reserved room. Once upstairs, she walked calmly to the balcony, and checking to see that the coast was clear, slipped out along the side of the building. A little free hand climbing, and she dropped lightly onto the third floor balcony, directly across from the Presidential Suite. Leave up to CATT HQ to book me the very best of accommodations, she thought wryly, as she slipped unnoticed past the armed guards to an unoccupied room across from the Presidential Suite.


  Searching inside the hidden pocket of her one-piece body suit, Dominoe took out what appeared to be a small silver calculator, and held it up against the northern wall of the room. She hit a few keys, and the screen flickered to life. The tiny liquid-cell display shimmered for a few seconds, then settled into a rather eerie representation of the skeletal insides of the occupants of the Presidential Suite.


  "Hmmm. Three... no, four bodies," Dominoe muttered softly to herself, moving the portable X-ray imaging device, sweeping the entire room for life signs. "Definitely won't be trying the direct approach." She clicked off the display, withdrew a small clear sucker pad from the device and placed it against the wall. Removing another such pad from the bottom of the device, and placing it in her ear, Dominoe listened in on the conversation in progress.


  "...don't want to hear any more of your excuses, Mia," a deep, mellifluous voice was saying. "I asked for three thousand liters of serum sample 32A-6, and I'll damn well have it! By noon tomorrow, do you understand?" A pause. "No, I don't think it would be easier if Arturo were there to help with production. You have his notes. I faxed them to you myself! Just follow his instructions!" Another pause. "Listen, you just worry about making your quota, and let ME worry about the implications of what we're doing, alright? Fine."


  The sound of a phone being slammed down hard into a cradle. "You know, Arturo," the man said wearily, "some days I really do miss having you around. It's just not the same without you. Besides... Mia, Eduardo, Ricardo, Montez, they're all incompetent!" Sigh. "I wish now that I hadn't drugged you, and stolen your will. At the very least, you were a pleasure to talk with."


  Dominoe's eyes narrowed. Mind-altering drugs? Three thousand liters of some formula? This is starting to get bad. Whatever they're up to, it'll happen at noon tomorrow. She glanced at her watch--- 9:45PM. I've got time, but not much. I'll have to get this guy alone somehow.


  It proved to be easier than she had expected. Moments later the President ordered everyone out of his room. "And send up one of the maids with some dinner, while you're at it," he yelled. "I haven't eaten in hours! Do you expect your Leader to govern on an empty stomach?"


  Perfect, Dominoe thought, slipping quickly back to the balcony. Checking once again to see that the coast was clear, she dropped daintily down to the floor below. She ran down the length of the hallway, sprinted down the stairs to the first floor, and slid behind a pillar just as a member of he kitchen staff emerged, carrying a covered tray of food. She waited until the service elevator opened, then stepped inside.


  The maid glanced up, frowning. "Como te llama?" she asked suspiciously. Dominoe flashed the woman her brightest smile. "Why, I'm you, dear," she replied softly, bringing the knife-edge of her palm down along the girl's neck. The maid gasped, and crumpled to the elevator floor. I'm you... at least for the next few minutes... Sighing, she began stripping off her skintight black bodysuit, hoping that she could accomplish her mission and depart safely before the girl regained consciousness.


  When Dominoe emerged moments later, dressed in the maid's uniform, carrying the tray of food, the soldier stationed at the door merely grunted, opening the door for her, not giving her a second glance. The President was talking on a cell phone, pacing back and forth across the room. "Just set the tray up and leave," he said dismissively, paying her as little attention as the guard. Dominoe smiled, thinking this would be even easier than had imagined. Pouring his drink, she slipped in a fast dissolving tablet from her pocket, stirring it to hide its presence, then stepped away.


  "Enjoy your meal, Señor," she said, bowing politely. The man turned to face her then, nodded, and then froze. Just as she was about to exit, the man clamped a hand around her arm.


  "Not so fast, Señorita," he said smoothly, giving her a devilish grin. "What is your hurry? Come, let us sit together and talk while I eat. I could use some pleasant company."


  Dominoe sighed inwardly. "Thank you for the offer, El Presidente, but I have other duties to which I must attend..."


  "Nonsense," Javar replied, leading her over to the bed. "Surely you have time to spend a moment or two with your President? Come, share a drink with me. I insist." The last, said with a tone of finality. Cornered, Dominoe sat, her hands folded modestly across her legs. The President sat a moment later, holding out a glass of chardonnay to her, one in his own hand. He lifted his glass to hers. "A toast," he announced, still smiling. "To you, my dear, the most beautiful woman I have ever seen."


  "Th... thank you, Señor," Dominoe stuttered, blushing slightly, feeling somewhat flattered. She downed the contents of her glass in a single gulp, and then smiled. "You are too kind. But now, sir, I really must depart."


  Javar sighed, glancing down. "I see," he said after a moment. "Well, if you must, then you must. I would like to ask you a question first, if I may?"


  "Yes, of course, El Presidente."


  He reached over and grabbed her wrist, holding up her empty wine glass. "Tell me, please, Señorita, what was in that wine you just drank?" Dominoe's eyes went wide with his words, and she jerked away, moving to her feet. He turned and pointed to the heavy, expensive, full-length mirror on the opposite wall. "I saw you quite clearly in the mirror, my dear," he said calmly, pacing back and forth as he had before. "The move was cleverly done, expertly done. You have no doubt done this before... say, some time last month, down in Ica, when you bedded my Uncle?"


  Dominoe searched her memory of that night, and then groaned. "You. You were there, at the party that night. I passed you... at the buffet table."


  Javar tapped his nose. "Excellent recall, my dear, nearly as good as my own... alas, a little too slow to save you this time. Tell me, is the drug you slipped into that drink beginning to affect you yet?"


  Dominoe sighed softly, her vision blurring. "Y... yesss... I think… ssooo..." Her knees suddenly gave out, and she slipped halfway to the floor. The fuzzy indistinct shape of Javar moved closer, towards her. A hand wrapped around her chin, lifting her gaze to face him. He smiled, staring into her glazed, rolling eyes.


  "I shall enjoy learning all of your secrets, my delicate beauty," he said softly, tracing a fingertip along her soft tender lips. With all her strength, Dominoe tried to get to her feet, tried to run, for the door, the window, anywhere... but it took all her energy just to keep her eyes open, and that energy was quickly fading. "Yes, my dear," he said softly, whispering into her ear. "That's it. Go to sleep now... sleep long and deep. Don't try to fight it anymore. Close your lovely brown eyes and sleep for me." Dominoe's eyes slammed shut, and the last thing she heard as she sank into the warm dark waters of oblivion was the sound of Javar's laughter, taunting her. Teasing her.


  Arousing her.


  * * *


  Dominoe dreamed.


  At least it felt like a dream. A face swam in her vision, someone very familiar, yet unknown to her current state of mind. Her vision was blurry, and the face rippled and distorted, like the picture on a TV with the old rabbit-ear antenna. A Voice accompanied the wavering image, an insistent masculine Voice. Her senses crossed; for an instant, it was as if she were seeing the voice and hearing its scent, feeling the image caressing her naked flesh while tasting the sensation of its fingers.


  "Tell me."


  The Voice spoke again, and Dominoe groaned, eyes fluttering under the strain of trying to comprehend. Her mind felt like mush, thick and congealed, with no room for organized thoughts. That the Voice wanted something from her was evident, but she didn't know what that was, and her head was too full to think clearly. She wanted to please Him, for some reason, to give the Voice what it wanted, but she didn't know HOW.


  "Tell me about your organization. Who do you work for? Why are you here?"


  The Voice was insistent. She tasted its anger, its frustration, and spasmed slightly with need. She heard his hand rubbing her inner thighs, teasing that need, driving it into a raging frenzy. Her body, separate from her dazed and confused brain, knew what it wanted, what it needed, and Dominoe's thighs spread wider, inviting penetration, opening its gates to any invaders that sought to enter. Her mind could only sit back in puzzlement and ponder these strange things.


  "Damn you! Why isn't it working? You should be completely broken, spilling your guts to me! Why isn't the drug working?"


  Dominoe's hips pumped madly in the air, seeking attention, but Javar ignored her completely now, frowning, holding up the small vial of liquid to the light. He had created this sample the same as all the others, which had worked flawlessly. So... why didn't it work on this girl? Perhaps she had been specifically trained to resist such attempts at brainwashing... but no, the physiological response to his drug wasn't something a person could be trained for. His serum was 100 times more potent than sodium pentathol, and much more intrusive. Anyone injected with it lost their capacity for free will and rational thought for two hours--- that was a medical fact. And yet, somehow this woman seemed... well, not unaffected, just adversely affected.


  "Perhaps the drug you swallowed with the wine, the one you had meant for me, is having an unforeseen interaction with the serum," he mused, running a finger teasingly along Dominoe's silken inner thighs. "I see now why they put those labels on prescription drugs, warning about possible drug interaction. Oh well. Even if you've been rendered a drooling idiot like my friend Arturo, you're still one very hot piece of ass." Sliding off his bedroom attire, Javar crawled onto the bed with her. He smiled at the sight of her, dark hair sprawled all about her head, eyes wide and shining as they rolled ceaselessly, glancing randomly at things only she saw, her lips open wide as deep erotic moans and sighs issued forth. He cupped a large heavy breast in his hand, squeezing it gently, teasing the nipple, feeling it pucker and harden even more at his touch. The scent of her juices was thick and heavy, and his mouth watered with the sheer wanting of her. Unable to stand the wait any longer, he slid his hard, ready manhood into her soft yielding sex, feeling her vaginal muscles pull him in and wrap around his badly desired cock like a velvet glove.


  "Ay mamasita!" Javar exclaimed loudly, as they fucked, deep, and hard, to the sound of his king-sized bed, creaking. He had never... NEVER felt such a wonderful sensation before in all his twenty-four years! Dominoe's well-trained body performed marvelously, teasing and controlling her partner's passions with a well-practiced rhythm, moving him again and again to the edge of release, only to slow down and let him recover, before taking him once more to the peak. Javar began chanting deep and low in his native Spanish, as he felt himself approaching his limit. Dominoe, her own body needing its release now as well, shifted the tempo slightly, speeding up to a frantic pace, grinding hotly into Javar's sweat-soaked body. When the explosion finally hit, Javar let loose with a deep rumbling bellow of pure pleasure, firing a twenty one gun salute deep with Dominoe's velvet folds.


  Her orgasm, which made her lovely toes curl and clench tight, burned through some of the drug-induced fog in her mind. Pleasure cleared away a few of the cobwebs, leaving the sexy CATT agent spent, weary, but possessed of her wits once more. She groaned deeply, as her body went limp, luxuriating in the after wash of sensation, as she took stock of her current situation.


  Javar sighed softly, rolling off the top of her. "Madre de Dios," he whispered softly, stroking Dominoe's cheek. "You are indeed a wonder, my dear. I shall much enjoy having you in my bed every night. A pity you cannot tell me what I want to know. I would be very interested in hearing the name of whatever organization trained such a superb specimen as you."


  The words balanced precariously on the tip of her tongue, and Dominoe bit her lip to keep from blurting out the information. Damn! The drug must still be affecting me, at least partially, she realized with dread. It was all I could do to keep from answering him. I was just lucky he didn't ask me directly, or I might not have been able to keep quiet! I have to find some way to keep him occupied until I this drug wears off.


  As it turned out, such worries were unnecessary. Javar let out a deep wide yawn. "Well, my dear," he said smoothly, climbing off the bed, moving over to the counter, "it is time for bed. I have a very busy and full day planned in the morning, and I will need my strength. I would like to sleep here with you, and have your sweet naked flesh held close to my own... but I doubt either of us would get any rest if that happened, eh?" He chuckled softly, pushing the button on his desk. Immediately, the doors opened, and two armed guards rushed in. "Manuel, Jose, escort this lovely girl to the room across the hall and see to that she is comfortable. She is not a prisoner, she is a guest, but make sure she is secured as well. She is a spy, a secret agent from a foreign country, so I want a close eye kept on her, at least until I can assure her loyalties lie with me."


  Dominoe sighed wearily as the men lifted her limp prone body from the bed. She had hoped to have a chance at Javar once he had fallen asleep, but with the extra security, it would be very difficult. Turning towards the door, a movement to her side caught her gaze. As Javar slid into bed, he removed the gold wristwatch from his wrist and placed it on the nightstand next to his wallet. The tainted Rolex!! Dominoe pulled at her captor's, trying to move towards the desk, but was unable to break free. Javar grinned.


  "Still a little frisky, I see. Manuel, make sure our princess gets a good night sleep."


  Struggling anew, Dominoe yelped as a pinprick stuck her left butt cheek. Drugged again, she sagged in her captor's arms, sliding unceremoniously into forced slumber once more.


  * * *


  Awakening to the sound of birds chirping, Dominoe sat up, rubbing her throbbing temples. She was, thankfully, still alone, lying on the bed in one of the adjoining rooms. She was still naked, her disguise having been left in El Presidente's room. Okay. No problem, she thought to herself. I can deal with this. I just need to focus on one thing at a time.


  The guards had locked the door behind them after dumping her in the suite. Her CATT uniform was still hidden in the elevator shaft where she had disabled the maid and changed clothes with her. Without the concealed tools hidden in her uniform, escaping the room undetected would be hard, but not impossible. Dominoe glanced around the room, looking for anything useful. Her eyes settled on a silver pen and pencil set on the desk next to the stationary. Using the pen, she managed to jimmy open the desk drawer and search its contents. Aside from a bunch of papers, the only item she found of any use was a gleaming silver letter opener.


  Grasping the handle of the small blade, she slashed the air a few times. "Well, its better than nothing," she said. Moving to the bed, she removed the top bed sheet, and using the letter opener, she began cutting thick strips of cloth, tying the together, creating a makeshift rope. Tying the end tightly to the bedpost, she opened the window and tossed the other end to the ground below.


  The alarm on the window sounded loudly. Seconds later, the armed guards burst into the empty room. "SHIT!" Manuel growled, running to the window, gazing down. "She's gone! I can't believe this! El Presidente will be furious! Come on! We have to search the area and find her before she leaves the compound!" Turning back to the door, Manuel and the guards left.


  Moments later, Dominoe slipped out of the closet where she had hidden. Shaking her head, thankful for the stupidity of the guards, she strolled through the open door, and made her way across the hall to the President's room. Choosing to use the element of surprise, she rushed headlong into the room, prepared to fight. She, however, was the one surprised, as the room itself was completely empty. Cursing, she glanced at the dresser, but the Rolex was gone. Leaving the bedroom, she made her way quickly to the elevator, retrieved her uniform, and, dressing quickly, made her way downstairs.


  "Spread out and find her!" Manuel was yelling in Spanish. "Bring out the dogs if you have to! I think we all know what will happen to us if we fail to find that girl by the time the President returns! Now, move out!"


  Dominoe watched as the soldiers left the building, moving out in a web-like pattern across the grounds. Stepping out from her spot behind the pillar, she sprinted the five feet distance between her and Manuel. Turning, the surprised soldier had just enough time to gasp before a black leather boot caught him under the chin. He crumpled to the ground, moaning, his rifle sliding to the ground next to him. Dominoe grabbed him by the collar, placing him in a chokehold. "Listen very carefully," she whispered, dragging him back behind one of the pillars, out of sight in case someone came down the hallway.


  "I want you to tell me where the President has gone, and when he plans to return. I'm going to remove my hand from your mouth, and the answer is the only thing I want to hear from you. If you try anything even remotely cute, I'll snap your neck like a twig. Do we understand each other?" She gripped his head tightly, turning it a bit more to the side, enough to cause pain in his vertebrae, emphasizing the threat. Gulping, the man nodded woodenly. "Good," she replied, taking her hand from his mouth, keeping a death lock around her neck.


  "He's... *cough* *cough* going to... his secret base... *cough* up in the Cordilera Central, along the Ecuadorian border... somewhere between Piura... and Chiclayo! He will not be back... for a week... until he has... executed his Master Plan..."


  Frowning, Dominoe put pressure on the nerve cluster in the soldier’s neck and squeezed, sending him out like a light. Master Plan? Secret mountain base? Things were definitely starting to get interesting. Pulling Manuel's body back into the shadows, she made her way covertly to the door, and, avoiding the guards searching for her, exited the hotel.


  * * *


  Javar sighed in pleasure atop the central dais overlooking the command center of his control room. Everything was going perfectly according to schedule. The new missiles were armed, the chemical payload ready to be distributed. The short-range devices were set to launch at Peru's neighboring countries, Ecuador and Brazil, swiftly rendering the entire population of both countries a crowd of mindless zombie drones. His forces stood perched to sweep down upon the unresisting countries, annexing their lands to his glorious Peru, making them all part of the collective. Before any of the other major powers could have time to react or even know what was going on, another volley of long-range missiles would be launched... this time at the US.


  Yes, yes, Javar thought to himself, scratching his wrist idly in pleasure. To think of it, the great Superpower, the United States, ruled by me! Ha ha! With America and its resources, its money, its stockpile of weapons, no other country would DARE to stand against me! Yes, oh yes! Today, Ecuador, Brazil, and America. Tomorrow, the entire world!


  "Sir, all missile are ready for launch," a soldier called out. "Target coordinates have been verified and locked. Ignition sequence awaiting only your mark, sir!"


  Javar nodded. "Very good. Begin final countdown! Prepare to launch missiles five minutes from my mark. Three, two, one, mark!" The huge digital display located about the chamber came to life.


  "T-minus five minutes to launch," the computer droned loudly. "Four minutes fifty-five, fifty-four, fifty-three, fifty-two..."


  "Sir!" A soldier cut across the computer's voice over the P.A. "Sir, we have several unidentified incomings approaching our position on an intercept course!"


  "What?" Javar roared, glancing at his monitor. It was true. Several unknown blips were drawing close to their central position. "But... how? Why? No one knows about this site! Who could have...?” Then, eyes narrowed, he put two and two together. "It's HER!" he snarled. "That... that fucking bitch spy! She's behind this, somehow! Red Alert! Activate security defense measures! Men, take your stations and prepare to repel intruders! We proceed with the countdown as scheduled!!"


  * * *


  Outside, in the air above the Cordillera Central, the sky became filled with the sights and sounds of battle. The mountain base's gun cannons went active, firing deadly spreads of anti-aircraft firepower at the incoming ships. The assault team, likewise, returned fire, trying to cut through the hail of shells and bullets to reach their objective.


  Dominoe glanced anxiously at the altimeter as she zipped up her stylish black parka and put on her goggles. "C'mon!" she yelled to the pilot. "Just a little lower. You're the best pilot we have, Jacque, I know you can get me there."


  Jacque grunted, bringing the aircraft down a bit lower, just barely dodging another shower of anti-air fire. "This is about as low as I dare, Dominoe," he said brusquely. "Any closer and you won't need to jump out, I can CRASH you into their front door."


  Dominoe checked the altimeter again and nodded. "Close enough, Jacque. I can make it from here. Thanks for the lift." Gritting her teeth, taking a deep calming breath, Dominoe hit the switch and blew out the main hatch. The air pressure buffeted and pulled at her for a moment before settling. At this altitude, there was just enough air to keep her somewhat lightheaded, dizzy, but conscious. Without fear, she leaped from the aircraft, falling towards her target, directing her supple sexy body as best she could with her arms.


  Several other CATT members were taking flight as well, skydiving down towards the partially obscured mountain base. They were too small and compact to show up on radar at their current height, and the guns ignored them completely. Around ten thousand feet, the first of the parachutes began deploying, slowing their descent, and increasing their visibility to radar. Now, the guns noticed them, and began taking aim. The firefight became more intense now, as the CATT members began shooting at the guns with their hand rifles as they dropped, trying to take out as many guns as possible before they were cut down. Six agents were shot down before the last of the guns were disabled. Dominoe, taking out the last one, gave a deep sigh of relief.


  Several feet from the ground, Dominoe released her chute, and dropped, soundlessly, into the thick white snow covering the peak. Securing a rope, she ran to the edge and jumped, using gravity and momentum to speed her repel down the rock face, to the closest of the open panels. Landing atop one of the ruined gun turrets, Dominoe pulled her gun again, ducking just as a soldier noticing her landing opened fire. She returned fire, more accurate that her attacking, and the man dropped to the ground far below.


  "One minute and counting," the computer droned incessantly, as Dominoe burst into the main control room. Javar, from his seat high above the room, locked eyes with her for an instant. The hatred and rage in his expression said more than mere words could express, as the President pulled his pistol and fired at her.


  "Intruder in the control room!" he yelled, firing towards the fast black-clad streak moving across the floor. "Someone stop her! The countdown MUST continue as planned! Kill her!"


  Soldiers burst into the room, firing, pinning Dominoe down behind a smashed computer console. Cursing softly under her breath, she knelt, firing back, watching the computer display helplessly as the time quickly elapsed. "Thirty-five seconds, thirty-four, thirty-three," the computer voice spat.


  "Shit! I'm running out of time," Dominoe growled in frustration. She quickly ejected her ammo clip and inserted a new one, then fired, cutting down two more soldiers who had dared to press too close. Pinned down as she was, there was no way to reach President Perez's platform or the main computer banks, to stop the launch in time.


  Suddenly, a new sound graced Dominoe's ears, the sound of several automatic assault rifles firing in tandem, the familiar sound of standard CATT weapons. Glancing up, she saw the others had landed safely on the rock face and had repelled into the building on various levels. The soldiers, at a disadvantage from being fired on from above, scattered, moving for cover. Taking advantage of the commotion, Dominoe moved quickly, sprinting across the room, to the main computer terminal.


  "NO!! NO! You fools! Don't let her reach the computer!" Javar screamed, firing wildly with his gun.


  Several soldiers turned, taking aim at the intruder, only to fall as the other CATT members cleared the way for Dominoe to proceed. Crouching down, Dominoe yanked off the computer's main covering. "Six seconds, five, four, three," the computer called out, as Dominoe desperately recalled her computer training, located the correct computer chip, and plucked it daintily from the motherboard with her fingernails.


  "One... one... one... one... one..." the computer voice repeated over and over, stuck in an endless loop. Dominoe heaved a small sigh of relief, dropping and crushing the computer's internal clock CPU under her heel.


  "NOOOOOOOOO!" Javar yelled, watching his dreams of conquest come crashing down all around him. Glaring down at Dominoe, he leaped from his control chair, and raced along the catwalk towards his escape hatch.


  "Oh no you don't!" Dominoe yelled, running up after him. She ran through the doorway in front of her, coming out on a stairway. Javar, one level above her, fired off a few more shots, shooting blindly, but Dominoe pursued, unfazed. She wasn't letting him get away a second time. Her long, athletic legs moved quickly as she climbed, ignoring the slight burn in her thighs, making her way swiftly up the stairs towards her target.


  She reached the top platform three steps behind Javar, who was winded from his own fast flight. "Perez!" she yelled out, raising her gun. "Hold it right there! Drop your weapon and get those hands up. Now!"


  Javar froze. "You won't shoot me," he said, turning slowly. "Whatever country you work for, whatever secret agency commands you, you can't shoot me. Not in cold blood. If the world at large were to hear about this incident---"


  Dominoe cocked her gun. "Who's to say WHO was responsible here?" she asked, stepping closer. "After all, we were only stopping a potential international incident here, stopping you from attacking your neighbor countries. If a stray bullet were to take down El Presidente in the firefight, well, who could be blamed for that." She lowered the gun, slightly, holding it right at his heart. "Besides, you already admitted seeing me at the party when the former President was killed. It would be in my best interest to kill you, if for no other reason than to keep your mouth shut about it."


  Javar, wide-eyed, backed away slowly. "No, you wouldn't!" he babbled, reaching back behind him. "You couldn't! No... not like this! Kill me, shoot me in cold blood! Look, look, I'm unarmed," he said dropping his gun. "Please! I surrender! Whatever you want. Just don't kill me!" His hand found the button he'd been searching for, and he pressed it lightly.


  Dominoe sighed, shaking her head. For all the man's boasting, for all his dreams and delusions of grandeur, he was only a coward at heart. Taking a step forward, she reached out to grab him.


  PTTNG!


  "AHH!" Dominoe cried, as a stabbing pain exploded in her left thigh. Turning quickly behind, she saw a man in a white lab coat holding a pistol. He fired again, but missed. Dominoe returned fired, shooting the man in the chest, sending him crashing down to the floor. Clutching her with her free hand, she turned back to Javar, only to find he'd vanished through the now open doorway. Grunting, ignoring the pain, she limped after him.


  The long corridor led to a small alcove, and a hidden room. Peering carefully inside, she saw the President typing anxiously on a small keyboard, glancing now and again out the small curved window. Satisfied, he sat down in a heavy, steel-reinforced chair, and strapped himself in. Shit. An escape pod, Dominoe realized. Before Javar could pull the release switch, she leaped into the chamber.


  Javar's head whirled around. He reached for the seatbelt release, but Dominoe waved him away with her gun. "No, not this time," she said slowly, moving around in front of the seat. "No more running. This ends, here and now."


  Javar closed his eyes, awaiting the bullet that would end his life. It was with complete surprise, then, when he opened his eyes moments later to find his assailant completely naked, his clothes and gun tossed aside, standing over him. His eyes widened as she reached down and unzipped his pants, taking out his rapidly rising tool. "What... what are y-y-you... doing?" Javar gasped in confusion and pleasure, as the sexy agent began stroking his raging hard on.


  "My job," she replied simply, as she lowered herself gently onto him, wrapping her arms and legs around him, holding him more solidly than the restraining harness. The danger of the past few minutes was still fresh in Dominoe's mind, and her juices were running steadily as she clutched and held the President's member inside her. He was somewhat thin but long, easily eleven inches, with a slight but noticeable curve. She let out a soft deep groan as the tip reached her spot, sending her excitement even higher. Her hips began the rhythmic practiced dance her lovers so enjoyed, bringing the young President quickly to a boil. Grunting, sighing, pulling forlornly at his bindings, Javar rode the wave of pleasure building up fast within him, nearing that white water crest he desperately sought.


  Almost... there... just a little... more... Dominoe thought distractedly, as her own body began to respond to the pleasure of Javar's hard cock. The sounds of gunfire were getting louder, approaching steadily, but she couldn't tell if it was the soldiers or the other CATT members. The prospect of being discovered by either, in her current position, drover her arousal even higher, and she released a hand from Javar's back to grope and squeeze one of her breasts, playing lightly with the nipple.


  The touch sent a strobic flash of images through her mind again, the multiple cascade of faces and forms of her various foes, of people and events, vaguely recalled, barely remembered except in her deepest dreams. Sable's beautiful haughty face sneered up at her, quickly replaced by the redheaded Amazon Gloria Wilkins, known as Red Scorpion, whose image blended and morphed into the strong masculine face of rogue CATT agent, Knight, a superior smirk tightening his lips. His face blended-merged-morphed with another, and another, becoming a kaleidoscope of hazy indistinct images and sensations, blending together, making Dominoe feel strangely fearful yet excited, helpless yet in command, submissive yet dominant, all at once.


  Her eyes fluttered, and only the loud, desperate groans and moans issuing from Javar broke through the erotic fog. With a start, she came back to herself, and realized that she was purposely using her expert muscle control to keep the man dangling at the edge of orgasm, prolonging her own enjoyment, instead of completing her mission. Somewhat shaken at her loss of control, she leaned forward, tonguing the small smooth capsule hidden underneath her tongue. Gripping it between her lips, she pressed her mouth to Javar's as she clenched and contracted her pussy muscles, giving the President the last final push he needed to send him over the edge.


  "AAAAHHHHHHHHHYYYYEEEEESSSSSS!!" Javar hissed in ecstasy, as he came hard and deep. His mouth open wide, Dominoe took advantage of the moment of rapture and bit down on the capsule, squirting the antiviral compound down the President's throat. He gasped, nearly choking, but swallowed, his spasm causing him to rear up, giving Dominoe the final push SHE needed to cum. Groaning deeply, she clutched him to her, bouncing wildly on his still firing gun as it send pulse after pulse of hot wet pleasure into her steamy cunt.


  The images swirled in her mind again, as the pleasure overcame her. A second orgasm swept in after the first, followed by a third. Dominoe screamed her pleasure, humping the dazed sex-besotted man with reckless abandon, until finally, her mind and body could take no more. Sighing, she slumped down from the seat, lying on the cold metal floor, panting, regaining her breath. Her thighs were wet as her love juices trickled slowly forth, running down her wet, sweat-soaked body. Her skin was aflame with sensation, and the cold metal floor felt wonderful on her hot parched flesh.


  Slowly, the pleasure faded, and Dominoe's awareness returned to her. Perez still sat in his seat, eyes closed, swooning from the pleasure overload and the effects of the serum. The sounds of gunfire were loud and intense, sounding as if the men were only a few feet away. Shaking off the last of her lethargy, Dominoe grabbed her gun, and took aim, ready to cut down the first enemy that poked his head through the door.


  "Dom?" Rook asked, peering through the doorway. Sighing, she lowered her weapon as Rook entered.


  "Everything alright out there?" she asked, turning her back to him, sliding her uniform back on.


  "Yeah, just fine. We're mopping up the rest of the soldiers now. We should have the base completely secure in another two or three minutes." Glancing at the sleeping form in the chair, seeing the light trickle of blood from the wound on her thigh, he asked, "How about you, Dom? Is everything alright in here?"


  Dominoe turned back to face him, zipping her parka closed. "Of course. Mission accomplished. I even retrieved the real watch this time." She held up the gold Rolex, taken from the sleeping president's wrist moments ago. "Looks like this crisis is over."


  "Good. Let's get out of here." He sighed, looking at the sleeping man. "He's going to have a lot of interesting questions once he wakes up. I think it'll be best if we're gone by then."


  Nodding in agreement, Dominoe followed her partner, limping slightly. The medic back at HQ would have her leg sewn up good as new in no time. The mission was a success. Everything was perfect once again.


  Then why do I feel so... uneasy? she pondered as she exited the chamber.


  Epilogue:


  Javar Perez awoke with a start. Glancing around at the unfamiliar surroundings around him, he furrowed his brow, trying to recall exactly what had been going on. He reached up to rub his throbbing temples, only to find his wrists and shoulders were still restrained.


  Still?


  Memory returned to him, hitting him like a bucket of ice-cold water. Stunned, shocked, Javar hastily unstrapped himself, and, pulling up his pants, made his way out of the chamber. All around him lay the scattered bodies of soldiers, many of whom he didn't know, but all too many he recognized. At the foot of the stairs, he saw a sight that made him cringe. A man lay there, his once-pristine white lab coat now splattered with blood and gore.


  "Arturo," he whispered, sinking down to his knees next to his fallen friend.


  The researcher's eyes stared straight ahead into nothingness, as they had done ever since Javar had administered his potent serum. Now, however, there was no life behind them, not even the blank, empty, zombie-like spark that had remained captive for so many weeks. Sighing, Javar slipped his hand over them, closing those eyes for the last time.


  "I'm sorry my friend," he whispered. "I... I don't know... there's no excuse for what I've done."


  He remembered all too clearly what had happened the past month. His uncle's death. The sudden, inexplicable changes in him, his desire for control, for dominance, for power. He had used his botanical discovery to subdue all of his former comrades and friends, making them into nothing more than pawns for his own political gains. In the space of a month, he had become a dictator, a tyrant, ruling Peru, his beautiful Peru, with a merciless fist, draining money and resources suited to better things--- things he once believe in--- all to expand his empire.


  In the space of a few weeks, he had become that which he had most hated and despised.


  Returning to Lima, Javar pondered the future. He couldn't undo the damage that he'd caused in his strange dispassionate zeal. But perhaps, just perhaps, he could begin to make amends. He would work hard to bring peace and prosperity back to his people. He would resume his research into the medicinal value of the rainforest vegetation.


  I'll make amends for what I did to you, Arturo.


  * * *


  "A job well done, team," Chief Davis said as Dominoe and her party disembarked. "Our international contacts in Peru tell us that the mountain missile base is being dismantled, and that the entire incident is being kept quiet. No one will ever know how close we came to a true international disaster."


  "Close doesn't even begin to cover it, Chief," Bishop said with a shake of his head. "Dom really came through in the clutch. Man, I can still hear that computer's voice in my head: 'One. One. One.'" He shook his head again. "You don't cut a countdown any closer than that."


  "Yes, good job Dominoe," Davis replied, facing the statuesque beauty. "Once again, you've saved the free world from devastation." He paused, frowning. "Dominoe? Are you alright?"


  "What?" Jerking up, Dominoe glanced up into the Chief's anxious face. "Oh, sorry. I'm fine. Just woolgathering, I'm afraid. Thinking about... how I was going to write up this report."


  Davis eyed her for a moment. "Yes, well, I look forward to reading your report. But for now, Dominoe, I want you to go to the med building, and let the medic take a look at your leg. A nanoprobe treatment should have the wound sealed as good as new in no time. Then I want you to go and get some rest. We'll finish the debriefing at nine in the morning."


  "Yes sir," Dominoe replied, limping her way towards the medical building. Her leg throbbed with every step, but she barely noticed. Her mind was split on many different levels. On the one hand, she was happy, proud that she had succeeded, that she had brought the matter in Peru to a finish. On the other, she wondered at her earlier mistake, at the lapse that had precluded the entire affair. If she had obtained the RIGHT gold watch, none of the events they'd faced would have even happened. She knew, intellectually, that it hadn't been her fault, that there was no way of knowing that elder Perez had given the watch to his nephew as a gift after becoming infected with it himself. There had been virtually no in-depth intel on the nephew at all; no reason to suspect that he would grow to become a terror greater than his war-besotted uncle.


  But still... somehow, I should have known.


  And then, of course, there were those lapses, those slight moments where her mind would wander, where she would get lost in old memories of... of... of something, memories she couldn't consciously bring to the surface, but that occasionally crept up on her and swept her away in a sea of erotic pleasure. She had nearly blown the Peru mission in the end by losing herself in those dreams. Yet, for some reason, she couldn't bring herself to mention them.


  I'm probably just tired, she reasoned to herself. Too many sleepless nights up worrying, or on a mission, and not enough down time. Dr. Swanson said it would catch up with me eventually. Arriving at the med building, she forced a smile on her face. I'll be fine. A good night's rest, and a few days rest, and my leg and my brain should be good as new. Walking inside, the building, she kept repeating that thought to herself, trying to convince herself that it was the truth.


  THEEND


  DOMINOE: BLACK ICE
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  Part 1


  I


  The cavernous wildcat deck of the Petrotech Drilling Platform #3 was dark and deathly cold, cramped with pipe stands, powerful hydraulics, and caked with oily filth from two decades of continuous drilling. The powerful halogen lamps overhead were all dark and the thin light from the emergency lights was all but swallowed by the jungle of chains, winches, and mobile cranes hanging from the ceiling. Outside, the North Sea occasionally lashed out at the man-made eyesore, causing the entire platform to groan in protest. Normally 200 men worked on the wildcat deck 24 hours a day pumping crude oil from the ocean floor. Now only a handful remained, gathered around the central wellhead, a 9000-foot shaft 3 feet in diameter choked with filthy, ice-cold seawater. Their dark fatigues, automatic weapons, and foolishly lit cigarettes attested that they were not oilmen. They were murderers on the corporate payroll, and the stiff dead bodies littering the deck indicated that they did their work well. And they had one more murder to attend to after, of course, having a little fun.


  “Two minutes, Major Sokov.” One soldier noted, carefully monitoring his wristwatch.


  “Very well, she should be surfacing any moment now.”


  The heavy shaft withdrew slowly from the icy wellhead, as it had been for the last 60 seconds since reaching a maximum depth of 50 meters. The segments of oily pipe finally giving way to the black and yellow crosshatch pattern of the drill unit itself. At last their prisoner broke the surface with a primal gasp followed by half-drowned coughs as she was raised fully from the hellish water to stand again before her torturers. She was no more than 25, with sultry brown eyes and long coppery hair now drenched and laying tightly against her head. Though she had the body of a bathing suit model, she was dressed for amphibious combat in a catsuit of rubberized lycra, short black diving gloves, booties, and military dive belt now stripped of equipment. The mysterious beauty was chained tightly to the drill shaft at the thighs, waist, and throat with her arms pulled entirely around the shaft in a reverse hug and manacled at the wrists. The bondage seemed to highlight her petite waist, delicately flaring hips, and firm breasts with nipples rock-hard from prolonged exposure to the icy water. The rubber soles of her boots rested on the

  diamond-crusted grinders lining the tip of the drill. The only insignia on her glossy black costume was a shoulder patch showing a blood-red rook on a subdued yellow background–the badge of a CATT field agent.


  “Feel like talking yet, Miss Newcastle?” Sokov asked in the sophisticated accent of one who spoke a half dozen languages. “Or are you ready for a 60 meter dive. It should require 2 minutes and 15 seconds submerged.”


  “What is there to talk about?” She managed between coughs. For a moment they regarded each other, the professional soldier and the young spy. Sokov was acutely aware that her men could not keep their eyes off their luscious prisoner. In fact, her body, face and appearance had apparently had been subtly altered for just that purpose; her haunting beauty was certainly a formidable weapon in a world of horny men. Sokov too felt an odd attraction to the girl, but business was business. It wasn’t often one got the opportunity to torture a woman with the face of a movie star, the body of an exotic dancer, and the courage of a navy SEAL.


  “Let’s start with how you knew that we were planning to attack this drilling platform?”


  “It wasn’t hard to spot six military surplus helicopters loaded with mercenaries massing at an abandoned airport.”


  “But you can’t expect me to believe that you rode out with us on one of our own helicopters. How did you know our objective?”


  “Just lucky, I guess.”


  “And was it just luck when you killed 10 of my men and sabotaged the power distribution system to this facility?”


  “No, your men were careless. It happens when all your other opponents are unarmed civilians.”


  “It seems you too were careless, attempting to rescue the prisoners. You forget that many people in this world will to betray their own mothers for one more moment of life.”


  Major Sokov drove her fist hard into the young agent’s muscular abdomen, driving the air out of her lungs.


  “We’ll talk again when you’re feeling more cooperative. Please lower the drill to 60 meters.”


  “Yes Ma’am.”


  The guard at the controls pulled a lever and the drill started downward, taking their prisoner back down into the lightless well. The lovely spy breathed as deeply and rapidly as the chains and Sokov’s punch would allow, desperate to build up enough oxygen in her already depleted blood to survive another cruel plunge to a depth of almost 200 feet. It would require all her self-control to survive the next two minutes.


  She had been submerged for almost a minute when the overhead halogens began to flicker dimly and the blowers again began circulating warm air. After five hours, the invaders had finally managed to repair enough of the damaged power distribution network to restore basic utilities. But the lights only revealed the full extent of their carnage: over a hundred bullet-riddled bodies strewn across the wildcat deck alone. Those few not killed in the initial raid on Platform #3 had been executed soon after. All except for the lone CATT agent that had attempted to foil their plans. She would die too of course, but her ultimate fate could certainly be much more entertaining than mere drowning and hypothermia in the depths of the wellhead.


  “On the deck, attention!” A man shouted with military precision. The shock troopers came to attention as they were joined by a their leader. She was a tall elegant woman in her early 50s almost 6 feet tall with platinum hair and the bored expression of an aristocrat. She wore a black wool business suit with a mink stole, a fortune of diamond and emerald jewelry, and carried a riding crop in one gloved hand. Behind her was her pleasure slave, a delicious 5’2” blonde wearing leather pants, a leather halter-top, and high heels despite the cold room. The older woman had her slave on a leash secured to a stout leather collar, while a hobbling chain connecting her two ankle cuffs ensued that she walked only in shuffling steps.


  “The power is restored, Major Sokov. My men will have the vault open in a matter of hours. Is the platform secured?”


  “Yes Donna Matrix,” the hard military woman answered smartly. “The grounds are secured and the missile batteries are set up. All prisoners, including your informants, have been terminated with the exception of the spy. I have been questioning her on her knowledge of our operation.”


  “The saboteur is a woman? A security specialist for Petrotech?”


  “No, ma’am. She says her name is Angelica Newcastle. She is apparently a field agent for CATT.”


  “Hmmm, then the name is undoubtedly false. Bring her up immediately.”


  The controller immediately reversed the drill, which rose double-speed to the surface.


  “I must warn you, ma’am, she’s a tricky one. I lost 10 good men trying to flush her out. One of your informants finally got a good lick in on her as she was rescuing him, hoping to gain favor and save his life.”


  “He’s been executed?”


  “Yes. “


  “Excellent.”


  When “Angelica” again broke the surface she was hanging weakly from the chains, shivering and on the verge of hypothermia. Again she erupted into fits of coughing, trying to clear her lungs to take in the oxygen her body was starving for. She didn’t even notice the arrival of the dangerous-looking woman and her sexy slave.


  “My, my, my,” Matrix pressed her riding crop against the prisoner’s shoulder to get a better look at her shoulder patch. “I see CATT knows the proper way to equip their female assassins. How could any foolish man casually execute such a rare beauty. What do they call you within CATT, my dear?”


  The time for resistance was past. The spy could see that this woman had more sinister thoughts on her mind than simple interrogation. “Dominoe.”


  “I’ve heard of you; pity you don’t live up to your reputation. I am Matrix. Donna Matrix. You’ve heard of me, yes?”


  “Of course. Matrix Chemicals. You also front a dozen illegal operations—drug smuggling, gambling, white slavery, extortion. A real girl scout.”


  “Hmm, yes. But I’m working on my deathtrap merit badge, but I’ll need your help. I saw the most intriguing little toy up on the deck.”


  “I think I’d rather try for 70 meters.”


  “Clever girl. Pixie, I’m afraid I’ll need a few of your toys, if you don’t mind. You men, take Dominoe to the pump room, and I’ll join you presently. Feel free to handle her roughly.”


  * * *


  The officers of the Matrix Corporate Assault Team gathered in the pump room to watch the fun as Dominoe was prepared for an entertaining death. Donna Matrix had left the sultry agent in her skintight catsuit, but had added a leather single glove and large black rubber ball gag. Her waist had been expertly wrapped with a dozen coils of tight nylon cord, supporting a tight crotch rope that ran from just below her navel to a steel grommet on the end of the single glove. She also wore leather ankle cuffs secured by a one-foot chain. The men pulled the gear as tight as they could–there was certainly no point in preserving the circulation of a dead woman.


  Dominoe was standing before a thick, black pipe that entered the pump room through one wall and exited through the opposite wall. Directly before her, Matrix’s men had opened a steel access cap, easily large enough to admit the sleek spy. Inside the pipe and just to one side of the opening was what looked like a conical digging nightmare from War of the Worlds. It had a forward-facing grooved cone with long steel teeth, as well as similar drill-like grinders angling up and down, contacting the walls of the pipe. The spinning grinder heads completely filled the pipe and would presumably be driven forward by an unseen track mechanism.


  “Pity we don’t have more time to play, but this should serve as a tasty diversion while my men finish opening the vault door to the research center. This pipe is used to load tankers and runs for hundreds of yards across the platform. Its flushed with water after every use but it still gets very mucky so they use this scrubber to remove obstacles and scour the walls clean. And I also noticed this delightful feature.”


  Matrix pressed a button on a control console and lights just behind the grinder head came on. Near the lights were several protected camera lenses behind thick plates of glass.


  “The scrubber is also used to inspect the pipes. I’ll give you a 30-second head start to wriggle down the pipe as far as you can before I release the scrubber. From here, we’ll watch the chase in all its gory detail. Sound like fun?”


  “HMMFFF!” Dominoe’s eyes were defiant but her heart was racing. This was definitely not good.


  “Major Sokov!” Came a voice over the radio. “In-bound helicopters from 035 and 273, low to the water!”


  “So, Dominoe, it seems as if you were able to alert your friends after all,” Matrix pulled on the crotch rope until Dominoe moaned into her gag. “I’ll delay the game just long enough for you to witness their destruction. Arm the missiles! Fire on my command!”


  Dominoe was held in grips of iron as the seconds ticked by. The whipping wind and the pounding sea made it difficult to hear but finally her keen senses caught the faintest sound of helicopter blades on the horizon. Flying right into the hands of a paranoid lunatic with a huge weapons budget.


  “Fire!” Donna Matrix said with obvious relish, tightening her grip on Pixie’s leash.


  But then everything went wrong. The missiles had hardly left the rail when they suddenly detonated, throwing the entire group to the deck. Outside, fireballs filled the sky and it rained down splintered deck, burning wreckage, and twisted metal. The missile launchers themselves were completely destroyed.


  “That little slut!” Matrix bellowed, “Dominoe’s responsible for this! Kill her immediately!”


  A dozen pistols were drawn to fulfill Donna Matrix’s death sentence but they could not find a target. In the moment of confusion, Dominoe had apparently disappeared.


  “She’s in the pipe, you fools!” Matrix seized a pistol from one of her men and fired down the length of the pipe in the direction Dominoe had certainly fled. Only when the gun was empty did she throw it back to the mercenary.


  “Take defensive positions to repel the attackers,” she ordered. “They’ll never expect such a large and professional force. Tell the men to continue working on the vault. Major Sokov, a word with you alone.”


  “Yes Ma’am. You heard her, men, dig in and prepare to destroy these CATT bastards.”


  The men filed out in military fashion, while Matrix surveyed the situation through a window now suddenly devoid of glass. When they were alone, Matrix continued.


  “The platform is on fire in three places—in 20 minutes it will be an inferno. We will never get the vault open in so short a time. My direct approach to obtain the black ice has failed; we will need to revert to plan B.


  “Call my private sub and meet me on the debarkation level, while the others cover our escape. But first, seal that pipe and activate the scrubber. It’s a pity I will only get to kill Dominoe once.”


  “Very good, ma’am.” Sokov radioed the sub commander, then screwed the heavy steel cap back on the pipe. Finally, she set the scrubber on its highest setting and sent it on its way.


  * * *


  Inside the pipe all was pitch black. Dominoe was already caked with crude oil sludge and half-delerious from the toxic fumes, but nevertheless willed her body forward like an inchworm through the glop. She had reached an elbow in the pipe just in time to avoid the hail of bullets, but she was still in terrible danger. The far-off explosions told her that a battle was going on outside. The elevated temperature told her that the oil platform was most likely on fire and she would soon fry. But, worst of all, the steady vibrations in the walls of the pipe told her that Donna Matrix had still managed to activate the scrubber which was even now bearing down on the hobbled, exhausted, and half-asphyxiated agent. It would be interesting to find out just which lethal menace killed her first.


  And things were about to get worse. Her eyes, which were desperately trying to adjust to the profound darkness, finally caught the tiniest hint of illumination, but it was from behind her. Her heart sank as she realized that the scrubber was rapidly gaining ground. Then she struck on yet another disastrous surprise: the pipe before her suddenly pitched straight down and was completely filled with oil-polluted water.


  So now it’s between drowning or mechanical dismemberment. She thought to herself. And Rook always said they’d just fuck me to death!


  She had been conditioned by CATT to internalize danger as sexual arousal instead of the paralyzing fear that lead to the deaths of most agents. And her libido was singing now but there was no point in delaying the inevitable. Just as she had done before each plunge into the well head, Dominoe drew in a rapid succession of deep breaths then plunged herself into the water-filled pipe with no idea when or if she would ever find air again. The natural buoyancy of her costume worked against her as she struggled to descend into the murk but fortunately the pipe leveled out after dropping only 5 feet. The daring girl continued her desperate crawl, now pressed by her own natural buoyancy against the top of the flooded pipe.


  45 seconds. She timed herself as she wriggled slowly through the airless darkness. Losing it already. Her head was swimming and her thoughts were starting to wander. Not one person in 1,000,000 could have made it even this far, but it seemed that Death—whom she had courted for so long—had at last come to claim his bride.


  But perhaps not. Even as she felt her limbs going numb, Dominoe heard a series of “plinks,” and a dozen points of light materialized before her eyes. 20mm rounds! Now Dominoe wriggled forward with new purpose. The shells had entered from overhead and had left jagged entry holes lined with razor-sharp strips of metal. If she could get there before the water level dropped substantially she could use the shards like a knife against the single glove! Despite her burning lungs and the small tantalizing breathing space now developing at the top of the draining pipe, the sultry agent turned face down so that the single glove was pressed against the roof of the pipe and lurched forward.


  RIIIIIIP!


  The leather parted easily against the jagged steel knives of the bullet holes and Dominoe slipped her arms from the single glove, immediately removing the pressure on the crotch rope. But there was no time to celebrate yet. Dominoe had no sooner removed the gag and pressed her mouth up against a bullet hole for some fresh air when the scrubber descended into the lower pipe, locking her in its headlights. A solid wall of whirling steel teeth advanced toward the ebon-clad spy and she crab-walked reflexively down the pipe to add some futile distance between them. But the fast-moving scrubber advanced only as far at the bullet holes before hanging up on the same steel shards she had used to sever the single glove. In fact, the whirling head directly against the holes was stuck fast. This gave Dominoe both the opportunity and the point of vulnerability she needed. She drew a slim taser from a secret compartment in her night suit and fired it into the main body of the scrubber unit, slamming its circuitry with 20,000 volts of low-current charge. The deadly machine suddenly went inert in a flash of frying circuits.


  * * *


  Tuk Chow, the first CATT agent from the strike team to reach the platform, was livid with rage as he searched among the dead civies for Dominoe. The rigged locator signal they had used to find her position and booby-trapped missile batteries were clear evidence that she had survived the initial attack on the platform, but the carnage everywhere attested to the brutality of her opponents. He didn’t have much hope of finding her alive, but he was at least determined to find her body before the platform collapsed. Needless to say, he was shocked when a hatchway almost directly before him slowly unscrewed itself and popped open. He raised his M16 as a small head popped out of the opening, completely caked with muck but unmistakable nonetheless.


  “What the hell are you doing in there, Dominoe? I never figured you as one to duck out on a perfectly good firefight. “


  “Tuk! My god, am I glad to see you–for a change! Get me the fuck out of here.”


  Tuk shouldered his rifle and helped his teammate out of the reeking pipe.


  “EWWWW, you look like hell, girl. You’re going to be scrubbing this shit off you for a month. Any idea who’s behind all this?”


  “Yes. And as soon as I find out why, she’s dead.”


  II


  It seemed like rich corporate sponsors were demanding more and more of their professional athletes these days, and Christian Lieberman, Petrotech’s R&D Officer, was no exception. In this case he had demanded to spend the evening with the Bridgett Dulac, the rookie addition to the Silver Spectrum, Petrotech’s international women’s cycling team. He had met up with the team in Sestrieres, France where they were preparing for the International Women’s Cycling Championships. The course for this year would go from the Alps to the coast of the French Riviera and unfortunately the Spectrum had lost their high-speed specialist to a freak ankle fracture. It was pure luck that they picked up Bridgett in Paris, a fearless flier that had given them hope of even taking the gold cup. Lieberman had also heard that she was one of the most striking women to ever join the tour, so since business took him to the Alps anyway he couldn’t resist the temptation to look in on the Spectrum’s rookie sensation.


  Bridgett did not disappoint. She had already been dubbed the “Renoire Rocket” on the tour for her ability to fly down the steep twisting mountainsides that characterized the early stages of the course. And she had proven equally skilled in Lieberman’s private suite, driving him mad with clever flirting and sultry glances before she had even removed her nylon warm ups. What followed was for Lieberman a sexual marathon that defied his greatest adolescent dreams. They moved across the penthouse hotel suite like inspired artists from hot tub, to bearskin rug, to satin bed, to conference table, she always right there with the perfect touch, or kiss, or word that would arouse him anew. By three AM they had finally collapsed exhausted on the bed, still dripping wet from the hot tub where Bridgett had been showing him amazing things she could do to him with ice cubes. He collapsed utterly spent and at perfect peace, his angel tucked demurely under his arm. He was so deeply asleep that he completely missed the tiny prick that would send him into dreamless slumber for the next 8 hours.


  “Hmmm,” Bridget Dulac–known in the most secretive international circles as Dominoe—withdrew the tiny syringe but lingered a moment longer, savoring the moment. “You have some raw talent waiting to be developed, Mr. Lieberman. Wish all my men were as repressed as you. Time to go to work.”


  Dominoe gave the powerful and ruggedly handsome executive a final oddly passionate kiss, then slipped out from beneath the satin sheets and padded naked across the floor. There was no doubt why Lieberman had fallen easy prey to her charms. Dominoe was built (and in some cases rebuilt) to the very vision of feminine perfection. At 5‘7” and precisely 117 pounds, she was long and lean with perfectly sculpted legs, softly flaring hips, a tiny waist, and full, perfectly rounded breasts that were simply too perfect to be natural. Her buttocks were perfectly heart-shaped and her abdomen was washer-board flat, arcing gently between her thighs to her artistically rendered pussy. Her face was disarmingly innocent, with huge pouting brown eyes, delicate rounded features, a long regal neck, and a lustrous mane of shoulder-length auburn hair. Every aspect of her appearance was scientifically balanced: she was gorgeous but not one feature stood out for recollection. You could be captivated by her gaze for hours, and afterward have no recollection of her appearance. She could completely captivate you in an instant; and leave you wondering for days if she had ever really existed. In other words, she was the perfect spy.


  Too bad I won’t be around for the race, Dominoe mused as she picked up her uniform from the floor near the fire and dressed. She pulled on her nylon panties, tights, and athletic top of metallic silver with the high-tech logo of Silver Spectrum across her chest. I have taken a bit of a dislike for the Deuchebank team. If only Lieberman had delayed a bit longer.


  But Lieberman was making his deal with Matrix Chemicals and CATT was determined to head him off. Petrotech was strictly a small-time petroleum producer specializing in offshore drilling. But when CATT heard rumors that Petrotech had discovered an amazing new material called Black Ice in a nearly exhausted offshore oil well, they dispatched Dominoe to investigate. What Dominoe stumbled upon, however, was a clear attempt by Matrix Chemicals to make a grab for the revolutionary material in a military strike before word of its existence could leak out. Now the platform was destroyed and with it Petrotech’s secret lab where they stored their entire supply of the substance. But one sample of the material had apparently survived, and CATT learned that Lieberman was planning to sell it to an “unknown agent” for an astronomical sum. Dominoe could well imagine just who that agent represented–Matrix Chemicals.


  Course, I’ll need a little help with my disappearing act. Dominoe opened the sliding glass door leading to the open terrace and disappeared briefly into the night, returning with a black satchel that had been recently dropped off. The satchel contained a vest of black nylon with many compartments and straps. With amazing dexterity, the sexy spy opened the vest and stepped into the dual crotch straps, pulling them snug at her thighs and noting with satisfaction with weight of the 9mm Browning under her arm. She pulled a black “skrunchie” out of one pocket and pulled her hair back even as she made her way over to the closet that hid the small safe. Another pocket held an active listening device that could ping the tumblers of even an electronic safe. The poor safe proved just as vulnerable to the trained touch of Dominoe as had Lieberman, and in less than a minute she had cracked the code.


  The safe contained a significant amount of cash, jewels, bearer bonds, and a small aluminum case. Within the foam-lined case was a vial of black fluid and a data disk, bearing the drawing of a complex polymeric molecule. The other valuables Dominoe ignored, but the Black Ice was coming with her!


  “Alright, now to disappear like the wind…” Her hand strayed toward the spread-spectrum transmitter at her belt. Three minutes to pick up after I activate the transmitter. Damn but I hate these balloon extractions. She pressed the button and hurried to the patio.


  On the roof, Dominoe deployed a large red helium balloon from the back pocket of the vest. It rapidly rose to an altitude of 600 feet where it went “active,” providing a homing signal for the EC-135 extraction plane that she couldn’t see but could hear rumbling somewhere overhead. Just then she heard another noise, this one much closer. It was none other than Major Serina Sokov, Donna Matrix’s trained attack bitch. For another moment Dominoe pretended to be oblivious to the woman’s stealthy presence, but then with a smooth, almost invisible motion she whipped out her pistol and trained it on the ex-KGB major.


  “It would be a shame to have to kill you on a lovely night, Major Sokov.”


  “I could have shot you from across the roof, my dear Dominoe. I chose to reveal myself to you.”


  “Poor choice. I’m afraid I’m a bit hard-hearted toward mass murderers.”


  “I, too, was reminiscing about the drilling platform. You are by far the most magnificent subject I have ever had the pleasure to interrogate. It seemed like such a shame to simply shoot you in the back from my armored enclosure on the other side of the roof.”


  Enclosure? Could she be bluffing?


  “Oh, I’m sorry CATT missed it. I just set it up this evening, along with a SA-4 anti-aircraft battery. Lieberman, it seems, is very concerned about international terrorists.”


  Dominoe stood relaxed, still looking up at the night sky with her gun held out laterally trained on the beautiful KGB interrogator. The engines of the plane were growing closer, unaware that they were flying straight into a trap. Nina felt a tingling thrill in her crotch, the sexual response that counteracted the worst of the suffocating fear that paralyzed most agents at moments like this. Thirty seconds from freedom, but was Sokov bluffing?


  “Surrender yourself now to me, Dominoe, and the six brave men up there tonight will still be six brave men tomorrow. Resist and you will die, they will die…”


  “…and you will die.”


  “Yes. And I thought this was going to be a boring night.”


  Then Dominoe heard an electrical whine and she knew Sokov was holding all the cards. The hidden SA-4 battery was even now tracking the EC-135 in passive mode. She would never get out by air and if she resisted she would only kill the aircrew as well, along with the innocent civilians below killed by the falling debris. With great regret Dominoe pulled the ripcord that released the recovery balloon to the empty air.


  “Very well, Major Sokov,” Dominoe safed her gun and dropped it. “But you should have just shot me when you had the chance.”


  “I think you have it backward, Dominoe,” Sokov’s men came forward and seized the spy by either arm. “You should have shot yourself when you had the chance. Now we have some time to play.”


  * * *


  The air was damp and chilly at 2300 meters, and it was made more so by the stiff downwash of the waiting helicopter. The view from the top of the Sestrieres, the first stubby peak of the Alps, was gorgeous; the asphalt road from Switzerland plunged from the summit down for thousands of meters into the lush green heartland of France headed for the Riviera some 120 kilometers distant. This road was the most demanding leg of the Tour de France, and also the route chosen for the women’s Cycling Championship. It was only fitting that Lieberman should choose this location for the death of his treacherous cyclist.


  Still looking a bit groggy from the effects of Dominoe’s injection, Lieberman stepped out of the helicopter, proceeded by Donna Matrix (with her slave, Pixie), Sokov and her security contingent. The guards then extracted Dominoe herself, who had been dressed in cycling singlet of wet-looking lycra, black cycling shoes, and gloves. Her chestnut hair was in a French-braid behind her head to better accept her black cycling helmet. She looked every bit like a beautiful cyclist—except for the high voltage shock collar around her throat, the tight black bondage belt, and the fact that her hands were cuffed behind her back.


  “Ahhh, Good morning ‘Bridgett,’” Lieberman smiled as the group walked away from the ‘copter toward the licorice-strip of twisting road. ” I must say I’ve never seen anyone fill out a triathlon suit quite like you.”


  “I never figured you as the sort who would traffic with international terrorists, Christian.”


  “Nor did I figure you to be a treacherous slut, Ms Dominoe. We all bear our secrets. You should be thankful that I am going to kill you today myself, rather than turning you over to Donna Matrix. It’s my way of thanking you for last night.”


  “Yes,” Sokov approached the bound spy and teased her breasts beneath the silky fabric of the tight singlet. “Gonji, my acupuncture master, taught me 15 auto-erotic torture constellations. It’s a pity you only got to experience the first four.” A chill ran down Dominoe’s spine at the thought of the night she had spent in strict bondage at the mercy of the KGB master. The intricate patterns of needles had produced indescribable sensations of pleasure-pain that had even Dominoe on the verge of pleading for mercy. Death would be the least of her concerns if she were turned over to Donna Matrix.


  “As it is, I’ve arranged a most fitting death for you.”


  From the back of the helicopter the guards produced a sleek black racing cycle and set it on the road, held upright by removable steel stand. Though it appeared in most respects to be a conventional top-of-the-line racing bike, several modifications were obvious. First, the water bottle holder had been replaced with metal clips that could hold nothing larger than a slim vial. Second, the handlebars, seat stand, and pedals were modified with steel attachment points so that the rider could be bound in place. And finally, the cycle had no brakes whatsoever.


  “Since you are by natural a speed specialist, Bridgett, I decided we should put your skills to the test. Gentlemen, would you kindly help our daring racer onto her cycle.” The guards complied, lifting Dominoe by the belt and setting her on the bicycle. Using custom sized chains they secured her belt to the seat stand, wrists to the low handlebars, and feet to the pedals.


  “This is one of the fastest cycles on the tour. Your top speed is limited only by your own ability to control your descent down the mountain. You will set a new world’s record or will suffer a spectacular fall.”


  “Great, I’ve always wanted to see the Riviera.” Dominoe tested her bonds, as the guards adjusted her helmet, removed the shock collar, and slipped on a pair of Oakley sunglasses.


  “Oh and I almost forgot your water bottle.” Lieberman opened an aluminum transit case and produced a delicate-looking tube of glowing green fluid. “This is amprhypoxophil, a highly unstable compound that bursts into a huge fireball upon contact with oxygen. Matrix makes it for the military.” With great care he slipped the vial into the water bottle holder. “This glass vial is only 500 nanometers thick, and will shatter very easily. You’d best be careful or you could get hurt.”


  Lieberman stopped to run his hands along Dominoe’s legs. She was now permanently secured into a cyclist’s crouch, head almost to the handlebars and sunglasses absorbing the light. He smiled lustily as the beautiful spy discretely tested the bonds securing her shapely buttocks to the seat.


  “Any final words, Dominoe?”


  It was odd, but Dominoe’s first thoughts were about Donna Matrix’s elvish slave, Pixie. Something about her nagged at the corner of Dominoe’s mind, like the face of an old friend appearing unexpectedly in an obituary. Something about her just seemed so…sad. But then the thought was gone. She had more serious problems right now than brooding sex slaves.


  “Yeah. I’ll be seeing you at the bottom.”


  “You make that sound almost inviting, my dear.” Then he turned to his men. ” I will be returning to the village with Dr Matrix and Major Sokov. Release Dominoe after we’ve cleared the area, so we can observe her final race from overhead.”


  * * *


  As the helicopter gunned to full throttle for a high altitude take off, Dominoe was chilled to the bone, and not merely from the powerful downwash. Just beyond her slim front tire the road rapidly dropped away, at points as steep as a 16% grade with constant twists and double-backs. She had ridden down the mountain over 40 times during her training, but on a conventional bike and with ample use of the brakes. This time there would be no stopping and the slightest impact would mean instant death. And to make matters worse, as she mentally reviewed the course, she could pinpoint a dozen places where a missed turn would send her hurling off a cliff, only to be shattered on the rocks below. She had to escape from the cycle, but was joined to it by a multiple chains and straps. Her heart pounded in her chest and her pussy tingled madly as her fetish for danger took over. The tight costume, strict bondage and the pressure of the slim seat against her sex left her thoroughly wet and aroused.


  “Ready to die, slut spy?” A guard came up from behind her once the helicopter was away. “Too bad the bosses are watching; there ain’t a limp dick on the entire mountain.”


  “Well maybe I could arrange something, but I’m in a bit of trouble right now.”


  “Got that right, and it looks great! We’re taking bets how long it will take before you go BOOM.”


  “What’s your bet?”


  “One minute, 35 seconds to one minute 45 seconds.”


  “Honey, on this rig I’ll be going 80 kilometers per hour by then, on hairpin turns.”


  “Then you’d better be as good a they say you are.” The guard released the bike from its stand and it started rolling all too quickly down the lonely mountaintop.


  * * *


  “There she goes!” Lieberman pointed out. “Look at her corner!”


  Dominoe was a sleek black blur hurling down the mountainside at speeds that would be lethal even without the explosive vial. She hit curve after curve in machinegun sequence, and each time she took every inch of the road, at times leaning down into the curve so far that her outstretched shin was almost on the ground. The wheels would inevitably begin sliding out from under her with each turn and only a superhuman act of balance slowed her pullout in time.


  “She’s making the turns,” Sokov was impressed. “Amazing.”


  “Look there, how she shimmies the bike,” Lieberman pointed out like a proud excited coach. “That helps keep her speed down. Coming out of turns she will occasionally even get the front wheel fully perpendicular to the road for a moment. Big breaking effect if the tires hold out. Magnificent.”


  On the ground, behind the sunglasses of the world’s sexiest spy, the world was a lethal blur. The wind seemed to get no bite at all on her triathlon suit, and the bike accelerated at a rate that was dangerously close to the force of gravity. It was more like being on a racing motorcycle than sport cycle and the short straight-aways gave her precious little time to work at the clever bondage. But her determination was paying off—miraculously she had managed to stay alive as far as the Snakeback, the most treacherous part of the entire course. She was still bound to a speeding cycle bearing a highly unstable explosive but at least she could not be directly observed from the air.


  “Damn,” Lieberman cursed, “We’ve lost her. She certainly won’t survive the Snakeback, so I guess we’ve missed her final moments. Felix, take us down to the base of the mountain. We will be stopping just long enough to drop off Dr Matrix in the village.”


  The chopper broke off from the pursuit and headed back to the hotel. The entire deal had gone off far better than Lieberman could have expected, with Matrix taking delivery of the Black Ice molecule and Lieberman taking possession of a cool 100 million to finance his own private activities. Only Sokov still seemed a bit glum at losing the opportunity to toy with the CATT agent, but his years on the stage of international intrigue had taught him that a quick death was always the correct action when dealing with dangerous adversaries. Dominoe was good—very good–and if it hadn’t been for a quirk of circumstances he would have awakened this morning thoroughly disgraced.


  “When do you plan to begin mass producing the Black Ice molecule, Dr Matrix?”


  “Why never, Mr Lieberman. With the convenient destruction of the Petrotech lab and the loss of the platform I now have the only existing sample of the super lubricant in existence. It is worth more to me for extortion purposes than for mass production. The industrialized nations of the world will pay handsomely to prevent me from delivering the formula into the hands of their economic adversaries.”


  “Somewhat anti-competitive, isn’t it Doctor?”


  “I’m not interested in competition, only power. When it pays to mass produce the molecule I will produce it. In the mean time there are several interested limited-quantity applications I would like to explore. It’s a pity you’ve just executed my star research subject.”


  The two heartless masters of industry engaged in pleasant negotiation, while Sokov gazed calmly out the window and all three pondered pleasantly the grisly fate of their luscious enemy. But at last the ‘copter touched down on the green to the rear of the hotel and Matrix disembarked with Sokov to catch their own helicopter to the Riviera. The air was much warmer down here, some 1000 meters below the summit and Christian was thoroughly sated. The spy had been absolutely superb the previous night–he hadn’t realized he was even capable of so many fulfilling climaxes in such a rapid succession. In many years of searching he might never come across again a woman so alluring, quick-witted, capable, and horny. That night was worth all the risk it had implied, he decided, especially since it was Dominoe who had paid the ultimate price.


  What was that?


  Lieberman sat up in his seat. It seemed for a moment that he had seen a flash along one of the roads just above the hotel. He rubbed his eyes and carefully surveyed the mountain, climbing steeply up away from the green in a lush wreath of alpine woods. Surely it had been a trick of his eyes, a lingering effect of the sleeping drug Dominoe had slipped him while committing her treachery. After a moment of fruitless searching he finally convinced himself to relax, so he almost entirely missed the black blur that leapt over a guardrail and shot directly for his helicopter. Rider and cycle managed to sail completely over the whirling blades of the helicopter, but a slim vial tumbled free from the rider’s hand, glinting briefly in the morning sunshine. The explosion was deafening, sending a huge fireball 200 feet into the air and throwing Serina Sokov and Donna Marix to the ground in a rain of burning wreckage. Sokov responded quickly pulling her two charges back into the hotel to relative safety.


  By the time they returned to the helipad, Lieberman’s helicopter was nothing but charred and twisted metal. Matrix stood stoically on the walkway quietly seething, while Sokov explored.


  “Dr Matrix, ” the sexy Russian shouted. “Look here.” She held up a sleek black racing bicycle, with its front wheel completely twisted. Cycling shoes and gloves were still secured to the pedals and handlebars but Dominoe was gone. Somehow the CATT agent had outfoxed them and Lieberman had paid with his life.


  “There’s no telling where she is now.” Matrix spat. “To the helicopter quickly. I don’t want to risk any more unsettling surprises.”


  III


  “Must she wear that uniform? It seems… indecent.”


  Margaret Bowman, deputy assistant director of the National Security Agency, looked over her thin glasses critically at the two before her. The man was Smith, Western Operations Director for CATT, wearing a suit that he had clearly slept in the night before. The woman was one of Smith’s “super agents,” a gorgeous woman known only as Dominoe. She wore the white utility uniform of a Navy Lieutenant Commander, but on her body the conservative clothing took on the appearance of a fantasy costume for a table dancer.


  “Dominoe is authorized to wear the uniform of every armed service at the rank of Lieutenant Commander or the equivalent, Mrs. Bowman. She’s also authorized to wear the Seal Training badge, the Ranger School Badge, the Combat Engineers Badge, the Sniper School Badge, Combat Pilot Wings, Airborne Wings, the Underwater Demolition Badge and a few others, if I’m not mistaken.”


  “Its okay, Smith. I apologize if the uniform disturbs you, Mrs Bowman. If you’d rather that I change into business clothes, that’s fine. It’s just a little more nondescript here in the Pentagon if I appear as a member of the naval staff.”


  “No no, far be it from me to give you yet another opportunity to remove your clothing, my dear.”


  “Yes,” Smith continued through the awkward silence, “Well, Dominoe let me introduce you to Margaret Bowman, she’s with the NSA. They’ve come to CATT with an urgent matter. They requested you personally and their paper comes all the way from the top.”


  “I’m flattered, sir.”


  “Don’t be, ” Margaret cut her off. “I’ve asked Bill to bring you in so I could brief you myself. We have a very sensitive matter that requires attention but it must be handled with utmost discretion. Considering CATT’s penchant for botching one important operation after another, I thought it best if I meet with you personally to avoid any misunderstandings.”


  “I understand.” Smith’s knuckles were white behind his back but Dominoe was pleasant and relaxed. “Please go on, Mrs Bowman.”


  “Very well. As you are no doubt aware, a company known as Petrotech has made an important discovery: A new petrochemical called Black Ice that acts as a perfect transmitter of energy. In small quantities it makes an almost ideal lubricant, and once distilled into a substance known as sonigel it can also be molded to create any number of low-friction objects. The refinement process to create sonigel was discovered in a secret lab located on an offshore oil well. I understand you were instrumental in its destruction.”


  “Yes ma’am. It’s in my report.”


  “Yes. And your sketchy report also implicates Donna Matrix of Matrix Chemicals in this caper.” The snobbish executive nodded to Smith and he punched up a picture of a middle-aged woman in an elegant business suit. She was apparently talking at some sort of luncheon. “Look familiar?”


  “Yes, that’s her. I saw her both on the offshore drilling platform and in Switzerland, where she purchased the only surviving sample of Black Ice from Christian Lieberman.”


  “Indeed. Despite your cold-blooded murder of Christian Lieberman we’ve managed to confirm with Petrotech that Matrix Chemicals has the only surviving sample. In fact, they didn’t even know about Lieberman’s. Based on our analysis of the molecule you sketched from the data disk, Matrix will be able to create a huge quantity of sonigel from the base sample of black ice. She plans to use it to extort money from the West by threatening to turn it over to our adversaries.”


  “A risky move.”


  “Yes, but any country that gets the sonigel formula can build entirely new classes of military equipment and consumer goods. The administration wants to ensure that it is us.”


  “So you want me to go after the formula?”


  Margarett Bowman flashed up another slide, this one of a huge high-tech dirigible of black rubber. “Donna Matrix is holding a party for foreign dignitaries aboard her personal dirigible tomorrow evening in Paris. We expect that she will make a demonstration of the sonigel and announce her demands. Before the party you are to infiltrate the dirigible and obtain a sample of Black Ice. Even a small sample will allow us to synthesize a militarily significant sample of sonigel to serve as a lubricant in a new family of military aircraft and armored vehicles.”


  “Very good.”


  “Of course, you are free to choose your method of insertion and extraction, but there is one political complication you must be aware of.” Dominoe glanced over at Smith and could tell from his grim expression that it would be a good one. “Donna Matrix is one of the largest contributors to the Democratic Party and a key member of the reelection effort. The administration has given us permission to take care of this matter, but only if they are guaranteed plausible deniability.”


  “So I’ll be going in without backup?”


  The ice woman smiled. “I prefer to think of it as a ‘freelance operation.’ Smith has orders to remove all federal markings from your equipment and stand down all back-up units. If you’re killed or captured then naturally all government agencies will disavow all knowledge. We must protect the administration at all costs.”


  “Certainly.” If Dominoe saw any irony in putting her life on the line to protect the reputation of this particular president, she gave no indication.


  “I know this may sound like a difficult assignment, but our research into the Matrix Dirigible shows it to be little more than a pleasure yacht for Matrix’s owner Donna Matrix. I’ve seen to it personally that only the most trusted individuals are even aware that this operation exists. You will be taking Matrix Chemicals completely by surprise.”


  * * *


  BEEEEEP.


  It was the phone; Donna Matrix’s private line. She left strict orders with her secretarial team that she was not to be disturbed during her private sessions with Pixie on pain of prolonged bondage, so surely it was someone with direct access. That left only a few people who could be calling, all with good news. She sighed and handed the whip she had been using to an assistant.


  “Sorry, my dear, but it seems I must mix business with pleasure. But fear not, I’ll make sure you’re properly entertained while I am away.” She turned Pixie’s sweat and tear-stained face toward her cold scowl. The ring gag kept Pixie’s mouth open in a dainty “O,” suitable for all sorts of things. Currently it held a rubber bladder to muffle her screams while Matrix worked her spread-eagled body over with a long flat whip. The night before it had certainly been full of less pleasant things while Pixie was worked over by the four gigolos she retained on her permanent staff. It was a pity that the cute little blonde had started exhibiting preliminary signs of memory relapse; Matrix had initially thought her reprogramming had been a complete success. Fortunately, the intensive therapy over the last 48 hours was beginning to have its intended effect. “Place her in the flex swing. I will return shortly.”


  Noting with pleasure the look of horror on her petite slave’s face, Donna Matrix crossed her office to her ponderous desk, dust-free and impeccably arranged with a black-shelled computer, a Turkish pen set and alabaster carvings of women in intricate bondage. At the center of the desk was a briefcase made of theft-resistant aluminum, containing a few new toys she had created especially for her newest prime enemy, Dominoe. And this was only the crowning touch—she had invested millions in the previous weeks perfecting elaborate new tortures for the world’s most beautiful spy.


  “Matrix, this had better be important.”


  “Good evening, Doctor.”


  “Why Margaret Bowman, how nice of you to call. Have you considered by little request?”


  “It’s already done. The dolts at CATT are sending Dominoe to the Matrix Dirigible in Paris to acquire a sample of Black Ice. She will strike on the same night as the reception.”


  “Excellent! And no other complicating factors.”


  “No, she will be absolutely alone, even CATT is being forced to disavow all knowledge. “


  “Excellent work, Ms Bowman. I have such delicious plans for our fearless little friend.”


  “I’m looking forward to her performance at the reception. And we can count on your support in the primary next month?”


  “The check’s in the mail, Ms Bowman.”


  “The President will be pleased. And how are things going with that fiery British agent we delivered to you last year in the mock sub recovery? What was her name–Shadowcat?”


  “We haven’t mentioned that name around here in quite a while.” Matrix glanced over at “Pixie.” The poor girl now had her ankles chained together behind her head while one assistant adjusted her suspension harness and a third mounted a huge dildo microphone-style on a stand beneath her. Once suspended, the dildo would perfectly align with the poor girl’s painfully exposed love canal. “She has proven fully as resilient under torture as she had in combat. My revenge has been time-consuming but immensely satisfying.”


  “I am pleased. It took a lot of talking to convince the Brits that she was dead.”


  “And your efforts will be well rewarded. And I can assure you’re the fate of Shadowcat is infinitely preferable to the torments I have planned for Dominoe. I will be seeing you at the reception!”


  IV


  It had been a dark and icy plummet from 45,000 feet, with only the blast of the wind and the sound of her own labored breathing behind the pressurized oxygen mask. When Dominoe bailed out of the blacked out EC-135 the lights of Paris were nothing but a hazy patch of light in the larger constellation of Western Europe. But soon she could distinguish the various districts of the Eternal City, The Rue le Monde, Arch de Triumph, and even the theater district where she had countless times strolled in silk gowns with handsome gentlemen, both good and evil. And of course she could see the Matrix dirigible, a slowly growing cigar of darkness moored to the Eiffel Tower. The moment she could see the first hint of light reflecting off the Seine River, she checked her wrist altimeter, then pulled the ripcord. Over her head the graceful black paraglider quickly deployed, slowing her decent to almost nothing with a viscous jerk. As soon as she built up some forward velocity, Dominoe veered the paraglider sharply, making for the oval of darkness.


  The Matrix dirigible was one of a kind. Though hydrogen hadn’t been used in lighter-than-air craft since the days of the Hindenburg, Matrix had deliberately used hydrogen as mute testimony to their trust in the lightweight Matrix bladders used to contain the explosive gas. As a result, the craft was much more spacious and more luxurious than blimps based on the relatively meager lifting power of helium. And, despite Margaret Bowman’s claims that the craft was little more than an airborne yacht, it was well defended against undesired intrusions. It carried two carbon dioxide laser turrets, one under the gondola and one perched atop the superstructure. The lasers were controlled by an advanced German fire control system and this greatly limited Dominoe’s selection of insertion vehicles and equipment. To spoof the radar she had to keep the number of metal objects on her person to an absolute minimum. This meant no gun, no steel buckles for the parachute, no grappling hooks, and no stun grenades. She also had no other choice for insertion vehicles except a carbon composite paraglider. Any other method of conveyance would almost certainly be detectable by the expensive radar system. But with the paraglider she would get only one chance to transfer to the dirigible, and then only near the rear fins.


  Funny, she had been given “complete freedom” to plan her assault on Matrix, but the unique combination of airship and radar system made only one avenue of intrusion even remotely possible. Under normal circumstances that would have been enough for her to call off the operation, especially given the fact that she would have no backup and no heavy weapons. But this mission was called by the President himself, and it was his roll of the dice. As an agent of CATT she was used to being placed in harm’s way, but her pussy tingled at the unpleasant thought of the night she had spent as a guest of Donna Matrix and Serina Sokov. Only Christian Lieberman’s intervention had earned her the opportunity to die honorably the last time. If captured again on Matrix’s own dirigible, her death would certainly be most unpleasant. And still, there was something about Donna Matrix’s slave, Pixie, that gave her a bad feeling about this op. If only she could put her finger on it.


  Dominoe did not relish the thought of instant dissection at the hands of unseen laser beams, so it was a great relief when the lovely spy finally touched down on the rear stabilizer and pulled the quick-release handles to jettison the nimble little paraglider. As she removed her harness and slipped out of her nylon jumpsuit Dominoe took in her surroundings. The City of Romance was now bright all around her and she could hear honks far off as in greeting to the first airship to have docked on the tower in 60 years. The stabilizer fin itself was the size of a racquetball court, coated with a black rubbery substance that apparently formed the fabric for the huge balloon stretching out before her like a capsized luxury liner. It was a unique Matrix composite that was very strong and pliable. Cutting her way in was out of the question, especially given the small utility knife she had allowed herself for the mission. She would have to find another way in.


  The silky nylon of the jumpsuit gave way to Dominoe’s preferred uniform, a black catsuit of buttery soft kid leather custom-tailored to her dimensions. It fit her like a second skin, allowing complete freedom of movement and some protection from the elements even as it ensured that no man would kill her without at least a second glance. Short leather gloves, calf-length boots, and a broad utility belt completed her costume. The CATT shoulder patch and belt buckle had been removed, implying that she had completely relinquished any claim to diplomatic immunity. She was now just an ordinary citizen in a sexy costume committing multiple felonies against one of the most vicious lesbian murderers on the planet. However, surely the loss of diplomatic immunity was much less significant than the lack of a heavily armed CATT extraction team to pull her out if the op went sour.


  Directly below the stabilizers were the airship’s massive impellers, curving multi-bladed fans set into cylindrical titanium frames some 10 feet in diameter. The impellers were actually long tunnels running the length of the airship subdivided by multiple stages of turbofans. They would have made excellent covert access points but unfortunately the shipbuilders knew this as well so they included special shutters that sealed them off when not in use. But they had also added a small exhaust ejection scoop under the main impeller opening for use while testing the engines at dock. The port even had an unprotected access hatch that allowed entry directly onto the engine catwalk. No special precautions were necessary since the only way to get to the hatch was to squeeze into the tiny vent while hanging upside down from the main impeller grill hundreds of feet over the ground. No one could possibly have the combination of compact size, tremendous strength, and sheer daring to attempt such a feat.


  Dominoe pulled a line from her belt terminating on a locking carabeener. She secured the steel hoop to the grill housing the massive impeller, flipped upside down like a spider, and started down. The city streets of Paris waited hundreds of feet below; she could easily make out the Arc de Triumph in the distance. Her life now depended on the thin line and the small steel locking ring. The glossy black shadow inched down some three meters below the level of the stabilizer until se could just reach the gracefully curving lip of the intake, the last physical surface before open space. Without hesitation Dominoe clamped surprisingly strong fingers on the lip of the inlet and started playing out more line, maneuvering herself headfirst into the blackened duct. The surface was cold and slick and it took a tremendous amount of wriggling to make any progress deeper into the engine. But finally she found the slimmest of handholds along the joint between two pieces of aluminum skin and this give her the final push she desperately needed to reach the interior handle of the access panel. The door opened with a soft click, and the fearless spy finally released the lifeline from her belt and slipped undetected into the airship.


  Once inside it was a simple matter to use her IR goggles to navigate the network of catwalks criss-crossing the pitch-black envelope of the dirigible until she was close to the small laboratory that CATT intelligence indicated was being used to store the small sample of Black Ice. It took a bit of guessing but Dominoe finally found the proper air duct that dropped her immediately outside the secured facility.


  The guards never knew what hit them. A black shadow simply descended from overhead and overcame them with a quick series of deceptively powerful blows. By placing the lifeless hands of both men against panes of black glass, Dominoe got easy access to the lab.


  Almost too easy, the young daredevil thought to herself. I’ll have to be on my guard.


  Inside, the lab seemed to be little more than a large open area with stainless steel walls and a rubberized floor populated with by several rows of stainless steel cabinets. Surly there were hidden surveillance cameras somewhere but the sharp-eyed agent could detect no other alarm mechanisms, at least none that were currently active: no ports for lasers, no vents for poison gas; no grounding mechanism for an electrified floor. There was nothing to be done about the surveillance cameras that could be made on a chip these days, so Dominoe simply took the plunge, striding confidently into the dimly-lit room. Just take the sample and run; it all came down to this crude tactic.


  She reached the cabinet that Margaret Bowman’s sources had told her contained the formula. She slipped a key synthesizer from her belt and quickly sprang the lock, but she was in for a big surprise when she opened the slim drawer. Instead of samples of the black ice or clear sonigel, the drawer contained a variety of hobbling equipment: A black ball gag with head harness, a black single glove, a broad black bondage belt (intended for someone with a very thin waist), a series of textured dildoes in rubber sleeves, heavy rubberized cuffs, long coils of rope, and many lengths of chain. All of the toys were made of a glossy black polymer except for the steel items that glistened coldly. Clearly this was Matrix’s way of announcing that she had walked right into a trap.


  “Welcome to my little playroom, Dominoe.” The voice of Donna Matrix was clear and bright in victory. “Please don’t move. Things could get messy.”


  Three of the stainless steel panels slid down into the floor in the blink of an eye to reveal black turrets bearing mini-guns with rapidly rotating barrels. Mounted on the turret immediately above the gun was a dome of sensors resembling the eye of an insect. The turrets moved side-to-side nervously, as if they considered every air current in the room to be a potential target.


  “Marx, ASa150.01 autosentry systems,” Donna Matrix’s voice betrayed her smirk though Dominoe dared not turn her head to regard her. The turret directly in front of her was already taking far too much interest in the area where she stood. “They will shoot anything that moves, unless you have the correct ID chip on your person. I don’t suppose CATT thought to supply you with the chip I provided for my guests this evening. Ohhh, what a shame. Then you’d best hold very still.”


  Donna Matrix came slowly into Dominoe’s field of view. She was dressed as her name suggested, in an ultra-sheer body stocking that covered her from neck to toe and a black patent leather teddy with high-heels. Her waist was belted with several lengths of chain and she lore lacy black gloves. Donna Matrix’s slave, Pixie, was somewhat less comfortably dressed with a nylon bikini top, black rubber chastity belt, inflatable bladder gag and high heels. Her arms were bound behind her back with nylon rope at the elbows with her wrists tied off at her sides to the chastity belt. She also wore leg manacles that were connected by a short chain forcing her to take mincing steps. Her knitted brow and rolling hips indicated that the chastity belt was doing more than just protecting her virtue.


  “I’ve been counting the hours until this night, Dominoe,” sleek powerful arms, gloved and clad in rubber, slipped around Dominoe’s waist. It was certainly Sokov, who immediately set to work removing Dominoe’s lightly loaded equipment belt. “Just think, one shove and you would die in my arms. The sentries have very precise line-of-sight calculations. They would avoid me while riddling your lovely body with bullets. Here let me show you.”


  Dominoe’s belt finally came loose in Sokov’s hand. The sexy interrogator hurled the belt out into the middle of the room. A thrill shot through Dominoe’s body as the guns thundered all round her. Before the belt had hit the ground it had been torn to shreds under a hail of gunfire. Sokov’s hands returned to Dominoe’s prone body, running powerful fingers up her taught abdomen to tease her defiant breasts.


  “They’re all over the dirigible,” Donna Matrix continued. “I left them in training mode for your harrowing entrance. Had they een activated, you would have been killed four times just getting into the lab.”


  “But that would be too easy a death for you, wouldn’t it, Dominoe?” Sokov came around to regard the trapped spy from the front. Sokov herself was dressed in a rubber catsuit with thigh-length high-heeled boots and short gloves. Under other circumstances Dominoe would have considered her enemy extremely sexy. “We have something very special planned for you tonight. But first we need to—apprehend—you.”


  Donna Matrix took up the ball gag and approached Dominoe from the front while Sokov took up two black rubberized ankle manacles and walked around behind. Dominoe again felt Sokov’s skilled, rubber-clad fingers on her body, starting at the upper thigh and working slowly down until at last she secured the heavy shackle to one slim ankle before repeating the process on the ther.


  “You must remain as still as possible, my little danger slut,” Matrix held up the huge black ball gag for Dominoe to inspect. “Your close proximity to Major Sokov will earn you some mercy from the sentries but not much. Now open.’


  Dominoe had no choice. She opened her mouth slowly and allowed her sadistic captor to force the ball between her ivory teeth, and secure it into place behind her head. While Matrix turned her attention to a heavy set of rubberized wrist manacles Sokov seized the opportunity to enjoy Dominoe’s body. Beneath the baby-soft leather and her thong panties Dominoe’s pussy was already soaking wet from the tense drama of the standoff. Sokov detected this immediately and after channeling the sexy spy’s own juices up through her crevice, began running a very long fingernail like a knife blade across her clit. The effect was electrifying. Fortunately, Sokov relented after a few strokes and turned her attention to Dominoe’s inviting breasts, but only after Matrix got the second set of manacles in place.


  “How does it feel to be so close to death, Dominoe?” Sokov preened into her ear. “Your next cough, your next sneeze, even your next climax would be your last. Yet with every passing moment, your freedom is slipping away.”


  Indeed, even as Sokov lovingly teased her nipples, Donna Matrix was preparing several long chains to connect the manacles. With every passing second the situation was getting progressively more dire; the jaws of a sinister trap were closing in on the doomed young agent. Yet she could do nothing to save herself. She had to think fast, but it was difficult given Sokov’s expert stimulation.


  “But if I were you, I’d choose the bullet,” Sokov continued. “Donna Matrix has been working all week just to make an example of you. Your prolonged execution will serve as a vivid example to the world of Donna Matrix’s determination, and fathomless cruelty.”


  But even as Sokov whispered her taunts, a thought struck her. How could the gun know the precise dimensions of Sokov? Matrix herself had said it was a chip, and if so, the chip would have to be in close proximity to the person’s skin. But it would also have to communicate data back to the guns, so you’d want to make sure the signal wasn’t blocked by anything you were wearing. Matrix’s necklace! It was small and non-assuming, exactly the opposite of its wearer, specifically designed so as not to call attention to itself. So if Matrix was wearing one…


  Suddenly, Dominoe whirled around with one arm and clawed at Sokov’s throat. Her gloved fingers closed around a thin silver chain, and she pulled for all she was worth. The chain snapped even as the guns filled the room with deafening noise. Dominoe felt powerful vibrations as blood spattered her catsuit, and for a tense moment she and Sokov locked gazes. In fact, Sokov’s superior smile never left her face, even as the sexy Russian sank to floor oozing blood from a dozen lethal bullet wounds.


  Dominoe wasted no time taking full advantage of the stunning reversal of fortune. She took out the first guard with a viscous kick to the trachea, then scissor-punched the second at the nerve bundle under his chin. In almost the same motion, the lovely assassin drew the falling man’s pistol from his holster and leveled it on Donna Matrix and her sex slave. She couldn’t speak of course, but the look in her eyes told the industrial mogul that she had best remain where she was.


  “I must say I’ve enjoyed your little double-cross,” Dominoe said as she finally got the gag off and removed the ID chip from Matrix. “Now the party’s over. Sorry about Major Sokov, but she was a real bitch. Are you coming, Pixie?”


  Dominoe didn’t know what possessed her to ask the question, but it seemed that somehow Pixie was being kept here against her will. Though it would make their escape that much more difficult, she felt that she had to invite the petite blonde along for the risky ride. Her flashes of intuition were very rarely wrong.


  “No, no,” Pixie looked confused. “I couldn’t leave.”


  “Look, the next time I see Donna Matrix it will be in the scope of a sniper rifle. So unless you want her head exploding all over you I’d come now.”


  “Just go,” Pixie’s words were strong but tears were welling up in her eyes. “I can’t leave. I’m sorry.”


  “Me too,” Dominoe ripped the chip off Pixie and backed away. “You can shake off the conditioning, you know, but it will take some time. Believe me, I’ve been there. I’ll come back for you.”


  Pixie nodded and Dominoe backed slowly out of the room, then sealed the door. With any luck Matrix would be on ice until Dominoe was clear of the area. The impeller shafts were not a great option for getting into the dirigible but they were ideal for escape. Using the long tunnels she could reach any of six different escape points. Even if the alarm sounded immediately, the rent-a-cops on board would be hard-pressed to even find her, much less take her down. Dominoe moved quickly to the nearest access hatch and blew it open with her pistol. Then she slipped into the darkness, her greatest ally, and…fell.


  The normally graceful spy landed awkwardly on her butt and dropped the gun, but it didn’t stop there. She continued sliding slowly down the shaft. Or at least she thought she did, for as soon as the rectangle of light shining through the access hatch was gone, she was plunged into complete darkness. She tried to roll over onto her stomach but her arms simply failed to get any kind of grip on the walls of the tube. Only by twisting her body violently did she managed to generate enough momentum to flop herself over, but it did no good. No matter what her position was, she simply couldn’t get any traction to stop her forward progress. Only by remaining perfectly motionless did she finally slow to an approximate stop.


  CLICK


  Rings of red light suddenly came on in the tunnel, glinting coldly off Dominoe’s leather-clad body.


  “Well, well, I see you’ve found another of the deathtraps I had waiting for you, just in case.”


  It was Matrix. Somehow he had not been paralyzed by the loss of the chip after all.


  “I guess I should have told you, I carry two chips. But you’ll never guess where the other one is! Try not to move, dangerslut. The walls of the impeller tubes are coated with black ice, the very material you were sent here to collect. Its primary application is as a super lubricant, though I was planning to show you a few other more stimulating applications of it as well. But Christian was correct, you are simply too unpredictable a toy to play with. I’ll use my current secret agent to serve as an example for the heads of state.”


  Current secret agent? What was she talking about?


  Dominoe’s thoughts were cut short as the walls of the shaft began to vibrate. The level of the vibrations rose to a deep powerful rumble as the turbines lining the impeller started up. Hot wind whipped Dominoe’s face and she began to slowly slip down the shaft once again.


  “Shadowcat! You made her your sex slave!” Dominoe shouted over the raging winds. Shadowcat had been an agent equivalent to Dominoe but working for the British Government. She had disappeared almost a year ago while attempting to recover a nuclear warhead from sunken submarine.


  “Very good, Dominoe! Shadowcat kept fucking with me so now it’s my opportunity to fuck with her. Fortunately for her, I decided to destroy only her mind, while keeping her wonderful body for myself. In your case, I’ve decided to destroy everything. The engines are at idle, but the force of the hot gasses from the turbines should be more than adequate to push you into the next fan, 80 meters behind you.”


  Dominoe looked instinctively down through the valley formed by her breasts, past her high heels and into the reddish murk beyond. She couldn’t see the turbine but had no doubt that it was down there. And sure enough, she was picking up speed.


  “It must be getting very hot in there. The internal engine temperature is 240 degrees. In a matter of a few minutes it will be at least 140 degrees in the impeller shaft with high levels of nitrogen, carbon monoxide, sulfur dioxide, and formaldehyde from the kerosene we burn in the engines. Hardly the place for a beautiful young lady. Oh and you see those cuffs I secured to your wrists and ankles before your dramatic escape. They’re magnetic!”


  Dominoes wrists and ankles suddenly snapped together tightly as if they had been fused. Her sudden struggles resulted in her sliding even faster down the super-slick tunnel. The wind was hot and dry and the fumes were choking.


  “I’ve sealed and booby trapped every access hatch into the impeller shaft. The only way out, I’m afraid is through the teeth of the turbo fans. And with imaging infrared we can watch every moment of your blistering death. My, but doesn’t this remind you of old times?”


  “Yeah, except this platform hasn’t gone up in flames,” Dominoe coughed defiantly “Yet.”


  But despite her brave words she knew she was in desperate trouble. The turbine blades would easily chop her to bits and nothing but 60 meters of ultra-slick aluminum stood between her and the kiss of steel. She was already getting dizzy from the fumes of the turban exhaust, and by the time the tunnel reached 140 degrees she would be almost frying in a frictionless, poisonous hell. She had been sold out and good.


  * * *


  Part 2


  The cocktail of deadly gases caused Dominoe’s world to dance and sparkle before her eyes as she began picking up speed on her perilous journey down the impeller shaft. The toxic wind wasn’t particularly strong, but the points where her body made contact with the frictionless surface provided absolutely no leverage to slow her down. It was classical physics — a body in motion tends to stay in motion unless acted upon by an external force such as friction. In this case the subtle force of the hot wind was enough to slowly speed her toward her lethal destination. The bondage was actually unnecessary since even with her hands and legs free there was nothing to grab hold of. Still, it did enhance her feelings of helplessness and probably added a bit of spice for those watching her death on IR.


  But Dominoe wasn’t out of tricks yet. She still had her watch.


  It told time, of course, and it had a built-in laser as well as a small dragline. It also normally included a small transmitter for contacting the CATT shock team for emergency extractions or to signal diversionary attacks. In this case, however, there was no shock team, so Dominoe had decided to modify the watch to support a few diversions of her own. Wriggling her watch free from beneath one of the manacles, Dominoe entered a particular code into the LCD display. She then pressed two buttons simultaneously and the command was sent. She heard a faint SNAP, far off and seemingly harmless. But that was enough.


  Outside, the citizens of Paris were treated to a spectacular show, as a gout of burning hydrogen shot out of the Matrix Airship at the point where Dominoe’s small thermite satchel charge had punctured one of the tough hydrogen air bags. The super-tough rubber comprising the dirigible confined the damage to the single bag, but, deprived of the extra lift, the front of the huge craft began dipping as pressurized hydrogen gushed through the hole. Finally the self-healing material of the bag managed to close in around the breach but not before the entire craft had pitched several critical degrees forward.


  Within the impeller shaft, the Dominoe gratefully felt the tug of gravity begin to counter the effects of the rushing air drawing her ever faster toward the spinning titanium blades. But her heart sank as she realized that the slight change in pitch would not be enough to stop her forward progress before she reached the turbine. She had only earned herself a few extra moments to admire the whirling blades before they mangled her perfect body beyond recognition.


  “Pitch-out-of-limit’s Alarm Detected. Emergency Engine Shutdown Initiated.”


  Dominoe could hardly believe her luck! The gas leak had trigged the dirigible’s own internal protective systems! An aluminum iris closed over the turbine even as she slid luge-style down the tube. A moment after the iris was fully closed, Dominoe’s feet made punishing contact with the smooth metal. The impact was rough, but at least she was still alive.


  “Going up,” Dominoe grinned as she flexed her legs and kicked off the iris back in the direction from which she had come. The daring spy had every reason to believe that Donna Matrix had indeed booby-trapped every escape point along the route toward the turbine. But her plan would certainly assume that Dominoe would only be moving toward the rear of the craft and never away against the force of the engines. Its was almost a sure thing that the access hatches above the point where she had entered would be unguarded, and with any luck the frictionless coating on the shaft would terminate was well.


  Sure enough, after a brief journey Dominoe reached the hatchway through which she had entered. Her motion carried her on and almost immediately the frictionless coating gave way to the relatively firm footing of polished aluminum. With her newfound leverage it took only a few moments to wrench the magnetic manacles apart and regain her mobility, at least temporarily.


  “This should make things a bit of a…. AHHHH …. challenge,” Dominoe grunted as she opened another access hatch and found that it took all her strength to pry her magnetized wrists from the steel components of the locking mechanism. Careful to keep her feet as far apart as possible, the leather-clad spy wriggled through the small opening, hoping beyond hope that the explosions had distracted Donna Matrix’s goons long enough for her to make good her escape.


  Emerging through a hatch set in the floor, Dominoe found herself in a long display hall lined floor-to-ceiling with glass display cases containing antique torture implements. Many cases contained a single device - an iron maiden, a stretching rack, a pillory, a Judas chair, a garrote. Others contained extensive collections of smaller items, such as whips, thumbscrews, slave chains, and branding irons. As Dominoe moved cautiously down the hall she saw cases dedicated to more modern torments, such as the electric shock chair, the hot box, and the collection of “truth” serums. The eerie hall had the definite feel of a morgue, and the young spy was relieved when she finally reached the end of chamber of horrors.


  But suddenly the door before her slid open. There stood Donna Matrix, still dressed in her tight-fitting body stocking, still spattered with Maj Sokov’s drying blood. Dominoe stepped back warily as Donna Matrix entered the hall, the door sealing shut behind her.


  “I see you’ve found my collection. Do you like it?”


  “Very cozy. All you need is Austrian castle and you’re all ready to be burned at the stake by peasants.”


  “Most of my collection is actually in Bavaria, not Austria. I keep these items with me because of their personal or historical significance. This is one of my favorites.”


  The sinister madwoman reverently opened one of the cases and produced a box of rusted iron hoops neatly lined in a velvet tray as if they were engagement rings. Many still bore a whitish tinge as if they had been under extreme heat.


  “These were used for the torture of Princess Soraya Mulhamide at the hands of Alexander the Great. She was a priestess of Ahura Mazda and refused to renounce her god. She was pierced in 50 locations with steel rings then suspended over a blacksmith’s forge by gut strings attached to the rings. The locals insist that her spirit haunts the forge vault of the castle ruins as Kafnu to this very day.”


  “Touching. I trust she remained true to her God until the end.”


  “As all good martyrs, yes. And speaking of martyrs, I suppose you’re wondering just what kind of fate I have in store for you.”


  “No actually I was wondering if I still have enough arm strength to drive the bones of your nose into your brain or if I should use my foot instead.”


  “I’d try the foot. Never hurts to be thorough.”


  “Quite so,” Dominoe’s roundhouse kick came so quickly that it almost seemed like an optical illusion. One moment the leather-clad spy was standing serenely in front of Donna Matrix and the next moment she was a steel coil lashing out at the tip of her enemy’s nose. But the blow would never strike home. Even as her foot approached Donna Matrix’s smirking face, Dominoe could feel an unnatural resistance to her forward progress. An instant later she was thrown backward with all the force she had intended to deliver to her smiling enemy. The effect sent her sprawling, though the lithe agent still had the presence of mind to roll gracefully and come immediately back to her feet.


  “Its a repulsor field, tuned to the frequency emitted by your lovely slave bracelets. They also allow us to track you anywhere in the airship.


  “AHHHHH!” Dominoe sprang at Donna Matrix in a desperate attempt to penetrate the madwoman’s electromagnetic defenses. Her fingers came tantalizingly close to the woman’s throat, but again she was thrown back. She was slower to get to her feet this time, and now she felt the familiar tingling warmth radiating from her crotch, her body’s genetically engineered reaction to extreme danger.


  “Very good!” Donna matrix laughed. “I’ve never seen anyone get so close to me before. Such determination.”


  “You ain’t seen nothing yet. Careful to allow her arms to trail behind her, Domino launched herself like a missile at Donna Matrixes midsection. It seemed that this time her attack was sure to succeed, but at the last moment Dominoes arms and legs were jerked to the floor as if they were suddenly bound in place. Stars danced before Dominoes’ eyes as she dropped unceremoniously to the ground at Matrix’s feet.


  “Oh I forgot to mention, ” Matrix smiled with intense malice. “The floor to this room is magnetized, just like the manacles.”


  The initial tug seemed to subside somewhat and Dominoe tried to get back to her feet. But the drag on her wrists and ankles made escape impossible and Donna Matrix took advantage of the situation to drive a booted foot into the doomed spy’s muscular abdomen.


  “Ooof!” Dominoe’s attempted retreat became a sprawl as she fell over on her side grasping her midsection. She rolled up on all fours, only to receive another hard kick from Matrix.


  WHAAM!


  “You’ve caused me a lot of trouble, little spy. Like Nightcat before you.”


  SWACK!


  “Ahhh!” The next kick caught Dominoe on the side of the head, snapping it on one side in a spray of blood.


  “And now like Nightcat you are going to pay. It cost me a great deal to acquire you from your government keepers. You must be very popular.”


  FOOM!


  Dominoe had just managed to rise to her knees, arms weighing heavily down at her side, when Donna Matrix knocked her back with another kick to the abdomen, fueled by her irrational hatred of the beautiful operative. Dominoe fell to her back, magnetized wrists dropping heavily to the floor and sticking firmly in place. Matrix’s boot was immediately on Dominoe’s windpipe, closing off her airway.


  “There isn’t any mission. There never was. This airship is nothing but my private playground, where I entertain my guests and my enemies. Now its one big floating trap, waiting just for you.”


  Dominoe raised her hands weakly, muscles straining from the effort. Matrix brushed the arm away as if it were a pesky fly, smiling while Dominoe’s mouth opened and closed like an asphyxiating fish.


  “Of course I usually reserve my most devious diversions for my dear “Pixie.” But I’ve saved my latest toys just for you.”


  A half dozen security guards filed into the room, while Dominoe continued to writhe one the floor beneath the boot of Donna Matrix. One was foolish enough to enter holding a gun, but it was immediately wrenched free and stuck fast to the floor just like the bracelets around the trapped spy’s wrists and ankles. The gun was inches from Dominoe’s fingertips, but strain as she might, she couldn’t reach it.


  “So close, yet so far,” Donna Matrix smiled. “Tonight it is you who are crushed beneath my boot, Dominoe. Tomorrow it is the entire world.”


  With that the madwoman gave Dominoe’s windpipe a final press than then removed her foot, turning away as the sexy daredevil took her first deep breath in nearly two minutes.


  “Bind her, then have her thoroughly searched, bathed, and purged. I want all of her delightful assets 100% at my disposal for our little games.”


  A chill ran through Dominoe’s body at the thought of just what kind of “games” her host had in mind.


  * * *


  Donna Matrix allowed herself to sleep in late for the first time in months. As a woman obsessed with power and wealth, she rarely allowed herself the luxury of a lazy morning, and with her master plan so close to fruition it was amazing she wasn’t a raving insomniac. After all, that very night she would most certainly become the most powerful woman in the world. But all people have their relaxation techniques, and Donna Matrix was no exception. Hers was mental and physical domination of her enemies, and over the past several days Dominoe had served as the perfect tranquilizer.


  “Mhhh! Mhhhhhh!” A delightfully feminine voice pleaded wordlessly. Matrix grinned a sinister grin that would have frozen water and turned over in her silken sheets to check up on her favorite victim. An entire wall of her bedroom was devoted to video monitors, which at the moment were all trained on Dominoe.


  Donna Matrix had removed the sexy super-spy’s leather catsuit and replaced it with a costume much more fitting to her new role: a halter-top body suit of silky black nylon, with thigh-high stockings, and fingerless opera gloves of the same material. Dominoe was tied spread eagle to a steel vertical bondage frame, with wrists and ankles manacled and chained to the frame. She wore a wide shock collar around her throat and a heavy bondage belt pulled tightly around her tiny waist, with a leather crotch strap strung between her legs and secured in place with titanium pad locks. Heavy chains ran from the bondage belt to the steel frame, and additional black belts around the young agent’s nylon-clad thighs ensured that she could not close her legs or in any way protect her sex. She was impaled, of course, just as she had been almost continuously since becoming Donna Matrix’s prisoner. The twin dildos Matrix had chosen for Dominoe’s evening of erotic torment were lined with rubber ball bearings set into spherical sockets. The effect was double trouble: even as the dildos vibrated powerfully the ball bearings also spun and danced crazily in their sockets, lapping and tickling at every inch of her most intimate regions. Based on the research Matrix had performed on her servants, the effect was absolutely maddening and drove them to unendurable heights of sexual delirium. The frequent shuddering of the young spy’s pelvis despite almost 6 hours on the frame indicated the Dominoe was faring little better. Her chest heaved beneath the glistening fabric of her costume and her hair was matted with her own sweat. Her protests were reduced to sexy groans by the rubber ballgag secured in her mouth and a heavy blindfold ensured that the alluring operative could not get her bearings.


  The eight video cameras stationed all about the room captured Dominoe’s ordeal in breathtaking detail. One captured the entire bondage frame from the front, giving the viewer a general appreciation for the gorgeous spy’s horrendous ordeal. Another was at the same angle but from the rear, where the viewer was naturally drawn to Dominoe’s, long legs, muscular buttocks and long red hair. One camera was tight on her gagged and blindfolded face, while yet another was focused on her tightly strapped pelvis. They were overhead and underneath and Donna Matrix had taken care to point out each one to Dominoe before securing her blindfold. Despite three days of mental, physical and sexual torture, Dominoe had climaxed again and again throughout the night with every intimate detail captured on video. And Donna Matrix had slept like a baby.


  Donna Matrix watched with renewed interest as Dominoe’s picture-perfect spherical breasts bobbed hypnotically beneath the sweat-soaked body suit — the pelvis cam showed that her inner thighs were now slick with her own juices as her hips thrust and shuddered beneath the onslaught of erotic stimulation. The scene was so lovely that Matrix considered rolling over and going back to sleep. But thoughts of the delicious triumphs the day had in store finally motivated her to call for her maids to dress her for her first errand of the day.


  “Yes, Mistress,” the two maids appeared immediately, identically clad in satin body suits with short skirts. Each had felt the wrath of their employer for tardiness and did not wish a second infraction.


  “Prepare my blue silk business suit for today, and my red velvet evening dress for the demonstration this evening. But first, fetch me my rubber sheath dress. I want to pay a visit to our little guest, for a good long morning work out.”


  “Yes mistress,” the two girls replied promptly and sprang to comply. They dared only a quick glance at the young woman on the frame, but it was enough to make them shudder. All of Donna Matrix’s female employees had been subjected to her “disciplines” from time to time, but it was still frightening to occasionally glimpse the true depths of her madness.


  In 20 minutes Donna Matrix, was clicking down the hall in stiletto heels, flanked by half a dozen guards and an army of assistants. Only a few of these were actually even aware of Dominoe’s ordeal deep within the bowels of Donna’s playroom. The rest were focused on the execution of the power-mad tycoon’s bid to become the most influential power broker in the world.


  The plan was simple. Thanks to Dominoe her supply of the miraculous Black Ice compound was limited, but she had put the sample she obtained in France to good use in preparing a demonstration of fiendish brilliance. Any who saw it would immediately grasp the strategic importance of Black Ice. And just to ensure the demonstration WOULD be seen by all the right people, she had called a secret meeting of the world’s elite on her own airship, indicating that Matrix Chemicals would be unveiling its most dramatic scientific achievement to date. Once her guests realized that this meeting was far more than just a friendly leak of insider information, the negotiations would begin as once. By dawn she would be wealthy beyond imagining, with the spectacular death of the world’s most infamous spy serving as a harbinger of the New World order.


  “All the invitations are distributed, Ms Matrix,” one secretary blurted. “60 rsvps and no regrets.”


  “Very good. I love to perform before a packed house.”


  “The Sultan of Hafaz has asked if he can have Pixie again for the evening.”


  “I’m afraid that won’t be possible. Pixie will be putting on a show for the crowd tonight. I doubt if she will survive.”


  “Ms Matrix, please sign this invoice for the acquisition of the … device … for the demonstration.”


  “What was the total?”


  “$25,000 not including the modifications. $37,000 total.”


  “Not a bad investment for world domination, eh people? Just put it on my credit card.”


  “Ms Bowman called from the US National Security Agency, indicating that she will be attending this evenings event.”


  At this, Donna Matrix stopped. “Very good. The United States could still pose a threat to my plans. The more implicated Margaret Bowman is, the more likely she is to cooperate when I ask her for billions in remuneration.”


  The bantering continued with all the assistants trying to obtain their last-minute approvals until Donna Matrix reached the guarded door leading into her complex of playrooms. At this point all the clerks faded away, leaving only Donna Matrix, and her personal guards. After moving through two more guarded checkpoints, the entourage finally arrived at the dark, armored torture room where Dominoe waited.


  “Good morning, my dear, did you sleep well?”


  At first the trapped spy didn’t reply, so lost was she in her own world of erotic suffering. But when Donna Matrix finally removed the blindfold and gag, Dominoe slowly opened here eyes, squinting even in the subdued light.


  “That better?”


  “Much.” Dominoe’s huge expressive eyes were glassed over and haunted. For some reason, the camera’s eye failed to convey the sheer power of the lithe agent’s struggles, or the unnatural shudders of her pelvis as she was driven to climax again and again by the high-tech dildoes.


  “I must say your constitution is amazing, my dear. Your handlers are to be congratulated on your training.”


  “I’ll be sure to thank … them …. Ahhhh …. after you’re dead.”


  Donna Matrix smiled, “Still got some fire, I see. That’s very good, since this is a very big day for both of us.” She held out her hand. “My whip.”


  Dominoe’s attendants moved quickly to comply, handing Donna Matrix a lash made of a single strip of wrapped leather some eight feet long.


  “Remove her crotch strap, and stretch her tight. I want unrestricted access to the pretty little cunt of hers,” Matrix barked as she tested the whip with a loud, precise crack.


  Dominoe gasped despite herself as the locks were removed and the dildoes were slowly withdrawn, still vibrating so powerfully their shafts were blurred and distorted. An assistant carefully repositioned the crotch of the sexy spy’s body suit back over her aching pussy while the winches controlling her wrist manacles began stretching her painfully tight. Dominoe gratified her hosts by gasping prettily and struggling in her restraints.


  “Excellent,” Donna Matrix slipped on a pair of leather gloves while she admired the shapely super spy now stretched tightly on the X-shaped cross. “Now replace her blindfold, and set the frame to spinning. Nothing like starting the day with a good hard whipping, eh Dominoe?”


  “Bastard,” Dominoe hissed as the technician replaced her blindfold, plunging Dominoe back into darkness. Despite her tough words and sexual prowess, she was still a mortal woman. And her pussy, after hours of non-stop stimulation, throbbed with hypersensitivity — the kiss of the whip would be unbearable agony. And the cameras were everywhere, recording the most terrible details of her torture in intimate detail.


  The attendants backed away, and the frame started to rotate, slowly at first, but then picking up the pace until it completed a full round trip every two seconds. To the tightly bound and blindfolded prisoner, the rotating rack itself represented an exquisite psychological torture. In less than a minute the redheaded spy was completely disoriented and her head swam as centrifugal force drove the blood toward her head and feet. The unseen lash could come from anywhere and any time, and the tight thigh restraints ensured that her tingling crotch presented a particularly vulnerable target.


  Donna Matrix allowed Dominoe several minutes to stew in her own juices, aroused herself at the beautiful spy’s refusal to beg for mercy. And when the first blow finally landed, ripping a neat incision in the nylon fabric covering Dominoe’s left breast, she still managed to deny her captors the satisfaction of a pitiful, desperate cry. Instead, she merely let out only subdued yelp almost is if she were still gagged. At this point Donna Matrix knew that she was up against one tough cookie.


  But she loved a challenge.


  The billionaire madwoman laid into Dominoe with unrelenting fury, slowly shredding the silky body suit off her prisoner’s body. Dominoe lost consciousness occasionally, and when she did, she was quickly revived by the attending doctor, only to have the dimensions of her torture increased. First nipple clamps were added, then progressively heavier weights that shifted constantly on the rotating frame causing extreme pain. Then came a tiny, high-tech clitoral vibrator that bombarded the young spy with desperately unwanted erotic stimulation. But by this time Dominoe was also choking on an eight-inch penis gag so any attempt to protest her treatment was impossible.


  Two hours later, a sweat-soaked but well-satisfied Donna Matrix delivered a final stinging blow to her delirious victim then handed her whip - a broad-bladed single lash lined with steel studs - to an assistant.


  “That’s enough for this morning,” Matrix announced as she toweled off. “I must go prepare for the demonstration. Our little guest needs to rest up for her big adventure.”


  The frame finally rotated to a halt for last time to reveal Dominoe hanging lifelessly in her restraints, stripped naked under the lash with skin blazing bright red and oozing blood around her breasts and crotch. Her nipples sagged under the weight of the clips and not a woman in the room to glance at the clit vibrator without feeling a pang of sympathy. Yet despite the continued presence of the clips, the gag, and the vibrator, Dominoe’s eyes were closed and she was breathing deeply in a mix of deep sleep and unconscious oblivion.


  “Clean her, and attend to her wounds. ” Matrix removed her gloves like a doctor finishing up with a patient. “Then take her to the special bedroom I’ve prepared for her.”


  “Of course, madam, ” one of the technicians’ smiled. He had seen Dominoes “bedroom” and her knew for certain the young spy would not be getting much rest.


  * * * *


  “Time to wake up, slut. Did you have a nice nap?”


  Given the circumstances, Dominoe did not even deign to justify her jailers question with an answer. Dominoe’s “bedroom” was a plastisteel vault somewhere in Donna Matrix’s airship, adjoining her extensive bondage playground. Dominoe herself was stripped completely naked and strapped down to an examining table, with heavy leather cuffs at her wrists and ankles, and thick black belts holding her firmly against the padded leather surface. Her only item of clothing other than the heavy black slave collar that she had worn since her capture was a black facial harness with an integrated ball gag and fittings than held her head completely immobile facing straight up. Directly over Dominoe’s bed were three razor sharp pendulum blades that swung back and forth over her prostrate body. As long as she remained completely motionless the blades maintained the same height above the table, but any motion caused them to descend another notch toward her. Even gentle tugs or twitches were enough to trigger the delicate sensors attached to her bondage, and any sort of REM sleep would almost certainly mean her death. One of Donna Matrix’s assistant torturers had taken great pains to explain that her chamber was to be locked up tight for the next six hours until the evening’s festivities and that Matrix had forbidden them from coming to her aid for any reason. The heiress knew well of the sexy spy’s fetish for bondage and danger — her six hour “rest” in the deadly trap amounted to intense nonstop foreplay.


  “Well, now that you’re so well rested, its time we got you ready for the demonstration.”


  Dominoe was released from her sweat-soaked bed and was immediately secured in a rubber singleglove, heavy leather shock belt, and ankle chains. Only then was her facial harness removed and she was led by two assistants to the showers. After a quick cold shower she was secured to a beautician’s chair where she was treated to a complete makeover - expert makeup, an immaculate hairstyle, and a liberal application of flesh tone makeup base to conceal the mass of bruises forming all over her sore body. Finally, she was given a shot of a high-energy sucrose solution laced with vitamins of the type that had served as her sole sustenance during her stay with Donna Matrix.


  Just then another assistant arrived carrying a hanging bag and accessory case.


  “Ahh, your wardrobe for the evening.”


  The ever-smiling but completely insane chief assistant unzipped the hanging bag to reveal a high tech catsuit made of a glossy kid leather, custom-cut with a narrow waist and flaring bust clearly designed for a certain woman. It took Dominoe several moments to recognize it as her own combat uniform, freshly cleaned and lightly oiled. And the knew right then that Donna Matrix had been telling the truth - she intended to kill Dominoe that night. Why else would she want to remind Dominoe of her former identity?


  “Though you came here without CATT sponsorship, we’ve taken the liberty of replacing your insignia, just so everyone will know who you are.”


  Dominoe could see that the woman was correct. The shoulder patch showing the red rook on a pale yellow background - the emblem of CATT - had been replaced. Another assistant removed her belt from the accessory bag to show that it too now bore the symbol of the rook in brushed steel.


  “Time to get dressed Dominoe,” the white-coated woman smiled as she drew the hidden zipper down the back of the catsuit. “We wouldn’t want to miss the party, now would we?”


  * * *


  No one ever knew what to expect at Donna Matrix’s private affairs, but one thing was certain, it would be wild and raunchy. The guests had all arrived by 6:00, shuttled from Paris to the dirigible on small chase planes that could easily dock to the mammoth craft. The guests included kings, prime ministers, foreign ambassadors, warlords and business tycoons, all of whom owed much of their wealth to their alliance with Matrix Chemicals. Even those who would not normally have attended such an event had cancelled other engagements amid rumors that the beautiful western superspy known as Dominoe would die for their entertainment that very night. That was one invitation that was simply too enticing to turn down.


  Donna Matrix was normally an extravagant entertainer, but when the guests entered the grand ballroom, they found to their delight that the large space had been decorated in a Wild West theme. The Chippendale tables had been removed and replaced with rough-hewn benches set with stoneware instead of the usual fine china. Even the walls now wore a façade of bleached white wooden planks and a kettle of stew hung oven an open campfire in one corner of the room. The floor had been covered with sand and the center of the room now resembled a western dessert, complete with rock outcroppings, tumbleweeds, cactus, and an upended prairie schooner. Waiters dressed in jeans and western shirts led the immaculately dressed guests to their seats and Donna Matrix finally stood up to address the crowd.


  “My friends, welcome back to the Wild West. The old ways are dead, and the wealth of a New World order is lying on the ground for the taking. In this world the power goes to those with the ambition and vision to travel strange new lands. In the West, the strong take what they want! Today is the new Wild West!”


  The crowd clapped amiably in agreement, if not full understanding.


  “But of course, there were always a few brave souls that represent law and order, even in this new Wild West. Allow me to demonstrate that fate that awaits them all. Gentlemen?”


  At that, Donna Matrix clapped her hands and two servants swung the main doors open to admit a breathtaking sight, a woman mounted on a white horse! If was Pixie, the former CATT operative known as Nightcat, now dressed in the costume of a sexy wild west vigilante, with skin-tight leather pants, a white satin blouse, cowboy boots, a white hat, white leather gloves, and a gun belt with a silver pistol strapped to her thigh. She wore a white silk scarf around her throat and a marshal’s badge on her chest. Her spurs jangled on her boots and there was no sign at all that she was bound to the horse. In fact, judging from the look in her eyes, she was totally engrossed in her role as a wild-west law woman — no doubt thanks to extensive mental conditioning on the part of Donna Matrix.


  “Box canyon,” the brainwashed spy said as she dismounted from her horse in the center of the desert landscape and drew her gun. “It’s a trap. I’ll have to take fight them right here.” She took up a defensive position behind one of the rocks and began taking bullets out of the vertical leather slots in her belt and placing it on the rock beside her.


  Even as she worked, Pixie kept her eyes trained on the door, which to her was apparently the entrance to the “box canyon” where she now found herself trapped. Her hair and makeup had been exquisitely applied making her look every bit the part of a Hollywood cowgirl - a blonde pulp adventure heroine in white satin and tight leather, tough but extremely sexy.


  And Pixie didn’t need to wait long for her pursuers, for after a moment a gang of men sprang into the room from every entrance — in front, behind, and above her — whooping and shooting into the air. The trapped marshal immediately opened fire, blasting men with expert precision. She efficiently dropped six men in her counter-ambush before the remaining gang dismounted and took cover.


  The crowd looked on in shock as the gunfight began in earnest, the room degenerating into a riot of thundering guns, billowing smoke, and shouting men. Many of the guests attempted to upend the tables and seek cover, thinking they had fallen victim to a bizarre hit. Only when the Marshal picked off one of the overhead snipers, sending him dropping to the table below, did they see what was really going on. The man had been struck, not with a bullet, but with a small steel dart propelled by a low-grain cartridge. To increase the realism, the darts were apparently laden with some sort of powerful drug that induced pain and progressive muscle spasms, finally leading to unconsciousness. The effect was not unlike an actual gunshot wound but the lack of blood and the deep steady breathing of the “dead” suggested that the effect was only temporary. Still, the danger of being hit by stray gunfire was very real and several members of the wait staff were dropped within the first few minutes of the battle. But once the crowd’s fear of sudden death was assuaged, they were irresistibly drawn into the desperate struggle unfolding on the stage all around them.


  Surrounded on all sides, the daring cowgirl engaged in a fierce firefight with the some 15 men, all pouring a withering rain of gunfire down on her precarious position. Yet the speed and marksmanship of the former spy was absolutely superb, and she picked off her attackers one by one with quick peeks from behind her rocky cover. At the rate things were going, it looked as if the bandits just might find themselves defeated at the hands of the lone cowgirl.


  The bandit leader realized this too.


  “Attack boys! Take this bitch down!”


  With a rebel yell the men surged forward, determined to overrun the Marshal’s position en mass before she could defeat them individually. The blonde gunslinger recognized their attack only just in time and retreated toward the upturned deck of the moldering prairie schooner, still firing even as she backpedaled. The once-stunned crowd quickly got into the mood of the melodramatic sport and cheered wildly for the bandits as the blonde lawwoman fought for her life.


  BLAM!


  Even as the Marshal prepared to slip behind the wagon, a dart struck her in the abdomen and she fell to the ground doubled over in obvious pain. The crowd let out a whoop of delight as the two closest men sprang forward for the kill. But they whooped even louder when the apparently helpless girl rolled to her back and raised her gun, dropping both men with two firecracker blasts from her nickel-plated .32. Before the other men could react, she rolled behind the cover of the wagon. The show wasn’t over yet.


  Unlike Pixie’s tranquilizer ammunition, the bandits’ guns seemed to fire another type of dart that left its target conscious but in extreme pain. From their seats on the perimeter of the stage, the crowd could see the Marshal behind the wagon writhing in the sand and clutching at her belly. It was only with steely resolve and unsteady hands that she managed to take up her pistol again, dispense its spent shell casings, and reload to continue the fight.


  The cat and mouse gun battle continued as before, with the bandits spraying the wagon with a steady stream of gunfire and the Marshal taking quick pot shots as often as she dared, given her limited cover and dwindling ammunition. But the belly wound was taking its toll on her. Her motions were not quite as fluid as before and her aim not as true. She had only picked off two other desperados when another dart struck her in the shoulder, then another grazed her temple. Each hit was clearly extremely painful and the crowd let off a cheer each time the now sweat-soaked law woman fell to the ground in renewed agony. Pixie was slower to recover from each hit and based on the look in her eyes she was finding it difficult to remain conscious. Yet still the fire rained down on her with unrelenting fury, each round capable of redoubling her suffering. Everyone in the room knew that it was only a matter of time.


  BLAM!


  Pixie whipped around the lip of the wagon and caught a man full in the face with a tranquilizer dart. Now only eight men opposed her. Then disaster struck.


  BLAM! BLAM!


  “Ahhh!” The sexy gunslinger yelped as a dart struck her in the shooting hand. Her gun slipped from her fingers and dropped to the sand on the exposed side of the wagon even as she dropped back behind the wagon clutching at her left wrist.


  The leader of the men put his finger to his lips and let off an ear-splitting whistle, signaling a cease-fire. For the first time since the drama began the ballroom fell silent, broken only by the steady thrum of unseen ventilation fans as they labored to rid the room of the choking cloud of expended gunpowder smoke. The leader dispatched two men to flank the Marshal again while he attempted to engage her in a parlay.


  “I see you’ve dropped your gun, Marshal!”


  “I appreciate your …ahhh … concern, Pancho,” the young law woman retorted. “Perhaps you will loan me one of yours.” The setting of the room made it easy for the crowd to see Pixie behind the wagon. Despite her brave words it was clear that her entire body was racked with pain. Her breathing came in ragged gasps as she rested her head against the deck of the wagon.


  “Ha- ha-ha, I think not! But if you surrender now, perhaps we will make your death quick, no?”


  “Funny, I was about to say the same … to you.” Slowly, the Marshal reached down to her boot and drew out a pearl-handled Derringer, and slowly pulled back the hammer.


  “You still have spirit I see,” the man laughed. “Perhaps I should spare you, and break your spirit as my personal slave. After, of course, I break each of your fingers and each of your toes and cut out your tongue.”


  “Tempting offer, Pancho, but I think I’d rather pleasure a buffalo.”


  “You have an interesting proposition there, Marshal. I think that perhaps …”

  

  At that moment a man appeared on either side of the wagon, bearing down on the Marshal with their doctored .44’s. But their prey caught them by surprise, blasting each with the derringer even as they stared in amazement. Before the man had even fallen, the Marshall had scooped up one of her attacker’s guns.


  “Fights over, Miss Matrix,” the bandit leader suddenly broke from character and turned to his employer.


  “What do you mean the fights over? She isn’t captured yet!”


  “But you can’t pay me enough to get shot full of that shit we’ve been slinging at her all night. You said yourself that if she gets one of our guns then the fights over. What about your guests?”


  “Hmmm, I suppose you’re right. I can’t have any of the world’s most influential people getting injected with nerve toxins.”


  “I suppose then that this is farewell, Nightcat!” Donna Matrix turned to address costumed cowgirl still concealed behind the prairie schooner. “I had hoped to string you up and leave you to the mercy of my male guests to lend their members to you as a perch to temporarily ease the tension on the noose. So it seems that you’ve won at least this small victory in our year together.”


  With that she pulled a lever on the wall and told her men to resume firing. The blonde gunslinger looked to the ground in amazement as a fault line opened near the center of the room, pulling sand and props through it like quicksand. She looked for an escape to either side, but any move to the right or left would expose her a barrage of poisoned darts and that was simply unthinkable. Nightcat struggled hopelessly as she was sucked down into the fault line, the sand from either side of the room sliding toward the fault to squeeze her in a vise of moving stone. The fault continued to widen until it reveled itself to be the widening crack between two sliding doors beneath the sandy floor. The crowd cheered again at the site of the Marshal struggling against the river of sand as it drew her down and out in to open air. The she was gone, and along with her the illusory river of sand, replaced by a gulf of dark, empty space.


  “As you can see,” Donna Matrix turned again to address her cheering crowd. “the law does not pass away easily, so we had best move quickly.”


  “Ladies and Gentlemen, we stand on the brink of a historic era and every era has its trademark weapon. The Napoleonic War had the cavalry saber. The Old West had the Colt .45. May I present to you the weapon of the New West.”


  With that, Donna Matrix produced a small remote control and pressed a button. The wind whipped through the room as the two large sections of the floor slid away altogether, revealing the open sky and distant water beneath the huge airship. Some sort of aluminum cradle had been suspended directly beneath the ballroom and at the push of a second button, powerful hydraulics raised a large black object up into the ballroom.


  It was an aircraft — an ancient X-14 rocket plane — a variant of the same plane piloted by Chuck Yeager when he first exceeded the speed of sound. The vehicle had been cleaned and its engine had apparently been freshly packed with solid propellant, but it must have been at least 50 years old and looked every year of it. It was hardly the awesome weapon that the crowd had anticipated and many muttered angrily.


  “Patience, my friends, patience,” Matrix assuaged their fears and she stepped around the table and approached the aging plane.


  “My invention is not the rocket plane. Its what’s ON the rocket plane. This.” Like a magician she produced a small vial containing a black substance. “Black ice, gentlemen. The perfect lubricant. It reduces the effects of friction and drag to almost nothing. The X-14 rocket plane you see before you is fresh from the Air Force bone yard, a worthless relic. Yet with a fresh engine and a thin coating of black ice this antique becomes a fully capable spacecraft. Or a ballistic missile.”


  The murmurs of the crowd could be heard even over the whip of the wind. Could it be true?


  “And who better to pilot this historic craft on its second voyage into history, than the most infamous agent of the Old World order, the lovely, the incomparable, Dominoe.”


  At that the door was opened and Dominoe was ushered into the room, clad once again in her skin-tight catsuit of black kid leather, neatly styled hair spilling down over her shoulders to the level of her shoulder blades. She looked fresh and defiant despite her recent ordeals, thanks largely to the full coverage of her uniform and the heavy makeup base that concealed the bruises on her exposed skin and the bags under her eyes. At first the crowd muttered uneasily - almost everyone in the room had had at least some contact with the beautiful spy, generally to their great economic and political expense. But the heavy manacles holding Dominoe’s arms behind her back and the slave collar around her throat were reassuring and as the spy was lead toward the X-14 by a team of guards it was clear the Dominoe was exactly what Donna Matrix claimed - a prisoner.


  As soon as Dominoe was led into the room she could guess exactly what Donna Matrix had in mind. The ancient X-14 in its launch cradle, once coated with the Black Ice, would be capable of slicing through the atmosphere almost completely unimpeded. Even with its small engine the speeds it could attain would be enormous. With an appropriate warhead and an inexpensive guidance system, it could be used to destroy any target on the planet. And the cockpit canopy stood open, with an array of heavy straps waiting to hold the craft’s “pilot’ tightly in place on its doomsday flight. And she could make a good guess who the pilot was.


  “Good evening, Dominoe, you’re looking lovely this evening. Enjoy your little rest?”


  “Very much so, yes.” Dominoe smiled with remarkable calm. “Did I miss dinner?”


  “I’m afraid we can’t offer you a last meal. I fear the G forces would just force all the food right back up.”


  “How considerate of you,” the young agent said, as she glanced down into the cockpit. Though the craft itself was old, the restraints were state of the art, with a five-point harness of heavy nylon webbing, steel manacles on both the rudder peddles and arm rests and a locking nylon strap for her throat.


  “Gentlemen, please help our pilot get strapped in.” As the men moved to comply Donna Matrix turned again to the crowd.


  “I said the craft before you is unmodified, but that isn’t quite true. I’ve taken the liberty of adding 1000 pounds of high explosives in place of most of its outdated instrumentation. And to demonstrate the power of Black Ice, I will use this ancient relic to destroy one of mans most advanced achievements, the International Space Station!”


  Dominoe’s breath caught in her throat, but she could do nothing as powerful arms forced her into the seat and secured her in place beneath the five-point harness, pulling the shoulder, waist, and crotch straps snug before locking them into place. Then her booted feet were slipped into the locking steel traps on the rudder pedals until they too locked snugly into place. Her wrists were secured in similar mechanisms, allowing her hands to comfortably reach the stick and throttle controls but restricting all other movement. Her head was secured to the headrest by the nylon throat strap, then a man slipped a high-pressure oxygen mask over her face and followed that with a high-tech black pilot’s helmet. The young spy struggled with all her fading strength against the restraints, but found them fiendishly inescapable. Her entire body tingled with deadly arousal as her guards made their final checks to ensure that every strap was tight and secure. The sound of her own rapid breathing was greatly amplified within the confines of the breathing mask as her mind raced for a means to outwit Donna Matrix.


  Finally, the men lowered Dominoe’s visor and stepped back to lower the canopy, sealing the cockpit from the outside. The shapely spy at last was alone, sealed inside the deadly craft. The seat was well padded and under other circumstances she would have been quite comfortable. In fact, the configuration of the controls around seemed quite familiar, and much more modern than the instruments she would have expected on a vintage X-14…


  “To help monitor the progress of our little space shot,” Donna Matrix went on as several large screen televisions were wheeled into the room. “I’ve arranged for a live feed from the NASA tracking station in Malaysia. We’ll also display the live video feed from spacestationcam.com to take in the view from ground zero. “


  The dual video monitors came to life, the bottom screen showing the course of the Space Station Freedom as it slowly traversed the Earth’s surface and the top screen showing the tranquil view of earth from the web camera that continuously broadcasted from the crew module of the spacecraft. The lower monitor also showed the position of the airship as a red blip just off the coast of Ireland, with a second dimmer blip in tow, representing the X-14 with its single doomed passenger. Waiters streamed into the room with bottles of Champaign as the countdown commenced for Dominoe.


  “This is a New Year of sorts,” Donna Matrix said as she accepted a Champaign flute offered to her by her personal servant, “so I thought we should celebrate appropriately. And what better way to welcome the New Year than with fireworks! Gentlemen?”


  Inside the X-14, Dominoe could hear on her helmet speaker the intercom discussions taking place between the various members of launch crew even as a soft feminine voice counted down the seconds towards launch.


  “We’re cleared for launch. Repeat cleared for launch. Power up and prepare to release.”


  “Roger that. Powering up.”


  Dim red cockpit lights suddenly flooded the cockpit with an eerie glow while a small multi-function CRT came to life at the center of mostly-empty control panel before her. This was the user interface for a commercial guidance system that was secured somewhere in the front of the craft. Now aided by the glow of the cabin lights, Dominoe took the opportunity to experiment with just what kind of control she really did have over the craft.


  She moved her feet on the rudder pedals and noted grimly that the rudders were pinned into place. Similarly, the small ailerons on the short stubby wings of the X-14 refused to respond the stick. Her other hand rested on a throttle handle which also had several buttons and knobs. It was odd that the X-14 would be equipped with a throttle at all given that it was basically a rocket-boosted glider. Still, she noted with some satisfaction that she could use the trim control on the throttle to control the cursor on the multi-function display. Not that she would have much time to play with her new toys. If she passed out for even the first 30 seconds of her flight then the air would be sufficiently thin by the time she regained consciousness that her control over the craft would be negligible.


  And pass out she would. The tiny rocket motor of the X-14 would only burn for some 15 seconds, but with almost no wind resistance that was plenty of time to accelerate to fantastic speeds. With a pressure suit she could sustain about 8.5 G’s — ranking her as a world-class fighter pilot. But the effect of the rocket engine would be double that, and without the benefit of a pressure suit to help keep her blood vessels from expanding to accommodate the down-rush of blood. She would pass out immediately as the blood was drained from her brain and forced back down into her body. In all likelihood her heart or a major artery would burst from the sudden pressure, but if she could fight the effects for a few seconds, then she just might possibly regain consciousness soon enough to watch as the X-14 careened into the space station and exploded. The situation looked bleak.


  “25 … 24 … 23 … 22…”


  All around the X-14, the crowd was in quite a jovial mood, well stocked with expensive Champaign and cowboy hats as they eagerly awaited the launch of the new world order, a world where they would hold places of special prominence. Through the tented visor of her helmet Dominoe could clearly see Margaret Bowman, the same State Department official that had sold her out to Donna Matrix, chatting with Mirat Suham, the prominent arms smuggler, even as they nibbled chocolate cordials. In reality, the entire room was full of snakes, criminals and cowards, all carefully selected so that Donna Matrix could easily dominate them in the future. Clearly Donna Matrix’s “world order” included her at the very top, but the arrogance of the crowd blinded them to this fact.


  “15 … 14 … 13 …”


  And Dominoe had to admit that Donna Matrix’s chosen show of force was brilliant - an entire space station destroyed with a cheap derelict aircraft. When the full details of the attack were revealed, every government in the world would be thrown into turmoil, all desperate to curry Donna Matrix’s favor, or to destroy their principal enemies before they gained an insurmountable technological advantage. Dominoe knew that Donna Matrix had only a small supply of Black Ice, but the rest of the world’s leaders would have no such comfort. The madwoman’s plans just might succeed in making her the most powerful human alive. Or it might trigger a wave of open warfare that would cripple the world for decades.


  “10 … 9 … 8 …:”


  The final countdown brought the trapped agent’s wandering mind back to the warm intimacy of the cockpit. She looked back down at her body, black leather gleaming in the dim red light, and pulled again at the myriad of straps that held her in the pilot’s seat. The rig was as inescapable as any bondage trap she had ever encountered - it might take her hours or days to escape, if indeed she could manage it at all. And in a matter of seconds she would be launched into space with unimaginable force, surrounded on all sides by high explosives. She normally loved the challenged of flying high performance aircraft but this cockpit didn’t feel light a fighter at all. In fact, it more closely resembled a … resembled a …


  “SR-71?”


  “2 … 1… release.”


  Suddenly, there was a loud metallic clank and the X-14 was in free fall, released to drop clear of the dirigible before igniting the engine. The crowd of revelers slipped away to be replaced by the night sky all around.


  “Ignitio….”


  Dominoe only heard the first part of the word before she was slammed with the force of a fall from a 3-story building - an impact that would continue for 12 or more seconds. The trapped agent tightened every muscle in her body in a desperate attempt to save her heart from bursting under the strain. But she could feel her consciousness slipping away like water down drain, her concentration evaporating as the blood was forced from her brain. Then came black, impenetrable darkness.


  * * *


  “The ship’s away!” Donna Matrix announced and the crowd cheered drunkenly. Everyone’s attention was focused on the big screens, as the little blip that represented the X-14 shot away from the airship and streaked toward the slowly migrating blip that represented the orbiting space station.


  “25,000 meters per second,” a technician announced, as he gauged the speed of the X-14’s path.


  “Magnificent! ” Donna Matrix beamed. “That’s escape velocity. I could have sent the X-14 to the moon!”


  “And Dominoe?” Margaret Bowman asked with a smile.


  “At the moment I’m sure she’s little more than a bloody corpse still strapped into her cockpit.”


  “Marvelous!” Bowman cheered. “And I’m sure you’ll remember just who turned her over to you.”


  “That I will, Mrs Bowman. I always take special care to recognize those who are all too willing to sacrifice their own countries futures in exchange for financial gain.”


  “Impact in 15 seconds.”


  The crowd squealed with excitement and clustered around the monitor as they watched the X-14 close rapidly on the space station. Donna Matrix’s moment of triumph was at hand.


  “Impact in 10 seconds .. 9 … 8 … 7 … “


  “Oh this is going to be great!”


  “3 … 2 … 1 impact.”


  The two dots converged on the screen and every one simultaneously shifted their gaze to the webcam mounted atop the space station itself. Yet the monitor showed no sign of a collision. The earth just drifted peacefully below, same as before.


  “What’s the matter?” Donna Matrix raged. “Why didn’t the X-14 explode and destroy the space station?”


  The answer was evident when the gazes returned to the tracking screen. The small red dot departed rapidly from its encounter with the space station and continued on its way around the earth.”


  “What is the meaning of this?” one of the ambassadors approached Donna Matrix. “Is this some kind of trick?”


  “Missed?” the mad billionaire ignored the question and mused to herself. ” But that’s impossible. It only had to get CLOSE and the warhead would have blown them all to hell. Unless …”


  Donna Matrixes eyes suddenly opened wide and she let out a howl of rage. “Control center! Are you still tracking the X-14?”


  “Yes ma’am.”


  “And what is its current altitude?”


  “14,000 … 14,000 feet.”


  “That slut!” Donna Matrix raged. “I’ll take care of this once and for all. You people just relax and have a drink. This will all be over before you know it.”


  Donna Matrix strode slowly toward the door, leaving her stunned guests to only ponder at the nature of her latest outburst. Donna’s faithful assistant trailed behind her as she walked angrily out of the room. But as soon as the doors closed, she turned immediately back her assistant in a furious panic.


  “Activate my escape plane immediately.”


  “But I don’t understand,” the woman hesitated. “What is the problem?”


  ” Because that … slut … managed to put the X-14 in orbit … at 14,000 feet!”


  “How can that be…”


  “The effect of the wind is negligible on the X-14! It can enter a stable orbit at any altitude. Somehow Dominoe managed to control the attitude of the aircraft during the burn. “


  “But she’s still trapped in the rocket ship .. what could possibly go wrong?”


  “Fool, what is the cruising altitude of this airship?”


  “Why its at 14 thou … ” The color suddenly drained from the assistant’s face as she realized where the X-14 was heading. In only minutes it would pass dangerously close to the airship itself. “I’ll ready the escape pod at once.”


  * * *


  The X-14 shot along at incredible speed, faster than had ever been attained by a jet aircraft, and the sonic boom rolled like thunder for hundreds of miles to either side of her trajectory. The cockpit on the X-14 chassis actually belonged to an early variant of the XR-71 Blackbird reconnaissance aircraft, which Dominoe had trained on in preparation for near-orbital parachute drops into enemy territories. This particular X-14 had apparently been an early training variant for ultra-high altitude flight tests. Most of the controls of the X-14 had been slaved to the servos of the guidance system, but Matrix’s men had neglected the unique cross-connect system that operated the SR-71’s attitude control system. It was a simple matter for Dominoe to control the elevator, the challenge was doing it while enduring crushing G forces. She had grayed out a number of times but had managed to hold the elevator steady, forcing the plane to maintain the same altitude even as it accelerated. The flight really should have killed her. The engine must not have burned cleanly, resulting in less than maximum thrust. Lucky break.


  Now all she had to do was orbit the world once at low altitude until she returned to her launch point and eject from the SR-71 cockpit just before the warhead was set off by the airship. And it wouldn’t take long.


  By the time she had fully regained consciousness she was already over China, though it was not until crossing the Yellow Sea that she could positively confirm this fact. The azure Pacific scrolled by beneath her like a video on fast-forward, then 5 minutes later the coast of United States appeared on the horizon. Apparently, she would make landfall somewhere just north of Tijuana.


  When the Gulf of Mexico slipping beneath the ship, Dominoe knew that this was her cue to bail out. Since the SR-71 was intended for high-altitude flight, the entire cockpit section was designed to separate with the pilot and protect him (or her) from the harsh sub orbital environment until reaching a safe parachute altitude. In this case, altitude was not the issue, but rather avoiding being torn apart by the fierce winds that would accompany her egress. And if she wanted a chance to take out Donna Matrix’s airship she would have to wait until the last possible moment to eject, since she would almost certainly destabilize the ancient craft in the process of bailing out.


  Dominoe stared straight ahead through the canopy like a wild west gunfighter, gloved fingers poised on the secret triggers that would activate the eject mechanism. She estimated that when she actually made visual contact with the dirigible it would be too late to eject, so she would have to go purely on timing and instincts.


  “Use the force, girl,” she muttered into her mask and then, after hesitating for tense moments, pulled the triggers.


  The force of ejecting from an orbital object still in the earth’s atmosphere was even greater than the forces associated with piloting the X-14 during its initial burn, and Dominoe didn’t regain consciousness again until she hit the water. The pilot’s seat had fragmented during the bailout, so it was a simple matter to wriggle out from beneath the once inescapable straps, extract the emergency life raft, and allow its CO2 inflation system to pull her to the surface.


  The exhausted spy flopped into the life raft just in time to see the largest section of Donna Matrix’s airship plunge into the sea, a ball of bright orange fire with protruding sticks of jagged infrastructure. Even through her exhaustion, the young spy was flushed with victory at the thought that she had just rid the world of half its major crime lords in one fell swoop. The only real loss was the legendary British spy known as Nightcat, whom Dominoe had failed to rescue from Donna Matrix’s clutches. Still it was a pretty good trade.


  “Good bye Nightcat,” Dominoe said to the sky, still alive with bright points of burning debris from the obliterated airship. “At least you’re finally free.”


  “Got that bloody right.”


  Dominoe sat up in astonishment as Nightcat herself — still dressed in her now-filthy cowgirl costume — dog paddled toward the raft and pulled herself aboard. “But .. but how did you break free from Donna Matrix’s conditioning.”


  “400 CCs of nerve toxin jump started the process,” Nightcat spoke matter-of-factly as she pulled a greenish bottle out of the water behind her. It was one of the Champaign bottles being served at Matrix’s aborted celebration. “The fourteen thousand foot plummet into the sea did the rest.”


  “So was it you that doctored the rocket engine of the X-14?”


  “It seemed the thing to do. I knew Matrix had coated the ship with Black Ice and could guess she planned to use it as a missile. When she gave my warm-up act the flush it gave me the opportunity to catch hold of the launch cradle and do a bit of damage. The solid propellant in the engine was about the only thing I could sink my claws into.”


  “Lucky for me. I was in that thing when Matrix launched it at the international spaced station.”


  “So I suppose that means I saved your ass.” POP “Champaign?”


  Dominoe laughed as she took the bottle from her British colleague and took a long swig of the exquisite Champaign. One thing she had to admit about Donna Matrix, everything she did, she did it in style.


  FINIS


  DOMINOE: DAUGHTER OF DESIRE

  By J. R. Parz


  
    
      Disclaimer: You must be at least 18 years of age, otherwise scram.

    
  

  Copyright: This story is the property of JRParz@hotmail.com and as long as you aren’t making money on my story, you are allowed to post it on your site. As a courtesy, I’d like to know about it but I won’t have a fit if I don’t.


  Author’s Note: This story is the second chapter of a major super spy thriller series created by Trent Wolf called “Code Name: Dominoe”… Although you could read this chapter as a stand-alone, I highly recommend that you start from the beginning and continue on throughout this exciting on-going saga.


  This story is a revision… dated February 2003.


  If you have any comments, you can e-mail me at jrparz@hotmail.com


  * * *


  I. (In a large house on the outskirts of Sydney, Australia…)


  “Mr. Wheatley, sir… There’s a small package for you,” the butler stated as he entered the room.


  “A package?” Charles asked, looking up from his computer.


  “Yes sir… It appears to be a gift from a Mr. Gaston”.


  “Gaston? Who the hell is… oh yeah,” he mumbled, remembering meeting him a few months ago at one of those top-level government briefings. Gaston was one of the few people that could actually grasp his new theories.


  “Open it up… lets take a look,” he instructed.


  “Sir, it appears to be a small statue of some sorts… sealed in hard plastic”.


  “Let me see it,” he replied, taking a good look at the statue. It looked futuristic in design and it gave him an idea. “Keep it sealed and wrap it… I think it would make a splendid ‘going away’ gift for Stephanie”.


  “Yes sir… I’ll wrap it right away”.


  II.


  Stephanie was fuming as she held her finger under the bathroom faucet. Not only was the statue hideous, it pricked her, causing her to bleed.


  Being the daughter of Charles Wheatley could certainly prove frustrating at times… and although she had long ago accepted that she couldn’t compete with his work, he could have at least gotten her a better ‘going away’ gift!


  Speaking of his work, Stephanie reflected on the extra hours her father was putting in. Thanks to her father’s carelessness, coupled with her expertise in programming, she had full access to her father’s top-secret program… and as a result; she learned to fully appreciate her father’s genius.


  Stephanie quickly stripped down to her panties and bra when she entered her bedroom, and like she had done on every night this past summer, she took inventory in her full-length mirror’s reflection. Her figure was bursting at the seams as of late, undergoing a startling transformation… and as a result, she was becoming to look more and more like her late mother. This should have made her feel good, given how beautiful her mother had been, but instead it saddened her, making her resent her all the more. Her mother had died giving birth to her… she had been twenty years old at the time.


  Stephanie brought her hands up to cup her growing globes through the material of her bra, feeling their weight and firmness. She had gone from an ‘A’ cup to a ‘D’ cup in just three months… and based on how snug they were beginning to feel inside her bra as of late, she expected to be filling a ‘Double D’ by Christmas. She reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra… allowing her large boobs to breath and then she ‘hit’ the light switch, slipped underneath her covers and quickly went to sleep…


  III.


  She knew she was dreaming right away because there was no way that she’d ever go jogging without wearing a bra… never mind stark naked! But there she was, with her huge boobs bouncing up and down, jogging… and then she suddenly extended her arms, lifted off the ground, and took flight!


  And when she touched down in front of her house, she felt suddenly embarrassed with her nudity, so she covered her groin area with one hand… covered her boobs with her free arm… and then ran as fast as she could into her house!


  Quickly, she ran upstairs and straight to her bedroom… but when she entered her bedroom she stopped dead in her tracks! There she was, lying stark naked on top of her bed, masturbating!


  Then she felt vertigo… and with a blink of an eye she was the one lying on her bed stark naked… and worse of all she was the one masturbating and she couldn’t seem to stop!


  “Damn, you’re hot!” her ‘double’ exclaimed.


  “Who… who are you?” she stammered back in response, looking up at her ‘double’ with fascination, “and why can’t I stop… stop… playing with myself?”


  “To answer your first question, I’m you… and to answer your second question, because you have to cum, first,” her ‘double’ replied, grinning.


  Despite her embarrassment, she continued to finger herself harder and faster in hopes that she could cum quicker, but for some reason she just couldn’t get there.


  “Having trouble?”


  “Yesssss,” she groaned.


  “Would you like me to help you?”


  “Yesssss,” she moaned.


  Her ‘double’ then reached down and touched her… right there on her sensitive lips, eliciting a rush of unwanted pleasure.


  “Wha… What are you doing?” she asked, nervously, wishing that she could turn away.


  “I’m helping you… I’m going to make you cum,” her ‘double’ replied, smiling… and then entered her with three of her fingers…


  “Unnggghhhhhhhh,” she cried out, feeling ever so close.


  “Are you close?” her double asked her, grinning.


  “Harder… oh, god… harder!” she whimpered, thrusting her pelvis up for deeper penetration.


  And then just as she was about to cum, Stephanie bolting upright in bed… and frantically looked around! It was a dream!


  She looked down to see her boobs rising and falling with every breath… her nipples sticking out like hard spikes, and when she slowly reached down to touch herself, she exploded with an orgasm!


  IV.


  Stephanie ended up ‘coming’ three times before falling back to sleep… and then while she sleep in exhaustion, the Savan virus attacked!


  Where she was once shy, she turned aggressive… where she was once sexually conservative and highly inhibited, her feelings turned liberal and her libido roared… and by the time she woke the next morning, she woke a new Stephanie!


  Now, as she pranced naked down the hallway to the bathroom, she did so without the slightest sense of modesty, enjoying the feel of her vivacious attributes as they jiggled along the way… and when she showered, she masturbated, not caring whom she woke with her screaming.


  Later on when she dressed in her most provocative clothes… opting to go without underwear, she made her way down to her Daddy’s computer… and ‘burned’ herself a couple of copies of her Daddy’s new software program… thinking… ‘Now, that is what I call a great going away gift’!


  V (One week later…)


  Charles initially balked when he was told that he would be receiving a very important visitor. A scientist by the name of Kara Sinclair held strong ties to the American government and he was told to treat her with the utmost respect. He didn’t like playing politics, but he understood the ‘game’ and therefore had no choice but to meet with her.


  According to his government, Ms. Sinclair had been researching the plausibility of microcomputer chips implanted into the brain and the potential these chips could have on the future, but under no circumstance was he to disclose his findings regarding his new program.


  What he hadn’t expected upon meeting Ms. Sinclair was how breathtakingly beautiful she was… not to mention how young. She stood about 5‘8’ and if there was ever such thing as perfection, she epitomized it. She wore tight black slacks that accentuated her very luscious behind, black pumps with three-inch heels, and sported a very impressive ‘rack’. Simply put, the woman oozed sex… and for the first time in many, many years, Charles found his thoughts straying unprofessionally.


  “Ms. Sinclair, it is very nice to meet you,” he greeted the young woman, smiling… He was absolutely enraptured with her big beautiful brown eyes.


  “Thank you, Mr. Wheatley… I feel honored. I’ve been looking forward to discussing my theories with you for quite some time now and I appreciate this opportunity,” the young woman replied… Even her voice sounded sexy!


  “I’m flattered, but before we get started could I offer you something to drink?”


  “Actually, some tea would be nice… but only if you’ll join me”.


  “Then if you’ll excuse me for a moment, I’ll have two teas prepared,” he replied, smiling, and then got up to leave the room.


  VI.


  Dominoe quickly scanned the room… hoping to find the gift unopened, sitting on a shelf somewhere. When CATT had tracked the tainted gift from Gary Gaston to Charles Wheatley, this had sent the operation into Code Red. So, it came as a great relief to see that Wheatley hadn’t been infected… but if not Wheatley, then who?


  “Ah, Ms. Sinclair… I see that you enjoy fine art”.


  “It’s beautiful,” she lied, stepping back from the picture. The truth of the matter was that she could have cared less… it was simply that the painting was off-centered and she couldn’t resist straightening it out.


  “Here’s your tea,” Wheatley offered, and just as he was about to say something, the butler interrupted them.


  “Excuse me sir… Your daughter is on the ‘tele’”.


  “Elliot… could you do me a favor and tell Stephanie that she’ll have to call me back”.


  “Yes sir,” the man replied.


  “Oh, wait… Please don’t… Mr. Wheatley… Please take your daughter’s phone call. I don’t ‘mind’ waiting and I’d feel terrible if you didn’t talk to her on my account,” Dominoe pleaded.


  “Well, Ms. Sinclair… If you insist… I’ll only be a moment. In the meantime, please feel free to enjoy a larger gallery through those doors over there,” he responded, pointing to the double doors at the other side of the room.


  “Thank you,” she replied, smiling.


  Dominoe watched Wheatley place his tea down before exiting the room, providing her the opportunity to slip a special drug into his tea… and then she headed off towards the gallery.


  “Oh, no!” she cried, gasping. In her first look into the room by the entranceway, she was utterly aghast to find so many paintings off centered! She knew that if she were to enter that she’d be spending all her time correcting them, so instead she looked for the tainted gift from where she stood and as soon as she was convinced that it wasn’t inside the room, she quickly closed the doors.


  “I apologize for the interruption,” Wheatley announced from behind her.


  She turned around and smiled… taking note that he had already picked up his tea and drinking it.


  “Now, you have my undivided attention,” he added, gesturing for her to return to her chair.


  “How’s your daughter?” She asked, stalling for time.


  “She’s fine… and requesting what every college girl wants from their father… an increase on her monthly charge card limit,” he sighed with a grin.


  Dominoe smiled in response, watching him closely as he took another sip. It wouldn’t be long before the aphrodisiac would begin to take affect.


  “Mr. Wheatley…” she began to ask.


  “Please… Call me Charles,” Wheatley interrupted.


  “Then Charles… I’d really love a tour as I interview you,” she responded, purposely making it sound suggestive.


  “And I’d love to give you one,” Wheatley replied, smiling. “Would you like to return to the gallery and start from there?” he asked, standing up.


  “Actually, I’d much rather start upstairs,” she replied quickly, and then purposely surfaced a blush.


  “Ah… sure. Please… follow me,” he responded.


  As Wheatley led her upstairs, she could see that he was already beginning to feel the affects, so it was no accident that he started with his bedroom.


  “This is my bedroom,” he stated, leading her inside.


  Dominoe’s attention was immediately drawn to a large painting of a beautiful girl.


  “Do you have two daughters?” she asked, smiling.


  “No, just Stephanie. That was commissioned four years ago on her thirteenth birthday”.


  “She’s very, very pretty”.


  “Yes… even more so now… but then… not nearly as pretty as you are,” he replied with a somewhat goofy expression on his face.


  She purposely looked down at Wheatley’s crotch, noting that he was ‘hard’ underneath his trousers.


  “Tell me, Charles… did you happen to receive a gift from Gary Gaston recently?” She asked, smiling… and before he answered she quickly moved up close to him in order to caress his throbbing member…


  “Unngghhhhhh… gift?” he responded, gasping from her touch.


  “Yes Charles… a gift from Gary Gaston,” she reiterated, unbuckling his pants.


  Charles groaned in response…


  “It’s important you answer my question,” she added, pulling his hardened cock out of his pants.


  “A feeewwww weeeeeeksss ago,” he responded, growing even larger!


  “Where is it now?” She asked, knowing that if she held him much longer that he’d surely cum.


  “My daughter has it… I gave it to her last week as a ‘going away’ gift”.


  “What? A ‘going away’ gift?” She asked, releasing him. How could this man be so cruel to his daughter to give her a gift that was intended for him?


  “Yeah,” Wheatley whispered.


  Dominoe considered for a moment how Stephanie might be affected… figuring the worse might be promiscuity… At least the mission would no longer require a ‘Code Red’ anymore.


  “Where’s Stephanie attending college?”


  “Wellington University in London”.


  “Wellington? Isn’t that an all girls college?”


  “Yesssss.”


  “I have to go,” she replied, thinking that if Stephanie hadn’t been a lesbian before the virus, she’d most likely was one now.


  “Wait! Ah… what about me?” Wheatley asked… looking downright scared that she was leaving. She looked down and saw that he was still erect and very much still aroused.


  “What about you?” She asked, playing ignorant.


  “Aren’t we going to… ah… make love?”


  “Make love? Now, whatever gave you that impression?” She asked with a smirk.


  “But I thought… well… you…” Charles stammered.


  “God, that looks uncomfortable,” she responded with a grin.


  “Yesssss…”


  “Then I suggest you relieve yourself,” she replied, then exited the room.


  VII.


  Stephanie moaned as the American girl worked her tongue against her clit, eagerly licking and lapping at her ‘wet’ juicy cunt… and without missing a beat, the girl shifted around and lowered her own wet slit down on top of her mouth… and moments later they both cried out from orgasms!


  “I… I… that was incredible,” Heather Seavers finally managed to say, still visibly shaken from their lovemaking.


  They were lying on their backs, basking in the aftermath, when Stephanie leaned over… kissed her… and then slipped out of bed.


  “Wait… where you going?” Heather asked, surprised.


  “I’m going to go take a shower… I need to get to class early today,” she replied.


  “But you promised we could talk”.


  “Oh… I did, didn’t I?” she replied with a smirk, studying her blonde pet. Despite the conditioning Heather underwent, the girl was still somewhat feisty… and she considered ‘upping’ her desire a peg or two, in addition to her compliancy.


  “It’s just that I’m still confused… I don’t understand any of this”.


  “What’s there to understand? I love you… You love me… Why do you insist on trying to psychoanalyze everything?”


  “But… But I never ever thought about making love to a girl before I met you… and now… now, I can’t get enough of you,” Heather replied, sounding confused, frantic, and sweet at the same time.


  “Heather… listen to me. It would be much easier if you simply accept everything. Now, go back to sleep while I shower, okay sweetie?”


  “But I don’t want to sleep,” Heather whispered in response, but reluctantly lay back down anyway.


  Stephanie smiled at her pet and then slipped on her robe… thinking that more conditioning would be necessary.


  * * *


  As Stephanie showered, she reflected on her seduction of Heather… and the memory still elicited a pleasurable tingling…


  She’d been unpacking her suitcase when she first saw the girl, thinking it was lust at first sight. The American beauty reminded her of one of those California beach bunnies that those commercials always portrayed… and she knew right then and there that she had to have her.


  The fact that she’s never been sexually attracted to a girl before should have concerned her, but it didn’t.


  Each dorm room was furnished with one computer and that meant that they had to share… and it also meant that she could easily set Heather’s password to trigger her father’s programming.


  She smiled at her memory of Heather’s conditioning… knowing that her feelings would gradually build throughout the week. Heather would first begin to feel aroused from the sight of her… in addition to hearing her voice… and as the feelings increased throughout the week, she’d find herself needing to masturbate for some sort of relief. In addition to being horny, Heather would also undergo a slight personality change, rendering her less independent… but she’d still need to condition her more if she wanted Heather to be sweet, docile, and compliant.


  VIII. Heather


  “Come on, Heather… time to get that pretty fanny of yours out of bed and get to class,” Stephanie announced as she re-entered her bedroom.


  Heather eyes sprang open… suddenly realizing that she had fallen back to sleep. She looked up and saw that Stephanie was naked and again intense arousal crashed down on her. She absolutely loved looking at her huge boobs… never realizing before how powerful sexual desire could feel until she had met Stephanie.


  “God, you look delicious” Stephanie commented when she slid out of bed. Heather blushed from Stephanie’s frank appraisal, feeling herself leaking down the insides of her thighs.


  “What are you doing?” Stephanie asked her.


  “I’m going to take a quick shower,” she replied, reaching for her bathrobe.


  “Oh no you don’t… I don’t want you to take a shower. No panties or bra, either… I want the whole campus to smell you,” Stephanie replied, grinning. “I want them all to know that you’re mine and that I’ve marked my territory”.


  “But…” She attempted to argue, blushing more than she’s ever blushed before in her life, thinking how could Stephanie suggest such a thing?!? But when Stephanie shook her head ‘no’ she couldn’t bring herself to argue, so reluctantly began to dress without taking a shower, and without wearing underwear.


  Later on, as she walked to her first class, she tried unsuccessfully trying to rationalize it. How could her life have changed so drastically? Why was she prancing around campus without wearing her underwear and smelling like a whore? She knew that if anyone got close to her, that they’d be able to smell her, but because Stephanie wanted her to do this, she couldn’t say ‘no’ to her. Why was she so damn passive around Stephanie? She always accepted that she wasn’t the most aggressive girl in the world, but she never considered herself so damn submissive, either!


  If she didn’t know better, she’d swear that Stephanie was a witch and had somehow cast a love spell on her. How else could she explain her sudden attraction to her? Why else was it so important to please her? What else could explain her behavior?


  She remembered declaring her love over and over and over again… and Stephanie smiling in response. Was this what love really felt like? She thought that by saying it out loud to Stephanie that she might actually believe it, but it didn’t help. It wasn’t love that she felt… it was LUST… but why would she feel lust for another girl? She’d never entertained a lesbian thought before in her life… at least not until Stephanie.


  Further more, it wasn’t lust at first sight, because she remembered upon meeting Stephanie that she felt normal… and normal meant no attraction at all, but then later she suddenly found herself aroused from the mere sight of her.


  Initially, she ignored the feelings, thinking that she was simply horny… but then her attraction grew stronger with each passing moment… and by the middle of the week, she’d be ‘wet’ from simply being near her… and the fact that Stephanie slept in the nude made it all the more frustrating!


  She remembered how embarrassed she felt when Stephanie caught her staring one night, but that didn’t stop her from stealing more glances at her… and then last Friday morning, she woke up from a restless sleep to find three of her fingers buried deep inside herself… and before she had a chance to pull them out, she saw Stephanie smiling at her.


  “I bet you had a great dream,” Stephanie commented, making her blush all the more. She wished that she were bold enough to tell her that it was her that she was dreaming about, but she couldn’t.


  Then a couple nights ago, a completely naked Stephanie joined her in bed… and without a word, proceeded to make love to her… and they both experienced one orgasm after another. She remembered thinking later that she had never ‘cum’ so hard before in her life.


  IX.


  Stephanie was ‘loving’ life… Her father’s program worked perfectly on Heather and now she was ‘checking out’ the other pretty girls at her college. When she entered her Calculus class, her search was over!


  “Hi class, my name is Ms. Peel and I’m filling in for Mr. Harworth for a few weeks,” the young professor announced in her ever-so sexy voice.


  It was rare that someone’s beauty could take her breath away, given her own stunning beauty, but this woman was absolutely breathtaking… and she could tell from the reaction everyone else was giving her, they all felt the same.


  The professor was on the taller side and possessed a model’s body… and all through class she tried to figure out how she was going to enslave her…


  X.


  Dominoe could tell from looking into Stephanie’s eyes that she was ‘under’ the influence of the virus… and from the stares that Stephanie was giving her, it was pretty obvious that the girl ‘wanted’ her, which of course made it clear as to what she needed to do… especially since it was the easiest way to administer the antidote.


  Strangely enough, she found the prospect of seducing this girl surprisingly arousing, as it played on her like an aphrodisiac, sparking memories of her time with Sable. Originally, she thought that her tryst with Sable had been due to the mind control drug she was under, but now in retrospect, she wondered if Sable had simply ‘awakened’ her.


  After class, she was pleased when Stephanie approach her…


  “Ms. Peel, I’d like to offer my services to the Tutoring Program that Mr. Harworth was going to head. Is this still something that we’ll be able to do while serving under you?” Stephanie asked in a soft sweet voice.


  Dominoe blushed at her choice of words, wondering if they were intentional.


  “By all means, Stephanie… I would never deprive my brightest students of a program like this,” she replied, smiling. She could tell that Stephanie was sizing her up by the way her eyes devoured her.


  “My friend, Heather, is in your next class… and given we’re roommates, we were both interested in the program”.


  “Well… First, I’ll need to review your credentials”.


  “Can we drop by your flat this afternoon to discuss them?”


  “You know… that would be a great idea. Let me jot down my address,” she responded. Could this have gone any easier?


  “Thank you so much,” Stephanie replied, smiling.


  Dominoe was amazed at how easy this was going and handed Stephanie her address.


  “It’s a date then… we’ll see the two of you later on,” she stated.


  Stephanie smiled, and just as she was about to turn around, Dominoe saw a piece of lint on Stephanie’s sweater, so she used her cat-like speed to pick the lint off, but in doing so, her fingers accidentally brushed up against Stephanie’s rather ample breast, eliciting a spark and a smile from Stephanie.


  “I’m sorry!” she responded, “there was a peace of lint on your sweater and I didn’t mean to touch you,” she added with a blush.


  “That’s all right, Ms. Peel… you can remove lint from my tit, anytime,” Stephanie answered with a wink… then walked away.


  Dominoe stood there stunned… wondering how an eighteen-year-old girl just rendered her a ‘wet’ puddle of nerve endings.


  (Later on… that afternoon, after classes)


  Dominoe paced naked up and down her bedroom… The more she thought about seducing Heather, the more nervous she became… and this was ‘soooo’ not like her. How could a mere teenager affect her like this? Where did her cold calculating self disappear too? If her target were male she knew that there was no way she’d be feeling this way. She was nervous… ‘wet’… and downright confused.


  Despite her attempts to forget it, her mind kept recalling her intimate time with Sable and this had her questioning her true feelings… Had Sable awakened something that had been dormant all these years?


  Then she thought about her mission, thinking that Stephanie had probably seduced Heather into a lesbian relationship, so first she’d drug Heather with a sleeping potion before turning her attention to Stephanie. More and more girls in Stephanie and Heather’s age bracket were experimenting with lesbian love, so this wasn’t something that could be considered ‘off the wall’, and given how beautiful Stephanie was, she could see how it would be difficult to resist her.


  After she slipped her thong panties on, she dressed in her jogging suit… and smiled at her reflection. It didn’t matter what she wore, she looked ‘hot’… and when the doorbell rang… she headed for the door.


  The sight of Stephanie and Heather… standing side by side… was a sight that even she wasn’t prepared for. Stephanie wore a black leather skirt accentuating her very shapely ass, a white halter-top showcasing her very large globes, and black leather boots that strapped up to her knees. Her beautiful blonde tresses fell down past her shoulders and she possessed the most hypnotic emerald-green eyes that she ever saw… Quite simply, Stephanie was pure loveliness.


  Stephanie’s friend, Heather, wore a white leather mini skirt, pink shirt, and white leather boots. Heather wasn’t nearly as curvy or as big on top, but she was still very beautiful and could see why Stephanie had seduced her. Her platinum blonde hair was cut short in a very sexy stylish ‘Bob’ and her sparkling blue eyes oozed ‘lust’.


  “Hi girls! My study is down the hallway to the right… and I’ve already powered up my computer… Would either of you like a drink?”


  “No thank you, Ms. Peel… maybe later,” Stephanie replied, smiling.


  “How about you, Heather?”


  “Yes Ms. Peel… Something cold sounds good,” Heather replied, sounding timid and slightly nervous.


  “Great… I’ll join you in a moment,” she responded, heading off to the kitchen.


  Dominoe quickly poured a glass of ice tea for Heather and treated it with a fast-acting sleeping potion… and when she rejoined the girls’, she saw Heather playing a game.


  “What’s this?” She asked… smiling.


  “Oh, I hope you don’t mind. I had Heather bring over her ‘Suzy Spice a.k.a. Super Bimbo’ game. It’s an American high tech computer game…and a blast! The graphics use 3D poser renderings and are way kewl”.


  Dominoe placed Heather’s ice tea on the small table to the left and joined Stephanie in watching her play the game… and after a few minutes, Heather asked if she wanted to give it a try. Thinking that this would give Heather an opportunity to drink her ‘doctored’ tea, she agreed.


  “Let’s bring you back to the main menu and start you at the beginners program,” Stephanie stated, clearing the screen for her.


  Dominoe smiled upon seeing a poser rendering of a cute girl with short black hair… then giggled at seeing her suddenly transform into a very naked, huge breasted, blonde girl! At first she was concerned that the nudity might lead to x-rated scenarios, but was relieved when it played out more like a comedy. Just as she was really getting into the game, she felt dizzy… and suddenly found herself sitting in front of the computer! She had blacked out! She wasn’t sure for how long, but the girls were gone and a glance over at Heather’s ‘doctored’ tea indicated that she hadn’t drunk from it.


  “Damn!” she scolded herself… but then a strange feeling ‘hit’ her, causing her to look down! She was completely naked! Her jogging outfit lay in a heap down by her feet and as much as she wanted to put her outfit back on, she found she couldn’t! Slowly, she got up and walked out the door… and slowly up the stairs to her bedroom. Also naked, and already in a classic ‘69’, was Stephanie and Heather… and the sight of them nearly made her swoon.


  “Hi Emily,” Stephanie greeted her, grinning.


  At first she wondered who Emily was, but then realized that this was her cover name, and if she didn’t get her act together quick, she’d blow her cover.


  “Come, join us,” Stephanie invited, giggling.


  She found the sight of Heather’s cum… dripping from Stephanie’s chin… play on her. She couldn’t have resisted if she wanted to… and she didn’t, so without the slightest hesitation, she climbed on the bed, and positioned herself next to Heather… and like Heather was doing, she immediately began licking Stephanie’s creamy pussy.


  Only fleetingly was she able to think about her mission, acknowledging the fact that she had underestimated Stephanie. Somehow, Stephanie had found a way to use her father’s computer program, obviously enslaving Heather… then her… and she knew that if she didn’t refocus on her mission soon, she’d be stuck her slave forever… or at least someone was sent to rescue her.


  So, with an act of incredible will power, she moved her lips away from Stephanie’s sweet nectar, slid her tongue along Stephanie’s flat stomach… past her very large boobs… lightly grazed her hardened nipples… and then finally reached her goal… Stephanie’s mouth.


  Their kiss quickly turned heated and passionate and soon they were ‘Frenching’, prompting her to flick the toggle switch on her capped tooth, and release the antidote into her mouth and then transfer the antidote into Stephanie’s mouth… then she cried out from a mind numbing orgasm and passed out.


  XI.


  Stephanie lay on the bed, smiling… feeling more sexually satisfied than she ever felt before in her life. She also felt strange… very strange. She couldn’t believe what she’d been doing these past two weeks, but at least with Heather and Professor Peel cooing and snuggling up against her sweaty naked body, no one seemed to mind.


  “What happened?” she asked out loud… not really expecting an answer. She knew that something had shifted inside of her, releasing her from some sort of warped spell that she was under, but she wasn’t exactly sure what. Had she really stole her father’s secret computer program and used it to make slaves of Heather and Ms. Peel?


  “Stephanie… I can explain everything,” she heard Ms. Peel announce… it was incredible how submissive the professor sounded.


  Stephanie nodded her head at the professor, giving her permission to explain…


  “You were infected with the Savan virus… and while under the influence, your dark side surfaced, resulting in the loss of your sexual inhibitions”.


  “You’re saying a virus made me do all this?” she asked, amazed.


  “Yes,” her professor confirmed.


  “And this virus turned me into a lesbian?” she asked with further amazement.


  “Yes and no… The virus dampened your sexual inhibitions and probably surfaced something that already existed”.


  “How do you know all this?” She asked, confused.


  “Because my name isn’t Emily Peel… I’m not a professor. My name is Dominoe and I’m a secret agent with CATT, a secret government agency. Your father was sent a gift containing the Savan virus and it was my mission to track the gift down and administer the antidote to anyone that had been affected”.


  “So, that’s where that hideous statue came from…”


  “Yes, you were infected by something that was intended for your father”.


  “How… How did you return me back to normal?”


  “I was able to administer the antidote during our kissing”.


  Stephanie glanced over at Heather, who was looking confused and was that really anger she saw in her eyes?


  Dominoe continued…


  “The virus alters the personality and allows you to act without conscience… This is why you didn’t feel bad about doing what you did to Heather and myself, therefore no one could blaming you… but now that you’ve been released from the virus, you need to correct things,” Dominoe stated.


  “You mean I was brainwashed?” Heather asked, speaking up for the first time.


  Dominoe nodded her head…


  “This is incredible,” Stephanie finally whispered, suddenly feeling aroused.


  “Stephanie… I can’t help the way I feel right now, despite knowing it’s artificial. I love you more than I thought humanly possible and I wish I didn’t have more missions to perform. I would like nothing better to do than to make continuous love to you… but CATT invested way too much time and money in me to let me go, so please, Stephanie, change me back… Change us both back to the way we were”.


  Stephanie had no doubt that Dominoe was telling the truth… knowing fully well that the conditioning guaranteed complete honesty. The fact that Dominoe was a secret agent was incredible… and although she had no desire to let her go, thinking that Dominoe was the most beautiful woman she’d ever seen, she knew if she didn’t that she might jeopardize everything. Dominoe had to return to CATT, otherwise they’d investigate… and if they investigated, she might lose Heather, too.


  XII.


  Dominoe opened her eye… huh? Why was she sitting in front of her laptop? And then like a light switch coming on, everything came back to her! Her mission had been a complete success! Including her seduction of Stephanie. The poor girl didn’t have a chance, remembering how she led the girl through the paces. She blushed now from the memory, hating the fact that she had enjoyed their lovemaking… and again she questioned her sexual orientation. First Sable, and now Stephanie. Well, if she wasn’t a lesbian, then she certainly was ‘bi’.


  She checked in with Chief Davis and assured him that the mission was a complete success. Stephanie hadn’t done anything too drastic while under the affects of the virus and everything was back to being normal. Then she pulled up her next case file to check out her next mission… while the memory of Stephanie began to play on her.


  Getting up… and stripping along the way to her bedroom… she decided to read about her mission later.


  XIII. (Epilogue)


  Stephanie woke screaming in ecstasy! Heather had turned into an expert pussy licker and Stephanie simply adored the girl’s tongue. While she basked in the afterglow, her mind turned to Dominoe again. It would be awhile before she’d fully get over the secret agent… and it hurt her to say goodbye. At least she took solace in knowing that if their paths ever crossed again, that she’d be able to activate a few controlling triggers. She smiled at how careful she was with Dominoe’s reprogramming; ensuring false memories wouldn’t interfere with her job.


  She looked down at Heather, who was still lapping at her juices. No matter how wrong it might have been, she didn’t feel all that bad about permanently transforming Heather into her love slave. Of course, she had lied to Heather when she told her that she’d restore her back to normal… and although Heather was still very much aware of everything… even the fact that she’d been double-crossed, her lust was no an unbreakable obsession and was no added with artificial love.


  The antidote did return her back to normal, but the damage had been done. She was a lesbian now because she was a lesbian before the virus. The virus merely surfaced her true feelings… and she had no desire to deny herself the pleasure of her father’s programming. Besides, with her new appetite, she would need the program to ‘feed’ her ‘needs’… could anyone blame her?


  “Ooohhhhhhhhh,” she suddenly cried out, wrapping her thighs around Heather’s shoulders. Her blonde pet had found her ‘g-spot’, making her cum yet again!


  Later on, with Heather nestled close in her arms, she pondered on whom to add to her special den, thinking it was time for another threesome… plus Heather needed a playmate. Then Diana Spears came to mind… a fiery redhead with sea blue eyes. She was also a local and having someone that grew up ten miles away from the college might prove beneficial. Yes, Diana would make the perfect choice.


  * * *


  “You have to check out this new game,” Stephanie proclaimed with excitement, handing Diana the CD.


  “What is it?” Diana asked, looking at it.


  “Suzi Spice aka Super Bimbo. The graphics are incredible!” Stephanie responded with excitement.


  “How do you play it?” Diana asked.


  “Just go to the beginners program, it’s pretty much self-explanatory,” Stephanie replied.


  “Cool” Diana responded, placing the CD inside her knapsack.


  Later on…


  “Hi Diana,” Stephanie greeted the beautiful redhead… and then her eyes lit up when she saw a younger girl standing next to her.


  “Hi Stephanie,” Diana replied, fidgeting where she stood. She looked confused and anxious at the same time.


  “And who’s this?” Stephanie asked, turning her attention to pretty auburn haired girl.


  “This is Carrie… my younger sister. She dropped by while I was playing the new computer game,” Diana responded, smiling.


  “And did you play the game, too, Carrie?” Stephanie asked, smirking.


  “Yesssss,” Carrie whispered in response, blushing.


  “Oops,” Stephanie replied.


  The End of ‘Daughter of Desire’


  I want to thank Trent Wolf for allowing me to contribute to such an incredible series and I trust my ‘take’ is as arousing as I had intended it to be. If you would like to drop me a line you can reach me at jrparz@hotmail.com


  Incidentally, I’ve been slowly developing a sequel to ‘Daughter of Desire’ thanks to a suggestion from the writer, J. Darksong a long time ago. I’m calling the sequel “Rescue Down Under” and it will star (in addition to Dominoe) Stephanie, Heather, Diana, Carrie and I’m sure a few other ‘hotties’.


  Here’s a brief synopsis… While watching FOXX News Channel after her recent and very tiring mission, Dominoe learns that Stephanie Wheatley and a few other girls from her Wellington University have been abducted. The news report sparks vivid memories of their time together and prompts her to take vacation time in order to do her own investigation. Why, she wonders with surprise, is she so drawn to her former client? Why has the image of Stephanie aroused her unlike any previous lover? Dominoe travels from England… to Australia… where she must perform a “Rescue Down Under”.


  Know, how’s that for a pun!


  DOMINOE: WHITE HOT CLIMAX

  By C.T.


  Parts of Chapter One by Xom


  
    
      Note from Trent Wolf: I want to thank C.T. for writing a spectacular story and adding to the world of Dominoe with imaginative new characters and ideas. Please email any comments to trentwolf@yahoo.com.

    
  

  
    
      Note from JR Parz: Although I can appreciate how crucial the scene is to the story, I still feel compelled to warn the readers that there’s a highly graphic violent sex scene involving a male teenager.

    
  

  
    
      Warning! This story contains adult material and is intended for mature readers.

    
  

  Chapter One


  Shelia Fox was buried alive under two thousand feet of thick wet. It surrounded her, squeezed her, in its womb-like embrace. She couldn’t move… not a finger…


  and she was still sinking… deeper and deeper into the dark.


  She realized that she would sink until she reached the hot, molten core of the Earth’s center. There she would live forever, in thick, comforting, suffocation…


  and that was good. That is what she wanted.


  * * *


  “She’s hot, I’ll tell you that,” Smash said with appreciation.


  “She is a mulatto,” Doctor Mendlson replied coldly.


  “I understand,” the blonde young man nodded. “I wasn’t saying that… I mean… I didn’t mean to say…”


  “Didn’t mean what? That you want her? That she is sexually desirable? A half-breed? An abominable mixture of a white blood with that of an inferior race? You find such a genetic horror ‘hot?’”


  Smash looked down at The Doctor, his gnarled ancient body sunk deep into his chair. The old man was glaring up at him like he was some sort of worm, beneath contempt and Smash could feel himself wilting.


  “No,” he conceded softly. “I just meant…you know…for a…” He let his concession trail off. He had gone up against big black men twice his own size and not backed down. Sometimes he had stomped them. Sometimes they had stomped him. That’s the way it was when you were a race warrior.


  One look from this 75 year old, though, and his spine turned to mush. ‘Jesus,’ Smash thought, ‘What must The Doctor have been like back in the old days, when he was in the Holy Struggle? Hardcore, man. Totally hardcore!’


  “The idea of any part of my body inside that black animal fills me with disgust!” The Doctor declared. “Never forget, young man, the Jew rejoices every time a white warrior dilutes his bloodline.”


  “Of course, Doctor. You’re right.” He turned and leaned on the railing of the catwalk. Below him, his fellow warriors had long since completed the job of stripping the woman of her clothing and were now inserting her still unconscious body into The Doctor’s experiment.


  ‘She WAS hot,’ Smash thought to himself, ‘or would be if she were a white woman. The Doctor’s right. The thought of having sex with her should sicken me! The blood of the white man is already dangerously diluted and corrupted, poisoned by the now completely uncontrolled black beast.’


  As was typical for his kind, Smash blamed his “failings” on others. ‘The lust I was feeling just now was the result of my lifetime of exposure to the Jew media. As I continue my transformation into the pure ubermensche, these degraded lusts will fall away like the old mottled skin of a snake.’


  He watched with fascination as his buddies, Danny Boy and Buzz secured the naked woman spread-eagled to the circular blue bed of the machine.


  “Tauter!” The Doctor screamed down at them. “She must be capable of no movement whatsoever!”


  As Smash watched his skinheaded compatriots go about their work, he was reminded of the Sri Lankan girl in Lancaster back in the days of his soccer riots and foreigner stomping. He shook his head and thought about how far he had come in the year since being taken under Mendlson’s wing.


  Although at the time he had thought of himself as a true believing Nazi, he could now see that he had just been an anarchist. He didn’t regret any of the things he had done, but he had to admit that it hadn’t accomplished anything.


  Back then in Lancaster, Smash, Buzz and Danny Boy had secured the naked Sri Lankan girl to the box spring mattress. After that, the gang rape they had intended to perform turned into a disaster. Smash had barely got his pants undone when Buzz smashed a brick up against the back of his head! Buzz had wanted to go first!

  Smash then had to get up and beat the living daylights out of him and Danny Boy had joined in because… well, just because! Danny Boy just had to be a part of any butt kicking. Smash smiled at the memory.


  By the time they had gotten done beating each other to a pulp, no one felt like raping some foreigner. So Smash just drenched the screaming girl in gasoline and sent her on her way with a flick of the old Zippo.


  ‘Ah, those care-free days of youth!’ Smash thought, ‘but look at us now!’


  Doctor Friedreich Mendlson also was reminiscing to himself as the help prepared his “lab rat.” How different this was from his school days in Berlin! He recalled how his talents had come to the attention of Herr Himmler, head of the Schutzstaffel troops. Then, at the tender age of 15, the blond, blue eyed, boy genius was assigned to assist Dr. Mengele at Auschwitz.


  “Uncle Josef,” as Friedreich had called him, had taught Mendlson many things. To the world at large, Mengele was “The Angel of Death,” but to Friedreich, he had been a mentor.


  It was a long and twisting path that had brought Friedreich Mendlson from Berlin to the mountains of Colorado. He admitted that the scenery here was nice, but it didn’t compare with his beloved Bavaria…


  * * *


  Shelia felt herself beginning to rise…


  …rising up through the viscid, wet, cold ground towards the surface. Yes, it was time to come up.


  * * *


  Smash had never before much cared for science, or for anything relating to school, for that matter.

  Mendlson had taught him, however, to function as an adequate lab assistant. He tore off a printout and handed it down to his teacher. “Sir, here are the baseline readings.”


  “Thank you,” replied Dr. Mendlson. Sometimes the old man would treat Smash like an insect, but, when Smash did something right, The Doctor would reward him by acting almost as if they were equals. Smash lived for those moments.


  “Ah, look here, my boy!” The Doctor cried out excitedly. “The subject had an erotic dream! This may turn out to be most interesting!”


  “Sir, she’s awakening!”


  Shelia Fox groggily came to her senses. She discovered that her left eye was being held open! Opening her right eye confirmed that she was literally in the dark. She could feel that something was attached to her face. Her head was restrained, so that she could not move it at all.


  Her arms were splayed out over her head, making a Y shape with her torso. The touch of cold metal told her that her wrists were bound, as was her neck. She seemed to be lying at a slight angle, with her head just higher than her feet.


  She could feel some sort of restraint around her waist as well. Her feet felt like they were tightly shackled. She then realized that she was spread-eagled in an X position.


  Shelia seemed to be lying on a smooth, pliant material. It felt comfortable, almost sensual, against her bare skin. As far as Shelia could tell, she was totally nude.


  “All right, Hans. (The Doctor never called him Smash.) Take readings for five minutes. Then bring up the lights and record new baseline data for ten minutes. After that, I’ll return and we can begin.”


  “Yes, sir!”


  Five minutes later, as the lights came on, the young African-American Klanwatch attorney became able to take stock of her surroundings. A brace was attached to her forehead. Some sort of device with a nozzle that came to a sharp point ran from the brace and was directed into her left eye.


  Above her she could see what appeared to be a clear plastic dome, almost exactly the size of her body. Beyond the dome was huge machinery, with pipes and tubes projecting towards her from every angle. This nightmare of conduit was broken at several places by what appeared to be sheets of glass with their sides turned towards her.


  Finally, a harsh voice with a Germanic accent spoke. “You are about to take part in a great experiment. I am sure you will actually enjoy the experience. To start, we begin by gauging your reaction to certain stimuli, one at a time.”


  Shelia started to speak, when she heard a loud whirring sound. The sheets of glass were pivoting on their axis. She soon realized that they were mirrors!


  When they stopped, no matter which way Shelia looked, she was forced to gaze into her own bound reflection. She shut her right eye, but try as she might, her left remained open.


  Shelia was properly proud of her body. She admitted to herself that her chocolate black skin over her well-toned muscles was gorgeous. Though she never thought of herself as narcissistic, she had in the past enjoyed looking at herself in a mirror. Now, she had no choice.


  She had some very limited experience in self-bondage. Although she was terrified, she was getting excited, viewing herself helplessly bound.


  “Why are you doing this? Who are you? What do you want? Let me go, please!” All her questions and pleas were answered only with silence.


  Soon, the lights went out again. Shelia began to hear sounds, barely audible at first, but they slowly became louder. She was able to discern what she was hearing. It was the sounds of a couple making wild, passionate love!


  First, she was forced to listen to the alternating voices of a man and a woman, groaning and moaning passionately. Then, she heard only the male’s voice, with a few “Oh, baby’s” interspersed with his satisfied grunting. Shortly after that, only the woman’s voice was presented, including “Oh, God, oh God!” here and there.


  Then came a catalogue of sounds in quick succession: the cracking of a whip, followed by screams of pain; a male voice reading a delicate love poem: a female telling her an explicit tale of lust; and on and on and on.


  Some of what she heard aroused her, other parts disgusted her. Every reaction was noted in exquisite detail by the mad Doctor’s machines.


  Finally, the voice returned. “Since there is absolutely nothing you can do to prevent it, let me explain exactly what is going to happen to you.” Mendlson watched the digital displays with interest as his captive was forced to listen to his “explanation.” He had postulated that the combination of anticipation and helplessness might, in some subjects, provoke quite a reaction.


  “Next, images are going to be displayed on your left pupil. There is no way you can avoid viewing any picture we wish to expose you to, so you might as well relax and enjoy the show.”

  The Doctor said this last bit with false cordiality.


  “After that, a combination of testosterone and estrogen will be injected into you. The audio that aroused you the most will be played over and over. You will be fed a steady diet of those images that you find most erotic. Then… my machine will be activated.


  “At first, a delicious rippling sensation will tickle and massaged the entire surface area of your skin. It will begin on your shoulders and then run gently down around the platform of your rib cage, skirting the domes of your breasts. It will move to the broad, washboard plain of your belly, centering on your navel. A sensuous flooding sensation will move over your hips and along the outside of your thighs. My machine is designed to start you off easy, breaking down your resistance with a gentle beginning.”


  Mendlson’s voice then became more excited and harsh. “Then, your every erogenous zone will come under unrelenting attack! Your breasts, clitoris, labia minora, vagina, Grafenberg spot, perineum, inner thighs, anus - all will be stimulated again… and again… AND AGAIN!


  “You will experience orgasm after orgasm after orgasm, each being more intense than the one before. You will endure sixty-eight consecutive orgasms! Can you imagine it?!?


  “And then… utilizing all the data recorded from those sixty-eight climaxes, The Machine will start you towards your 69th orgasm… and, that one will, without a doubt, without question, be so intense that it will kill you!”


  Chapter Two


  Dominoe loved her new home.


  It was quite a change from the sterile quarters she had growing up in the Covert Anti-Terrorism Task Force’s Florida Coast Division’s facility on the Key West Navy base. There she had been raised since she was born to a surrogate mother some twenty years ago… and there she had been trained to be the greatest secret agent of all time.


  Partly as a reward for distinguished service, partly to afford her more real-life experiences to aid in her undercover work and partly for her psychological health, she had been provided with a brownstone in Washington, D.C. Davis, her boss and former Florida Coast Section Chief, had been promoted and now was in charge of C.A.T.T.’s operations worldwide. He had brought his stunning #1 agent with him to the nation’s capital.


  Now that he was the head of C.A.T.T., Davis was able to implement his belief that Dominoe deserved to enjoy some of the freedoms other Americans enjoyed, freedoms that Dominoe risked her life to protect on almost a daily basis. He also saw to it that his top agent got a little time off, albeit infrequently.


  Dominoe had flown in late that night after another successful administration to one of the world’s most powerful leaders of the antiserum to Savan’s virus. Another of the twenty victims of the madman’s plot was now cured. In private celebration, she had enjoyed a late night snack of moussaka at the open-air all-night cafe not two blocks from her home. It was one of the few restaurants open late in the District, a city notorious for rolling up its sidewalks early.


  She reveled in the eclectic collection of people on the streets at all hours in her neighborhood: tourists from across the country, ambassadors and their aides from the surrounding embassies, locals of every possible color and creed. Dominoe found the infinite diversity endlessly fascinating.


  Her narrow, four-story house was directly across from the Embassy Row Hilton. She had caused quite a stir one day several weeks ago when she sunbathed on the roof of her house, clad in the tiniest of bikinis. At one point, she had happened to glance over at the hotel and noticed that in many of the windows, as well as from the rooftop sundeck, people of both sexes and all ages were gazing down upon her. Dominoe flashed a broad, all-encompassing smile, then turned over on her belly to give her admirers a different view. She had chuckled to herself as a cheer went up. Her tight thong and the loop behind her neck left very little to the imagination.


  Although old and unimposing on the outside, her house was immaculate within. Tastefully decorated in the latest style, everything had a place and was in it. Her favorite part of her home was the windowless entertainment center on the top floor.


  Dominating this room was a huge flat screen digital TV with four high-grade speakers concealed within the walls. She had a large collection of videotapes and DVD’s, meticulously organized and catalogued, hidden away in built-in cabinets.


  One of Dominoe’s favorite forms of relaxation was to watch some TV or movie heroine in action. Not only did she occasionally pick up ideas she could apply in her work, but it was also gratifying to lose herself in a world of black and white, where the heroes were good and the villains were bad. Even though Dominoe was in her early to mid twenties, she had already learned that the real world was not so simple. Her experience with Margaret Bowman, deputy assistant direction of the NSA, had taught her that existence was not so well ordered…


  … and Dominoe craved order, in all things. Whenever she saw a piece of dirt or fuzz on her carpet, she immediately picked it up and threw it away. When she finished in the bathroom, she would take a Kleenex and wipe up any stray strands of her lush brown hair that had fallen into the sink or on the floor. No closet door or dresser drawer in Dominoe’s house ever stayed ajar for very long. Even though she had an almost photographic memory, she had notepads and pencils at strategic locations throughout her home, just in case she wanted to write something down.


  She had set her quad-head VCR to tape “Xena: Warrior Princess” while she was away. Not only was Xena fun to watch, but Dominoe found the new-look Gabrielle compelling. Ever since her experience with Sable, Dominoe had come to terms with the fact that she could appreciate and obtain gratification from members of both sexes. She was still a little embarrassed, however, to admit that females just a little younger than herself seemed to hold a special attraction.


  Ice clinked against the sides of a glass as Dominoe set a tumbler full of Dr. Pepper on a coaster. She pushed the play button on her universal remote. ‘Ah, an Amazon episode!’ Dominoe thought as she watched the preview. Just then, her beeper on the table vibrated, buzzing on the table like an angry insect.


  Dominoe picked it up and looked at the message running across the tiny screen. “COME IN TOMORROW; 11 A.M.” was all it said. Dominoe knew there would be no time for TV tonight. She peeled off her clothes, threw them down the clothes chute and padded down the steps to her luxurious bathroom on the floor below.


  * * *


  It was mid-morning as Dominoe entered the Dupont Circle Metro station. In spite of all the fantastic things she had seen in her many adventures, she was always impressed by the enormity of this public works project. The escalator seemed to descend into the very bowels of the Earth.


  Dominoe never failed to turn heads, wherever she went, whatever she was wearing. In fact, she could wear a potato sack and still not go unnoticed. A 43 year old man, a tourist from the Mid West traveling with his wife and 12 year old son, met Dominoe’s gaze as he and his family ascended towards the surface. The man blushed as Dominoe’s large brown eyes seemed to smile at him. He loved his wife… deeply… but this was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen… yet, if he were to be asked to describe her, he would be completely unable to do so.


  Dominoe’s beauty was unsurpassed, but also perfectly balanced. Everything about her was so gorgeous, that no one feature stood out in the memory. It made her the perfect secret agent: beguiling, but almost impossible to remember.


  Dominoe rode the Red Line two stops towards Glenmont, disembarking at the Metro Center. Since it was a pleasant morning, rather than switch trains, she decided to walk the four blocks to C.A.T.T.’s Washington headquarters. She inserted her Metro Pass into the turnstile, retrieved the plastic card as it was spit out and made her way up to street level.


  The bright sun glistened off her long, soft, curly locks, as she walked down 12th Street towards the nondescript buildings of the Interstate Commerce Commission. Imposing, but virtually ignored by visitors, the halls of the ICC made the perfect hiding place for the Washington office of America’s first line of defense against biological terrorism.


  At precisely eleven o’clock, Dominoe opened the door to an unremarkable office off a busy corridor. Seated behind a desk facing the door was a lady in her late 50s. This was Mrs. Poggle, the first obstacle for anyone wishing to enter C.A.T.T. HQ.


  This woman, along with everyone else who ever occupied the position, had an uncanny memory for faces and voices. If she didn’t recognize you, she would politely inquire if she could help you. If you were lost or had business with the Commerce Commission, she would kindly point you in the right direction. If you asked about C.A.T.T. and she didn’t know who you were, she would just as nicely direct you into a waiting room on the left. She would charmingly offer you a beverage, giving no clue that, once she closed the door, you were trapped until the “powers that be” decided what to do with you.


  If, however, she did recognize you, as she recognized Dominoe, you were then shown into a room on the right. Once the door was closed, a panel would slide away, revealing a pad to set your hand upon for a fingerprint scan, a microphone for a voice scan, and an eyepiece for a retinal scan. If the facility was on highest alert, a blood sample would also be required for a DNA test as well as a quick analysis to detect any mind-control drug.


  No such precautions were in effect today, so after the three scans, the panel soon swung aside to admit Dominoe into C.A.T.T. headquarters. Her heels clicked on the metal hallway as she advanced toward Davis’s office.


  She opened the door to reveal Quentin Smythe sitting behind a desk, staring into a computer screen. “Visiting The Grey Archive again, Quentin?” Dominoe asked.


  Quentin was rather an effete fellow, but was also one of the smartest people in the world. As Davis’s personal assistant, he played a key role in C.A.T.T. operations. Few people liked Quentin… and he liked even fewer… but, as were most people, he was smitten with Dominoe. For her part, she respected him and enjoyed the brief repartee they customarily exchanged.


  “Ah, my dear Dominoe,” Quentin began in a nasally voice, “right on time, as usual. Go right on in, it’s an emergency.”


  Dominoe turned towards the gateway to C.A.T.T.’s inner sanctum, but before she could twist the door handle, Smythe shot back, “Oh, it may be time to increase security on your home computer again. You might not want just everyone to know how often you exercise your membership privileges in the ‘Babes in Bondage’ on-line club.”


  Before Dominoe could think of a reply, she had opened the door. In the office, in one of two chairs facing Davis, was Wesson, head of the new Rocky Mountain Division. Someone had finally figured out that Colorado was not in the Mid-West. Besides, with the 2002 Winter Olympics coming to Salt Lake City, it was evident the area needed its own division.


  Her boss didn’t look up from the papers on which he was working as he greeted her with a gruff, “Sit down, Dominoe.” She closed the door behind her and, as always, followed his orders, sitting in the chair next to Wesson.


  “Sorry to cut your time off even shorter than usual, but something’s come up… something so urgent that, for the moment, I’m pulling you off the Savan 20 assignment.”


  Dominoe’s ears picked up at this. The Savan 20 mission had been designated a Top Priority Code Red Operation. She had never heard of anything being given preference over that.


  “Look at this.” Davis handed her a photograph.


  It was of a beautiful African-American young woman. Completely naked, she was lying on her back, nestled in what appeared to be the floor of a pine forest. There was no mark of violence on her body. Her eyes were wide open and she had the most unusual expression on her face… an unfathomable combination of surprise, fear, pain… and complete, absolute bliss.


  “Is she dead?” Dominoe asked matter of factly.


  Davis nodded. “Heart attack, although she was young, healthy and had no history of heart disease in her family.”


  “Drug induced?” Dominoe questioned.


  “The autopsy revealed nothing that could have caused her death,” Davis replied.


  “There also were no signs of electric shock,” Wesson contributed.


  ‘An intriguing mystery,’ thought Dominoe, but immediately her mind raced ahead. “Who was she?”


  “Shelia Fox, a staff attorney for the Klanwatch organization,” C.A.T.T.’s national director answered. “She was investigating reports of Aryan Nation activity in Alabama… but her body was found just outside Denver, Colorado.”


  Dominoe raised one brown eyebrow as Davis continued. “A couple of FBI agents searched her apartment in Birmingham. They found a hidden notebook that made reference to a plot by the Nation to use biological terrorism domestically. There was also mention that a heretofore unknown assistant to the Nazi butcher Dr. Mengele had been smuggled into the U.S. to work on the project.”


  Davis folded his hands on his desk as he looked at Dominoe with his usual mixture of concern and pride. “From FBI informants and other sources, we believe this threat to be quite real… and imminent. That’s why I’m assigning you to the case. Here are your briefing papers and a plane ticket.”


  Dominoe thought back to the last time she was in the mountains. She loved the snow, skiing and all manner of winter sports. Perhaps this secret hideaway would be on some Colorado mountaintop where there would be snow even this time of year.


  She opened up the ticket jacket to see when she’d be leaving. She was stunned, however, when she read the destination: The ticket was from Ronald Reagan National Airport, Washington, D.C., to…


  Indianapolis!


  Chapter Three


  Indiana, home of the world’s greatest automobile race, a state with more commercial cafeterias per capita than any in the nation, was a study in contrast. It was a place where the voters could elect both a Bayh and a Quayle. It could be both ultra-liberal and archly conservative.


  U.S. Highway 31 had once been the main artery leading south out of the state capital. Since the advent of the Interstate, however, much of the roadside along the once proud thoroughfare south of Indianapolis had fallen upon hard times. In certain sections, there was nothing but abandoned buildings, vacant lots and bars.


  A man, known simply as “The Boss,” pulled his Harley-Davidson into the parking lot of a “dance club” on the west side of the road heading out of town, closely followed by his entourage of five other bikers. The Boss was six foot, three; beefy without being fat. In his mid-30s, his blond hair was crew cut. Clean-shaven, he was dressed all in black, with heavy boots, leather pants and a sleeveless T-shirt, which displayed his massive arms.


  It was early afternoon on a hot, dry, Mid-Western summer’s day. Few people were in the “club” at this hour. The Boss and his group doubled the audience for the current dancer’s performance.


  The patrons at this establishment did not come to see the Flamenco, the Charleston or the ballet. They came to see scantily clad, and, they hoped, unclad, women display and gyrate their bodies as provocatively as possible.


  The 1960s vintage air conditioning system struggled mightily to keep the place cool, so that the dancers would remain “perky.” What the establishment lacked in amenities, it failed to make up for with atmosphere. A single ancient spotlight illuminated the dancer. Blaring, scratchy recorded music filled the room. The club was dark and dingy.


  The Boss and the other five took their place at their usual table right up front. A bleached blonde, well past her prime, promptly served them ice cold beer in bottles as they watched the show.


  The Boss was in command of the Indiana Division of the Aryan Nation. He controlled the organization in the state everywhere except for suburban Chicago and Gary. He and the national command had expressed high hopes that Indiana would be fertile ground for the Nation. They sought to expand their membership beyond prisoners and ex-cons and into the general population.


  Despite the relatively high numbers of John Birchers and Klansmen in the Hoosier State, though, recruiting had not gone particularly well. This point had been driven home to him in a scathing phone call from the national headquarters in Colorado within the past hour. Now The Boss looked forward to letting off some steam at his favorite watering hole.


  The woman on stage, a dishwater blonde, superbly built, but with circles under her eyes, concluded her performance. A rumpled, oily man in a cheap suit took the stage as the dancer, wearing nothing more than a G-string and pasties, exited. His pencil thin mustache seemed to vibrate as he introduced the next act.


  The Aryan Nation had a great deal of influence in the club, whether because of their loyal patronage, intimidation or actual ownership was hard to say. It was certain that no non-white dancers were ever employed… and the master of ceremonies directed his forthcoming comments right to The Boss.


  “Gentlemen!” he rasped into the microphone nervously, but with more enthusiasm than The Boss had ever heard him express, “it is with GREAT pleasure we introduce our newest dancer for your entertainment! I’m sure you’ll…”


  “Get the hell on with it!” yelled one of The Boss’s men.


  “Ah… yes,” stammered the M. C., as he nervously ran a finger under his too-tight collar. “Then, without any further ado, let me present…


  “EVA!”


  From behind the stained curtain at the end of the runway came a woman, about 5‘7”, weighing a little more than 135 pounds, clad from head to toe in the shiny black uniform of the Nazi Gestapo!


  “Boo! Sssssss!” shouted a couple of World War II vets, buddies who had sought relief from the boredom of their retirements… and from their wives… by attending the show. A Jewish man in his mid-twenties promptly got up and left in disgust.


  The Boss and his men, however, cheered wildly. They had a feeling this might be something very special.


  The woman goose-stepped her way to directly in front of The Boss. The stage was high enough that his head was just below the level of her knees. The dancer lifted her right arm, stuck it out and up at a slight angle and shouted “Heil Hitler!”


  This proved to be too much for the veterans, who took their leave from the scene, but the Aryan Nation members loved it. The performer then flipped her right wrist around, bent her elbow and brought her hand to the bill of her hat. She whipped it off, revealing her long coppery hair, which now cascaded behind her. The dancer then threw her hat, Frisbee-like, to the Nation member furthest back from the stage.


  The woman pivoted 180 degrees and took two goose-steps away from her fans. In one motion she dropped backward to the stage floor, supported by her two arms behind her and by the heels of her boots. Her upside down face smiled up into the beaming countenance of The Boss.


  Next she lifted her right foot off the floor and brought her leg so that her black covered ankle hovered above her chin. In a feat of amazing dexterity, she was able to grasp her leather-gloved fingers of her left hand around the heel of her right boot, while balancing only on her opposite heel and hand. Deftly, she yanked off her boot, revealing her bare foot, and tossed the footwear over The Boss’s head. While he sat transfixed, his gang went after the abandoned shoe like kids going after a foul ball at an Indianapolis Indians baseball game.


  The dancer repeated the process with her left foot. Then, in one smooth motion she lifted both heels off the stage and virtually stood on her arms. Then, with apparent ease, her elbows bent and she sprung back to her feet!


  She strutted around the stage on the balls of her feet, giving furtive glances at the other three members of the audience as she seductively peeled off her elbow-length gloves. Up to this point, her performance had been accompanied by the Wagnerian soundtrack from “Triumph of the Will.” Now, the music stopped. The padding of her feet as she pranced around the stage and the crinkle of her tight leather costume as she moved were the only accompaniment she had… or needed… beyond the heavy breathing of the spectators and the wheezing of the building’s overworked mechanical systems.


  She returned to directly in front of The Boss. Agonizingly slowly, she began unbuttoning her black leather Nazi jacket from the top. After only two or three buttons it became obvious she had nothing on underneath, save an anachronistic gray sports bra. Whoops and hollers filled the room when finally her navel was revealed. Without taking her eyes off The Boss, she removed her jacket, tossing it carelessly behind her.


  The dancer’s exposed flesh glowed healthily with a perfect tan. Her complexion was free from blemish. Her abs looked rock-hard, yet utterly feminine.


  One of the Nation members yelled, “Take it all off!”


  He was promptly decked by a backhand blow from The Boss. Their leader was fascinated by the performance and knew it would reach its conclusion in the entertainer’s own good time.


  With the jacket removed, it became clear just how tight the black leather pants were. They appeared to be painted on the dancer’s body. Every curve of her athletic butt was clearly visible. The view whetted the men’s appetites to see what was underneath.


  The woman undid her gleaming, ebony belt. After she pulled it through the loops on her pants, she snapped the belt in the air like a whip, then tossed it aside. As her ample breasts strained against her brassiere, she slowly wriggled her fingers between her waist and her uniform pants.


  The men watched her firm bosoms jiggle as she leisurely removed her trousers. During this process, the performer slowly rotated, so her audience could observe her from every possible angle. Underneath her pants she wore the skimpiest of thongs. From the back, she appeared naked below the waist, while from the front only her sexual organs were obscured. The faintest wisps of fine brown hair could be seen above the material.


  Gracefully she reclined on her rump as she pulled the last vestiges of the Nazi uniform over her feet. The entertainer flung the pants back over her head, discarding them onto the stage floor. Now, lying stretched out, her feet pointing at the Aryan Nation gang members, she slowly rolled back and forth across the stage, giving the assemblage an astonishing view.


  Suddenly, the dancer sprang to her feet. She stood, hands on hips, in front of The Boss, wearing only the sports bra and G-string.


  Her performance had captivated the entire building. Not only were the men in the audience transfixed, but the M. C. and the other two dancers on the premises looked on through the curtain in awe. Never in the history of the tired old club had such a flawless body put on such a fabulous performance.


  Now came the moment for which the crowd had been waiting. With a flirtatious grin at The Boss, the dancer slowly moved her fingers under the wide expanse at the bottom of the bra. The audience held its collective breath.


  The garment was peeled back to reveal the two most perfect, round breasts any of them had ever seen… but that is not why The Boss’s jaw flopped open in astonishment.


  Tattooed on each breast, designed so that the lines intersected exactly on the nipples, were swastikas.


  Chapter Four


  From the expression on The Boss’s face, Dominoe knew that the recent adornment to her chest had done the job. There was no doubt he would be visiting her backstage… soon. Getting tattooed there had hurt like hell… but at least a nearby tattoo artist had done them for free!


  Dominoe, topless and wearing only the thong, turned her back to the front of the stage. Coyly, she looked back over her shoulder at The Boss and gave him a playful wink. She then sashayed back towards and through the curtain, her muscular, yet perfectly heart-shaped buttocks leaving an indelible impression on her audience. The men howled with an appreciation tinged with regret that the act was over all too soon.


  Dominoe entered what laughingly served as a dressing room. Really an old closet, it featured two chairs facing a pair of lighted mirrors. Half of the 40-watt bulbs surrounding each mirror were burned out. An old cot ran lengthwise behind the chairs opposite the mirrors, with an elliptical, green, plastic wastebasket at the foot of the bed. Gym bags with the women’s clothes and costumes rested on the cot, while shoes were strewn across the floor. Dominoe took a blue cotton robe off a metal hall tree, which looked as if it had been picked up at an estate sale.


  As Dominoe slipped on the robe, the dancer who preceded “Eva” touched up her makeup in preparation for her next set. “That was quite a performance,” said Debbie. Older than most of the other girls, she served as “mother hen” to the club’s dancers. She had kept herself in excellent shape and still had a very attractive body. Stringy, yellow hair flowed behind her face as she looked at Eva in the mirror through tired eyes.


  Although Deb could have seen her as a rival, the veteran dancer had been unfailingly friendly to her. “Thanks,” Dominoe replied.


  “You might want to be careful, though, ” the older woman advised. “You might attract some unwanted attention-“


  At that moment, The Boss, unannounced, squeezed his huge frame through the doorway. He looked at the new girl hungrily.


  “Hey! You know the rules!” Deb protested as she got out of her chair. “No men allowed back here!”


  “It’s all right, Deb,” Dominoe said as she reached into her duffel bag, all the time grinning and keeping her eyes on the intruder. The Brown-Haired Bombshell pulled out a hundred-dollar bill and handed it to Debbie. “Give the big guy and me a few minutes alone together, OK?”


  The mature woman stood some three inches shorter than Dominoe. She looked up into the new dancer’s sultry brown eyes with genuine concern, “Eva, are you sure?”


  Dominoe returned Deb’s gaze with a reassuring smile showcasing her pearly whites. The secret agent’s teeth could have served as an orthodontist’s ideal.


  Dominoe was touched by the interest Debbie showed towards her sister dancers. For her part, Deb detected something in Eva’s manner that told her that this new girl could take care of herself. Debbie gathered up her things, made a “Humph” sound as she wedged by the man, and made her way out the dressing room door, closing it behind her.


  The Boss had watched this exchange with rapt attention. Most women in this line of work were in it for the money. Obviously, this Eva was motivated by something else. Perhaps she was the valkyrie for which he had been waiting his entire life.


  Although he put on a rough and tumble exterior for the benefit of his men, there was more to The Boss than his brutish manner suggested. A law school graduate, he was denied admission to the Bar when he injudiciously admitted his racist views during the application process. He sensed an unusual intelligence in the bare-foot woman in the robe before him.


  “I’ve been waiting for you…” Dominoe cooed as she faced him. She pulled the ends of the belt of the robe and pushed the blue cloth off her shoulders. The robe fell to the floor, once again revealing her breasts, covered only by the black tattooed swastikas, and the rest of her body veiled by just the tiny G-string.


  The Boss’s breath caught in his throat. “That was the greatest show I’ve ever seen,” he managed to croak. He was unsure how to proceed. Should he just take this woman or should he let her continue to lead? She certainly hadn’t disappointed him yet!


  Dominoe started to reply, when she happened to look down. ‘Oh, no!’ she thought. ‘His right boot is untied!’


  Dominoe immediately dropped to her knees. Her head was now even with the bulge at the front of the man’s black leather pants.


  “Oh, baby!” he rasped.


  The nearly naked woman pushed the side of her face against The Boss’s groin. As she did so, she was able to tie his undone shoe. The Aryan looked down quizzically at her, but said nothing.


  Next Dominoe pressed her forehead against the head in his crotch and purred, “You’re just the man I’ve been waiting for…” She then reached between his legs and, through the cowhide, gave his scrotum a hard, but not debilitating, squeeze. The Boss moaned with pleasure.


  Suddenly, Dominoe reached once again into her gym bag. She pulled out a hypodermic needle.


  “What the hell?” The Boss asked in alarm. Although he was not above directing the sale of illegal drugs, he was smart enough not to use them himself. ‘Is this girl going to try to shoot me up?’ he wondered. ‘Or is she a junkie?’


  To the biker’s astonishment, Dominoe picked up her discarded belt and wrapped it tightly around her own left arm. She made a fist with her left hand and then plunged the needle into a vein.


  The Boss’s surprise increased when he realized that the dancer was not injecting something into her body. She was drawing a blood sample!


  ‘Is this some kind of new test for AIDS?’ The Boss thought. “What’s this all about?” he said.


  Dominoe flipped off the needle, capped it, and placed it in a small plastic BIOHAZARD jar in her bag. She then sealed the vial with her blood sample inside as she undid the tourniquet around her arm.


  “I know more about you and your organization than you think,” Dominoe confessed as she fed the belt back through the robe’s loops, “and I have more in common with you and your cause than you can possibly imagine.”


  “What do you mean?” The Boss said menacingly as he regarded her through narrowed, skeptical eyes.


  Dominoe once again put on the robe. “Have your super-scientist run some tests on my blood. He’ll discover that not only am I the product of selective breeding, but that I’ve also been genetically engineered.”


  For the second time in the past fifteen minutes, The Boss’s lower jaw dropped. Dominoe rushed forward and grabbed both of his huge hands in hers. “I know you have something big coming up… and I want to be a part of it. All my life I’ve been kept to do the bidding of this mongrel American government… but now I realize where my loyalties belong.” She gave The Boss a breath-stealing hug as she lay an ear against his massive chest.


  To say The Boss was confused by this sudden turn of events would be a gross understatement. He had come backstage for what he hoped would be, at the very least, a quick conquest, with the possible prospect of acquiring a new girlfriend. Instead, he had discovered a self-proclaimed superwoman who seemed to know all about him and the Aryan Nation’s plans. She could be a great asset to the cause… or she might be a spy.


  The man broke the embrace and coldly regarded the dancer he knew as Eva. He held out his right hand. Dominoe put the vial of her blood in his grasp. “I’ll be in touch,” was all he said as he left the cramped quarters, his mind swirling with the possibilities.


  * * *


  It was 10 o’clock in the morning, two days later.


  Bam! Bam! Bam!


  A bleary-eyed booze hound pounded on the front door of the dance club.


  “We’re closed!” shouted the master of ceremonies through the bolted entrance.


  “Your sign says you’re ‘Open 24 Hours!’” complained the prospective customer.


  “This is not one of those twenty-four hours. Now go away!” the M.C. retorted.


  The disappointed pub-crawler turned and went back to his car. He would have to find his entertainment elsewhere.


  The club manager sank back into a folding chair. He was stationed in an alcove that served as the entryway to the club. Another set of doors kept the proceedings beyond, private. He had been ordered not to let anyone in and to stay right where he was until he was told otherwise. The nervous, oily man was only too glad to comply. He had no desire to know what was transpiring inside his club at that moment.


  The Boss and Dominoe were the only other two people in the building. Eva had been told to arrive at 9:30. She wore a tight, white T-shirt with frayed, faded blue jean shorts and sandals. Dominoe sat on stage, her right leg dangling pendulously while she wrapped her arms around her bent left knee. The Boss, who had just arrived, walked towards her from the dark recesses of the room. The man was wearing, as far as Dominoe could tell, the exact same clothes he had on two days earlier.


  “Well?” Dominoe asked, petulantly.


  “Your story checks out,” The Boss reported. “The Doctor is most anxious to meet you.”


  “Great!” Dominoe cheered, hopping to her feet on the stage. “Let me get my things and we can get on our way-“


  The Boss held up his right hand. “Not so fast. First, there is the little matter of a loyalty test.”


  “Oh?” Dominoe replied, raising one eyebrow.


  She half expected this. Dominoe imagined Eva would have to service The Boss… or perhaps the entire local gang at once. She wasn’t looking forward to either possibility, but it wasn’t anything she couldn’t handle. It was part of for what she had been trained.


  Just then there was a commotion at the back of the club. Seconds before, a beat-up Volkswagen van had pulled up to the service entrance to the building. The same five Aryan Nation members who were with The Boss a couple of days before poured out of the vehicle and entered the club… but this time there was someone else with them.


  A boy, somewhere around 14 years old, was being led up to the stage. The youth was not tall, but powerfully built for his age. He had longish, black hair and was wearing a “Jennifer Lopez” T-shirt, dark blue jeans and a pair of Nikes. From his features and complexion, it was obvious the lad was Hispanic.


  Two members of the gang picked up the boy and threw him bodily onto the stage. He landed right at Dominoe’s feet.


  “What’s this?” Dominoe asked, concern creeping into her voice.


  “This,” The Boss explained, “is your loyalty test.”


  The Boss removed a German Luger pistol from his belt. Grabbing the barrel, he handed the gun up to Dominoe.


  “Kill him.”


  Chapter Five


  Dominoe possessed a license to kill, which she had occasion to exercise… often.


  Her missions were so crucial to national security, she was even authorized to terminate innocent civilians if necessary, a prerogative she had never been forced to use.


  Dominoe stared at the muscular young teen before her. She wasn’t going to start murdering the people she had tried to protect… not if she could help it.


  Her mind raced. ‘Hmmm. I have “carte blanche” to break any other laws, too, if need be.’


  That gave her an idea. Her planned course of action was risky, but she was willing to take the chance.


  Dominoe pointed the gun carelessly at the youth at her feet. “What’s your name, boy?” she spat out.


  Terror-stricken, his answer was a barely audible squeak. “Elian.”


  ‘Oh, brother!’ Dominoe thought as she rolled her beautiful brown eyes. “O.K., Elian, remove your shoes and socks.”


  Quickly he did so. When he was finished, he looked up at the Anglo woman with wide brown eyes of his own.


  “Now, take off your shirt,” Dominoe ordered.


  The boy did as he was told, revealing a brown, chiseled, hairless chest. He dropped “Jennifer Lopez” face down onto the floor.


  “What’s the big idea?” The Boss blurted out.


  “I don’t believe in wasting good meat,” Dominoe answered as she flipped the gun back to him. She then dropped to her knees, leaned in, grabbed the back of the teen’s head with her right hand, forced the boy’s face forward and gave the youth a violent, open-mouthed kiss!


  Elian was stunned, but did not resist. In response to Dominoe’s French kiss, he tentatively flicked his tongue around inside the beautiful Anglo woman’s mouth.


  ‘I hope he plays along,’ Dominoe wished to herself. She had no idea if the kid was a virgin or promiscuous. Dom didn’t want to be the one to deflower the lad. The spy hated to think what this might do to the boy’s psyche: being forced to have sex in front of all these witnesses… but it was better for him than the alternative - certain death.


  The agent broke the kiss and turned to the audience. “I’ve always wanted a sex slave,” she purred. The Boss’s gang looked on with wide-eyed anticipation, but their leader simply scowled back at her.


  “Strip off your jeans!” Dominoe snapped.


  Elian looked hesitantly around at the men below, staring at him. Slowly, he undid his brown belt. He unclasped his pants, and, while still standing, pulled them down to his feet. Then he lifted his feet in turn, right one first, until all he was wearing were his briefs.


  Dominoe put her right palm on the boy’s chest. He felt smooth, warm… unspoiled. Her hand traveled to his right side and then ran down past his hip to the outside of his left leg. Eva’s left hand repeated the journey on the opposite side. Everyone in the room seemed to be holding their breath.


  Without warning, Dominoe reached up with each hand and tugged the white Jockey shorts down. In one motion, her hands slid to the front of the waistband and ripped the underwear asunder. The woman tossed the rags away, much like she had in her act, as she turned her back on Elian and strutted a few paces away.


  Elian was now completely naked. Dominoe pivoted to examine her “prey.”


  Even though he was a bit young, Dominoe found now that Elian was nude, the boy was even more beguiling. All baby fat was off of him, but his body bore none of the blemishes found on older men. His face was achingly handsome: innocent, yet with a look that suggested a touch of the devil. His expression was one of both fear and excitement.


  Despite herself, Dominoe felt attracted to this boy. She observed the patch of black pubic hair sprouting from above his sexual organs. Elian’s scrotum appeared still hairless. Already his penis was showing signs of life.


  “Turn around - slowly,” Dominoe commanded.


  In profile, Dominoe noticed the boy’s noble, Aztec nose. The teen’s butt stuck out from his back, a protrusion that would be lost if he was allowed to grow to manhood.


  When Elian’s back was to Dominoe, she saw that his ebony locks brushed against the back of the youth’s neck. Except for a small tuft at the base of his ass, hair had yet to grow around the youngster’s crack. The agent studied his every curve. To Dominoe, the boy’s rump looked sheer and inviting.


  The prisoner rotated until he once again faced Eva. Dominoe gave him a smile that she hoped was reassuring to Elian, but would look cruel to The Boss and the gang members.


  Dominoe kicked off her sandals and undid the buttons on her faded jeans. She pulled them and her panties off as a unit. Her rear seemed to fairly explode from the material as it was liberated from the tight pants.


  “Don’t worry,” Eva announced to the men, “we’ll have no genetic monstrosities conceived here. There’s no chance I’ll get impregnated.”


  Dominoe looked sideways at The Boss. “The government doctors fixed me so that I can’t become pregnant.” This was true. Dominoe had been told the procedure could be reversed if she ever wanted to have children.


  Dominoe had also been genetically engineered so that she didn’t have a menstrual cycle. From what she understood, this was a great advantage over other women…


  Dressed only in her T-shirt, Dominoe advanced upon the boy. She forced Elian to the floor of the stage and mounted him. The agent felt the youth’s member long and hard against her. She slid her right hand down and inserted him inside of her.


  Every man there wished he could trade places with Elian. The teen was clumsy. He buried his face in Eva’s left shoulder. The youth had no idea what to do with his hands, so he just wrapped them around the woman’s back and held on for the ride…


  … and what a ride it was! Dominoe pumped him for all he was worth. In a very short time, she felt his orgasm explode within her.


  Dominoe rose off the boy. He raised himself up on his elbows, but Dom put a restraining hand on the middle of his chest. “You’re not done yet, muchacho. Turn over and lie still!”


  Dominoe had failed to achieve orgasm herself, but that wasn’t important. She retrieved her discarded underwear and jeans and put them back on. Shooting an evil smile at The Boss and the other Aryan Nation members, she sat on Elian’s back, facing his feet.


  The boy grunted as 137 pounds of gorgeousness perched upon him. Then, his eyes opened wide as he felt the woman’s fingernails creep slowly between his legs, over his bag and, finally, around his dick. Gradually, his spent organ was pulled out from under his body so that it extended onto the stage, exposed between the back of his slightly spread apart legs.


  Dominoe knew the boy’s only chance for survival would be if she could convince The Boss that Elian was so humiliated that he had been completely broken. She had to make the Aryans believe the Hispanic youth had become her spiritless plaything.


  The C.A.T.T. agent teasingly raked her fingernails over the teen’s scrotum. She then put her right index finger on the young man’s frenulum. She made small circles with her fingertip as it slid easily over his hot spot, as his skin was still lubricated by semen from the previous climax.


  Since the boy was young and healthy, his refractory period was short. In some five minutes he was hard once again. With the middle finger of her left hand, Dominoe applied light pressure to Elian’s anus, while continuing to stroke him. The combination soon drove the youth to another round of emission, orgasm and ejaculation.


  “That’s enough for now,” Dominoe pronounced as she got up off the boy, who lay on the stage whimpering. The other gang members hooted their approval, but The Boss realized that Eva had avoided killing the boy.


  “I imagine he won’t reach his sexual peak for a year or two yet,” Dominoe said with a satisfied grin. Already plans swirled in her mind.


  Dominoe didn’t know if The Boss planned to fly or drive to Colorado. Either way, they could drug Elian with barbiturates to keep him quiet. She’d keep him in a wheelchair. Their cover story could be that he was going to compete in a Special Olympics or-


  BANG!


  Dominoe’s reverie was halted by a single gunshot. She whirled to look at Elian.


  A trickle of blood ran down over the boy’s broad nose. The source of the red stain was a hole in the middle of his forehead.


  Chapter Six


  Dominoe wanted to make fists at the ends of the arms hanging limply at her sides. She wanted to scream in anger. She wanted to kill The Boss with her bare hands… and she could have, too… easily… along with the other five men in the room…


  … but that was not her mission. Her mission dictated that she show no more concern for the dead boy she had just made love to than she would over a bug on which The Boss had stepped.


  “Get your stuff, Eva,” The Boss suggested pleasantly. There was nothing in his manner to suggest that he had just snuffed out a human life that had barely begun. “We’ve got a plane to catch.”


  The mission.


  Dominoe had to keep matters in perspective. She had to stay focused on her task. There was no room for revenge in C.A.T.T.’s agenda.


  Despite all her training, though, the world’s best spy promised herself that if the opportunity arose, she would personally kill this blonde bastard.


  * * *


  The trip to the airport was not to be made on The Boss’s motorcycle. His car was a Mercedes-Benz diesel from the early 1980s. Eva threw her suitcase in the back seat while The Boss instructed his men on where to dispose of Elian’s body.


  Minutes later, The Boss, with Eva beside him, eased the car left out of the parking lot and headed north toward the intersection with Interstate 465. The drive to Indianapolis International Airport would not take long.


  Once they were on the controlled access highway, The Boss tried to apologize for shooting the woman’s boy toy. “Sorry I had to spoil your fun, but believe you me, we couldn’t take him with us. The Doctor wouldn’t have stood for it.”


  Dominoe struggled to appear indifferent, even while she was seething inside. “That’s okay. I understand. What’s one less ‘Spic in the world, anyway?” Dominoe hated herself for saying that, but it was part of the role she was forced to play.


  The Boss turned his head quickly and smiled at her remark. As he returned his attention to his driving, Dominoe decided to change the subject, “What’s your name, anyway?” With a smirk, she added, “I sure as hell am not going to call you ‘The Boss.’”


  The racist smiled again, this time keeping his eyes on the road. “That’s all you need to know… but, if you’re nice, you can call me T. B.”


  The late morning traffic was light. The exit after crossing Interstate 70 led them into the airport. The pair made their 12:25 p.m. departure without incident.


  TWA flight #707 covered the distance between Indianapolis and St. Louis in an hour and five minutes. Virtually all that time was spent climbing and descending. Since central Indiana didn’t observe Daylight Savings Time, The Boss’s watch remained unchanged.


  The Boss and Eva had an hour and a half layover at Lambert International Airport. St. Louis was the hub for Trans World Airlines. There they would change planes before continuing to Denver.


  “I’m going for a walk,” Eva announced. T.B. grunted his assent as he headed for a lounge to sample the local Anheuser-Busch products.


  Dominoe walked past the security checkpoint as she left the concourse. Overhead hung a replica of the Spirit of St. Louis; the single engine plane Charles Lindbergh had flown solo over the Atlantic in 1927.


  The agent strolled through a large gift shop, which seemed to feature mainly St. Louis Cardinals souvenirs. Past a rack of red and white Mark McGwire T-shirts, she spotted something which caught her eye. On the far wall, out the other end of the store, was a large mural, depicting the history of flight. The Montgolfier brothers, the Wright brothers, Robert Goddard, Amelia Earhart, Chuck Yeager, James S. McDonnell, Yuri Gagarin and Neil Armstrong were among the aviation pioneers featured.


  Lost in thought, Dominoe soon found herself in front of an adjacent mural, this one highlighting the contributions of African-Americans to the conquest of the air. ‘Why do some people hate others just because they have different skin color?’ she wondered. Racism had always perplexed her. She relished the opportunity to strike a blow against the Aryan Nation.


  Soon she rejoined The Boss and they boarded the Boeing 757 for the flight to Denver. They gained an hour as they flew westward. Dominoe pretended to be asleep for most of the trip. She doubted The Boss would reveal anything about The Doctor, the Aryan Nation’s plan or their final destination as long as they were out in public.


  She did, however, accept the “snack” a flight attendant offered. The man smiled broadly as he handed a tightly wrapped turkey sandwich to the agent. Dominoe caught his eyes looking at her lap as her jean shorts rode up her upper legs, jammed as they were into the narrow space between Eva’s torso and the coach seat in front.


  “Can I get you something to drink?” the attendant asked with a smile.


  “A Pepsi, please,” Eva replied.


  “Huh,” The Boss interjected, “Don’t tell me the little lady doesn’t drink.”


  “Oh, I do,” Eva answered. In fact, Dominoe could hold her liquor much better than most people could. “I just want to be at my best when I meet this Doctor of yours.”

  At precisely 4:11 p.m. Mountain Daylight Time, the jet touched down in the Mile-High City. Dominoe collected their luggage on the east side of Terminal Level Five, while The Boss checked in at the Car Rental counter. Before long they had headed out Pena Boulevard and were on the same Interstate 70 they had crossed hours before.


  Now, however, it was rush hour and progress was slow. Their ride was comfortable, though, as The Boss had rented a BMW.


  “Does the Nation pay for this?” Eva asked.


  “I always drive the best,” was The Boss’s only response.


  Since they were finally alone, Dominoe figured it was time to try to get some more information. “Now that we’re here, will you please tell me exactly where it is we are going?”


  “You’ll find out soon enough. I want it to be a surprise.” He paused.


  “I will give you a clue, though. Have you ever been to French Lick?”


  The Boss glanced to his right and saw Eva’s furrowed brow. “You know, back in Indiana. Larry Bird’s hometown?”


  “No, sorry,” Eva answered. ‘I never claimed to be a native Hoosier,’ Dominoe thought.


  “Well, you’ll see,” T. B. said with a shrug. “For now, just sit back and enjoy-” The Boss hammered at the horn as the car in front of him was slow to get out of his way, “the ride.”


  They drove west into the Rocky Mountains. Just as the sun was beginning to shine in their eyes, The Boss turned the BMW off the interstate. They drove deeper into the mountains, onto smaller and smaller roads, until finally the vehicle was steered past an arrow on a green sign that said “Spear Institute.”


  “Is that where we’re going?” Eva questioned.


  “Yep.” Now that they had almost reached their destination, The Boss became a fountain of information. “This place was built in the late 1930s by a man named Ryan Bathurst. He made a fortune in pharmaceuticals back in Indiana.


  “His favorite spot had always been the West Baden Springs Hotel, which is right next to French Lick, Indiana. French Lick has a famous resort, too, which, by the way, is still in business.


  “The West Baden Springs Hotel as he knew it was built in 1901. Until 1963, when the Astrodome was constructed, the hotel’s dome was the largest in the world, 200 feet in diameter and some 130 feet in height. The dome is larger than St. Peter’s Basilica and the Pantheon. The hotel had 700 rooms and advertised its mineral springs.


  “With the Depression, though, the West Baden Springs Hotel fell upon hard times. As an aside, the original has recently been restored and is now for sale.


  “Anyway, although Bathurst loved the hotel, he didn’t particularly like the location in Orange County, in the hills of Southern Indiana. So he built an exact duplicate of the place here in the Rocky Mountains!”


  As The Boss concluded his story, the automobile stopped beneath a double arched gateway. The Boss spoke to a man who emerged from a small guardhouse, while Dominoe stared ahead in astonishment.


  The Boss’s words were insufficient preparation for the sight now before her eyes. In the distance, off and to the right of the two-lane divided highway before them, stood the dome. Even in comparison with some of the distant peaks of the Rockies, the dome was truly impressive.


  Four towers, whose tops were as high as the apex of the dome, framed Dominoe’s view. These were built into the six stories containing the many guest rooms of the edifice. Dish antennas had been built into the cupola at the top of the near left tower.


  A golf course ran on both sides of the road. A series of light fixtures with three globes ran down the middle of the greenway between the lanes leading to the front of the building. The dwindling sunshine of the early evening added to the surreal look of the premises.


  “What do you do with all this space?” Dominoe asked in wonder. Despite her hatred of the Aryan Nation and all for which they stood, she had to admit she was impressed.


  “Our cover story is that the Spear Institute studies architecture, manufacturing techniques and urban planning,” The Boss explained as he drove slowly toward the front of the building. “In truth, this is where the leaders of the Fourth Reich are being trained.


  “Bathurst believed in our cause,” T. B. continued. “He created the Spear Institute to continue the struggle after his death. Now, besides the income from assets hidden in Europe after the war, we receive funding from right-minded individuals.”


  Visitors approached from the right of the main entrance. The Boss pulled the BMW into a parking space in a lot just before and to the side of the main building. The travelers collected their luggage and made their way around to the front, to the base of wide, concrete stairs leading up to the main entrance.


  Dominoe was taken by the grandeur and the majesty of the place. The structure’s style owed more to the 19th Century than the 20th, but the size of the effort would definitely be right at home in the new millennium.


  Once they ascended the stairs, they passed through a pair of glass double doors and entered a small reception area, the far wall of which was curved away from them. Hallways swept back from each side of what must have been designed as the hotel lobby. The Boss then ushered Eva through an entranceway in the curved wall and into the Atrium.


  Dominoe had her breath taken away by the sight! Over 31,000 square feet of space stretched out under the vast ceiling. ‘How is it I never heard of the original?’ Dominoe asked herself, as she gazed with open-mouthed wonder at the dome, the prototype of which was nearly 100 years old.


  From across the expanse a smartly dressed elderly man strode towards them. At a respectful distance behind tagged a much younger fellow dressed in a white lab coat. This man, who was obviously subservient to his elder, had a full head of yellow hair.


  As the senior member of the pair approached, Dominoe could see that his skin had a worn-out look. Despite this, the man’s movements were quick and precise. His blue eyes sparkled behind round-framed glasses. Short, white hair covered the top of his head.


  The man ignored T. B.. “Guten auben, Fraulein,” he greeted Eva with a clipped, Teutonic accent as he extended his blotched hand towards her, palm up. “My name is Doctor Friedreich Mendlson…”


  Taking her cue, Dominoe placed her right hand in The Doctor’s. The back of Eva’s hand was brushed by leathery lips.


  “… and what is your name, my dear?”


  “I’ve adopted the name Eva,” Dominoe stated matter-of-factly. “I’ve rejected the name the American government gave to me.”


  Mendlson’s eyes narrowed. “I’m anxious to learn more about you. You must join me for dinner.” The Doctor eyed Dominoe’s T-shirt and blue jeans critically. “I suggest you might want to change?” It was not a request.


  “Oh, I have more formal clothes in here,” Eva offered agreeably, indicating her suitcase. The Boss glared at her, as he resented being totally left out of the conversation.


  “How stupid of me,” Mendlson apologized. He swung upon his assistant. “Hans! Show our guest the way to her room… and take her bag!” Turning back to Eva he concluded, “I’ll meet you back here in, say, forty-five minutes? It will be my honor to escort you to the dining room.”


  Dominoe gave the suggestion of a curtsy to The Doctor and a girlish wave goodbye to T. B. as she followed Hans back into the circular corridor, which surrounded the Atrium. She noticed Mendlson and her former traveling companion talking as she left. The Doctor was frowning.


  Hans led her to the left and then to an elevator. Evidently, it was built into one of the four towers Dominoe had noticed earlier around the dome. She deduced this tower must be the one with the antennas in the top. ‘That might prove handy,’ she thought.


  The elevator indicated six floors above, with two subterranean levels. Hans pushed the numeral six.


  In moments, Dominoe was taken to her room, not far from the elevator. Her quarters were well appointed and featured a view out from the front of the building. The last rays of sunlight were catching the peaks of the surrounding Rockies.


  “Will you be joining us for dinner… Hans, is it?” Eva asked in a friendly manner.


  “Uh, no. The Doctor wants to talk to you in private,” he answered shyly. Hans had no qualms about raping what he considered to be an inferior female, but he was uncomfortable around white women… especially beautiful ones. “By the way, only The Doctor calls me Hans. You can call me Smash.”


  “O.K., Smash,” Dominoe replied enthusiastically. She knew it might not hurt to have a friend in this place. “Maybe we can get together later?”


  Smash lowered his eyes as he mumbled, “Maybe.” He then closed the door and left.


  Dominoe went to the luggage that Smash had placed on a suitcase stand. She opened her bag and took out an outfit she had brought along for just such an occasion. “This should make an impression on the ‘good’ Doctor,” she said to herself quietly as she held it up in front of her. She laid the dress carefully out on the bed, then peeled off her clothes as she made her way to the shower, to wash the grime of travel off her body before her ‘date.’


  * * *


  Forty-four minutes later the click-clack of Eva’s high heels heralded her arrival under the Atrium dome. Dr. Friedreich Mendlson, dressed in a black tuxedo, turned at the sound. He regarded the red-clad figure with a look that was far from grandfatherly.


  Coming to a stop some six feet in front of him, Dominoe did a graceful pirouette. “How do I look?” she asked as if seeking approval.


  The red sheer material of Dominoe’s dress clung provocatively to every curve that it covered. As she turned, The Doctor could see that her back was bare, all the way down to the slope of her butt, although her crack was modestly concealed from display.


  “Quite nice, my dear,” Mendlson complimented, as he offered his elbow to the ravishing young woman. The old Nazi led the secret agent across the Atrium and through a door in the curve of the far wall.


  After a short journey down an oak-paneled corridor, Mendlson opened an unassuming door. The Doctor stood aside to let his guest enter first.


  Eva walked into the private dining room. An ornate chandelier hung over the middle of a long table. The table was set just for two, with one place setting at an end and the other to its right.


  Mendlson scurried ahead and gallantly pulled out the chair to the right. After Eva sat, he took his place at the head of the table. He then rang a crystal bell that was placed next to his serviette.


  A hearty German meal was served to the two diners. Jumbo boiled shrimp with a tangy cocktail sauce was followed by an endive salad. Weinershnitzel was the main course, accompanied by creamed spinach and spaetzle. A fine Rhine wine was served with the dinner.


  Conversation had quickly turned to Eva’s position within the government. Dominoe was playing a most dangerous game. To get something, she had to give something. She had to disclose enough information to gain Mendlson’s trust, but not so much as to actually compromise C.A.T.T. operations.


  Fortunately, the Covert Anti-Terrorism Task Force had anticipated such an eventuality. The agency had established several front organizations for just this purpose. The Doctor’s Aryan Nation contacts would be able to check out and verify every aspect of Eva’s story.


  As a desert of apple strudel was being served by the silent waiter, Dominoe decided it was time to make her move. “Well, Doctor, enough about me. Please tell me about what you have planned. All I know is that it involves some bold act of biological terrorism.”


  Mendlson dabbed the napkin at the corners of his mouth. He gazed into Eva’s brown, inviting eyes. ‘No harm in telling her,’ the racist reasoned. ‘If she’s seen the light, she will be a valuable asset to our organization. If her story doesn’t check out, she’ll be dead by morning.’


  The Doctor waited until their server had left the room, then leaned over conspiratorially towards Dominoe. “All right, my dear, I’ll tell you.


  “Less than forty-eight hours from now, the drug cordrazine will be introduced into the water systems serving areas in some of America’s largest cities where high concentrations of inferiors live, for example: Watts, Harlem, the South Side of Chicago, North St. Louis.”


  “Cordrazine?” Dominoe asked, feigning excitement. “I’ve never heard of it. What does it do? Does it kill?”


  “No, my dear,” Mendlson answered condescendingly. “It’s much more subtle than that.


  “Cordrazine is a biological agent which, whether ingested or merely put in contact with the skin, increases anxiety, paranoia and aggression. If people drink the water, cook in it, bathe in it or brush their teeth with it, they will be effected.


  “Soon, mobs of blacks will take to the streets, in civil disturbances that will make the Rodney King riots look like a picnic! Their actions will trigger a race war… that only we of the Aryan Nation are prepared to fight. . . and win!!”


  Chapter Seven


  “But, won’t some whites living near those areas be effected, too?” Dominoe asked, as the scope of The Doctor’s horrific plan began to dawn on her.


  “Bah!” Mendlson spat out. “Whites who would live in such close proximity to human vermin don’t deserve to live!”


  “Yes,” agreed Eva, “you’re right.”


  The two finished their dessert in relative silence, with Dominoe intermittently trying to keep the mood light by asking this or that about the building. The Doctor was more than happy to answer her questions, but gave the impression that, for him, the highlight of the evening had passed.


  This relieved Dominoe, for she didn’t relish the idea of being asked to sleep with the old man. Refusing was out of the question, but, thankfully, the subject never came up. After they finished eating, The Doctor bade Dominoe good night, inviting her to stroll about the premises on her own if she wished before bed.


  As she explored the building, Dominoe considered her options. Even though leaving the grounds would be difficult, she was sure she could get away. The problem was, if they discovered she was gone, the Nation would just postpone or change their plans. Dominoe would have accomplished very little.


  ‘No,’ Dominoe decided, ‘getting a message out is the thing to do.’ That way, the perpetrators could be caught in the act and the whole organization could be brought down around Mendlson’s head. Even though she had originally been led to believe that Dr. Mendlson had been brought into the country by the domestic Aryan Nation, everything she had seen led her to think that he was actually the one in charge of the whole operation.


  A phone call struck her as too simple. Even though security seemed to be light, she sincerely doubted she could just pick up a phone and call C.A.T.T.! She guessed that her cellular service would either be monitored, jammed, or blocked by the mountains if she tried to use it.


  Those dish antennas, however, had given her an idea. It seemed logical that the Nation had some sort of communications center in the building, probably near the base of that tower. She supposed that Mendlson would have set up some sort of secure wireless system to keep in contact with his forces worldwide. If she could find the radio room, she could send a message on C.A.T.T.’s exclusive frequency.


  Dominoe’s keen eyes and ears could not detect anyone following her, nor any surveillance cameras. In addition, there didn’t seem to be any guards here in the main building. Despite their delusions of grandeur, perhaps the Aryan Nation headquarters was really operated on a shoestring! Although she didn’t doubt Mendlson’s capability to carry out his plans, maybe the idea of a vast number of people training to become the Fourth Reich was the deluded dream of a madman, passed down to a bigoted thug like The Boss. There really didn’t seem to be that many people here.


  Dominoe ended up back at the elevator, which could take her to her room. ‘Should I search for the control center now or go back to my room and wait until early in the morning?’ Dominoe decided that she would have more deniability now, rather than later, if she ran into someone. After all, hadn’t The Doctor himself invited her to look around?


  The Brown-Haired Beauty pressed the SL-1 button with a perfectly manicured nail. The elevator descended and stopped. The doors parted.


  Dominoe looked out into the gloom. Cautiously, she left the elevator. Before her was a dimly lit corridor. The walls and floor were unfinished cement. A three-inch ledge, six inches high ran along the bottom of the walls. SL-1 looked for all the world like somebody’s basement.


  Dominoe thought about removing her shoes, so that the sound of her heels wouldn’t give her away, but thought better of it. So far, she was still an honored guest. It would be hard to explain why she was creeping around in her stocking feet.


  About fifteen feet ahead of her, she spotted a door in the wall to the right. She also noticed conduit running from the ceiling near the elevator, then along the wall before disappearing just before the door. Could it be that easy?


  Yes, it was! Conveniently marked on the door were the words “Communications Centre.” Calmly, yet with her heart in her throat, Dominoe tried the door. It was locked.


  Although it was well within Dominoe’s capabilities to break down the wooden door, that would end all pretense of stealth. No, Dominoe had the answer right on the top of her head: a hairpin.


  It was a cliché, but in the hands of an expert such as Dominoe, a hairpin could open almost as many locks as a skeleton key. Besides that, a hairpin was much easier for a woman to explain away than a lock picking set!


  In seconds, Dominoe was through the door. Examining her new surroundings, she saw no reason not to turn on the light. She did so and then gently closed the door, locking it behind her.


  Near the door she saw a large red button built into the wall. Further along that same wall was just what she was looking for: a short wave radio, all set-up and ready to go.


  Dominoe sat down in front of the equipment. Expertly she flipped a couple of switches and the radio glowed to life. Dominoe turned the broadcast dial to C.A.T.T.’s exclusive frequency and began her message:


  “This is Amice calling. Hydrogen dioxide systems serving A. A. communities in L. A., N. Y., Chi-town, S. T. L. and perhaps others are the target. Action to commence in less than two days. Drug-“


  Sometimes, luck triumphs over skill. Tonight, Dominoe’s luck turned out to be bad. Hans, after raiding the commissary for some bratwurst, decided to drop by the radio room to get some English soccer scores. At that very moment, he put his key in the lock and opened the door.


  “What are you doing in here?!” he demanded to know.


  Dominoe had no idea if her message had been heard. She had only been able to broadcast the sketchiest of details and had not had the opportunity to receive a confirming message. If she could keep her cover, the mission might still be successful. Just killing Hans and escaping would still leave the Aryan Nation capable of carrying out Mendlson’s scheme.


  At the first sound at the door, Dominoe had quickly flipped off the switches and turned the tuner. Now she rose from the chair. “I was just looking around. The door was open and I came in. I’ve always been fascinated by electronic gizmos.”


  Smash seemed far from convinced by Eva’s story. Flashing her winningest smile, she continued, “Is this a radio? Perhaps you could come over here and show me how it works?”


  Hans hesitated. “I… don’t know. I think I’d better report this to The Doctor.”


  “Oh, we don’t want to bother him. Dr. Mendlson told me at dinner that I had the run of the place.” Dominoe slowly walked towards Hans, giving him a “come-hither” gaze. “I’d much rather spend time with you.”


  Hans was sorely tempted, but his fear of The Doctor outweighed his attraction to this beautiful woman. Before Eva got within reach, his hand snaked out and depressed the red button.


  An alarm began to sound. This was Dominoe’s moment of decision. She was sure she could still get away, but that would mean she had failed. The young, but experienced agent decided to stay. She would continue to play the innocent.


  Within two minutes Dr. Mendlson, still wearing his tuxedo but without the tie, along with two burly guards wearing brown shirts and carrying machine guns, arrived. “What’s this all about, Hans?”


  “I caught her in here, sir. She says the door was unlocked, but it was locked when I arrived.”


  Dominoe had learned that protestations of innocence usually had the opposite effect. She simply continued to smile pleasantly, leaning against a wall as far as possible from the radio.


  Mendlson squinted his eyes behind his round lenses as he scrutinized Eva. His words did not match his expression. “You were prudent to be cautious, Hans, but I’m sure Eva was just exploring, as I invited her to do. Why don’t we all turn in and forget the whole thing? I’m sure our guest is exhausted from her travels.”


  Smash looked at The Doctor quizzically, but said nothing. Eva spoke up, “Thank you, Doctor. I am quite tired. This has been an exciting day. I’m sorry if I caused all of you any trouble.”


  With that Dominoe led the way out the door. The Doctor, Hans and the two guards followed in silence and joined her in the elevator.


  When the elevator stopped at the main floor and the four men moved to depart, Dominoe said, “Good night Doctor, Hans, gentlemen.”


  Without turning or breaking stride, The Doctor called, “Good night, Eva. Sleep well.”


  The doors closed. Dominoe was lifted the six stories to her floor.


  Back in her room, Dominoe removed her clothes. She folded her red dress neatly and placed it back in her suitcase. Although she had packed nothing which couldn’t be left behind in an emergency, she always had hopes she would be able to take her luggage with her when it was time to go.


  Growing up on a naval base, Dominoe was not possessed of excessive modesty. She was quite comfortable walking around her room naked. She understood contemporary customs and standards, but saw no point in dragging clothes back and forth out of the bathroom when she was alone.


  Just as in her apartment back in Washington, this bathroom had a separate shower stall. Dominoe preferred that to a shower built into a bathtub. She opened the Plexiglas door and prepared to take her second shower in three hours.


  As steaming hot water splashed over her firm body, Dominoe closed her eyes and considered the events of the day. She wondered if C.A.T.T. got her message and how she would ever be able to return to the communications center. If her broadcast had not been heard and if she was unable to repeat it, in less than two days the United States would suffer the worst act of terrorism in its history!


  After bathing, Dominoe returned to her bedside and put on a white teddy. Experience had taught her that wearing a chemise was more practical than sleeping in the buff while on a mission.


  Dominoe snuggled under a sheet and one blanket. Even in mid-summer, this high in the mountains the nights could become quite cool.


  Unbidden, the image of Elian with the bloody hole in the middle of his forehead flashed across her mind. After that, she was dimly aware of being surprised at how quickly and easily she was able to fall asleep…


  * * *


  She awoke with a start. Dominoe was no longer in bed, nor in her pajamas. She was in a different room, sitting in a high-backed, straight chair.


  Dominoe’s forehead, neck, biceps, wrists, waist, thighs and ankles were all bound to the chair!


  Chapter Eight


  Someone had dressed Eva in clothes from her suitcase. Dominoe now wore a powder blue, buttoned blouse. Even though she couldn’t move her head, Dominoe was able to look down and see that she had on her dark blue jeans with belt. The toes of her pair of New Balance cross-training shoes were just barely visible.


  Dominoe tried to take in her surroundings. A bright light shined down on her from above. She was at the center of a circle of light focused on the chair. Other than that, as far as she could tell, the rest of the room was pitch dark.


  She could hear nothing. The room had a faintly antiseptic smell, while the air felt cool and dry. Dominoe guessed she was in Sub Level Two.


  The agent considered what had happened to her. Obviously, Mendlson had decided she was a spy. Dominoe would try to talk her way out of this, but she was not optimistic.


  More puzzling was how they managed to dress and bind the agent without waking her up. ‘They must have pumped knock-out gas into the room,’ she realized. ‘No wonder I fell asleep so quickly. Mendlson probably has a lot of experience with gasses.’


  The C.A.T.T. operative methodically tested every restraint, one at a time. None was found lacking. Whoever had designed this torture chair had done an excellent job. She was completely helpless, barely able to move…


  … and this was a torture chair. Of that, Dominoe was sure.


  That, in itself, did not worry Dominoe very much. If the need arose, she could employ the standard agency anti-interrogation technique. C.A.T.T. field agents had the ability to put themselves into a coma-like state, completely shutting down their senses. Dominoe doubted even Herr Doctor had the drugs on hand to counter the procedure.


  No. What haunted Dominoe was the thought that maybe her message was not received by C.A.T.T…. and, if she couldn’t escape, a race war would soon be raging across America.


  Several minutes passed. Then, she heard the sound of a door opening behind her.


  “Ah, you’re finally awake,” said the clipped Germanic tones of The Doctor. “Excellent.”


  “What’s this all about, Doctor?” Eva asked calmly of the voice she couldn’t see. “Another test of some sort?”


  The Doctor gave a soft chuckle. “No, my dear. Not a test… although you could call it an experiment.”


  His voice turned suddenly cold and harsh. “You showed up unannounced and uninvited at the club in Indianapolis, in possession of knowledge about our organization and our plans. Then you failed to kill the Hispanic boy when ordered to do so. Finally, you were found in a high security area, behind a door which is always locked.”


  Without a hint of desperation in her voice, Eva tried to refute the charges against her. “First off, I’ve admitted I was a secret agent. That’s no surprise. That’s how I knew of your plans. Second, I don’t recognize T.B.’s authority to give me orders. I’d always wanted a sex slave, a boy toy. Finally, it’s not my fault your security is poor. Perhaps I can help you upgrade it.”


  The Doctor remained unswayed. “Your American gangsters used to have a saying: ‘Once is happenstance. Twice is coincidence. The third time it’s enemy action.’ If you really wish to join us, then I am truly sorry… but at least you’ll be providing ‘valuable’ information to our New World Order.”


  Dominoe was about to put herself into her trance, when The Doctor walked around to stand before her. He was wearing a white lab coat with black pants and brown, wing-tipped shoes. Dominoe suddenly realized she really had no idea how much time had passed since she had gone to bed. Perhaps the contamination of the water systems was only minutes away!


  The cool superspy would never panic, but she did let a sense of urgency creep into her voice as she asked, “What more can I tell you, beyond what I already have?”


  The Doctor laughed out loud, a laugh without mirth. “Why, nothing my dear! Your story checked out in every detail.


  “No. I only have one question for you. What is your name?… the name which you were given?”


  “Emma,” Dominoe lied.


  Mendlson shook his head, clucking his tongue. “No, somehow, I don’t think so. Matt!”


  From out of the darkness behind her, Dominoe saw, using her peripheral vision, The Boss come into view. ‘Well, at least now I know his name,’ she thought, mentally shrugging. Dominoe expected the blonde brute to slug her or something of the sort. She was totally unprepared for what happened next. The agent began the process of shutting her body down, when, to her surprise, Matt reached down in front of her and…


  untied her right shoe!


  Despite herself, this snapped Dominoe to immediate attention. The words ‘Oh, no!’ flashed through her mind.


  “Very interesting, this condition of yours,” Mendlson lectured. “Matt told me about what happened in the dressing room.”


  Dominoe began to get nervous. She felt her composure starting to melt away. Any hope of putting herself into a trance was now gone.


  Mendlson seem enthralled by the sound of his own voice. “I’ve theorized that such an obsessive compulsive disorder might be a side effect in humans conceived by either selective breeding or genetic engineering.


  “This is, how do you say? A two-for-one deal? I also suspect that you might have been trained to resist torture. This should prove an ideal way to break down your mental conditioning, to prepare you for your ultimate fate. Matt!”


  The Boss reached towards Dominoe and undid the third button from the top of her blouse.


  A fire began to smolder inside Dominoe. Although she couldn’t see her untied shoe, she could feel the looseness around her right foot. The unbuttoned shirt, which she could see, nagged at her. She yearned to be able to reach down to tie her shoe, to button her blouse, but the restraints on her wrists remained firm.


  Mendlson removed an orthoscope from his coat pocket and examined Dominoe’s eyes. He then put a clammy hand on her right wrist, below the leather strap holding it, to take her pulse.


  “Hmmm. Yes. I can see we’re beginning to get a reaction already: heartbeat accelerated, pupils slightly dilated. Most satisfactory. Matt!”


  This time the racist reached a hand down to Dominoe’s waist. He pulled the end of her belt through the two double loops and then, after giving the agent an evil smile, jerked the belt to the bound wearer’s right. The belt immediately became undone…


  … as did Dominoe. She couldn’t stand much more of this. Closing her eyes did no good. She knew her blouse was unbuttoned, her belt was undone, and her shoe was untied. Dominoe didn’t have to see them to feel the disorder crashing down all around her.


  ‘All right,’ the C.A.T.T. agent rationalized to herself, ‘he just wants the answer to one question. I’ve got to do something while I still retain a modicum of control.’


  “Dominoe,” she said flatly.


  “Dominoe!” Mendlson cried in triumph. “Yes! That I believe is it!”


  The Doctor turned to The Boss, as if explaining something to a small child. “You see, the procedure works much better if I can refer to the subject by name.


  “Now, you may continue. Hans and I will get the machinery ready.”


  The Doctor marched off, without so much as a glance back at his ‘subject.’ Dominoe could hear the door open and close. She was alone with this psychopath, a man who had killed a 14-year-old boy without a second thought.


  “Well, ‘Dominoe,’ you’ve got to hand it to The Doctor,” The Boss crowed. “He knew how to get under your skin.”


  Matt leaned in on Dominoe, so close she could smell the stale beer still on his breath. “I’m going to enjoy watching you crumble, you nigger lovin’ bitch!”


  ‘Now what?’ Dominoe thought. She didn’t have long to wait to find out.


  T. B. pulled the zipper on the front of Dominoe’s blue jeans halfway down. He pulled one of the aglets on the laces of her left shoe. Then he administered the coup de grace.


  The bigot walked over to the wall on Dominoe’s left and flipped a switch. Suddenly, the entire room became flooded with light.


  On the three walls that Dominoe could see were pictures - portraits of the World War II German Nazi Party elite: Martin Bormann, Adolf Eichmann, Joseph Goebbels, Hermann Goering, Heinrich Himmler, Josef Mengele, Albert Speer and, of course, dominating the whole room, with a picture far larger than all the rest - Adolph Hitler.


  All the evil men seemed to be staring right at Dominoe, but what was infinitely worse was that…


  … each picture was off-center, hanging crookedly at different angles on the walls!


  Dominoe began shivering. The normally unflappable super secret agent bit her lower lip. A guttural moan was heard in the room.


  Finally, Dominoe whimpered, “No…”


  Chapter Nine


  Dominoe was thankful she had finally passed out, although whether it was from the stress or another dose of The Doctor’s knockout gas, she couldn’t be sure.


  She awoke to find that her left eye was being held open. She looked around with both eyes, but found she was in complete darkness. C.A.T.T.’s best could feel, however, that something was attached to her face. As before, her head was restrained, totally immobilized.


  Dominoe could tell instantly she was no longer in the torture chair. For one thing, instead of sitting upright, she was now lying on her back. The agent’s head was only slightly higher than her feet. For another, Dominoe was staked out, tightly bound by metal straps at her wrists, neck, under her breasts and at her ankles. Her limbs were stretched so far she couldn’t even bend her elbows or knees. She couldn’t move her waist, either, but somehow there the restraint felt different.


  The beautiful spy took cold comfort in the fact she could tell she was stark naked. ‘At least now they can’t half-remove my clothes,’ she thought, finding the silver lining in the situation.


  Dominoe was unfamiliar with the material on which she was lying. It felt something like a soft, moist, Styrofoam raft against her skin. The sensation was actually pleasant.


  Five minutes later, lights came on. Dominoe could now see that a brace was attached from somewhere behind her to her forehead. A pencil thin apparatus, like the tip of a laser pointer, was directed towards her left eye.


  Past this contraption, Dominoe observed a clear plastic dome, roughly in the shape and size of her body with the head cut off. It was almost as if this was the top half of a mold that had been made of a woman’s form. The far surface of this mold was fed by pipes running from a huge machine that extended in almost every direction as far as Dominoe could see.


  Dominoe felt as if she had been placed at the center of some vast, hellish machine. The only exceptions to this impression were several panes of what appeared to be glass turned on end towards her and an area about 45 degrees above and to the right, a rectangular space which extended into darkness. She could imagine pairs of eyes watching her from inside that void.


  She cast her eyes downward to complete the survey of her bondage. The metal straps holding her motionless were silver and about an inch wide. Again she tested each one, but found no play in any of them. Around her middle, the metal was almost a foot wide and much thicker, with many tubes running up and into some of the tubes in the dome above her.


  Dominoe tried to put herself into the coma-like state. The effect of the recent harrowing experience on her body, however, made it impossible. She would have to face whatever Mendlson had planned fully awake and alert.


  “Ah, my dear Dominoe!” The Doctor’s voice boomed at her over a top-quality sound system. “Welcome back once again to the land of the living.” He paused and then said, as if to himself, “… at least for the time being.


  “Impressive, isn’t it? It took me a good deal of my life to design this machine. I want you to be totally honest with me on how it makes you feel.


  “This really has worked out quite well. The first subject of this experiment was of an inferior breed. Now, I’ll get to compare those results to what we’ll get using an Aryan woman… and a selectively bred and genetically enhanced one at that!”


  Dominoe thought back to the picture of the Klanwatch attorney she saw back in Washington, what seemed like an eternity ago. With a smirk she mused, ‘Well, at least I’ll find out what happened to her!’… but Dominoe wondered how this machine could induce a heart attack without leaving a mark on the victim. Was it going to try to frighten her to death?


  The Doctor continued. “With the first subject, I explained in exquisite detail what was going to happen. With you, though, my dear, knowing your love of order, I think it will be more effective to let you just find out as we go along.”


  Mendlson’s Teutonic tones were replaced by the sound of gears turning. The panes of glass rotated to reveal they were mirrors. As they moved, Dominoe studied their reflections to see what else she could learn about her surroundings.


  She discovered there was another plastic form below, this time of the dorsal side of a woman. Just as above, the machine extended in all directions underneath, except instead of a dark space, there was a round hatch built into it, a little to the right side. Dominoe reasoned this must be how she was brought into the machine.


  The auburn haired agent was surprised at how thin the material was on which she was laying. Blue in color, it was supported by a circular frame. It appeared to be less than an inch thick. Dominoe marveled that she didn’t just fall through it, into the works of the machine below.


  The mirrors finally stopped their travels. No matter in which direction Dominoe looked with her right eye, she couldn’t avoid seeing her bound, nude form.


  “Doctor!” Hans shouted, after consulting some readouts. “She’s having a distinctly negative reaction to seeing herself!”


  “Really?” asked The Doctor, genuinely puzzled. “That is unexpect-“


  Mendlson snapped his fingers. “Of course! I should have realized! She doesn’t like those tattoos on her body! She must have had them put on just for this assignment. Hans, return the mirrors to their original position!”


  As the mirrors swung away, Dominoe confirmed her earlier observations. She was glad she wouldn’t be forced to stare at the swastikas on her breasts for the duration of whatever lie ahead.


  Once the mirrors were back where they started, Dominoe found herself in the dark again. Next, over the speakers, instead of The Doctor’s voice, came the same series of sounds to which Shelia Fox was exposed.


  Dominoe wondered what the purpose was for this X-rated audio. ‘To soften me up for the horrors to come?’


  An ironic smile formed on Hans’s lips as he noted that Dominoe had a particularly strong positive reaction to the soundtrack of the Excessive Machine scene from “Barbarella.” ‘If she only knew,’ Smash thought.


  After the last echo of sound had faded away, Dominoe was stunned by a bright light from the apparatus pointed at her defenseless left eye. This was followed by a further surprise. Images were now flashing before her: the brightest, clearest pictures Dominoe had ever seen! Mendlson had discovered a way to project scenes directly into the mind!


  Dominoe braced herself. She theorized this was how The Doctor’s machine killed its victims, by scaring them to death with images so terrible they were literally heart stopping.


  The agent, though, was in for another shock. In her training, she had been conditioned by C.A.T.T. to internalized danger as sexual arousal, instead of the paralyzing fear that had caused the death of many agents. Dominoe truly had a fetish for danger.


  This made her uniquely susceptible to The Doctor’s machine! Dominoe knew she was in a deathtrap. Her libido had been active since she found herself in the torture chair. Now the effect was reinforced - doubled and redoubled by the pictures she was viewing:


  Jason Scott Lee as Mowgli in ‘The Jungle Book;’

  A blue-skinned, nude, well-endowed woman in red high-heels on one knee flexing her muscles;

  A Huck Finn looking lad with lanky limbs and thick lips, lying next to the river in tall grass, wearing tight blue jean shorts and a two pieces of black, vest like material with a watermelon on it;

  A naked African-American girl with eight dreadlocks lying on the beach, her butt prominently on display;

  From the controversial Calvin Klein jean ads, a black haired teenage boy sprawled against an oak-paneled wall, wearing only an open jean vest, gray jockey shorts, socks and tennis shoes;

  Two female super-models facing each other, shot from just below the breasts, one wearing a pink thong, the other with green strings running into her butt crack;

  Stian Smestad from ‘Shipwrecked,’ with an open shirt and headband;

  A loincloth clad Balthazar Getty from the remake of ‘The Lord of the Flies;’

  and more, so many more.


  The Doctor’s computers quickly discovered that Dominoe didn’t care for explicit depictions of sexual organs, male or female. She was aroused by pictures of scantily clad, good looking young people - sex and ethnicity didn’t seem to make a difference.


  “Huh!” snorted Mendlson to Hans, “She seems to have some lesbian tendencies… and likes people of all races! Now I’m convinced she’s no race warrior!”


  “I wonder how she’ll react to -” Hans, while examining a printout, stopped in mid-sentence. “Look at these readings!” He could hardly contain himself. Mendlson came around to look over his assistant’s shoulder.


  “Fascinating, Hans!” The Doctor praised. “We’ve barely begun and look at her! She’s on the verge of having her first orgasm from just looking at the pictures!”


  Dominoe fought to maintain control. ‘I don’t want to give these perverts the satisfaction of making me come before-


  ‘Oh, my!’ Dominoe said to herself as a bizarre idea occurred to her. ‘Could it be? No, it’s not possible! That’s science fiction! A woman couldn’t really be killed that way!… Could she?’


  “Mendlson!” Dominoe yelled. “What ‘is’ this thing?”


  “You’ll soon see, my dear,” was all The Doctor would say.


  “Damn you!” shouted the spy.


  Then Dominoe had an inspiration. “You want me to tell you how your machine makes me feel? Well, I’ll bite my tongue off before I say squat unless you tell me what this is all about!”


  Mendlson mulled over Dominoe’s threat. Of course, she might be lying and refuse to say anything anyway, but The Doctor had come to believe the agent has some sense of honor. ‘Besides,’ he reasoned, ‘she’s probably guessed the truth by now. She just can’t accept it.’


  The Doctor flipped a switch. A chemical soup of sex hormones began to drip into Dominoe’s femoral artery.


  “Ow!” complained the agent as she felt a sting in her right thigh. “What’s that?”


  “That, my dear Dominoe, is testosterone and estrogen being fed into your bloodstream… and here’s something else for you.” Mendlson toggled another lever.


  Dominoe began to smell a sickly-sweet order. “That’s a new commercial pheromone called Athena, developed by a Dr. Cutler,” Mendlson explained. “Three out of four people who tested it reported an increase in sexual desire. Now can you guess how my machine is going to kill you?”


  Dominoe fought her way past the erotic images streaming through her mind to demand, “Tell me!”


  “Simply put, you are going to be pleasured to death,” The Doctor revealed.


  “You want me to believe that?” Dominoe said incredulously. “That’s impossible!”


  “Oh, I think you know better than that,” Mendlson retorted. “In fact, I think you’re only here because you followed the trail left by the half-breed who proved it ‘was’ possible!”


  The Nazi continued, “It may interest you to know that The Machine itself hasn’t even been activated yet. These are just the preliminaries, the data collecting phase.”


  The Doctor clicked off the microphone and turned to his assistant. “Hans, how long until we’re ready to turn on The Machine?”


  “A few more minutes, Doctor,” Smash answered respectfully. “The computer is still trying to determine which images she finds most erotic.”


  Mendlson flipped the mike switch. “Enjoy the show, my dear Dominoe. I’ll turn my machine… and you… on soon, very soon.”


  More images were projected directly into the agent’s brain:


  Aborigine David Gumpili, his naked body painted for ceremonial dancing, holding clap sticks;

  An androgynous-looking American Indian with perfect abs, dressed in ceremonial adornments and loincloth;

  Christopher Atkins and Brooke Shields from ‘The Blue Lagoon,’ wearing little more than diapers;

  A smiling, brown-haired boy in a shower;

  Callisto from ‘Xena: Warrior Princess’ bound in a chair [‘Hey! I thought that was familiar!’ thought Dominoe.]

  The drawn black and white ad for ‘Butcher, Baker, Nightmare Maker’ with a seemingly naked Jimmy McNichol being grabbed from behind by a nude, malevolent, short-haired woman;

  A side shot of Felipe Rose from the Village People;

  An image of French Olympian Marie-Jose Perec’s butt;

  Atkins again, in his birthday suit, laying face down in the sand;

  Leonard Whiting lying nude face down on a bed next to Olivia Hussey in ‘Romeo and Juliet;’

  and on, and on, and on…


  Finally, Dominoe heard a sound like a giant engine being started. She noticed that the plastic dome above her was descending!


  Lower and lower the form came, until finally it nestled itself directly on her body! The plastic was pliant and not uncomfortable. The dome contoured itself to hug tightly against her. She also felt the same sensation from below, as the blue pad now pressed hard against her skin.


  Dominoe let out a little yelp of surprise as, suddenly, the material encasing her body seemed to come alive! Except for her head and those areas restrained by the metal, every inch of her skin was delightfully massaged.


  The spy guessed this was to break down her resistance for what was to come. Damnably, it was doing a very good job.


  The vibrations intensified on her shoulders, while still continuing everywhere else. The area of intensity then ran down her sides, avoiding her breasts for the time being. Next, ripples of sensation ran away from her navel in concentric circles, stimulating her abs.


  A warm, flooding feeling began underneath the metal around her hips. It almost felt as if she had wet herself. Dominoe could almost imagine the blood rushing through her thighs.


  Momentarily, her attention was drawn to her perfect, round breasts. After first clinging tightly to her areolas, the plastic backed off a bit to leave a small air pocket. These parts of the plastic were two of the many connected by tubing to the machine. In a rhythmic pattern, the machine began taking turns sucking at Dominoe’s erect nipples and then vibrating against them.


  Soon, her areolas began to swell, so much so that it almost appeared as if she’d lost her tit erection. Before long, the breasts themselves also began to grow, becoming some twenty-five percent larger than their already impressive original size.


  The sensations on her chest, though, were pushed into the background by what happened next. Dominoe’s eyebrows shot up as she felt herself being penetrated from behind!


  A smooth, slick, warm point forced its way into her anus, past her sphincter and then began to explore her large intestine. Dominoe gasped as she felt every inch of the intruder violate her.


  To Dominoe it felt as if something a foot or more in length had been rammed up her butt. Then the invader began to vibrate, slowly at first, but with the promise of greater frenzied movement in the near future. Dominoe felt full already, but there was much more to come.


  The ultimate vaginal vibrator, the IC-9, entered the helpless woman from the front. No ordinary dildo, it featured plastic pearls that began to tumble around the middle of its shaft, delivering the ultimate in vaginal stimulation. The device’s large head bent to fill every recess of Dominoe’s insides. A small tickler on the vibrator’s back rubbed against her sensitive anal area, which was already being delightfully tormented from the other side. Dominoe was inexorably being driven wild.


  The Machine continuously added its own synthetic lubrication to Dominoe’s natural juices. There would be no chance that she would dry out. Pain was not the machine’s objective. More pleasure than human physiology could bear was.


  The Doctor’s machine now delivered its piece de resistance. All that came before was a mere prelude, foreplay. The device that allowed The Machine to be a means of execution came to life.


  A tube with a suction cup at the end snaked out of The Machine. Making its way through a portal in the plastic dome, it sought out the target: Dominoe’s clitoris.


  The soft suction cup placed itself over the victim’s clit. A vacuum then activated, drawing blood into the area. Dominoe’s clitoris became engorged. Its oxygen content was increased, triggering all the available sensory receptors. Next, soft, pliable jelly snuggled around her hot spot. The goo sucked itself right up against her erogenous zone and hovered there for maximum stimulative effect. Finally, powerful, vibrating, micro eggs buzzed to life, along with a dual tongue tickler, driving Dominoe mad with lust.


  Dominoe did her best to resist. She tried to build an impregnable fortress in her mind. The agent figured the longer she could hold off that first orgasm, the better. Once her defenses were breached, she realized defeat would be inevitable.


  The input from her four senses, though, was overwhelming. The castle walls in her mind came tumbling down. The relentless sensations were too much, even for her iron will. The moment of inevitability had arrived: the time just before the climax, when she knew there was no way to stop it. The first orgasm broke through and washed over her.


  ‘Not bad,’ Dominoe thought, ‘but I’ve had better…


  ‘… but… what’s this?’ Dominoe was aghast to realize that she had obtained very little relief from her climax. In fact, she could feel the tension beginning to build up within her again already!


  “Congratulations, my dear!” Mendlson crowed.” I can tell from the readings that you’ve achieved your first orgasm. Tell me. Be honest. How was it?”


  While her mind was still relatively clear, Dominoe asked, “How long will this go on?”


  “No,” replied The Doctor. “You answer my question first. Then I’ll tell you.”


  Dominoe decided to give the Nazi this small victory. It was the only way she might be able to gain enough information to formulate a plan of action.


  “All right,” she began. “It was weird, unlike any orgasm I’ve ever had before. At first, it felt kind of icky.”


  “Icky?” said Smash.


  “Quiet!” growled Mendlson. Not only was he video and audio taping the proceedings, he also wrote Dominoe’s remarks down in a small notebook.


  Dominoe continued, “Then, it was sort of OK and then… Oh!… Then it was sort of nice, then I started getting really hot and then I started shaking. Then it felt like an explosion… but a good one.


  Now, tell me!” Her breath caught in her throat as she felt the vacuum around her clit disengage. She was primed for action once again. “How long will this last?”


  Mendlson reached over and hit a button on a keyboard. “Look in the lower right hand corner of the picture the computer is currently sending you. Do you see a number one?”


  Dominoe concentrated on the image of an unclothed, blonde, male model posing for an art class. Her “Yes,” came in the midst of a passionate sigh.


  “The number displayed there will keep track of how many orgasms you have had,” Mendlson explained. “The interesting feature of my machine is that it collects the data from each climax, computes what stimulated you the most and uses that information as it drives you towards the subsequent event.


  “The effect is: each orgasm will be more intense than the previous one! And I’ve designed it so, no matter how strong you are, your 69th orgasm will inevitably be fatal!”


  “Sixty-ninth! How witty!” Dominoe said sarcastically. Just then, her back arched and her toes curled as she surrendered to the second orgasm.


  “We’ll see how witty you are over the next hour or two, my dear Dominoe,” The Doctor snarled. “How long this will take is hard to predict. In the first subject, there was no discernible pattern of time between consummations.”


  ‘Rook always said they’d just fuck me to death,’ Dominoe thought wryly, before the clitoris pump kicked off again.


  Dominoe tried various strategies to try to fend off the machine. She thought of the most repugnant things possible.


  Nevertheless, the third orgasm promptly came.


  She decided to give in totally to the machine.


  The fourth orgasm piled on top of the third.


  Every erogenous zone of Dominoe’s body was subjected to relentless attack. Her vagina, labia minor, and Grafenberg spot were engaged by the IC-9. The plastic vibrated against her perineum and inner thighs. The anal vibrator ebbed and flowed unpredictably.


  To her horror she could detect that The Doctor was telling the truth. Whenever a particular level of vibration or movement gave her maximum arousal, the machine returned to it again and again. Not so much that she would become bored or jaded, but only at the crucial times, to push her over the top into ecstasy.


  Dominoe felt as if her blood and her lungs were on fire. Her heart pounded inside her chest. She tried to focus on one sense at a time, or concentrate her mind on a less sensitive area of her body. . but found the machine to be undeniable, relentless, and unstoppable.


  The number ten popped up in a black and white picture of a naked female tied into a Human Knot.


  “Your tenth orgasm - tell me about it,” The Doctor ordered clinically.


  Dominoe was already too tired to even consider refusing to answer The Doctor’s questions, “It started as a tremor in my vaginal area. It was like an earthquake, developing in intensity… Mmmmmm… There was an internal shudder than intensified, an incredible internal sensation… a tightening in my breasts and in my vagina… that suddenly let go. AHHHhhhhhh…”


  Orgasm number eleven arrived.


  * * *


  Nine orgasms later, Dominoe exploded in anger.


  “Mendlson!! You Nazi mother-fucker! Did you invent this damn machine because you could never satisfy a woman?!”


  “Excellent, Dominoe. I compliment you. Do you know my first subject was sobbing uncontrollably at this point?”


  The Doctor neither expected nor received a reply. “It’s so gratifying. I’m so fortunate to have had a couple of excellent specimens to work with. I’ve learned a great deal!”


  Dominoe lost all track of time. Her existence was reduced to an unending series of build ups and unsatisfying releases. The machine was beating her, taking her apart piece by piece and there didn’t seem to be a thing in the world she could do about it.


  The images and sounds made it almost impossible to think of anything but trying to have, not prevent, her next orgasm. Although she could no longer smell the sweet scent of the Athena, she knew it was still effecting her, as were the hormones being pumped into her body.


  She had hoped that her breasts, her anus and her sexual organs would have become sore by now, turning her off somewhat. Unfortunately, The Doctor had designed his device too well. Through the nature of the plastic, the use of lubricants and the inherent gentleness of the machine, she felt no pain… just an endless cycle of mind-numbing bliss.


  Orgasm number 30 -


  “Dominoe? Can you still hear me?”


  “*Moan* What do you want?”


  “Amazing! The Negress was totally uncommunicative by this point. Very good.


  “How do you feel?”


  Dominoe was now existing on series of deep breaths. “Tired… so very tired. My leg muscles hurt. I… ah, ah, oh, OH! AAAAAAA…”


  “Poor Dominoe. I doubt that you will be able to talk again. Goodbye, my dear.” Mendlson switched off the microphone.


  Dominoe thought of the man with the family who had blushed at her back in Washington. Although she never really had a choice in what her line of work would be, it was for people like him that she continued to do what she did. She was a spy so most people in America could lead normal lives and not worry about madmen like Savan and Matrix and Stanislav… and Mendlson…


  … but now, for all she knew, America was engulfed in a race war. A race war that the Aryan Nation and Mendlson would take advantage of… and which she could have prevented!


  Enraged, she gave one more mighty flex of every limb…


  … and was astonished when she felt the bond on her right wrist start to give!


  This wisp of freedom enabled her to, for the first time in ages, ignore what was being done to her body. With all the force she could muster, she pushed her right arm upward and the latch came free! The cocoon-like plastic fell away like the molting skin of a snake, wherever she was able to move. In seconds, with one hand, she was able to undo the latches around her throat and forehead and detach the image projector from over her eye. The bonds were not complicated and quickly relented to an expert such as herself.


  Once her left arm was released, she undid the strap below her breasts. Although all the sensations produced by the machine had been unbearably pleasurable, it was heaven to release her breasts from the constant combination of message and sucking. Next, she bent forward and expeditiously, but carefully, removed the chastity belt-like device that was anything but! She breathed a sigh of relief as she pulled out the vaginal vibrator and disengaged the clitoris pump.


  When she had freed her ankles, she gingerly lifted herself off the anal dildo. It satisfied a primal urge to get that plug out of her body.


  Dominoe swung herself off the material that had served as her “bed” and dropped down the several feet to the surface of the machine. To her chagrin, her legs immediately gave way!


  All strength had been drained from her legs by thirty-one orgasms. Try as she might, Dominoe couldn’t stand. If she were going to get away, she would have to do it on her hands and knees.


  The determined secret agent crawled over to the hatch. Fortunately, her arms and hands didn’t suffer the same deleterious effects as had her legs. She was able to twist open the handle, pull open the hatch and lower herself by her arms down the ladder.


  The fifteen steps of the ladder became fifteen handholds, but Dominoe’s upper body strength was exceptional for anyone, let alone a woman. Soon she dropped to her knees in a room directly under the machine.


  No one else was in the room, but one wall was covered by TV monitors, with a control panel protruding towards her. All five screens showed news broadcasts. Some of the pictures showed scenes of rioting and of firemen fighting conflagrations, while others used the images of destruction as background for news people holding microphones.


  Dominoe’s heart sank. Like a baby, she crawled over to the panel below the monitors. She located the volume control and raised the sound level on each screen in turn, starting at her far left:


  “This is Peter Jennings. Rioting in Harlem is completely out of control. Mayor Giuliani -“


  Dominoe recognized the voice of Dan Rather, ” - although Mayor Daley has pledged that the rioters will be dealt with sternly, the Chicago Police Department seems unable to cope with the extent of the disturbances.”


  Tom Brokaw was on camera. “Reports are coming in from Watts that a vigilante group calling itself the American Nationals has moved in to help police restore order. Extremely well armed, their arrival has been cheered by many residents.”


  The Fox News Channel and CNN told much the same story. The Aryan Nation’s race war had begun.


  Suddenly, an all-too-familiar voice rang out:


  “Hello, Dominoe.”


  Mendlson, Danny Boy and Buzz were standing in a doorway.


  “My dear Dominoe, don’t you see? I wanted you to know you had completely failed to accomplish, what I suppose was, your mission. Now that you are in possession of that knowledge, we will return you to the tender mercies of my machine, so that we may begin again…


  “… and let me assure you, this time, we will finish the experiment… and you! Franz! Otto!”


  As Danny Boy and Buzz approached, Dominoe collapsed into utter subjection, reduced to a jelly-like mass of helpless… quivering… compliant… shuddering flesh. For the first time she could remember, tears began to fall from her eyes.


  Chapter Ten


  Dominoe floated into the vagina. It was like a scene out of ‘Fantastic Voyage.’ She was tiny and the female sexual organs surrounding her were huge.


  She drifted towards the clitoris. There it was! The special spot, the secret place Dominoe had discovered when she was twelve years old.


  Unlike most children, Dominoe had felt no shame, no guilt when she discovered it - just wonder, happiness and joy. She regretted that some kids were taught to be ashamed of their bodies, rather than to revel in them.


  The cloud passed. Dominoe giggled as a wiggling oval brushed up against the clit. ‘Someone’s having a good time now!’ she thought. ‘What would Quentin say if he could see me here?’ The idea made her smile. Her colleague was always making some remark about her libido.


  Intruding upon her revelry was an image of two bikini-clad women, one a redhead, the other a brunette, bound together by the interlocking Lotuses of their legs. In the lower right hand corner of the picture flashed the number 22.


  Dominoe was so worn out by her exertions, that so far she had spent most of this second turn in The Doctor’s machine in a sort of waking dream-like state. As she had been carried up the ladder and strapped back to the bed, Mendlson had explained that his computers had been re-set. Although The Machine would utilize all the data collected from her first thirty-one orgasms, the device would re-calibrate itself so that she would not die until she endured a sixty-ninth additional climax.


  One of the skinheads made a point of telling her that last time; the latch on her right wrist had been loosened by remote control. In a moment of rare loquaciousness, he promised Dominoe that it wouldn’t come off again until she was a spent, lifeless corpse. The circular frame holding the round, blue bed on which she was stretched had then risen into the air, returning Dominoe to the center of The Machine from Hell.


  As soon as one orgasm ended, the clitoral pump sprang into action, immediately rushing Dominoe through the excitation stage. Once that pump shut off, the beautiful victim had reached a plateau. The shivering buildup of tension continued, while her heart rate and respiration increased. Dominoe’s perfect skin flushed while the outer third of her vagina began to swell dramatically.


  The Doctor’s device kept Dominoe at this level of delicious torment for varying lengths of time. Finally, an orgasm would come…


  “OOOOAAAAHHHH!!!!”


  … and then the cycle would immediately begin again.


  Dominoe’s head strained against the forehead brace. The plastic vibrated in an endless variety of ways - stroking her, massaging her, rubbing her. Amazingly, the machine was still able to provoke even greater and greater passion in the super spy. The most sensitive areas of her body were continuously caressed, tapped, tickled and sucked, driving her to heights of sensual delight far beyond anything she had ever imagined.


  Delicate fluttering against her clitoris was followed by stunning vibration, while all the time the machine stimulated her labia minora and the entrance to her vagina. Previously the computer discovered that Dominoe did indeed have a Grafenberg spot. The processor was therefore programmed to turn its attention to her G-point again and again. Over and over, Dominoe was brought to the pinnacle of rapture.


  As part of her training, Dominoe had been subjected to both mind-altering drugs and sensory deprivation. As she analyzed the sensations from all over her body, but especially those in her clit and vagina, she realized she was taking a trip very similar to those experiences. Some would say she was exploring a higher state of consciousness. Time and space seemed to warp, as tremendous discharges of electrical energy took place in her limbic cortex - the brain’s pleasure center. Periodically, awareness faded as her thoughts succumbed to the endless, crackling firestorm in her mind.


  Dominoe was shown a woman in a skin-tight black leather catsuit. Laying on her tummy, she was belted to the floor, while her hands were cuffed to her ankles. A cowl was attached to a leather strap around her elbows. The number 32 came into view.


  Dominoe was now, for her, in new territory. Every time she thought the machine must have been doing everything possible to her, the stimulation somehow increased. The machine vibrated and thrust faster and faster. The Brown Haired Beauty was stuck in an upward spiral of sexual emotion. The desire within was continuously ratcheted to higher and higher levels. Dominoe’s eroticism mounted as she found it completely impossible to keep from getting more and more excited.


  Primal lust surged through her defenseless body. Dominoe began to vocalize. “Ohhhhhh……Ahhhhhhhhhh….” she groaned. She was building to the most fantastic orgasm yet.


  “UGGGHHHHH………OHHHHHHHHHH.” All inhibitions melted away.


  “UUUUMMMMPPPPPPPPHHHHHH………..AAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH

  HHHHHHH……….YEEEEEEESSSSSSSSSSS…………” Her body was ripped by what she was sure was the ultimate orgasm. The number 39 blinked into her left eye… and the process started over once again.


  To Dominoe, it felt like every nerve in her body was aflame. Orgasms, generated by her loins, her rectum, her breasts and her mind, now piled onto each other so quickly that, if not for the counter, she wouldn’t have been sure when one ended and the next one started.


  The knowledge that the race war had begun added to her duress. She had failed in her mission. Dominoe was devastated. She felt defeated and helpless. Despair competed with ecstasy in her mind.


  Images continued to flash into her left eye, so quickly she wondered if she was seeing some of them for the first time:


  Sam Bottoms, wearing a sarong in ‘Apocalypse Now;’

  Tyra Banks on the cover of a swimsuit issue of Sports Illustrated;

  A woman, blindfolded and gagged, bound by seven coils of rope, facing a pole while a dominatrix stands behind her with a riding crop;

  Vanessa Williams in the ‘Penthouse’ pictures that lost her the Miss America crown;

  A woman in tight bondage, doubled over with her hands crossed behind her back;

  The Robin Givens ‘Playboy’ spread;

  An Asian man pinned to a wall, hands bound at his side, with two Oriental women handling his erection, obvious even through his garment, while two other Far Eastern women whipped him;

  Grace Jones, snarling, nipples erect, naked inside a tiger cage;

  One woman administering an enema to another;

  A beautiful, nude, brown-haired woman, who looked something like Dominoe herself, with 14 hands wearing large silver vibrators, touching all over her body. A woman’s hand was strategically positioned over her crotch.


  This last was followed by what Dominoe thought were the first moving images she’d seen. ‘Or are they?’ By this point, the spy could be sure of very little.


  Exploiting Dominoe’s reaction to the soundtrack, her executioners now showed her the Excessive Machine scene from ‘Barbarella.’


  Dominoe mentally complimented the actress. ‘Jane Fonda did a nice job conveying what this is like…’ but The Doctor had a surprise in store for his victim.


  Instead of continuing the footage to where Barbarella burned out Durand Durand’s Excessive Machine, Mendlson’s Machine now replayed Shelia Fox’s death struggles! Dominoe watched with horrid fascination as the lithe black woman suffered the fate that lie before the C.A.T.T. agent.


  Watching the woman’s death sent Dominoe straight into her own private world. She started to hallucinate about her recent sexual encounters:


  … Dominoe couldn’t wait any longer. Her desire had completely taken over, and now she was desperate to have him inside her. With both hands she quickly opened his pants and pulled out his full erection. She gave him a few gentle pumps with her fist and then spread herself wide over the tip and slowly impaled herself on his shaft.

  “Aaaaaaah!” Dominoe gasped as she slid herself down completely on Savan. As she was already wet inside, Savan slipped easily into her and soon Dominoe began to roll her hips back and forth until she found a comfortable rhythm.


  Savan groaned and reached up to place his palms on her thin waist as she worked on top of him. Dominoe’s head was thrown back, her eyes closed and lips parted as she gasped and moaned with pleasure…


  … Dominoe slowly stood and left the den. She heard some giggling from her bedroom and felt a compulsion to go to them. As soon as Dominoe entered her bedroom, she was met with the most beautifully erotic sight she’d ever seen. Stephanie and Trina…on the bed…stark naked…licking each other. Dominoe’s body felt a potent rush of sexual desire…and more than the air she breathed, she wanted to join them.

  .

  “Hi,” Stephanie said with a smile.


  Dominoe felt great warmth and love for Stephanie…and walked straight to the bed…openly gazing at Stephanie’s nude form. More than anything in her life, she wanted to make love to Stephanie…and she found Trina an added treat.

  Dominoe climbed onto the bed and positioned her naked beauty right between Stephanie’s legs…Trina repositioned Trina’s body between Dominoe’s legs. Stephanie’s aroma was like no aroma Dominoe had ever inhaled, and she lowered her mouth down to Stephanie’s sweet smelling pussy. Dominoe felt Trina’s tongue enter her own folds at the same time. Dominoe moaned…


  … and then, Dominoe’s favorite masturbatory fantasy came to life…


  … Dominoe was in a jungle at night, wearing camouflage fatigues and crouched in the crook of a thick tree. She raised her rifle slowly and uncapped the long-range scope.

  Peering through the lens, she spied her target, a rebel officer in fatigues of some sort.


  She fired and took him out with a clean headshot. Suddenly, a faint sound came from behind her and a knife was held at her throat.


  A muffled voice told her to freeze and to not make a sound. She was trapped.


  Then the voice ordered her to place her hands above her head. When she placed her rifle aside and did so, her wrists were quickly bound. Then she was pushed forward roughly onto her stomach over a thick horizontal limb of the tree while her rifle was kicked away.


  Her attacker was on her now, holding her head down by the hair while he cut away the fabric of her fatigues. Dominoe was scared and excited all at once. She heard him breathing heavily above her. When she felt her backside exposed, her nipples hardened.

  Then she felt him, touching her, his hands roaming and fondling, and then she heard the unmistakable sound of a zipper being opened. Dominoe felt a hard hand holding her down firmly against the tree and then the head of what she knew was a cock roaming the crevice of her quivering ass.


  When she started to open her mouth to protest, a hand was clamped tightly over her mouth, and then, all at once, her attacker entered her from behind, filling her opening deep with one hard thrust.


  Dominoe tried to scream, but nothing came out of her mouth. The attacker began to ram into her with slow deliberate strokes. She tried to squirm away, but was impaled and held firm by her captor. As one hand held her mouth shut tight, another grabbed her hair and pulled her upward painfully, arching her back as the assault continued with increasing force.


  Knowing this was her own private dream and not reality, she could not help but become aroused from the invasion of her tight slit, as her hips involuntarily began to respond by thrusting back to meet his slapping hips.

  His grunts were loud and his warm breath made her tingle with a strange sensation. When his thrusts became more vigorous, his waist pounding furiously while his cock rolled in and out of her, Dominoe began to shudder with the intense force of her first orgasm.

  She felt her captor now responding in kind to her climax, as he picked up the pace, groaning louder as he pumped away, oblivious to the surroundings. With animalistic intensity, Dominoe’s attacker now began to heave and tense as he spilt his thick load deep inside her. His shuddering climax caused Dominoe to orgasm again and again, until the two are finally out of breath, hearts pounding and perfectly still as the jungle became quiet.


  Then he pulled out…


  … but this time, unlike ever before, her attacker turned back to look at her. For the first time, she saw his face.


  It was Matt! T.B.!! The Boss!!! The Butcher who killed Elian!!!!


  This shook Dominoe out of her stupor. The number 68 swirled before her. Even though she was completely exhausted, she was not going to die in a semi-conscious fog!


  In one last supreme effort, she summoned all her remaining strength and strained against her bonds. The effort was futile. They held fast. Dominoe knew she was doomed.


  Using all the information it had gathered, the pitiless machine went about its business of inducing the ultimate orgasm. It began the process of building the tension within her so high, that the release would be fatal. Slowly, without any compassion whatsoever, the machine continued the diabolical task of driving Dominoe to her last orgasm… ever.


  Dominoe was not a religious person. She was determined to live these last few moments on her own terms. Dominoe faced the end of her existence bravely, with as much dignity as the situation allowed.


  Dominoe’s pulse raced. Her blood pressure was sky-high. Even Dominoe’s magnificent physique couldn’t tolerate this. Any second her heart, a pump that had been driven beyond its limit, pushed far too fast for far too long, would seize and stop.


  Death was only an instant away. It hurtled at her like a runaway express train… and there was nothing in the world Dominoe could do to stop it.


  Chapter Eleven


  The demise was sudden… and unexpected.


  The Machine, not Dominoe’s heart, stopped.


  Dominoe’s right eye was closed. All she could see out of her left eye were dark spots swimming in front of her. She didn’t know if she welcomed this reprieve or not. Dominoe couldn’t stand the thought of going through this a third time. If Mendlson was standing over her, waiting to tell the agent that he had sixty-nine more orgasms in store for her, she was sure she would go mad…


  “You want to take this thing back home with ‘ya?”


  ‘That voice! Could it be?’ Dominoe opened her right eye.


  It was Rook!


  The black haired man wore the standard glossy black costume of a C.A.T.T. field agent. His namesake, a blood-red rook on a light yellow background, was on a shoulder patch. He had a machine gun slung over his back, with pistols in holsters at each side. Around Dominoe he tended to act like a moonstruck adolescent, but Rook could fight his way through twenty enemy agents if necessary.


  The experienced operative had no problem releasing Dominoe from the machine, taking care to free her delicate parts. As Rook did, he quipped, “It looked like you were having a pretty good time in there. Maybe I should give it a try?”


  “Sorry,” Dominoe managed to rasp. “No boys allowed.”


  Rook could tell by instinct that Dominoe would need his help to stand, but was surprised when his comrade had to put all her weight on him. Dominoe’s legs had been turned to jelly by their exertions in the machine. It would be some time before she would be able to walk on her own.


  “What’s going on outside?” Dominoe asked as they maneuvered themselves down the ladder.


  “We’ve got a team cleaning up. Surprisingly, there’s only been token resistance. There can’t have been more than thirty Nation members on the premises.”


  This wasn’t what Dominoe meant. She had complete faith in her fellow C.A.T.T. agents… but she wondered what was happening in America’s cities… and she dreaded finding out.


  Rook led Dominoe through the TV monitor room where her previous escape attempt had ended. Dominoe’s vision cleared. They picked their way through bodies as they shuffled down a corridor towards the elevator. Among the bullet-ridden corpses were Danny Boy and Buzz.


  Inside the elevator, Dominoe’s belief that she had been on SL-2 was confirmed. She resolved to restate her question, to learn the full measure of the disaster caused by her failure.


  “Rook?”


  “Yea, Dom?”


  “What about the race war?”


  “What?” Rook asked. He seemed genuinely puzzled.


  Dominoe was as somber as Rook had ever seen the beautiful woman. She took a deep breath and continued, “What’s going on in the cities? Have the police-“


  A knowing smirk appeared on Rook’s face. Dominoe was surprised to hear a couple of soft chuckles.


  “What the hell is so funny?” Dominoe, perturbed, demanded of her cohort. She failed to see the humor in race riots.


  Rook looked like someone who had just put a big joke over on a best friend. He helped Dominoe out of the elevator as he explained, “Can’t you guess? Thanks to your message, not only were we able to locate this place by triangulation, we caught all the Aryan Nation cells in the act of sabotage! We stopped them from contaminating any water supplies!”


  Dominoe was confused. In her state of exhaustion, it took a while for the truth of what had happened to sink in. “But, those news reports! I saw the network anchormen…”


  “All faked broadcasts, my dear Dom. My, my… I thought you would have caught on! Smythe beamed them directly into the satellite dishes here at this compound. We figured if the Aryan Nation thought their plans had succeeded, they would be easier to round up… and it would be simpler to extricate you.”


  A huge smile broke across Dominoe’s face, the first heartfelt smile she had worn since she left Washington. Once again, she had succeeded in her mission!


  One thing, though, still puzzled her, “How did you ever get the networks to go along?”


  Rook gave her one of his boyish smiles as he flicked a strand of dark hair out of an eye with a shake of his head. “Some of the networks’ brass bitched, but we told them we could always arrange a visit by the I.R.S. if they didn’t want to cooperate.”


  By this time, the pair were at the glass double doors. In seconds they would be outside and Dominoe could leave this Nazi hotel behind her…


  Dominoe glimpsed a reflection in the door. Years of training overruled the almost total lack of energy in her body. In one motion, she removed her arm from Rook’s shoulder, grabbed the pistol from his near holster, dropped to one knee, spun and fired.


  A trickle of blood ran down over The Boss’s pug nose. The source of the red stain was a hole in the middle of his forehead.


  Dominoe had acted so quickly he never knew what hit him. Matt, the man who called himself T.B., had died in exactly the same manner as the last person he had murdered: the innocent, fourteen-year-old boy named Elian.


  Dominoe collapsed to the floor. Rook helped her back up, complimenting, “Nice placement.”


  He looked at Dominoe’s breasts, as if noticing for the first time that she was completely naked. “Can’t say I think much of your skin art, though…”


  The world’s greatest secret agent smiled at her best friend. She toyed with the idea of asking Rook to take her up to her room so she could get some clothes and collect her things, but decided against it. “Let’s go home. I can’t wait to get these things lasered off by C.A.T.T. medical…”


  Then she muttered under her breath, “… and it’s probably going to hurt more to get the damn things off than it did to put them on.”


  * * *


  Meanwhile, two and a half miles away, a tunnel opened up into a cave. Sitting in the cave was a brand new Volkswagen Beetle. A man in his early twenties entered the cave, calling to a much older man, struggling to make his way out of the tunnel.


  “Doctor, we made it!” Hans cried.


  Doctor Friedreich Mendlson did not share his assistant’s joy at their escape. Enraged by the failure of his grand scheme, his mind was already making plans for an attack against Jews all over the world!


  …and for revenge against a certain American female secret agent!


  THE END


  DOMINOE: RISING MOON

  By Trent Wolf & C.T.


  Prologue


  It was late summer, 1943. In a shabby back room in San Francisco’s Chinatown, a Japanese man lay on a cot as he stared at the ceiling.


  The man was without one arm and one leg. Crude bandages wrapped the stumps of the missing limbs. It was warm and humid in the poorly ventilated room and the man sweated profusely.


  ‘Where had it all gone wrong?’ the spy wondered, for easily the hundredth time. He had come so close to bringing the United States to its knees. Now, word of his disgrace had probably reached all the way to the Emperor.


  The man knew the reason for his defeat. ‘How could I anticipate interference from such a fantastic quarter?!’ he rationalized.


  If not for his network of fifth columnists, he would be in the Americans’ hands. Threats against his “host’s” family back in China would keep him safe for the time being, perhaps even for the duration of the war, but he despaired of ever returning to Japan.


  All these thoughts occupied the man’s mind, when suddenly a ball of light appeared at the foot of his bed, hovering in the air!


  The man was stunned. Although it was hot, he wasn’t feverish. ‘This isn’t a delusion!’ he told himself. His mind was clear. This was real!


  Slowly, the outline of two figures began to form out of the light. The man could hardly believe the vision that swam into view!


  On the right was the figure of a Japanese girl in her mid- to late teens. She had serious features and short, light brown or tan colored hair. A single gold loop ring pierced her left earlobe. If not for the protrusions of her breasts, she could have passed for a young man.


  On the left was another Japanese girl of approximately the same age. Uncommonly beautiful, she wore a kind, gentle expression. Her white-gloved right thumb was under her chin while her index finger ran parallel to her lips, which, like the other girl’s, were highlighted with a dash of gold. A bit shorter than her companion, this girl had long flowing hair, which astonishingly was dark green!


  Just as surprising were the girls’ clothes. They seemed to be inspired by the sailor suits worn by Japanese schoolgirls. Such uniforms were derived from those worn by the Imperial Japanese Navy during the reign of Emperor Mutsuhito. His enlightened rule ran from 1867 to his death in 1912.


  But there had never been schoolgirls’ uniforms such as these! The tops were basically white, with short sleeves. Both had large bows in the front at the base of their V-necklines. The short-haired girl’s bow was yellow, brighter than her hair, while the green-haired one’s bow was a dark blue-green, looking something like the sea.


  Darker bows were fastened at the waist in the back of their uniforms. Dark, triple bands trimmed and served as contrast to the white material of their tops and their short white gloves.


  Both wore tiaras with a gemstone in the middle of their foreheads. The taller girl had on boots with a short heel, while her partner featured high-heels with green wraps around her ankles.


  What really set the outfits apart from the usual schoolgirl’s sailor suits, though, were the skirts. The bottom of their skin-tight white tops again ended in a V-shape. From there, extremely short skirts bloomed. Dark in color, the skirts nearly matched the trim of their tops.


  The effect was striking. Both girls seemed to have improbably long legs: athletic, yet utterly feminine.


  The pair floated before the man, their feet aligned so they faced him in a V formation. They regarded the man with curious interest.


  “Pardon us, sensei,” the green-haired girl began in perfect Japanese, “would you please tell us what year it is?”


  At first the man was dumbstruck, but he eventually found his voice, “By the Western calendar, the year is 1943.”


  The androgynous figure frowned, but the shorter one smiled. She looked around and then continued, “Would you please tell us where we are?”


  “In the city of San Francisco, in the United States of America,” the man answered.


  “Huh,” the other girl grunted. In a raspy voice she said, “Pluto set us down some thirty-five years too soon, on the wrong side of the ocean!”


  “Not bad, though,” the green-haired girl replied, a smile in her soft voice, “out of a thousand years and over millions of kilometers.” She turned to the man, “Thank you, sensei.”


  She turned back to her companion. “Let’s concentrate.”


  The pair closed their eyes. The gems on their tiaras began to glow. As the light from the stones became brighter, they slowly began to fade from view. Then, with a final flash, they were gone.


  Dominoe Seven: Part One by C.T.


  Dominoe did not hate the victims of Savan’s virus. On the contrary, she felt sorry for them.


  The madman’s creation blocked the victims’ inhibitions. With powerful men who harbored secret dreams of conquest, that could lead to war. Other men’s darkest desires, however, lay in - - - other areas.


  Kiriyama Jytaro, was known as “the lead star of the Japanese economy in the world.” The old, but still virile, man was head of the Kiriyama zaibatsu - a family owned conglomerate. Davis told Dominoe that Kiriyama was the hidden leader of Japan’s economic industries.


  “If Kiriyama is tainted by scandal, the repercussions on the world’s economy could be devastating,” Davis explained to Dominoe. The manner in which the head of C.A.T.T. worldwide operations delivered the statement made his number one agent believe the threat was quite serious indeed.


  Rumors had surfaced around the Pacific Rim that various young women and girls were last seen in the company of Sakai Ichiro, a recently hired employee of Kiriyama’s. The Tokyo police could prove nothing, but no further trace of any of the girls was ever found.


  Dominoe reserved her enmity for those such as Sakai. The 23 year old American was disgusted by people who would sell their souls for money. Dominoe had met many such people, people so evil themselves, she had come to the conclusion they never had any humanity to begin with.


  C.A.T.T. intelligence reported that Sakai considered himself something of a 21st Century samurai. Dominoe had to admit to herself that she was looking forward to encountering such a character. The super secret agent was also anticipating her first visit to Japan in nine years.


  Dominoe’s and Sakai’s paths finally crossed in one of Tokyo’s seedier nightspots. The beautiful American was disappointed at what she saw, leaning up against the far end of the bar. Sakai was 28 years old, five foot, nine inches tall and weighed about 155 pounds. Dressed in loose-fitting, black clothes, he had short hair and what appeared to be a three day’s growth of beard on his face.


  As she walked toward him, however, Dominoe was impressed with one thing about Sakai - his penetrating eyes. They sparkled as Dominoe approached. They liked what they saw.


  Sakai flashed a cold smile. In broken English, he said, “Good evening. My name is Ichiro Sakai.”


  Dominoe bowed. She then replied in perfect, although accented, Japanese, “Good evening Sakai-sama. My name is Anderson Mina.”


  Sakai’s eyebrows shot up. Dominoe was wearing a tight, brown leather outfit that featured her bare midriff. Stylish mid-heeled boots completed the ensemble. She had not tried to disguise her beautiful Occidental features. Sakai hadn’t expected a Western woman to speak fluent Japanese, nor to be versed in the use of honorifics.


  “Very impressive, Anderson-san. You are American, are you not?”


  “Hai, Sakai-sama.” Dominoe indicated she was, gave another short bow and lowered her eyes. Her manner was respectful, but not obsequious.


  Sakai could hardly believe his good fortune. Kiriyama had been after him to procure something very special this evening. This woman would certainly fit the bill.


  “Did you know your given name, Mina, sounds a lot like the word for ‘everyone’ in Japanese?”


  Dominoe looked into Sakai’s eyes and smiled, “Hai, Sakai-sama.”


  “May I buy you a drink?”


  “I would like that very much, Sakai-sama. Sake, please.”


  Sakai grinned again, this time a little more earnestly. “Of course,” he said. It didn’t take much hot rice wine to get most Westerners quite drunk. This was turning out to be ridiculously easy.


  * * *


  Less than an hour later, Sakai had convinced “Mina-san” to accompany him in his car. Dominoe acted suitably impressed that Sakai had his own automobile, especially when it turned out to be one of Japan’s most expensive models. Sakai explained that there was someone he wanted her to meet.


  After a short drive, they approached a mansion, surrounded by a high, metal-bar fence. Sakai pushed a button on the dashboard. Gates swung open. They drove through and around to the back of the mansion, discreetly out of view from the street.


  Sakai stopped the car and hopped out. As he had seen in many American movies, he raced around and opened the door for Dominoe. He then led her by the arm up the steps to the impressive back entrance.


  Inside, he instructed Dominoe to walk through what looked like an airport metal detector. “The man you are about to meet is very important. He must be protected. I hope you do not mind, Mina-san.”


  “Of course not, Sakai-sama.” Dominoe suspected that the device, as well as serving as a metal detector, also searched for concealed cameras, listening and tracking devices. Fortunately, she didn’t need such gizmos to successfully complete her mission.


  Dominoe walked through the arch without incident. Seconds later, a heavyset man in an expensive, hand-tailored suit appeared. The man had a white goatee, thick eyebrows and three stray white hairs in the middle of his forehead. He appeared to be in his mid- to late seventies.


  Sakai bowed deeply as the man walked toward them. “Mina-san, it is an honor to present

  Kiriyama Jytaro-sama!”


  Dominoe also bowed. “Kiriyama-sama, I am unworthy to be in your presence.” This time, she kept her eyes on the floor. She had glimpsed enough already, however, to convince her that this was indeed Kiriyama Jytaro, even though no recent pictures of him were available.


  Kiriyama grasped Dominoe’s right hand and, in a very Western gesture, kissed the back of it. “I disagree, Mina-san. It is I who is unworthy to be in the presence of such beauty.”


  “Kiriyama-sama is too kind,” Dominoe replied, raising her eyes only slightly.


  “Ichiro-kun, you may leave us.” Kiriyama returned his attention to his female guest. "Come my dear. Let me show you my collections.”


  Kiriyama was world-renowned for his collection of all types of rare art. Dominoe, believed, however, that it wouldn’t be long before he insisted on examining her “treasures.”


  * * *


  It had taken quite a while for Dominoe to get the old man sufficiently aroused for the anti-virus to work. When he finally reached that point, Dominoe grabbed Kiriyama by the face and initiated a deep, open-mouthed kiss.


  While their lips were locked, Dominoe expertly dislodged a capsule, disguised as a tooth where one of her wisdom teeth would have been, with her tongue. Then, during the extended French kiss, she forced it down Kiriyama’s throat.


  The innocent victim of Savan’s virus was short of breath after the lengthy osculation. Whether he realized he had swallowed something would have been hard to say. In any event, within seconds Kiriyama fell backwards onto the nearby bed, unconscious.


  Dominoe had barely time to congratulate herself on freeing another person from the effects of Savan’s insidious virus, when she felt a blow to the back of her neck! She was astonished to discover that she couldn’t move!


  Sakai walked around in front of Dominoe and checked on Kiriyama. Apparently, Sakai did possess some warrior skills. Dominoe surmised Sakai must have been watching Kiriyama and her via a hidden camera. When Kiriyama collapsed onto the bed, Sakai must have silently entered the room and struck.


  Sakai turned to face Dominoe. “I do not know what your game is Mina-san, but you shall soon wish you never played it. I am glad Kiriyama-sama seems to be alright, although that is irrelevant in regards to your fate.”


  The self-styled samurai sat on the bed next to Kiriyama’s supine form and looked up at Dominoe. He seemed to be in no particular hurry. Dominoe stood helplessly before him, unmoving. “Kiriyama-sama likes to think I just pay off the girls I bring to him and then send them on their way. What he either does not know or does not want to know is that instead, I take them to a special room I have constructed in an old bomb shelter adjacent to the wine cellar.


  “You are probably wondering what I have done to you. By hitting a vital nerve cluster, I have paralyzed your voluntary muscles. Fortunately for you, the blow does not effect your autonomic functions and is temporary. Unfortunately for you, by the time it wears off, it really will not matter.”


  Sakai rose to his feet. “Well, Mina-san, shall we get started?” he asked rhetorically. “Let me convey you to my playroom.”


  Sakai bent over and put his shoulder into Dominoe’s abdomen. He then lifted her up in a fireman’s carry.


  Dominoe’s vision was limited to the directions her head bobbed as she was transported on Sakai’s shoulder. She had not seen or heard any servants in the house since her arrival. She supposed Kiriyama and Sakai both made sure the house was empty when they entertained “guests.”


  In moments, Sakai and his burden arrived at the back of the wine cellar in the mansion’s basement. Once there, he unceremoniously deposited Dominoe on the floor, before swinging aside a wall-mounted wine rack. Behind was a door.


  Sakia took a key out of his pocket, unlocked the door and opened it. He then picked Dominoe up and held her so she could see into the room.


  “Behold, Mina-san! The last room you shall ever enter!”


  Dominoe thought she was beyond being shocked. After facing the likes of Donna Matrix, she believed she had experienced the lowest depths of depravity to which a human being could sink.


  She was wrong.


  Before her was a torture chamber. Inside were the traditional devices: the rack, wheel, thumbscrew, iron maiden and the like. She had seen much worse. That was not what was so horrific.


  There was a long table facing the doorway. On the table were at least fifteen human skulls! Two were noticeably smaller than the rest.


  Sakai sat Dominoe against the wall. He then walked over to his “trophies” and picked up one. He casually polished the skull against his sleeve as he commented, “This girl was something special. Oh, the screams she made!”


  Dominoe’s mind reeled - not from what was about to happen to her, but from the knowledge that similar things had been done to so many others! Somehow she must escape! To stop this monster before he snuffed out another young life!


  That was going to prove, however, to be extremely difficult. Her first thought was to use the C.A.T.T. technique to shut her body down. She surmised that Sakai would not be satisfied to torture someone who was unconscious.


  Unfortunately, the blow Sakai had delivered to her nervous system inhibited her ability to apply the anti-interrogation technique. Dominoe would have think of something else.


  Sakai picked Dominoe up again. He carried her into the torture chamber and laid her upon another table, which ran at a right angle beyond the middle of Sakai’s skull “shrine.”


  “Before you join your predecessors on my table of honor, I have a most unusual experience for you. It is a procedure samurai were known to apply to disobedient women. You may discover you even enjoy it, for a while. First, however, there is much to be done.”


  After closing and locking the door, Sakai, not unexpectedly, began the process of removing Dominoe’s clothes. Slowly he pulled off her boots, then her socks. Obviously, he was enjoying every second of disrobing her.


  Sakai unbuttoned her short jacket. He was surprised to discover only an athletic bra underneath. Next, he wiggled his hands beneath the waistband of Dominoe’s brown leather pants. He then peeled them off, revealing pure white panties.


  The sadist was gratified and amazed to discover that the shape of Dominoe’s chest was all her. He had assumed such features were not to be found in nature, but no padding or support was necessary for the glories that were Dominoe’s breasts.


  Finally, his deft hands pulled down Dominoe’s underpants. She was now nude, before as mad and as evil an adversary as she had ever faced. Dominoe was totally vulnerable, completely unable to prevent Sakai from doing anything he wished with or to her body.


  Sakai turned Dominoe over onto her stomach, turning her head on its left ear. The torturer leaned over and whispered into her right, “I find intense pain followed by intense pleasure to be an effective combination. I believe you will discover one heightens the other. I shall demonstrate.”


  Sakai’s fingers found more vital nerves on Dominoe’s prone body. Agonizing pressure clamps were applied. Even with all her training, Dominoe had no idea such pain could be delivered without any instruments other than the human hands.


  Involuntary tears began to fall out of Dominoe’s eyes. Moisture from her right ran across the bridge of her nose. She was strong enough to take this for days without breaking, but she at least wished she could move or at least say something to her tormentor. As it was, she could do nothing but lie there, suffering in silence.


  After an interminable period, the nature of the experience suddenly changed. “I am sure you have noticed I have now moved on to the pleasurable side of the equation. I am well-versed in a mystical martial art that uses massage and pressure points to disrupt the nervous system of the human body. This massage first effects the body much like curare. It also makes the victim quite limber and easy to manipulate.”


  Dominoe still had feeling, but could not make her muscle respond. The seductive massage to which she was now being subjected loosened and relaxed her muscles, joints and ligaments, continuing to make movement impossible.


  Now Sakai turned his attention to other areas of her body. His acupressure began to heighten the woman’s skin sensitivity, effecting Dominoe’s libido and creating an unbearable sense of sexual excitement and frustration!


  Having driven his captive to this point, Sakai suddenly stopped! If she had been able, Dominoe would have gasped. This was worse than pain, to have this much tension built up within and then being denied release.


  Dominoe had noticed a wooden beam running the width of the room above the far end of the table on which she had been set. The beam was some seven feet from the floor. She was surprised when Sakai jumped up to stand upon the table.


  After a couple of minutes, Sakai grabbed her by her right ankle. In an unexpected show of strength, he managed to lift Dominoe off the table by one ankle and turn her around. He then secured her right ankle to the wooden beam with a double set of heavy rope loops. Sakai quickly repeated the procedure with her left ankle.


  Dominoe was now hanging upside-down. The American’s legs were held at slightly more than shoulder-width apart. Her brown hair hung loosely, almost touching the floor.


  Sakai pushed the table Dominoe had been laying on to the side. “You know, Mina-san,” Sakai began almost conversationally, “it is amazing how much pain can be delivered using the most simple of items. Previously, I demonstrated what I could do with just my bare hands. Now - - -”


  Dominoe heard the sound and then smelled the scent of a match being struck. Sakai kneeled and held a long red wax candle in his left hand and a lighted match in his right in front of the inverted agent. He lit the candle and then stood up.


  Dominoe felt something along the inside of her left knee. In an instant it became a burning sensation, a sensation that grew and grew in intensity. A similar sensation suddenly manifested on the inside of her right knee. Dominoe knew what was happening! Sakai was dripping hot wax along the inside of her legs!


  The agent had been tortured by fire before, but having the inside of her legs hot waxed was something new. She also realized the psychological aspect to what Sakai was doing to her. If he persisted, before long red-hot wax would run into her sex!


  Sakai spoke. “Being a smart young American girl, I am sure you have figured out what will happen if I continue. Would you like that? Fiery wax running into your vagina? Coating your sexual organs?”


  Minutes passed. Dominoe could feel the trail of wax creeping closer and closer to its destination. Sweat began to pour off the woman, dripping onto the floor.


  “But, no!” Sakai said suddenly. “If I were allow that to happen, it would most certainly interfere with your ultimate fate.” Sakai blew out the candle and set it down.


  The mad samurai wanna-be disappeared out of Dominoe’s field of vision. When he returned, he was carrying what appeared to be more ropes. He began tying them around Dominoe.


  The Brown-Haired Bombshell could instantly tell these were no ordinary ropes. They felt slick around her, with an oily wetness. They didn’t bind her as much as embrace her.


  “How do you like these special silken ropes, Mina-san? They have been treated with a unique oil, the formula for which I obtained from a secret samurai text."


  Dominoe’s hands were tied securely behind her back. The ropes that constituted her bondage made a diamond pattern across her torso, framing her magnificent breasts perfectly. On the ends, the cords ran behind her neck and over her vagina and anus.


  “This tie is called Japanese Diamond Torso Bondage. It is designed to constantly masturbate you. With each breath, the ropes move, ever so slightly, to continually sexually stimulate you. I would say you are but moments from your first orgasm."


   The experience was reminiscent of Mendlson’s machine. The feelings weren’t quite as intense, but Dominoe could feel the lubricated silk bonds massaging her breasts, her anus and her sexual organs. It was not unpleasant, far from it! She felt, however, that at any second she would lose control.


  Sakai continued with his explanation. “As long as you keep breathing, you will experience climax after climax. The problem is, how long will you stay alive?


  “The paralysis should just about be worn off. Being upside down, any sudden movement of your neck or spinal column could cause serious injury or death. Already, you circulation is being effected. Blood flow to your extremities is slowly being cut off. Lack of movement will eventually cause blood to fill in your lungs. With the rise in blood pressure caused by multiple orgasms, there is a very good chance that soon you will suffer a fatal brain aneurysm.”


  Dominoe discovered she was beginning to be able to move. Tied as she was, however, that ability was limited to her head and bending her knees. Her arms and hands were cunningly immobilized. Without some sort of cutting tool, she didn’t see how she was going to get out of this one.


  “Well, Mina-san, I think I will leave you to it for a while. I have got to go check on Kiriyama-sama.” Sakai indicated a camera above the doorway. “Then I think I will watch you from the privacy of my own room. I will be sure to be back, however, before the climax!


  “Once you are dead, I will add your skull to the table. You should be honored, having your life sacrificed for the glory of a great samurai such as myself!”


  “Konchikisho!” Dominoe was finally able to say. The Japanese term, roughly meaning, “You animal,” was the worst insult possible in the language.


  Sakai bristled, then smiled. “A lady to the last, eh, Mika-san?” He then left, closing and locking the door behind him.


  Dominoe was now alone. She had been captured, stripped, massaged, tortured and now masturbated. The sexual feelings engendered by the bondage raged within her. Each breath increased her sexual tension. The ropes rubbed against her body, enticing her, arousing her.


  Soon her body would betray her. Dominoe was heading toward a climax that couldn't be denied. She doubted she could hold out much longer. The effect was relentless.


  Without warning, Dominoe achieved orgasm. This set off an inevitable chain reaction. In moments, she was writhing uncontrollably, unable to escape - - - just rhythmically thrashing as climax followed climax. Her orgasmic flailing set her on the path to her next climax - - - with the cycle perpetually repeating, seemingly unable to stop itself once it started. Shutting her body down was now completely out of the question.


  Dominoe stifled the urge to squeal and moan in response to the sensual embrace. She felt as if her body was floating, held together only by the ropes of her bondage.


  Still, she could detect a subtle difference from Mendlson’s machine. She doubted the orgasms alone would ever be enough to prove fatal.


  Sakai was right. It was being strung up upside down, in combination with her elevated blood pressure, that would kill her. Somehow, she had to calm herself down, slow her heart rate and stay alive until the opportunity to escape presented itself.


  Maybe if she thought about when she first came to Japan, some nine years ago - - -


  Dominoe: Rising Moon


  Introduction


  
    
      Arthur C. Clarke once said that if technology is sufficiently advanced, it is indistinguishable from magic. This is known as Clarke’s Third Law.

    
  

  As you might suspect, the Earth is not the home of the first intelligent life in the universe. The universe’s first civilization took as its goal the promotion of peace and harmony throughout the cosmos.


  To that end, they created and assigned what came to be known as Sailor Soldiers to all the planets of a solar system that harbored sentient life, even if life was found on only one of the system's planets. These Sailor Soldiers have been fighting since the creation of our galaxy, against evil and those who infringe on peace.


  Around the beginning of the Christian Era on Earth, these first beings brought a select few from our planet and established them upon the Earth’s moon. With their unimaginably advanced technology, they were able to provide an atmosphere in one of the valleys on the moon and terra-form part of the lunar surface to sustain life.


  As was their custom, Sailor Soldiers were also established on every planet. The Soldiers from the inner planets, Jupiter and inward toward the sun, were allowed to visit this Moon Kingdom.


  The Sailor Soldiers and the inhabitants of the moon were blessed with fantastically long life spans. A hundred years of life aged them but one year of our lives.


  Queen Serenity was the ruler of this Moon Kingdom. To advise her, she was provided with two advisors from the planet Mau. To eliminate any temptation these advisors might have to rule themselves, they were changed into the form of cats.


  For a thousand years, our moon was home to this great civilization. During this period, known as the Silver Millennium, everything was peaceful.


  Then, around 1000 C. E., the evil Queen Beryl emerged. Her goal was to conquer first the moon, then the universe! To defeat the Moon Kingdom, Beryl unleashed the awesome power of the Dark Kingdom.


  Her world destroyed, Queen Serenity, at the cost of her own life, sealed off Queen Beryl and the Dark Kingdom, using the power of the Silver Imperium Crystal and the Crescent Moon Wand. Queen Serenity’s last act was to send her daughter - the Moon Princess, the cat advisors and the Inner Sailor Soldiers to the future on Earth, to the time when once again Queen Beryl and the Dark Kingdom would arise.


  The Sailor Soldiers emerged in late twentieth century Japan to challenge Queen Beryl. In a fantastic battle, Sailor Moon defeated the Dark Kingdom.


  Some three months after that battle, our story begins - - -


  Chapter One: A New Student Arrives


  It was a rare Monday at Juu-ban School. For one of the few times in her scholastic career, Tsukino Usagi was actually a few minutes early!


  Usagi was taking advantage of the opportunity to talk to Osaka Naru. Naru had been Usagi’s best friend for a long time. Usagi felt a little guilty. Ever since Ami and the others had come into her life, she found she had less time to spend with Naru.


  Usagi tried to include Naru in their activities as much as possible, but one never knew when the Sailor Senshi would be called into action. Not only was protecting their secret identities awkward in Naru’s presence, but Usagi didn’t want to expose Naru to danger. As it was, Naru seemed to have a knack for being attacked anyway!


  “Usagi-chan, what do you think happened to Natsumi-san?” Naru asked. “I heard the top of the Juban Odyssey Apartments where they lived was practically destroyed!”


  “Oh, I think they’re alright, Naru-chan,” Usagi tried to reassure her friend. Usagi could hardly tell Naru that Natsumi and her brother Seijuurou were really aliens who Sailor Moon and the rest of the Sailor Senshi had ultimately been able to help. “But I doubt we’ll be seeing either of them again.”


  Except for her constant problem with her grades, life was good for Usagi. The Dark Kingdom had been defeated. Mamoru had recovered his memory. Maybe Sailor Moon wouldn’t be needed for awhile.


  Being a princess and having a prince for a boyfriend was a dream come true. Usagi treasured her friendships with Ami, Rei, Makoto and Minako. The fighting, though, Usagi could do without. She hoped now she would have the chance to be an ordinary teenage girl - - - with an extraordinary boyfriend!


  Sakurada Haruna, Usagi’s and Naru’s eighth grade teacher, entered the classroom. Usagi noticed that someone was standing in the doorway, but she couldn’t see who it was.


  Haruna-sensei called the class to order. “Class, may I have your attention.” The students immediately quieted down and took their seats. “As it appears that Natsumi-kun won’t be returning to us, we’ve been assigned another new student.” Haruna-sensei extended an arm towards the door. “This is Dominoe-kun. She is an exchange student from the United States.”


  From the first time she had seen her friend Rei, Usagi had been impressed by Rei’s beauty. Exotically pretty, with an elegant face and flowing movements, Usagi still appreciated Rei’s good looks, even though the two of them often argued.


  This American girl, however, was in another class entirely! Usagi had never seen anyone remotely like her. She had stylishly curled brown hair, a perfect face and dazzling white teeth. She looked to be about Usagi’s age, fourteen. Assuming what was under her sailor schoolgirl uniform was real, her figure even surpassed Makoto’s! She had bronze tanned skin and moved with a feline grace that reminded Usagi of Luna.


  Usagi could tell that instantly every boy in the class was smitten with this new arrival. Even Gurio Umino, who was fiercely loyal to Naru, couldn’t take his eyes off the newcomer.


  Despite Dominoe’s appearance, as the day progressed, Usagi found that she felt sorry for the new student. Although Dominoe spoke passable Japanese, it was somewhat stilted. Usagi’s sympathy for Dominoe was heightened when the American was given the mathematics test for which the entire eighth grade class had been studying. ‘Given a test on your first day. Ouch!’ Usagi thought.


  Usagi and Naru tried to join Dominoe for lunch, but were unable to fight their way past all the boys who surrounded the exchange student’s table. The boys were taking great delight in her American accent. Usagi resolved to introduce herself to Dominoe after school and walk her home.


  After the final bell, Usagi did manage to catch up to her quarry. “Dominoe-san, my name is Tsukino Usagi."


  Dominoe turned and looked at Usagi with a brilliant smile. Then, as if remembering something, her expression got serious and she bowed. “I am very pleased to meet you, Usagi-san.”


  Usagi stifled the urge to giggle and returned the bow. Then she asked, “Would you like to go to the arcade? I’m meeting some of my friends there.”


  Dominoe gave Usagi a melancholy look. “No. I’m sorry, Usagi-san. This is my first day at school, I need to go straight - - - home.”


  The way Dominoe said “home” piqued Usagi’s curiosity. “Would you mind if I walked with you?” Usagi asked.


  “Why, no, not at all!” Dominoe answered, shooting Usagi a wide grin. “I’d like that very much!”


  It took some time for the two girls to get under way. Every few steps Dominoe had to politely deflect the attentions of some male student. Finally, they were able to leave the Juu-ban School grounds. There seemed to be no question that Dominoe knew where she was going.


  “Where do you live?” Usagi asked.


  “At the American Embassy,” Dominoe answered.


  “Ah-so?” Usagi said. ‘That’s strange,’ Usagi thought. “Is one of your parents a diplomat?”


  Dominoe seemed to choose her next words carefully. “My - - - guardian is staying there. I - - - don’t really have any parents.”


  A year ago this statement would have shocked Usagi, but her experiences with Rei and Makoto, not to mention Mamoru, had made her comfortable with such situations. For the moment, however, Usagi decided to change the topic of conversation. “Where did you used to live, Dominoe-san?”


  Again, Dominoe took time to consider her response. Then, as if deciding there was no harm in answering, she said, “Key West, Florida.”


  “Florida! Oh, wow!” Not being that great of a geography student (or any kind of student, for that matter!) Usagi had no idea where Key West was, but she had certainly heard of Florida. “I love the ocean - when it’s warm,” she added.


  “Oh, its warm in Key West year around, Usagi-san.” Dominoe explained. “There are very few days when you can’t swim there.”


  Then an expression of concern crossed Dominoe’s face. “Uh, Usagi-san, won’t your friends be expecting you at the arcade? I assume we’re going out of your way?”


  “Oh, that’s alright,” Usagi answered. “Trust me. My friends are used to me being late!”


  Meanwhile, at the arcade - - -


  Minako had challenged Ami to the Formula One Road Race game. “She who laps last, laps best!” Minako declared. Ami just shook her head.


  While they were getting under way, Makoto was trying to attract the attention of Furuhata Motoki, the handsome young man who worked at the arcade. In a private corner, Rei was with the cats, Luna and Artemis, fuming.


  “That Usagi! Once again she keeps us here waiting! Ami-chan and Mako-chan said she wasn’t in detention. I’ve got things to do back at the shrine! I wonder if she’s run off with Mamoru-san? I’m not going to wait here all afternoon! She is totally -”


  Luna and Artemis rolled their cats’ eyes. This was nothing they hadn’t heard many times before - - -


  Dominoe and Usagi reached the gate of the American Embassy. The Marine on guard gave the pretty young Dominoe a warm greeting in English, “How was the first day of school, Miss Dominoe? And who’s your friend?”


  “Oh, fine, Marine, fine,” Dominoe answered. “And this is Usagi.”


  Usagi’s English was terrible, but she did recognize her own name. Guessing she had just been introduced, she smiled at the Marine and bowed, her two long ponytails almost touching the asphalt.


  “Well, Usagi-san, thank you for walking with me,” Dominoe said. “I’m sorry, I can’t have any guests - - - yet. Maybe some other time?”


  “That’s okay, Dominoe-san,” Usagi replied. “I guess I should be getting to the arcade.”


  “Usagi-san,” Dominoe began earnestly, “you’ve made me feel very welcome. I think I’ll enjoy going to your school.” Dominoe smiled again. “Sayonara!”


  “Sayonara, Dominoe-san!”


  Dominoe walked through the gate and up the path to the embassy building side entrance. The sidewalk was surrounded by a perfectly manicured garden. Dominoe opened the heavy wood and glass door and made her way inside.


  As this was American territory, Dominoe felt no need to remove her shoes and put on the customary Japanese slippers. Anyway, Dominoe walked so lightly that her street shoes hardly made a sound as she glided down the tiled corridor.


  The door to her “guardian’s” office was open. As he, too, had just arrived, he hadn’t yet been assigned a secretary. Davis, the Florida Coast Section Chief, was on leave from his usual post for this special assignment.


  “Good afternoon, sir,” Dominoe said, announcing her presence.


  Davis had been working at his desk, in the process of straightening out some files. He looked up and said, “Good afternoon, Dominoe. How was your first day in the Japanese educational system?”


  “Fine, sir,” Dominoe responded.


  Davis looked at the young woman before him with almost fatherly concern. It had been his idea to bring Dominoe to Japan. It had taken many hours of persuading his C.A.T.T. superiors before the mission had finally been approved.


  Davis felt this experience would be very important to Dominoe’s development. Not only would it improve her fluency in Japanese, but she would gain important social skills. Adapting to a foreign culture would be vital to her future undercover work.


  Then, of course, there was that other matter. “Anything unusual happen in school today?”


  “No, sir,” Dominoe said. She allowed herself one of her rare smiles in front of Davis. “As you expected, many of the boys wanted to flirt with me.” Dominoe then paused. “There was this one girl, though. She may prove to be a good source of information.”


  “Excellent,” Davis complimented. “Why don't you head on down to the basement? Your jujitsu master is waiting for you."


  Not long after Dominoe began her afternoon’s training, Usagi arrived at the Crown Game Center - - -


  “Usagi, where have you been?” Rei shouted across the arcade.


  “Hai, Usagi-chan,” Makoto continued, “we were beginning to worry that you had been attacked by a youma or a cardian or something!”


  “Oh, hi everyone,” Usagi said sheepishly. “No, nothing like that. I was just walking a new student home.”


  Minako and Ami had finished their game. “A cute boy?” Minako asked with sudden interest, her blue eyes shining brightly.


  “No, Minako-chan,” Usagi explained. “Dominoe-san is a girl. She’s an exchange student from America.”


  “Another new student?” Makoto asked suspiciously. “You know what the last new student turned out to be.”


  Usagi looked surprised. The thought had never occurred to her. “Guys! I’m sure Dominoe-san isn’t an alien.”


  Ami flipped open her Sailor Mercury pocket super-computer. “Well, I may be able to check her out.”


  “Ami-chan!” Usagi protested. “Every new student isn’t necessarily an enemy!”


  “I seem to recall, Usagi-chan, that at first you thought I might be from the Dark Kingdom,” Ami reminded Usagi, whose sheepish look returned. Ami then asked, “Did she mention where she’s from?”


  “Key West, Florida,” Usagi remembered, “- - - in the United States.”


  “Is ‘Dominoe’ her family name or her given name?”


  “I don’t know,” Usagi admitted.


  Just then Motoki wandered over. “What’s that, Ami-san? Something new from Nintendo?”


  Makoto grabbed Motoki by the arm and steered him back the other way. “Motoki-san, what’s it like to be in charge of all these sophisticated machines? It must be quite a responsibility! Tell me - - -”


  Ami’s fingers flew over her mini-keyboard. The other three girls and the two cats crowded around the girl genius expectantly. They were in a quiet corner of the arcade, and, thanks to Makoto’s intervention, safe from prying eyes and ears.


  “Hmmmm,” Ami announced. “There’s no record of any ‘Dominoe’ attending public school in Key West, Florida. Of course, she might have attended a private school.” Ami hit more buttons. “And there’s no record of anyone named ‘Dominoe’ being born in Monroe County, Florida, in either 1977, ‘78 or ‘79.”


  “She didn’t say she was born there,” Usagi pointed out in defense of her new friend.


  Ami put her computer away. “Usagi-chan!” Ami said suddenly, as if something had just occurred to her. “Do you know what ‘dominoe’ means in English?”


  “It’s some sort of game, isn’t it?” Usagi said uncertainly as Makoto returned to the group.


  “Hai,” Ami agreed, “but not only that. It also can mean a person wearing a mask!”


  This revelation stunned everyone. Rei finally broke the silence. Although she and Usagi often bickered, the temple maiden considered Usagi her closest friend. Rei could tell the Moon Princess was genuinely upset at the prospect that Dominoe might be a new adversary.


  “Usagi,” Rei suggested, “Why don’t you invite Dominoe-san to come to the arcade? That will give all of us a chance to meet her.”


  Usagi explained she had invited Dominoe today, but that the American couldn't come. Then Usagi continued, “O.K., Rei-chan. Let’s try for after school on Thursday. That will give her a chance to ask her guardian tomorrow. Evidently, they live at the American Embassy.”


  This bit of news sparked another round of questions and answers between the Sailor Team and their leader - - -


  Chapter Two: Getting to Know Her


  The next morning, Usagi was up early and, for an unprecedented second day in a row, made it to school before the bell. Usagi was anxious to talk to Dominoe.


  The previous night, it had taken some time before Usagi had fallen asleep. She confided in Luna that she just couldn’t believe Dominoe was evil!


  When Usagi entered Juu-ban School, she could see that the test scores from the previous day’s mathematics exam were posted. Usagi dreaded finding out her grade, but she decided it was better to get it over with.


  As she approached, she heard other students talking:


  “Can you believe it?”


  “She’d only been here a couple of hours!”


  “I’d heard their schools were no good.”


  Usagi made her way to the bulletin board. There was her score, near the bottom as usual, but not as bad as sometimes. Then, what she saw next stunned her to her core!


  ‘Ami didn’t get the high score!’ Ever since Ami had arrived at Usagi’s school, Ami had gotten the highest grade, except for that one time Ryo outscored her, in every test in every subject. Yet today, there was Ami’s name, in second place, behind - - -


  ‘Dominoe!?!?!’


  Usagi looked around and saw Dominoe a short way down the hall. Just then, Ami came up next to Usagi.


  “Ami-chan!” Usagi was unsure what to say. “Uh - - - the American must be pretty smart.”


  “Hai, she must,” Ami agreed. Usagi was glad to see that Ami didn’t seem to be upset. “I missed one question, but she got a perfect score.”


  “Would you like to meet her?” Usagi asked.


  “Hai, I would.”


  Usagi and Ami walked over to Dominoe. Naru and Umino were standing in awe of the foreign exchange student.


  “Are all Americans like you?” Umino managed to ask.


  Dominoe was able to stay straight-faced as she replied, “Oh, I’d say I’m pretty average.” Then Dominoe spied Usagi. “Usagi-san!” she called enthusiastically.


  “Hi!” Usagi answered. “Dominoe-san, I’d like you to meet one of my best friends, Ami-chan!”


  “I’m very pleased to meet you, Ami-san,” Dominoe said formally, with a little bow.


  “Likewise, I’m sure,” Ami said, returning the bow. “Congratulations on your perfect score. You must have attended a very advanced school in America.”


  “Well, I had a lot of special tutoring,” Dominoe responded, modestly, if somewhat vaguely.


  “Dominoe-san,” Usagi began as Naru and Umino wandered off to class, “Ami-chan and I would like to invite you to join us at the Crown Game Center after school tomorrow. We have some other friends who would like to meet you.”


  “I’ll have to ask my guardian, but I would like that very much!” Dominoe replied gratefully. “I’m sure he’ll say, ‘hai!’”


  The rest of the day passed comparatively uneventfully. Usagi found it difficult to concentrate on her studies - although it was not like that was anything unusual! She did find, however, that she was pre-occupied with thoughts about Dominoe.


  ‘She’s prettier than Rei and smarter than Ami! Who could she be? I’m beginning to worry that the Senshi may be right! She’s got to be more than just your average exchange student!


  ‘I wonder what else she can do?’


  Usagi didn’t have to wait very long to find out.


  The next day all the girls in the Juu-ban School eighth grade were scheduled to be in a judo competition. They were quite excited, because they were being allowed to take part in a randori, or free-style competition. Everyone assumed that Makoto would emerge as the champion.


  The orphan was well-know for her abilities in the martial arts. She almost certainly could have defeated any boy in the school. Among the Sailor Senshi, only Rei could hope to hold her own against Makoto, and even then in any contest the taller girl would eventually be victorious. Since Rei and Minako attended different schools from the other three girls, it was a foregone conclusion that today’s meet at Juu-ban School was a battle for second place.


  The students sat together around the mat, grouped by their classes. With a smile, Dominoe sat next to Usagi and Naru. Ami and Makoto were seated across on the other side.


  In the early rounds the gym teacher allowed the girls to choose their own opponents. Although a few of Sailor Moon’s fighting skills had begun to filter through to Usagi, she was still pretty much of a klutz. Usagi was, though, able to rise to Naru’s challenge and fling her old friend to the mat.


  Finally the teacher called on Makoto. “All right, everyone, who wants a match against Makoto?” For several seconds all was quiet and no one raised their hand. Then suddenly, a voice in stilted Japanese called out, “I’ll take her on.”


  Usagi turned in shock as Dominoe rose to her feet. ‘Does she understand what she’s getting herself into?’ Usagi wondered. ‘Does she really know anything about this Japanese art of self-defense?’


  “Very well,” said the teacher skeptically. Dominoe stepped out onto the mat, faced Makoto and bowed.


  Makoto returned the gesture and then eyed the American, as if sizing her up. Makoto was five feet, six inches tall. Dominoe was several inches shorter. Makoto knew well that the whole idea behind judo was to turn an opponent’s strength and weight against her.


  Makoto could tell, though, that Dominoe was certainly not frail. Her bare arms betrayed the fact that she was quite strong.


  The teacher served as referee. He gave the prescribed command. Makoto and Dominoe grabbed each other’s jacket lapel and sleeve in the proper manner.


  WHAM!


  In a blink of an eye, Dominoe had thrown Makoto! The match was over! Dominoe was the winner!


  Makoto sprang to her feet and bowed towards Dominoe. Dominoe bowed in return. Makoto then stepped towards Dominoe, eyes blazing. Dominoe tilted her head warily.


  “Congratulations!” Makoto called, smiling and extending her hand. “That was great!”


  “Thank you, Makoto-san,” Dominoe said humbly. The entire class exploded into cheers.


  The rest of the day, no one applauded more loudly than Makoto and Ami as Dominoe breezed through the competition. Usagi wasn’t sure, but she hoped that her two fellow Senshi had genuinely been won over by her new friend’s quiet, self-effacing manner and weren’t just play-acting to gain the American’s confidence.


  After school, Usagi and Dominoe quickly met up with Makoto and Ami. Dominoe’s achievements, along with her unparalleled beauty, had earned her quite a following among the entire Juu-ban School body. It took some time, but eventually Usagi, Ami and Makoto were able to shepherd Dominoe away from her new fans and to the arcade. It had taken so long, though, that Rei and Minako were already there waiting for them, along with Luna and Artemis.


  Introductions were quickly made among the three girls. A black cat with an upturned gold crescent moon on its forehead then jumped into Usagi’s arms. “Dominoe-san, this is my cat, Luna,” Usagi said.


  Minako indicated a white cat, also with a crescent moon on its head, standing on the floor of the arcade, “And that is my cat, Artemis.”


  For a moment, Dominoe was unsure what to do. She was quite surprised to see two pets inside an arcade. Finally, she bowed in the direction of each cat in turn and said, “I am very pleased to meet you, Luna-san - - - Artemis-san.”


  The cats purred while the other girls giggled. They had never heard anyone their age address animals with honorifics before!


  Artemis walked over and rubbed against Dominoe’s leg. The American looked down in shock, almost in horror. When she noticed a white hair had become attached to her sock, Dominoe quickly picked it off and deposited the piece of fur in a nearby trash can.


  The girls were a bit taken aback by this strange behavior. Since Artemis was her cat, Minako felt obliged to break the awkward silence that followed. She pulled Dominoe by the arm towards the Formula One Road Race game, saying, “Come, Dominoe-san! Let’s drive race cars. It’s my dream to conquer the Formula One world.”


  “I thought it was your dream to become a teen idol,” Rei protested.


  “I can have more than one dream, can’t I?” Minako said with a smile, brushing her long blonde hair to the side as she took her place in driver’s seat number two of the game. Dominoe climbed behind the wheel of the adjacent position.


  Minako deposited the money and lights appeared on the separate screens in front of the two contestants: red - - - yellow - - - green! Minako floored the pedal and zoomed off to a big early lead.


  It took Dominoe a few seconds to learn the controls, but once she did, the American slowly began to close the gap. She expertly maneuvered her car through the race course’s hairpin turns.


  Usagi, Ami, Makoto and Rei, along with the two felines, crowded in behind the players. Even Ami, with her recently discovered affinity for video games, had never been able to beat Minako at this one.


  Closer, ever closer, Dominoe’s car pulled towards Minako’s. The machine displayed a waving white flag, indicating this was the last lap. Then, in the middle of an S-turn, Dominoe passed Minako!


  “What!” Minako cried. “I didn’t think it was possible to pass there!”


  Once in front, Dominoe roared steadily away. She took the checkered flag several car lengths ahead of the girl who was secretly Sailor V.


  “Where did you learn to drive like that, Dominoe-san?” Makoto asked in admiration.


  “Oh,” Dominoe answered, “it’s not that different from driving a real car.”


  “What?!” the five other girls exclaimed in unison.


  “Err - - - hai, you see, I’ve been allowed to drive around the Navy base back in Florida.” This time it was Dominoe who felt the need to change the course of the conversation. Looking past the girls, she said, “Wow! Is that a Sailor V video game?!”


  “Hai, it is,” replied Rei. “Here, give it a try.” Dominoe walked over and sat before it. Rei dropped a coin in the machine’s slot. “On me.”


  “Thank you, Rei-san,” Dominoe said earnestly with a bow of her head. She took the controls as the game started.


  Dominoe didn’t do very well. She seemed to have trouble aiming the Sailor V character’s gun. Soon, the representation of the red-goggled heroine experienced its death throws as “GAME OVER” flashed in English across the screen. Dominoe’s score was much lower than even Usagi’s worst efforts.


  “Hmmm,” Dominoe mused out loud, “shooting a real gun is much easier than that!”


  “What?!” the other five girls once again cried together.


  Dominoe looked at them, raised both eyebrows and flashed one of her winning smiles. Minako and Makoto assumed that Dominoe was teasing, but Usagi, Rei, Ami and the cats weren’t so sure - - -


  Dominoe then appeared to get serious, “Tell me, please, have any of you ever actually seen the real Sailor V?”


  “Oh, sure! Lots of times! We-” Makoto blurted out, before Ami put a hand over the tall girl’s mouth.


  Rei spoke up, “Why, hai, we’ve all seen her on occasion.” Rei gave Minako a furtive glance. "She gets around.”


  “Wow,” Dominoe said softly, obviously impressed. After a moment, she continued, “What about the rest of the Sailor Scouts?”


  The other girls giggled. “Scouts?” Usagi asked. “You mean Senshi?”


  “That’s ‘soldiers’ in English,” Ami explained.


  “Oh,” Dominoe said. “Sailor Scouts is what they’re called in America.” Then, after a beat, she went on, “Well, have you ever seen any of them?”


  “Once or twice,” Minako stated with a smile.


  “Then - - - they are real,” Dominoe said, almost to herself, as if this was a major revelation.


  Usagi was getting very uncomfortable with where all this was going. The reluctant heroine, though, had a standard solution for most kinds of situations. “I’m hungry!” she declared. “What do you say we all get something to eat?”


  “Usagi!” Rei fussed. “Always thinking about your stomach!”


  Makoto, though, agreed, “That’s a great idea! What would you prefer, Dominoe-san? American-style fast food or something more traditionally Japanese?”


  “Oh, Japanese, please,” the exchange student replied.


  “Good choice!” complimented Minako. “After all, when not at home, do what the Romanians do!”


  Usagi, Ami, Rei and Makoto all groaned and then giggled. They were used to Minako’s penchant for malapropisms. Dominoe looked around in confusion. ‘Apparently, something was lost in the translation!’ she thought.


  The girls led Dominoe down the street and treated her to a snack of assorted types of sushi and hot tea at a nearby eating establishment. When they were finished, Usagi cleared her throat to make an announcement. Sailor Moon came by her tendency to make speeches honestly.


  “Dominoe-san, I understand that the use of titles may be confusing to a gaijin. I’m sure I speak for all of us in saying that we consider you a good friend and we would be honored if you were to address us in the future with the suffix ‘-chan.’”


  Tears almost seemed to well up in Dominoe’s eyes. She clasped her hands together and said, “Oh, Usagi-chan, that’s the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me!” She then grabbed the hands of each girl, as she said, “and, of course, you may address me that way as well!”


  Meanwhile, a much less congenial scene was being played out not far from the six girls, near downtown Tokyo. In an office inside a large warehouse, a stunningly beautiful, traditionally-dressed Japanese woman in her late twenties was seated upon a raised chair, so ornate as to be like a throne. She addressed a group of some twenty Japanese men, ranging in ages from their early twenties to the mid forties, who knelt before her, eyes downcast.


  “Team One leader,” she said, speaking slowly and precisely, “do you understand exactly what it is you are to do?”


  “Hai, Lady Dragon,” one of the older men in front responded, without looking up.


  “Very well,” she answered. “Do not fail me.” Then, standing and raising a fist, she shouted, “For the Glory of the Empire!”


  The men all sprung to their feet and punched their right fists into the air, “FOR THE GLORY OF THE EMPIRE!”


  Chapter Three: Team One


  When Usagi, Ami and Makoto arrived at the Hikawa Temple after school the next day, Rei, Minako, Luna and Artemis were already waiting for them. Rei’s grandfather and his assistant, Yuuichirou, were busy with the many students who always visited at the conclusion of the school day. The girls met on the porch and steps of the temple’s living quarters, where they could discuss Sailor business without fear of being overheard.


  Usagi posed the question, “Well, what do you all think of Dominoe-chan?”


  “I think she’s way cool!” said Makoto, not hesitant to express her opinion in front of the entire group. She was quite happy about losing the title of “Best Fighter” at Juu-ban School.


  “She is quite an extraordinary girl,” Minako observed.


  “In her presence, I didn’t sense any evil,” related Rei, whose psychic powers had often warned the Senshi of danger in advance. “What about you, Luna?”


  “No,” said the Sailors’ black-furred feline advisor. “I’m pretty sure Dominoe-chan has nothing to do with the Dark Kingdom.”


  “That’s it, then,” declared Ami. She, too, had been won over by the engaging American. “We were all worried for nothing.”


  “I'm not so sure,” said the white tomcat Artemis, the only male in the group. “What does Mamoru-chan think, Usagi-chan?”


  Usagi poked at a pebble with her toe as she answered, “I don’t know,” she admitted. “He’s very busy with his studies this week. He asked me not to call him unless it was an emergency.”


  Usagi’s eyes brightened as she concluded, “I do have a date with him Sunday, though. I’ll ask him then!”


  Meanwhile, the object of all their speculation was undergoing another session in the basement of the American Embassy. The Japanese Secret Service had graciously sent over their top trainer in ninja stealth techniques to work with Dominoe. Davis had taken a break from his duties to come down and watch his young charge in action.


  As usual, Dominoe was doing extremely well. The jujitsu master from a couple of days before was originally reluctant to work with such a young student, especially an American girl! After only three sessions, though, he had come to Davis and announced what an honor it was to teach such an apt pupil. Her Japanese instructors, of course, had no idea why the United States government was investing its resources in this fourteen year old girl or just how special she really was.


  Dominoe was the product of both selective breeding and genetic engineering. Her birth mother was a surrogate. The egg had come from a woman of many talents who assisted the British government from time to time in avenging murders. The sperm donor was also from the United Kingdom, the top agent in Her Majesty’s Secret Service’s Double O Section.


  Shortly after the Covert Anti-Terrorism Taskforce was formed by the United States to combat biological weapons terrorism, the British had exchanged the egg and sperm for an IRA bomber hiding in the U.S.. Even though genetic engineering was somewhat crude in 1978 compared to today’s standards, C.A.T.T. had taken the chance of introducing some “enhancements.” The results far exceeded their expectations.


  With the exception of one minor flaw, a slight obsessive compulsive disorder, the young teen was practically the perfect human: highly intelligent, beautiful beyond compare, uncommonly strong, yet graceful, and possessed of a winning personality. All that, however, didn’t keep Davis from worrying about her.


  It was always assumed she would grow up to become C.A.T.T.’s number one agent, in fact, the greatest secret agent who ever lived. Dominoe, though, had been born on American soil. She was a United States citizen, with all the rights appurtenant to that status. ‘What if,” Davis wondered, “when she turns eighteen, she decides she wants to do something else?”


  In his cynical moments, Davis recalled the words of candidate Ronald Reagan, “I paid for this microphone.” The government had certainly invested plenty in Dominoe. A fortune had been spent giving her the best training the world could offer in a wide variety of fields. ‘Weren’t the taxpayers entitled to a return on their investment?’


  These concerns faded into the background as Davis watched Dominoe. So far, Dominoe seemed quite satisfied with the life planned out for her. She soaked up every bit of knowledge presented and then asked for more. The nascent spy faced every physical challenge with eager enthusiasm.


  For his part, Davis did what he could to provide Dominoe with some semblance of a home life. He wanted her to be happy - and not, he admitted to himself, entirely for altruistic reasons. A contented agent was that much more unlikely to become a double agent.


  That’s why Davis was so glad Dominoe had made some friends her own age here in Japan. Her intensive training while growing up on the Naval Base in Key West, along with the need for secrecy, had offered her no opportunity for socializing. Now, she was getting that chance - - - and besides, it was part of her mission.


  “Incredible!” declared the Japanese Secret Service trainer. “How did you do that?” It had taken him months to learn the maneuver Dominoe had just mastered in less than ten minutes.


  “I guess I’m just a natural!” Dominoe replied with a smile and a shake of her coppery locks.


  * * *


  Saturday morning dragged on for Usagi. She so wanted the half-day of school to be over and for the weekend to arrive. She could hardly wait for tomorrow and her date with Mamoru. He always came up with the most interesting plans for their time together, even though she would have been satisfied just to sit on a park bench and hold his hand. ‘My prince,’ she sighed.


  Usagi looked over at Dominoe. She marveled at how the American was paying rapt attention as Haruna-sensei rambled on about some arcane point of Japanese history. Usagi couldn’t imagine herself being able or caring to follow a lecture on American history in English!


  Watching Dominoe raised some of Usagi’s self-doubts. ‘Sure, I’m the Moon Princess, but shouldn’t the leader of the Sailor Senshi be someone more like her?’


  Just then, a man burst into the classroom! He was wearing a uniform, reminiscent of those of Japanese soldiers in World War II, except instead of the Rising Sun, his shoulder patch featured a dragon. Most frightening of all, the man was carrying what appeared to be a machine gun!


  “All right, sensei, take all the boys with you and leave the school!” the man ordered. “The girls will remain here with me!”


  Haruna-sensei had been through a lot since the school year had begun. She was not about to suffer this intrusion meekly. “What is the meaning of this?! Who are you?!”


  “Do as I say - - - now!” the man reiterated, brandishing his weapon.


  “What do you-” Haruna-sensei started to say. Then the man pointed his gun at the floor. Since they were on the top floor, he seemed to think better of that and instead pointed his weapon at the ceiling. He then pulled the trigger.


  BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM


  A hail of bullets smashed into the ceiling, sending pieces of tile raining down upon Haruna-sensei. “All right!” she shouted. “Boys! Come with me!” she instructed as she headed for the door. “Girls, do what this man says - - -” Defiantly she added, “for now.”


  Usagi was terrified. She had gotten used to facing all sorts of monsters, but a man with a gun was something she had yet to experience. ‘Oh, how I wish Ami or Makoto were here!’ she thought. Then she glanced over at Dominoe.


  The American didn’t look the tiniest bit scared. In fact, she looked determined - - - and confident. Usagi took comfort in her new classmate’s demeanor. ‘Being from the United States, maybe she’s used to this sort of thing!’


  “Ladies,” the man began, “proceed to the gymnasium! You’ll find the rest of your classmates there.”


  Usagi got out from behind her desk. She snuck a peek out the windows. It looked to Usagi as if all the male students and adults in Juu-ban School were safely outside. Already, police cars were arriving on the scene. ‘What does this guy want?’ Usagi wondered.


  Dominoe stepped in front of Usagi as the girls filed out of the classroom. “Stay behind me, Usagi-chan,” Dominoe whispered. “I’ll protect you.”


  "Eh?" Usagi said in surprise.


  In the school office, the man known as Team One leader supervised the work of one of his men. “Are you sure there is no way the police can cut off the video from the security cameras without getting in here? and that they will be unable to intercept the signal or to track where you are sending it?”


  “Hai, leader.”


  “And you’ve disconnected the video recorders?”


  “Hai, leader.”


  “Very good.” The leader then spoke into his cell phone. “Are you receiving the pictures, Lady Dragon?”


  The precise tones of the woman answered, “Hai, Team One leader. The images are quite clear. You have done well. Now, we wait.”


  Usagi looked around the gymnasium. Evidently, only the eighth grade girls were being herded here. She guessed the seventh grade and ninth grade girls were being held elsewhere, probably the lunch room and the auditorium.


  As they had walked down the halls, she saw more men guarding the exits. It was hard to tell exactly how many there were, but this was obviously not just some random act of violence. Some mysterious plan was at work.


  Surprisingly, once the girls had been taken to the gym, they were pretty much left alone. The man who had “escorted” Haruna-sensei’s class had disappeared down the hall. A lone gunman guarded the entire eighth grade and didn’t seemed concerned as a few of the girls started to mill about.


  Makoto and Ami walked over and sat on the gym floor next to Usagi and Dominoe. “What do you think we should do?”


  Makoto had been looking at Usagi when she asked the question, but it was Dominoe who answered. “We should all sit tight for the time being.” Without a hint of bravado, but with quiet confidence, she continued, “If and when the time comes for action, I’ll be ready.”


  Makoto pounded her right fist into her left palm, “And I’ll be right there with you!”


  Dominoe looked at Makoto skeptically. “I’m not sure that’s such a good idea, Makoto-chan.”


  Makoto hissed at the American. “Hey, just because you beat me one time-” Dominoe cut her off with an upraised hand.


  “It’s not that, Makoto-chan,” Dominoe explained. “It’s just that - - - growing up on a Navy Base, I’ve had quite a bit of - - - er - - - training in self-defense.”


  “Oh, but I have more experience than you may think,” Makoto said in a huff.


  While the two athletes argued, Ami sidled over to Usagi. “Usagi-chan,” she whispered. “Do you think we should try to get away and transform?”


  Usagi looked again at the one man who seemed to be guarding all the girls in the gym. He didn’t seem to be particularly vigilant, but every once in a while his gaze did fall upon Usagi and her friends. “I don’t know, Ami-chan. Nobody seems to have been hurt yet. If we try to leave, who knows what that guy will do?”


  “How about calling Rei-chan and Minako-chan on our communicators?” Ami suggested.


  “Same problem,” Usagi said. “I don’t want to take a chance on what his reaction would be if we, or anyone else for that matter, tried to call someone outside. I think Dominoe-chan may be right. Let’s just wait and see what happens.”


  Soon thereafter, Rei returned from school to her room at the Hikawa Temple. She was just about to change from her school uniform into her temple priestess attire, when her grandfather barged through the doorway.


  “Grandfather!” Rei complained.


  “Rei!” her grandfather panted, obviously out of breath from running. “Have you heard about what’s going on at Juu-ban School ?!”


  “No,” Rei replied, her demeanor immediately changing from irritation to concern. “What?!”


  “Some crazy men broke in and are holding all the girls hostage!”


  “What!” Rei thought fast. “Grandfather, I’m going over to Usagi-chan’s house. Her mother may need some support at a time like this!”


  “That’s very thoughtful, Rei,” grandfather complimented. “You go - - - and take your time. Yuuichirou-kun and I can handle things here.”


  “Thank you, grandfather.” Rei gave the sprightly old man a hug. After he left, she activated her Sailor Senshi communicator.


  “Minako-chan! Are you there?”


  Minako’s face appeared on the device. “Rei-chan! I was just about to call you!”


  “Then you know what’s happened?” Rei asked.


  “Hai,” Minako replied. “I just heard about it on television. Let’s meet in that alley about a block north of Juu-ban School. Do you know the place?”


  “I’m on my way!” As she ran out the door, Rei thought, ‘I hope Usagi and the others are all right.’


  At that moment, the biggest problem facing Usagi, Ami, Makoto and Dominoe was boredom. Dominoe hadn’t had much experience making small talk. There was one question, however, she had just been dying to ask girls her own age.


  Dominoe motioned for Usagi, Ami and Makoto to huddle around from where they sat. Then she whispered, “I’d like to ask you all a question.” There was an uncomfortable pause.


  “Hai, Dominoe-chan,” Usagi finally said. “What is it?”


  “How often do you pleasure yourselves?”


  “What!” Usagi yelled. Every face in the place turned to look at the four girls. Ami turned a bright shade of beet red and looked as if she would have liked to have dropped through the gym floor. Makoto blushed a little, too, then turned away, putting her right hand knuckles up to her mouth, stifling a laugh.


  The guard shot the quartet a dirty glance, but then looked elsewhere. Naru wondered what Usagi was up to now, but decided it would be better to stay where she was. The rest of the class soon turned away. They were used to such outbursts by Usagi.


  Usagi put her arm around Dominoe’s shoulders, pulling her close. “Dominoe-chan!” Usagi said under her breath. “How could you ask such a thing?!”


  “I’m sorry, Usagi-chan!” Dominoe was much more upset by her breach of etiquette than by the fact they were all being held at gunpoint by terrorists with an unknown agenda. For the first time since Usagi had met Dominoe, the American was genuinely flustered.


  Dominoe broke away from Usagi’s grasp and touched Ami and Makoto in turn on the hands. “I’m so sorry, Ami-chan - - - Makoto-chan. Please forgive me. I thought one could discuss such things with one’s girlfriends. I’ve never-” Dominoe choked back a sob and looked down at the floor, “had friends my own age before.”


  Usagi felt terrible for being so harsh with Dominoe. She tried to imagine what it would be like, going to school in a foreign country, with no family, having to speak a language not your own - - -


  - - - and then to grow up without anyone your own age to talk to. Usagi had always had lots of friends. To grow up like that was unimaginable!


  Ami and Makoto, though, had some idea what it was like for Dominoe. They had both been loners, and, at the time they met Usagi, didn’t have any close friends.


  “That’s OK, Dominoe-chan,” said Makoto.


  “Right,” said Ami, once she had regained the ability to speak. “*Ahem* Forget about it.”


  “I’m sorry I yelled at you, Dominoe-chan,” Usagi said softly. This time, she put a gentle hand on Dominoe’s shoulder.


  Dominoe gratefully looked up at her three friends. She managed a wan smile.


  Outside, a block away, Rei had arrived to join Minako in the alley. Minako peeked around the corner and pointed toward Juu-ban School. “Do you see that entrance there?” Minako asked. Rei nodded.


  “I think we can jump over the police cordon at that point,” Minako explained, “and with a little diversionary fire from you, I’m sure we can get by the guard on the door.”


  “That’s one thing I’ve been worrying about, Minako-chan,” Rei said hesitantly. “Even though they are terrorists, I wouldn’t feel right using my fire attacks against them - - - unless they were just about to shoot somebody!”


  “It’s alright, Rei-chan,” Minako assured her friend. “I’ll take care of them.” Minako fought crime as Sailor V a year before any of the other Sailor Senshi emerged. She had quite a bit of experience dealing with ordinary criminals. “Ready?” she asked.


  “Ready!”


  The girls held their transformation pens in their right hands.


  “VENUS POWER!”


  “MARS POWER!”


  They stuck their right arms straight in the air, holding the pens high over their heads. Minako’s pen resembled a huge sparkler as a shower of stars issued forth, while Rei’s spewed flames like a flare. Their school uniforms disappeared. Bathed in an eerie light, the girls were now nude, but only the outlines of their bodies could be seen.


  Stars surrounded Minako, while Rei was ringed in loops of fire. Then, around each, was a blinding flash. Aino Minako and Hino Rei were gone - - -


  - - - and in their places stood two of the Sailor Senshi: Sailor Venus and Sailor Mars!


  The celestial mariners moved out of the alley and toward the school. Mars's high heels and Venus's not-quite-so high ones clicked on the sidewalk as they went. When they were still some fifty meters from the police line, Venus indicated a small bush growing next to the door for which they were heading.


  Mars put her white-gloved hands together. Then, extending her arms at the bush, with her thumbs and index fingers pressed together, the latter pointing up at a forty-five degree angle, she called,


  “MARS FIRE IGNITE!"


  A swirl of flame formed at her index fingertips. The fire then spiraled away toward the green plant. Instantly, it burst into flames.


  The attention of the policemen, as well as of the gunman guarding that entrance to the school, was drawn to the burning bush. With the police looking the other way, Venus and Mars ran towards the line and leapt into the air. Their Sailor Senshi abilities allowed them to jump over the barricades and land just a few feet short of the school door.


  The gunman turned to the approaching girls. Venus pointed her right index finger straight up into the air, then lowered it at the guard. Putting her left hand on her right biceps, she cried,


  "VENUS CRESCENT BEAM SMASH!"


  A laser-like beam of light emanated from the beautiful blonde’s finger. It struck the guard across the back of his right hand, causing him to drop his machine gun. Before he could recover from the shock of the burn, Mars rendered him unconscious with a well-aimed karate chop.


  Venus and Mars ran down the hall, towards the lunch room. Along the way, using the same technique, they disabled another guard stationed at a different entrance.


  In the school office, Team One leader watched the video monitors in dismay as the girls advanced. “Where did they come from?!” he demanded of his assistant. “And only two of them?”


  The leader got on the radio to his men. The gym was between the lunch room and the auditorium, so he ordered, “Fall back to the gymnasium. Use any means necessary to stop the two Senshi already in the building. We must force the others to appear!”


  Venus and Mars liberated the seventh graders from the lunch room. When the man guarding the ninth graders left the auditorium, the freshmen girls fled out the other end of the building.


  Five men with machine guns, including the one who had originally invaded Haruna-sensei’s classroom, raced into the gymnasium and joined their comrade. All were dressed in identical uniforms. They took up positions at the entrances.


  “This is it,” Dominoe stated calmly. Then, in the distance, she heard a series of sounds that was unfamiliar to her, but quite well known by Usagi, Ami and Makoto.


  The words, "VENUS CRESCENT BEAM SMASH!" were instantly followed by the sound of Sailor Venus’s attack. One of the guards yelled in agony as he dropped his gun. Then pandemonium broke out!


  Many of the eighth grade girls screamed. Most, including Usagi and Ami, dropped face down on the shiny gym floor. One gunman managed to fire off a couple of rounds in the general direction from which Venus and Mars were approaching, but then he, too, dropped his gun as he felt a deep slash across the back of his hand.


  He looked around in confusion. There, less than a foot away, was a thorny red rose, its stem imbedded in the polished wooden gym floor. The guard’s confusion was abruptly ended when he was struck in the face by the end of a gentleman’s walking stick.


  Usagi knew that sound well. “Tuxedo Kamen-sama!” she shouted with joy.


  Tuxedo Kamen glanced over at Usagi to make sure she was alright. The white-masked figure shot her a loving smile, then, with a flourish of his red-lined cape, made his way towards the next guard.


  Dominoe was about to enter the fray, when suddenly Venus and Mars entered the arena. The American looked over at them and suddenly felt dizzy!


  Dominoe struggled through the feeling of nausea - - - and was stunned by what she saw! ‘Sailors Venus and Mars! It’s obvious!’ she concluded. ‘They’re Minako and Rei!!’


  Chapter Four: Secrets Confronted


  ‘They look exactly the same! and they’re not wearing masks or anything! How come everybody doesn’t recognize them?’


  Dominoe got over her shock. ‘That’s a matter for later,’ she decided. ‘There are still four gunmen to deal with.’ Just then, she heard a thud behind her, like a body dropping.


  Makoto was standing over a fallen terrorist. Evidently, since Dominoe was on her feet, he was about to shoot the exchange student, when Makoto intervened.


  “Thanks, Makoto-chan!” Dominoe called.


  “Hey, no problem!” Makoto replied, but before the sound of the Japanese teen’s voice had faded, the American was running right at Makoto at top speed!


  “Duck!” Dominoe shouted. Makoto obeyed and Dominoe put a hand on Makoto’s back as the budding secret agent sprang into the air. Dominoe executed a perfect triple somersault and landed feet first on an astonished gunman who had taken aim at Makoto.


  “Now, we’re even!” Dominoe teased with a smile and a shake of her head.


  “THAT didn’t take long,” Makoto said to herself in amazement.


  Dominoe collected the dropped weapons. Then she and Makoto surveyed the situation. All the gunmen were now laying on the floor. Sailor Venus, Sailor Mars and Tuxedo Kamen had disappeared. The eighth grade girls, including Usagi and Ami, were in the process of evacuating the building.


  Dominoe handed one machine gun to Makoto. “Hold this,” she requested, “but keep your fingers away from the trigger.” Dominoe then walked over to the terrorist she had knocked out. She poked him in the gut with her foot.


  “Wake up!” she ordered. “I’ve got some questions for you!”


  The man’s eyes fluttered open. He looked up at Dominoe and sneered. The terrorist then seemed to bite on something. He closed his eyes, took one sharp breath, convulsed and then fell still.


  “What the-” Makoto began.


  Putting the gun down, Dominoe dropped to her knees at the man’s side. She put two fingers on the base of his neck. Bending over his face, she detected the scent of almonds.


  “This man is dead,” Dominoe declared. “Cyanide - - - uh, oh.” Dominoe picked up the gun and then ran to all the bodies in the room, Makoto tagging behind. Every one of the men was dead.


  Dominoe headed out the door and started down the hall. “Where are you going, Dominoe-chan?” Makoto called.


  “If I was in charge of this operation, I’d want to be where I could keep an eye on things,” Dominoe explained. “I’m going to check out the school office - - - before the police get in.”


  Makoto didn’t understand why Dominoe had taken it upon herself to investigate the incident. On the other hand, the tall girl was curious as to what the invasion of her school was all about. Setting the machine gun down, she followed along.


  When they reached the school office, they discovered the door was closed. Silently, with a wave, Dominoe motioned for Makoto to stay back. Dominoe flattened herself against the wall next to the door to the office. She then reached over and, in one motion, turned the door knob and pushed the door open, being careful to keep her body out of the doorway.


  When nothing happened, Dominoe cautiously peeked inside the office. Makoto craned to look over her. Their eyes were met by a gruesome sight.


  One man was laying on the floor, another apparent cyanide suicide victim. What was grotesque, however, was the body of another, older man. He was partially disemboweled - - - and decapitated!


  “Hara-kiri,” said Dominoe.


  “We call the ceremonial rite ‘seppuku,’” said Makoto, turning away.


  Dominoe set the machine gun on the floor. The two girls quietly walked out of the building as the police rushed in. Dominoe’s mind swirled as she considered the events of the past few minutes. Suddenly, she turned. “Makoto-chan?”


  “Hai, Dominoe-chan?”


  “Did Sailor Venus and Sailor Mars look at all - - - familiar to you?” Dominoe asked.


  Makoto’s eyebrows furrowed. “What do you mean?”


  “I mean,” Dominoe said carefully, “do they look like anyone you know?”


  Makoto seemed to consider the proposition for a moment. “No. No, Dominoe-chan, I don’t think so.”


  “Hmmm.” Dominoe replied. “Well, I need to get to the Embassy. I’m sure my guardian will be worried about me.”


  “Don’t you think we should talk to the police?” Makoto suggested.


  “Oh, you please go ahead, Makoto-chan,” Dominoe requested. “There’s nothing I can tell them that you can’t. I really need to get back.”


  “Alright, Dominoe-chan,” Makoto said dubiously. “See you Monday.”


  “Sayonara, Makoto-chan.” Dominoe then slowly walked home, lost in thought.


  ‘At first I wondered if perhaps the attack on the school was some sort of exercise for me, but the ritual suicides would seem to rule that out! I wonder if any demands were made? What was the point of it all?’


  Then Dominoe considered the question of the Sailor Senshi’s secret identities. ‘Why was I the only one who seemed to be able to recognize Minako and Rei? Did it have something to do with that dizziness I felt? Might it involve my training to resist mind-control? Or my genetic engineering?’


  Suddenly Dominoe stopped short. A woman walking behind her barely avoided rear-ending the American teenager. ‘Wait a minute! There are supposed to be five Sailor Senshi. Take away two, that leaves three - - - Makoto?!? Ami??!!?? Usagi???!!!???


  ‘No! That couldn’t be! Makoto I could believe, but Ami? - - - and Usagi?!’ Dominoe started walking again. ‘That’s ridiculous! Ami’s certainly not the super-heroine type - - - and Usagi? That’s preposterous!’


  As she walked along, though, Dominoe started to have doubts. Why did only two Senshi appear at the school? Why did three students from Juu-ban School hang out with two girls from two different schools?


  Then Dominoe thought about the Sailor Senshi dolls she had glimpsed as prizes in the arcade. The Sailor Moon figure did look a bit like Usagi with those long blonde pony tails. Ami’s hair was kind of blue-black like the Sailor Mercury doll - - - and Makoto’s hairstyle was the same as Sailor Jupiter’s.


  Dominoe arrived at the Embassy. She went to report in with Davis at his office, but his new secretary told her that he was out. No training sessions were scheduled for the afternoon, so Dominoe went to her room to think.


  Meanwhile, back at the warehouse, Lady Dragon knocked on an inner office door. “Come in,” a male voice responded.


  Lady Dragon entered the room, head bowed. At the far end of the room sat a figure, obscured in shadows. Lady Dragon moved to within some ten feet of the seated man, then dropped to her knees, never once looking up.


  “Report,” said the voice.


  “Two Sailor Senshi appeared at the Juu-ban School, Da-sama,” Lady Dragon explained. “Unfortunately, where ever they came from, they did not change in front of the cameras.”


  “So, the mission failed.”


  “Hai, Da-sama,” said Lady Dragon, cringing as if expecting to be beaten.


  “Did the men take the prescribed action?”


  “Hai, Da-sama,” said Lady Dragon, allowing some hope to creep into her voice.


  “Is all in place for Team Two to strike tomorrow?”


  “Hai, Da-sama.”


  Silence hung in the air for a moment. Lady Dragon was careful to make no sound as she breathed.


  “Very well,” said the voice. “You may go.”


  * * *


  About an hour later, Davis knocked on the door to Dominoe’s room.


  “Come in,” Dominoe called. She had been laying on the bed, but when Davis came in, she sprang to her feet. Although she didn’t snap to attention, she did show respect to her mentor.


  “I heard what happened, Dominoe. Are you alright?” As Davis asked, he indicated for Dominoe to sit on the bed, as he turned the desk chair to face her. Both sat down.


  “I’m fine, sir. Do you know if the terrorists made any demands?”


  “No, they didn’t. Very strange - - -” he mused. Then he continued, “What did you think of Sailor Venus, Sailor Mars and Tuxedo Mask?"


  Dominoe carefully considered her response. “Very - - - impressive, sir. They neutralized all the terrorists, without anyone getting injured.”


  “Except for self-inflicted fatalities, of course,” Davis pointed out. “I also heard that you and another student saw some action.”


  “Oh, Makoto-chan did well, but I didn’t do much,” Dominoe said, humbly.


  “Did you get any clues as to the identities of the Sailor Scouts?”


  This was the question Dominoe had been dreading. There was no doubt, when she was sure, she intended to tell Davis everything she learned about the Sailors. On the other hand, to reveal Minako’s and Rei’s secrets now would seem like betraying her new friends.


  “Here in Japan, sir, they’re known as ‘Senshi’- - - soldiers.”


  “Oh,” said Davis, simply.


  Dominoe hated being evasive with the man who had practically raised her. She reached a decision.


  “I have my suspicions as to who they might be, but I would like to confirm my theories before I make my report.” She had put the ball in his court.


  Davis thought about her answer. “Very well, Dominoe. I trust your judgment.” Then, as if changing the subject, he asked, “Do you have any plans for the rest of the weekend?”


  “I think I’ll work on my report!” she said with a smile.


  * * *


  Dominoe had trouble sleeping that night, which was unusual for her. Over and over she analyzed the problem of reconciling her devotion to C.A.T.T. and Davis with loyalty to her friends.


  Before they had left for Japan, Davis had told her that in addition to the purposes of her training and immersion in a foreign culture, another reason for their trip was so Dominoe could attempt to discover information about the Sailor Scouts, and, if they really existed, who they were. The unusual young heroines had been seen more than once around Juu-ban School, hence Dominoe’s enrollment there.


  Davis explained that C.A.T.T. wanted to be able to contact the Sailors should a situation arise where their assistance might prove useful to the Taskforce in its mission of combating biological weapons terrorism. He assured Dominoe the American government had no intention of divulging the Scouts true identities to the Japanese government or to anyone else.


  Despite Davis’s promise, Dominoe felt very uncomfortable. She realized that as a secret agent, she would be called upon to establish phony friendships for the purposes of obtaining information. This, however, was different from anything she had ever imagined. These girls were not evil. They were not foreign agents, who should expect their confidences to be violated.


  Minako and Rei were heroines, who fought for justice. They were also like Dominoe: young teenage girls with extraordinary abilities.


  Finally, Dominoe settled upon a plan of action. After her morning exercises and breakfast, Dominoe went to a telephone. Usagi had given Dominoe Usagi’s phone number and address. Dominoe punched in the numbers. After two rings - - -


  “Hello. Tsukino residence.” It was a young, male voice.


  “Hello, my name is Dominoe. May I speak to Usagi-chan, please?”


  “Oh, wow! You’re that American girl Usagi’s been talking so much about this week!”


  Dominoe blushed slightly. It was flattering to think she was a topic of conversation in the Tsukino household. “Hai, that’s right.”


  “I’m Shingo, Usagi’s brother. I’m afraid Usagi isn’t here. Lately she’s been taking off for long periods of time, going to who knows where. I don’t know when she’ll be back.”


  Dominoe frowned. She was under the impression that Usagi usually slept in on Sundays. Dominoe had only waited this long to call so that she wouldn’t get Usagi out of bed. “Excuse me, Shingo-san. Do you know Rei-chan or Minako-chan?”


  “Sure, I know them both. They come by to see Usagi every once in a while.”


  “Would you happen to have either of their phone numbers? I need to talk to them. It’s very important.”


  “I don’t have them, Dominoe-san, but I know Rei-senpai lives at the Hikawa Temple. Let me look up that number for you.”


  The boy did so and gave the number to Dominoe. She thanked him and then called the Temple. Eventually, she got a hold of Rei.


  “Rei-chan? This is Dominoe.”


  “Hi, Dominoe-chan! Konnichiwa?”


  “Please, Rei-chan, I need to speak to you in person. It’s extremely urgent. I also need to talk to Minako-chan - - - but not the others.”


  Rei thought this was strange - - - and mysterious. From the way Dominoe sounded, though, refusing was out of the question. “OK, Dominoe-chan. I’ll try to get in touch with Minako-chan.” Rei tried to think of a mutually convenient place to meet. “How about if we meet at the Juban-Cho Shopping Strip, near the fountain, say around noon?”


  Dominoe said that was fine. As she hung up the phone, Rei wondered, ‘What is this all about? Why does she just want to meet with Minako and me?


  Shortly after twelve o’clock, Minako, with Artemis draped over her shoulder, arrived at the fountain in the heart of the Juban-Cho Shopping Strip. Rei and Dominoe were already there, waiting. They had passed the time discussing the various fashions on display in the shop windows.


  “Thank you for coming Minako-chan - - - Rei-chan. I have something very important to tell you.”


  “Hai?” said Rei. She was becoming a bit impatient with all this secrecy.


  “Can we go somewhere a little more private?” Dominoe asked.


  Rei looked around. Shoppers were strolling by, but she doubted anyone would pay any attention to what they were saying. “This is fine. Now, what is it you have to say, Dominoe-chan?”


  Dominoe motioned the two girls to lean in close. Then, looking at each girl in turn, she whispered, “I know you are Sailor Mars - - - and Sailor Venus.”


  “What!?” Minako squealed, pulling back in horror.


  “That’s ridiculous!” said Rei haughtily.


  “Do you still want to talk about this right here out in the open?” Dominoe asked. When neither girl indicated otherwise, she continued in hushed tones. “I saw you at Juu-ban School yesterday. For heaven’s sake, except for your clothes, you two appeared exactly as you do now! Surely you realize this?”


  Minako and Rei looked at each other. Why they weren’t recognized was one of the many unsolved mysteries about their being Sailor Senshi. When the four other girls first met Minako, it was strange how they were unable to recognize her as Sailor V. Once they changed in front of each other, though, it was obvious that they did look the same.


  “If that’s true,” Rei asked, “how come you’re the only one who noticed?”


  “I don’t know,” Dominoe admitted. She smiled. “Maybe it’s because I’m an American! or maybe it’s something to do with me. In any case, please don’t deny it.”


  Minako was about to say something, when suddenly-


  BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM


  A man wearing a Japanese soldier’s World War II uniform, but with a dragon shoulder patch, had fired a machine gun into the air. “Don’t anyone move!” he yelled. Eight other identically attired men fanned out to establish a perimeter around the middle of the shopping district.


  Chapter Five: Team Two


  ‘How can the exact same thing happen to the exact same person two days in a row?!’ Dominoe thought in amazement. She, Minako and Rei were sitting on the edge of the basin of the fountain, one of the gunmen patrolling nearby.


  Just then, Artemis jumped down from Minako’s shoulder and ran off.


  “Where’s your cat going, Minako-chan?” Dominoe asked. “To get help?”


  “Something like that - - -” Minako replied, following Artemis as long as she could with her eyes.


  Some thirty minutes later, Usagi arrived home. She had spent a lovely morning with Mamoru in the park. They had enjoyed a scrumptious picnic lunch. Mamoru then had to leave town for the rest of the day to do some research, so Usagi returned to her house, stars in her eyes.


  “Usagi! Is that you?”


  “Hai, okasan.”


  Usagi’s mother confronted her in the hall. “Where have you been all day?"


  “I went for a walk in the park,” Usagi said, half-truthfully. She hated hiding things from her parents. Her mom and dad knew she had done a couple of things with Mamoru, such as go to the virtual reality theater and baby sit, but they had no idea of Usagi’s real relationship to him.


  On the other hand, Usagi rationalized, what was she supposed to do? Go up to her parents and say, ‘I’m dating a college student, but it’s okay, because he’s the Prince of Earth. Oh, and by the way, even though okasan gave birth to me, I’m not your daughter. I’m the reincarnation of the Moon Princess from a thousand years ago- - - and, oh, hai! Did I mention that Luna talks? And that I’m Sailor Moon?’


  Her mother broke in on her reverie. “Well, while you were gone, your brother took a telephone call for you. It was that American girl you’ve been carrying on so much about. She wanted to know Rei-san’s phone number.”


  ‘That’s strange,’ thought Usagi. Just then, Artemis came through the cat door. He looked at Usagi, then went over and, with his paw, gently swatted Luna, who had been taking a cat nap. The two felines looked at each other and then bounded up the stairs.


  Usagi’s mother watched all of this with great amusement. “I swear, sometimes I could almost believe those two can talk to each other!”


  “I’d better go see what they want,” Usagi said absently as she ran up after them.


  “Usagi!” her mother called in vain.


  Usagi closed and locked the door to her room behind her, knelt down in front of the two cats and said softly, “Artemis, what is it? Where’s Minako-chan?”


  “More of those terrorists,” Artemis said while panting intermittently, “like the ones who invaded your school yesterday, have taken control of the central part of the Juban-Cho Shopping Strip! and Minako-chan and Rei-chan are being held hostage - - - along with the American, Dominoe-san!”


  “That girl!” said Luna in disgust. “And I thought Naru-san attracted trouble!


  “I’ve got to call Ami-chan and Mako-chan right away!” Usagi got out her Scout communicator and contacted her two classmates. The girls agreed to meet not far from the south entrance to the shopping district.


  Less than half an hour later, Usagi, Ami, Makoto and the two cats met in a secluded area, just out of sight of the police barricades. Once again the Sailor Senshi would have to jump into an area sealed off by the local authorities. Artemis ran back to his mistress, Minako, to let her know that help was on the way.


  What none of them knew was that a tiny camera had been concealed nearby. It gave inquiring minds a clear view of the proceedings.


  This time, Lady Dragon was watching events from the inner office. Da-sama looked on from across the room. His form was still hidden in the shadows.


  “What are those three girls doing there?” Lady Dragon asked rhetorically. “Could this be it?” In anticipation, with a mouse she double-clicked a face recognition program on one of the monitors. In its database were pictures of all the students at the Juu-ban School. If these were the three girls, she would know their names in minutes. She only wished she could hear what they were saying - - -


  “My Mercury bubbles will allow us to get in unobserved,” Ami explained. “I might be able to cool some of those terrorists off, too. What about you, Mako-chan?”


  “I don’t want to fry anybody,” Makoto answered. “I’d like to be able to knock them out long enough so they can’t kill themselves. I may just have to rely on good old martial arts.”


  “I guess I’ll have to hope some Sailor Moon kicks will do the trick,” Usagi offered. “I hate to think what might have happened to Naru-chan if she had been struck by my tiara. I don’t know what would happen to a person hit with Moon Scepter Elimination.”


  Usagi rambled on, as she sometimes did when she was nervous. “And with men with machine guns, I guess I won’t have the chance to give any speeches!” Finally, she turned to her friends and said, “Ready?”


  “Ready!” said Ami.


  “Let’s do it!” Makoto replied with gusto.


  “MERCURY POWER!”


  “JUPITER POWER!”


  “MOON CRYSTAL POWER!”


  Ami and Makoto stuck their right arms straight in the air, holding their transformation pens in their hands high over their heads. Ami’s pen resembled the nozzle of a powerful hose as a stream of water seemed to gush out, while Makoto’s resembled a lightning rod in reverse as her pen sent out bolts of electricity. Their street clothes disappeared. Bathed in an eerie light, the girls were now nude, but only the outlines of their bodies could be seen.


  Ribbons of bubbly water surrounded Ami, while Makoto was at the nucleus of what looked like an atom of electricity. Then, around each, was a blinding flash. Ami and Makoto were gone - - -


  - - - and in their places stood two of the Sailor Senshi: Sailor Mercury and Sailor Jupiter!


  “Success!” Lady Dragon crowed as she watched the proceedings on a television screen. “In seconds we’ll know the real names of three of the Sailor Senshi!”


  Usagi’s transformation was unique. She took out her brooch with her right hand and held it over her head. The cover disappeared, revealing a dazzling crystal. Usagi waived her left hand over it. The crystal pulsed three times in alternating bursts of white and red light. Usagi’s casual weekend clothes vanished. Like her friends, she was now surrounded by a strange light and naked, but only the outline of her body was visible.


  The brooch floated between her hands. It flipped once as Usagi “lowered” the brooch, without touching it, to a position between her breasts. The Silver Imperium Crystal at the heart of the brooch flashed again.


   For a moment Usagi seemed to have angel’s wings. That apparition faded as red ribbons shot out of the brooch to a form a uniform like a gymnast’s around her, except this leotard was pure white and featured blue sailor trim. The brooch now was lodged in the middle of a large bright red ribbon on the teen’s chest.


  Next tubes of red formed white gloves which ended in red pads at the elbows. Red knee-high boots appeared, with white trim and one upturned crescent moon at the top of each. A short pleated blue skirt then came into sight.


  Usagi arched her back in almost orgasmic pleasure as another red bow formed over the small of her back and a shimmering glow began to emanate from the center of her forehead. An upturned crescent moon arose and shone, just like Luna’s and Artemis’s.


  The moon then waxed into a golden tiara with a ruby-red gem at its center. Red gem-like domes appeared on the front of her two hair buns, while dangling three stone crescent earrings popped into view. A red collar materialized around her neck with her trademark upturned crescent moon on its front.


  The klutzy, crybaby schoolgirl Usagi was gone. In her place stood the not-quite-so klutzy, sometimes crybaby, heroine of love and justice: Sailor Moon!


  Lady Dragon’s computer had done its work. “Sailor Mercury is Mizuno Ami, Sailor Jupiter is Kino Makoto and,” Lady Dragon exalted in her triumph, “Sailor Moon is - - - Tsukino Usagi!”


  Lady Dragon reached over to a microphone. It was time to send new orders to Team Two.


  Sailor Mercury touched her right earring. A visor appeared, containing the display from her scanning supercomputer. She studied it for a moment, then declared, pointing, “There aren’t any gunmen in the area beyond the barricades in that direction. Let’s go!”


  Mercury shut down her computer, then took a stance facing the spot she had indicated.


  “MERCURY BUBBLES BLAST!”


  In an instant the surroundings were enveloped by a thick and cool blue fog. Jupiter led the way, followed by Sailor Moon and Mercury. The three girls bounded over the police line and landed within the besieged shopping district.


  Not far away, Rei, Minako and Dominoe were still sitting by the fountain.


  “Artemis!” Minako cried in a hushed voice as the white cat ran toward her. Artemis put his mouth up to Minako’s right ear.


  “Minako-chan,” Dominoe said accusatorially, “if I didn’t know better, I’d say your cat was talking to you!”


  Rei looked around. “Where did our guard go?”


  Dominoe shifted her attention beyond Minako and Artemis. In an alley between two stores, she saw the colorful figures of Sailors Moon, Mercury and Jupiter. This time, she half-expected the wave of nausea that washed over her. Quickly she fought it down.


  ‘Oh my gosh!’ Dominoe declared to herself. ‘It is true! Ami is Sailor Mercury, Makoto is Sailor Jupiter and Sailor Moon is - - - Usagi!!’


  Sailor Mercury re-activated her visor. “No one carrying a gun is within three hundred meters of here,” she reported.


  Jupiter led the way as the trio sprinted to the fountain. Luna hung back in the shadows.


  As they approached, Sailor Moon asked, “Are you - - - um - - - girls alright?”


  Dominoe stood up and confronted the Moon Princess. “You can cut the act, Usagi-chan. I know who you are. I know who you all are!”


  Sailor Moon managed to stammer, “What?!?!” as she recoiled in shock. Sailors Mercury and Jupiter were dumbstruck.


  The three Sailor Senshi’s surprise was immediately doubled when a man in a business suit approached the six teenage girls. He held out his right hand toward Sailor Moon. In his grasp was a cell phone. “This phone call is for you, Sailor Moon.”


  The Champion of Love and Justice was so stunned by Dominoe’s revelation that she took the offered phone without question. As she put the speaker to her ear, the man made a biting motion and turned to Dominoe.


  “To hell with Babe Ruth!” he shouted before collapsing on the sidewalk. The scent of almonds wafted through the air.


  “What did he mean by that?” Dominoe wondered as she knelt at his side, verifying that he was indeed dead.


  Sailor Mercury looked thoughtful. “That was what some of the Japanese pilots yelled during the attack on Pearl Harbor!”


  Meantime, Sailor Moon’s right arm had dropped to her side. The cell phone fell from her limp hand and clattered to the ground.


  “Sailor Moon!” Jupiter called. “What’s wrong?”


  Sailor Moon’s expression was somber, her eyes downcast. She took a deep breath and then explained, “That was someone calling herself Lady Dragon. She knows my true identity - - - and yours, too, Jupiter - - - Mercury.”


  Rei and Minako looked at Dominoe with fire in their eyes. “Hey! I don’t have anything to do with this!” Dominoe protested - - - but then a flicker of doubt crossed her mind. ‘Do I?’


  Sailor Moon continued, “She says all the Sailor Senshi must appear at a nearby address within fifteen minutes - - - or she tells the whole world who we are.”


  “It’s almost certainly a trap of some kind,” Mercury observed.


  Jupiter pounded her white gloved right fist into her left palm, “We can handle it! I say, let’s go see what she wants!”


  Sailor Moon tried to imagine the nightmare her life would become if everyone knew Usagi could become Sailor Moon. ‘What would my parents say? How would it effect Shingo?’


  Sailor Moon reached a decision. “I agree. Follow me!”


  The five girls started to run off behind Sailor Moon. Jupiter stopped in her tracks, turned and put a restraining hand on Dominoe. “And just where do you think you’re going?”


  “I’m coming with you,” the American replied, not backing down an inch.


  “No, you’re not,” declared Rei. “You come out of nowhere, discover our secret identities and now some enemy blackmails us with the same information. Quite a coincidence, wouldn’t you say?”


  “I told you. I have nothing to do with this - - - Lady Dragon,” Dominoe said, but perhaps not with quite as much conviction as before.


  Sailor Moon put her hands on Dominoe’s shoulders. Not unkindly she said, “I do think you should stay behind, Dominoe-chan. We’re used to this sort of thing. Okay?”


  Dominoe smiled at the pretty sailor suited soldier, but remained noncommital. Sailor Moon smiled back, turned and then ran off, her Sailor Team following close behind.


  “Rei and I will transform as soon as we’re past the police line,” Dominoe heard Minako call. Then Dominoe put her training at tailing people unobserved to good use - - -


  * * *


  Some ten minutes later the Sailor Senshi arrived outside of a large warehouse not far from downtown Tokyo. “This is the place,” Sailor Moon declared.


  Mercury once again activated her supercomputer. Her visor, however, showed nothing but static. “There’s some type of electronic interference,” she complained. “I can’t tell what’s inside.”


  A single sliding door, large enough to admit a tractor-trailer truck, faced the girls. It was the only means of entry from this side. “I’ll run around the building and see if I can find another way in,” Venus volunteered.


  “I’ll go with you,” offered Mars and the pair sprinted away.


  “I’ll check up on the roof,” said Jupiter. She executed a perfect twenty meter Sailor Senshi leap.


  In two minutes they were all back. Their reports were negative. As far as they could discern, the door facing them was the sole access to the inside of the building.


  The five intrepid teens cautiously approached the door. Just as Jupiter reached for the handle, the door opened upwards like a garage door. It was dark inside, except for a single bright circle of light some thirty meters in the building.


  Lady Dragon stepped into the spotlight. She had her jet black hair done up in a tight bun. Dressed in flowing silken robes, a large green dragon, breathing fire, decorated the front of her outfit.


  Spreading her hands wide, she called, “Welcome Sailor Senshi! Come in, come in.”


  Cautiously the quintet entered the warehouse. As soon as the last of them crossed the threshold, the air was filled with the sound of heavy machinery. Large clear sheets of plastic or glass dropped in front of the girls, as well as behind them!


  Chapter Six: A Time for Sacrifice


  The lights came up and the Senshi could see they were trapped inside a transparent rectangular cell. The same clear material extended over their heads and on each side.


  The rest of the room was filled with strange electronic equipment. Some fifteen meters to Lady Dragon’s left was a set of five iron chairs, each with an ominous-looking, clear hood suspended just above them. It was obvious that the devices were intended to fit over the chairs’ occupants’ heads.


  Mercury hit her right earring. The display of her supercomputer was still scrambled. Curious, she dropped to one knee. The surface on which they were standing was strange, like a thin, dark, foil cover. She poked a white-gloved finger through it and was surprised to find the same plastic/glass surface underneath.


  The friends were caught inside a large clear oblong box. Their prison completely blocked the way to the door of the warehouse. No one could get out or in. Luna and Artemis had, as usual, lagged behind the girls and were stuck outside.


  Sailor Moon struck a familiar pose. “How dare you send men to die just to learn our secrets? Fighting for love and justice, I am the pretty sailor-suited soldier Sailor Moon! And in the name of the moon, I will punish you!”


  Lady Dragon’s calm reply came over a speaker near the top of the trap. “Oh, I intend to do much more than just learn your secrets, Sailor Moon.”


  Sailor Moon looked around their diaphanous surroundings. Evidently, there was also a microphone built into the jail so Lady Dragon could hear what the Senshi were saying. “What is the meaning of this?” Sailor Moon demanded, trying to put up a brave front. “What do you want?”


  “This,” Lady Dragon indicated their cage with a wave of a hand, “is a deathtrap, specifically designed with each one of you in mind.”


  Her words were precise, spoken without haste. “What I want is to rule first Japan - - - and then the world. Your destruction is the initial step to that end.”


  The teens followed her with their eyes as she made her way to what appeared to be a control panel. She toggled a switch.


  Suddenly a liquid sprayed out of a previously unnoticed spigot near the top of the box. As the liquid fell upon the floor of the doom trap, the dark covering began to dissolve and turned into a white gas.


  “That smoke will now combine with all the free molecules of breathable oxygen in there with you.” Lady Dragon smiled evilly. “In about ten minutes, all the oxygen will be gone. Shortly following that, you will suffocate. Then the major obstacle in my path will have been removed.”


  “I’ll get us out of here!” Sailor Mars declared.


  “MARS FIRE-”


  “STOP!” screamed Sailor Mercury.


  “What’s wrong?!” Mars demanded.


  “If you use your fire attack, you’ll just burn up the oxygen that much more quickly!” the girl with the 300 I.Q. explained.


  “Very good, Sailor Mercury,” Lady Dragon complimented coldly. “You’re right.” The villainess turned her attention to Sailor Venus. “And Sailor V, unless you seek to hasten your deaths, I wouldn’t use your Crescent Beam attack, either. It would just be reflected back and forth between the walls, slicing the five of you to ribbons.”


  Lady Dragon fixed her stare upon the tallest of the Sailor Senshi. “The same goes for you, too, Sailor Jupiter. The material also conducts electricity quite well. One of your Thunder attacks would electrocute you and your friends.”


  “Let me try, then!” shouted Sailor Mercury.


  “MERCURY ICE BUBBLE FREEZE!”


  Bubbles shot out from between Sailor Mercury’s crossed wrists and hit the wall between the Senshi and Lady Dragon. At that spot the wall turned slightly opaque and the ambient air temperature dropped about ten degrees, but nothing else seemed to happen.


  “Pound on the wall where my bubbles struck,” Mercury suggested. “Maybe the cold made it brittle.”


  Lady Dragon laughed without mirth. “Sorry, Sailor Mercury. The surface dissipates cold and heat quite efficiently. Your puny attack had absolutely no effect on the barrier.”


  Sailor Jupiter continued to beat her fists on the wall, but it stubbornly refused to budge or crack. Sailor Venus turned to Sailor Moon, “It’s up to you, Sailor Moon!”


  “Right!” said Sailor Moon. She removed her tiara, spun around and flung it like a frisbee at the wall, shouting,


  “MOON TIARA MAGIC!”


  There was a collective groan from the Sailor Senshi as the tiara struck the wall, only to drop harmlessly to the floor.


  “What about your Moon Scepter, Sailor Moon?” proposed Sailor Mars.


  “It would have the same problem as Venus’s Crescent Beam!” Mercury answered. “Its beam would be bounced back at us!”


  Luna and Artemis ran up to the far side of the opposite wall. Sailor Moon saw them out of the corner of her eye. She looked at the Senshi’s two cat advisors.


  It looked like they were trying to tell her something. Sailor Moon studied Luna’s mouth as her cat repeated something over and over - - -


  ‘That’s it!’


  “Everyone!” Sailor Moon yelled. “Join hands!”


  “You got it!” exclaimed Sailor Jupiter.


  “What are they doing?” Lady Dragon wondered.


  The Sailor Senshi formed a circle and held each others’ hands. The girls concentrated, and then - - -


  “SAILOR TELEPORT!”


  Nothing happened!


  “What’s wrong?!” whined Sailor Moon.


  “This warehouse is full of electrical equipment,” surmised Mercury. “The same interference that kept my computer from working must be preventing us from teleporting!”


  “Ha, ha, ha, ha!” Lady Dragon laughed. She hadn’t even known of that ability of the Senshi and yet her doom trap was blocking it!


  Mars, Jupiter and Venus went back to pounding on the walls, but it was futile. Mercury worked feverishly to get her computer back on-line. ‘Perhaps I can come up with some data that will allow us to escape!’ but her efforts were in vain.


  Sailor Moon noticed she was starting to have difficulty breathing. Their situation was becoming desperate. She looked around frantically.


  ‘Mamoru’s halfway to Kyoto on the Bullet Train by now. This is one time Tuxedo Kamen won’t be around to save us!’


  Just then, through the open doorway, Sailor Moon saw a figure in the distance rushing toward them. As the person came closer, Sailor Moon was able to recognize who it was - - -


  “Dominoe-chan!”


  - - - and she was carrying a machine gun!


  From a secluded position, Dominoe had watched the Sailor Senshi fall into Lady Dragon’s trap. The American spy-in-training realized immediately that time was of the essence. She resolved to go back and get one of the dead terrorist’s weapons. Dominoe decided that would be much faster than trying to explain the fantastic situation to the authorities.


  Dominoe ran up some thirty meters from the plexiglass wall. Lady Dragon looked on passively.


  The foreign exchange student waved her arm, motioning all the Sailor Senshi to move to one side. They did so, and Dominoe pulled the trigger.


  BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM-BADAM


  The bullets ricocheted wildly. Fortunately, none of them struck Dominoe, Luna or Artemis - - -


  - - - but the wall remained undented! Not a scratch could be seen!!


  “How I enjoy watching you struggle!” Lady Dragon taunted.


  This last hope extinguished, the Sailor Senshi began to fall to their knees. The floor beneath them was now completely exposed as the same damnable clear surface that had frustrated their attempts to escape. The white smoke had just about totally combined with the molecules of oxygen in the chamber.


  The heroines felt light-headed. Darkness swam in front of their eyes.


  From her knees, Jupiter had continued to bang her right fist on the wall. Now, she slumped against the barrier, unconscious. Venus collapsed face down, while Mercury and Mars passed out on their backs.


  The girls’ chests heaved as their bodies exerted themselves in unrewarded attempts to take in life-giving air.


  “No!” screamed Dominoe. Dropping the machine gun, she was reduced to pounding on the outside of the wall, while Luna and Artemis wore out their claws trying to scratch out an air passage for their charges. ‘If only there was more time!’ Dominoe railed, ‘more time - - -’


  Sailor Moon looked at her fallen comrades. Like fish out of water, the Senshi gasped for oxygen, their breasts rising and falling sporadically.


  “Minako-chan - - - Mako-chan,” Sailor Moon whispered. “Rei-chan - - - Ami-chan.”


  Sailor Moon crawled toward Dominoe. With a supreme effort, the Moon Princess put her outstretched hand up against the glass, as if to say goodbye to her new friend.


  Moisture welling up in her eyes, Dominoe did the same. The American’s tanned skin mirrored Sailor Moon’s white-gloved fingers. Then Sailor Moon, the Champion of Justice, closed her eyes and pitched forward against the wall.


  BANG!


  A second shade of red began to mingle with the red of the dragon’s breath on the front of Lady Dragon’s robe. The stain grew and blood began to drip on the floor.


  The villainess staggered forward, then toppled onto her back. A figure began to emerge from the shadows behind Lady Dragon.


  Although she couldn’t hear what transpired on the far side of the Sailor Senshi’s transparent tomb, Lady Dragon’s collapse caught Dominoe’s attention. She watched the events take place with some trepidation. She worried who it might be that would step into the light.


  Her fears proved groundless. The man Lady Dragon had called Da-sama was Japanese. Elderly, easily in his seventies or eighties, he had a prosthetic arm and leg, with a metal claw for one hand.


  The man tottered to stand over the mortally wounded woman, positioned so Dominoe could not see the strange expression on his face. He spoke softly, his voice mixing tenderness with the conviction of a zealot. “You have done well - - -


  “- - - daughter.”


  Lady Dragon looked up at the man who had shot her. Her last words were, “Thank you - - - father.”


  Chapter Seven: Defeat into Victory


  Lady Dragon’s eyes closed forever. “Till we meet again,” Da-sama whispered lovingly.


  To Dominoe's eyes, the man hobbled with agonizing slowness over to the control panel. Once there, he flipped a switch.


  The plexiglass walls of the Sailor Senshi’s deathtrap retracted into the ceiling. Reacting quickly, Dominoe grabbed Sailor Moon’s shoulders before they hit the floor. The American dragged the Moon Princess outside into the fresh air.


  Once Dominoe saw that Sailor Moon was breathing, she rushed in to attend to the other girls. In turn she pulled each Sailor into the warehouse, not far from the control panel, to get them off the oxygen eating surface as soon as possible.


  Dominoe was an expert at mouth-to-mouth resuscitation and CPR, but fortunately her first aid training wasn’t needed. All the Senshi were breathing on their own, gulping in lung fulls of air.


  Artemis bounded over the floor of the doom trap to sit at Sailor Venus’s side. Luna kept a vigil over Sailor Moon until the Ponytailed Princess sat up.


  “Ewww. Do I have a headache!” Sailor Moon said, rubbing her blonde hair with her right, white-gloved hand. “What happened?”


  Suddenly she remembered. She glanced at Luna, then turned to look over her shoulder and back into the warehouse. Sailor Moon saw the other four Senshi lying on the floor. A short distance away from her friends, also on the floor, was Lady Dragon. Dominoe was bending over Sailor Mercury, while an old man was standing in front of the control panel, looking down with concern at the four fallen Senshi.


  “Everyone!” Sailor Moon cried as she sprung to her feet and hastily skipped across the glass floor. The fivesome’s leader knelt between Mars and Jupiter and checked on their condition.


  Soon, after a great deal of moaning and unanswered questions, the other teens revived. Finally, Mercury asked, “Dominoe-chan, did you save us?”


  “No, Ami-” Dominoe caught herself, “Sailor Mercury.” She indicated the elderly man with her hand. “This gentleman shot Lady Dragon and opened the trap.”


  “Honorable Sailor Senshi, allow me to introduce myself,” the man began. “My name is Doctor Daka Tito.”


  “Thank you for rescuing us, Daka-sensei” said Sailor Moon with a bow. “Were you a captive of Lady Dragon, too?”


  “Hai, precisely,” explained Doctor Daka. “Because of my infirmities, she didn’t consider me a threat. Before they left, I was able to palm one of her men’s guns when they weren’t looking.”


  “Why was she holding you?” asked Sailor Mars suspiciously. Something about this man just didn’t feel right to the psychic girl.


  “She wanted me to modify my invention for some evil purpose,” replied Daka.


  “What invention was that, Daka-sensei?” inquired Sailor Mercury.


  “This!” Daka said, beaming with pride as he walked over to the semi-circle of five iron chairs.


  “What is it?” posed a skeptical Sailor Jupiter.


  Doctor Daka spread his plastic and flesh arms wide, as if to encompass his creation. “This is my teaching machine. It will revolutionize education! With it, information is imparted directly to the brain!”


  “Wow! That sounds great!” exclaimed Sailor Venus. Like Usagi, Minako had no great love of studying.


  Doctor Daka grinned. “Would you like to try it?”


  Sailor Mercury looked over at Lady Dragon’s body. “I don’t know if that’s appropriate at the moment.”


  Daka followed Mercury’s gaze to the woman’s corpse. “I would like to test it out before the authorities arrive, to make sure it’s working properly. In any event, though, I assure you it’s perfectly safe.”


  Sailor Moon was sorely tempted. Her parents had been threatening to enroll her in a juka. If Usagi's grades didn't improve, Sailor Moon knew she might lose some of her precious free time to attending a remedial school. Nevertheless, the Moon Princess was inclined to follow Mercury’s strategic assessment of the situation. “Some other time, perhaps, Daka-sensei?”


  “Really, ladies, I’m afraid I must insist.” It was clear Doctor Daka was not going to take ‘no’ for an answer. “If you cooperate, I’m sure I will forget what I overheard about three young students named Mizuno Ami, Kino Makoto and Tsukino Usagi.”


  The Sailor Senshi still seemed reluctant to sit in the five iron chairs. “Look,” Doctor Daka reassured them, “there are no restraints on the chairs. You can get up at any time - - - and, after all, I did just save your lives.”


  The Senshi were culturally conditioned to respect and obey their elders. In addition, there was a certain logic in what the man said. Sailor Moon looked at her teammates. With a shrug she said, “All right, Daka-sensei, I’ll do it.”


  “I’m afraid all five seats must be occupied for the machine to work properly,” Doctor Daka declared.


  Venus and Jupiter were willing, but Mercury and Mars far less so. Dominoe put a hand on Mercury’s shoulder, “You don’t need this machine, Mercury. I’ll take your place.”


  Daka regarded Dominoe coldly. He was particularly disturbed to hear Japanese spoken with a South Florida accent. “I much prefer observing the results of the procedure on students with the enhanced abilities of the Sailor Senshi. Besides, at this time, the machine is calibrated for subjects whose native language is Japanese. I take it you are,” Daka’s expression turned to one of disgust, “an American?”


  Dominoe glared at Daka defiantly. “What will this lesson be about?” asked Mercury.


  “Ah,” Daka replied enthusiastically, “the history of Japan’s involvement in World War II!”


  Despite Dominoe’s further protestations, the Sailor Senshi took places in the five iron chairs. Luna and Artemis looked on with concern, but remained silent.


  Daka went behind each Senshi and lowered the clear plastic dome over the girls’ heads. “In just a moment, you’ll look at World War II in an entirely new way.”


  The old man teetered to a different control panel, this one directly facing the middle chair. Daka turned a dial.


  Immediately sounds of electrical buzzing and popping filled the air! The lights in the warehouse dimmed momentarily due to the power surge. Sparks flashed around the girls’ faces!


  “Stop!” screamed Dominoe.


  “Quiet, ignorant American!” growled Daka. “It’s supposed to do that.”


  Images flew into the Sailor Senshi’s minds: a map of the United States’ presence in 1941 in the Philippines, the Panama Canal and the Caribbean; Japanese families huddling against the cold due to the American oil embargo; lines of Japanese-Americans being forced into interment camps; Tokyo’s three million homeless after Allied incendiary bombs reduced the heart of the capital to ash.


  The Sailor Senshi grimaced as they were forced to experience these scenes - - - but this was nothing compared to the ultimate horror that awaited them.


   Daka’s machine poured uncensored pictures of the atomic explosions at Hiroshima and Nagasaki and their aftermaths into the teenagers’ minds. Images of total destruction, of skin falling off survivors’ bodies, of slow deaths due to radiation poisoning were ingrained into the girls’ psyches.


  Finally, the grisly show ended. Daka went behind each Senshi and removed the hoods.


  The Senshi stared straight ahead, expressionless. Their eyes looked empty, their faces vacant.


  “Sailor Moon!” screamed Dominoe. “Mercury! Mars! Jupiter! Venus!”


  “Assure your American ‘friend,’” Daka said the word with utter contempt, “that you are alright.”


  “We’re alright,” responded five monotone voices in unison.


  Dominoe whirled to face the elderly doctor. “What have you done to them?!”


  “I’ve shown them their true history - a history that, up to now, has been hidden from them. They will now use their powers for the true Emperor and the Empire of Japan!


  “Jupiter! Mars!” Daka ordered. “Grab the American spy!”


  “Hai, Daka-sensei,” replied the two Senshi. They each grabbed one of Dominoe’s arms.


  Dominoe was surprised Daka knew who she was, but soon realized that he had just called her that for the Senshi’s benefit. Dominoe considered resisting, but there was no sense escaping. Also, she couldn’t stand up to the Japanese girls if they used their extraordinary powers.


  ‘Does this madman now control those powers, too?’ Dominoe wondered. ‘And to what end?’ It was her job to find out.


  “Do you want us to attack the United States?” Sailor Mercury asked.


  Daka smiled at the brightest of his new recruits. “It’s tempting,” he admitted,” but I doubt if even you and the rest of the Sailor Senshi could defeat the American military of this time by yourselves.”


  Daka looked upwards, as if his eyes could see the sky beyond the ceiling. “No, I have a much more elegant plan. We are going back in time - - - and win World War II for the Empire of the Rising Sun!”


  “What!?” exclaimed Dominoe. She could hardly keep from laughing. “That’s ridiculous! Time travel is impossible!”


  “That’s what you think!” Daka shouted. “I happen to know that very soon, two new Sailor Senshi will appear, who possess the secret to traveling through time! I’m sure Sailor Moon and her friends will be able to - - - convince them to support our cause.”


  Daka was now raving like a maniac. “We’ll travel back to April 18, 1942. Think what the Sailor Senshi’s powers will do to the Doolittle raiders! The Sailors will wipe the Americans from our skies! The Senshi will be hailed as divine heroines - - - and I’ll be their leader!


  “With the Sailor Senshi - and my foreknowledge - Japan will be unstoppable! The Battle of the Coral Sea will be ours! The Battle of Midway will become a total Allied defeat!”


  Dominoe could hardly believe her ears. Could what he was saying be true? In the last twenty-four hours she had witnessed many things she previously would have thought impossible.


  “I don’t believe it!” Dominoe spat out. “The Sailor Senshi would never do that!”


  “You think not, insolent girl?” Daka leaned in close to Dominoe. A sadistic smile crossed his face.


  “Jupiter! Mars! Pull off her arms! - - - but slowly, very slowly. I want her to have time to fully consider the error of her ways as you dismember her.”


  Chapter Eight: Re-Fighting Old Battles


  Dominoe felt the grips on her arms tighten. “Shimatta” she muttered. She regretted her decision not to try to break away earlier. A few moments ago, she was sure she could have loosened either Jupiter’s or Mars’s grasp by bringing her heel down on one of their insteps. Now, as they began to pull her apart, Dominoe had lost all leverage and the Sailors’ feet were out of range.


  A question occurred to the fledgling American agent. “Why didn’t you just knock the Senshi out when they were in your trap and then have them placed in your chairs?”


  Daka seemed genuinely surprised. “So inquisitive, even when faced with imminent death. Admirable.” He looked at Dominoe like a biologist examining a bug in a jar. “All right, I’ll tell you.


  “The subject must be conscious for the procedure to work. Also, it is much more effective if the ‘student’ opens her mind willingly.”


  Dominoe bit her lower lip to keep from screaming. Her loathing of Daka, for what he had done to her friends and threatened to do to the world, bubbled over. She called him, “Konchikisho!”


  Daka’s eyes flared at the insult, but then he smiled. ‘The girl knows she, and her loathsome country, are doomed!’


  Meanwhile, something flittered at the back of Sailor Moon’s brain, like a moth in her bedroom in the middle of the night. Something was very wrong. She just couldn’t put her finger on what it was. Sailor Moon had these thoughts as she impassively watched the process of Jupiter and Mars rending her newest friend.


  Dominoe could feel the stress on her arms slowly increase. She tried to bend her arms, even just a little, but the enhanced strength of the two Sailor Senshi has already made that impossible. Soon, her tendons would begin to tear. Next, her joints would be pulled from their sockets. Finally, when her skin tore and her limbs were ripped asunder, she would die from shock and loss of blood.


  The American turned her head to looked imploringly at Sailors Jupiter and Mars. “Think Jupiter! Mars! Why are you doing this?!”


  “On behalf of Japan, we must take revenge upon the United States and prevent America’s war crimes,” Jupiter said flatly.


  “War crimes?” said Dominoe, fighting to concentrate over the pain. “Don’t forget there was no war between the U. S. and Japan until the Japanese sneak attack on Pearl Harbor!”


  “That was a pre-emptive strike in response to the expanding American colonial empire,” said Jupiter, as if reciting a well-learned lesson.


  “And to the cutting off by the United States of vital exports to Japan,” added Mars.


  “I dispute your claim that the United States had a colonial empire,” argued Dominoe, “and the embargo was in direct response to Japan’s invasion of southern Indochina!”


  “Your prevarications will have no effect on these patriotic and loyal daughters of the Emperor!” Daka crowed.


  “What about the interment of innocent Americans of Japanese descent?” Sailor Mercury pointed out.


  “I’ll concede that one,” Dominoe admitted. “On the other hand, the Second World War in the Pacific was really started when Japan invaded Manchuria!”


  Sailor Venus joined the debate. “American firebombing targeted Japanese civilians: old men, women, children. After that, no one should have been surprised when the so-called ‘shining city on a hill’ became the only nation to ever actually use atomic weapons against another!”


  Even as Jupiter and Mars once again increased the pressure on her limbs, Dominoe persisted, “But what about the Rape of Nanjing? And the Bataan Death March? Don’t you see? War is hell. It always leads to atrocities. That’s why I can’t believe the Sailor Senshi would play any part in one!”


  “Enough!” bellowed Daka. “Save your breath for your screams of agony, American bitch! Mars! Jupiter! Tear her arms off! Now!!”


  Luna looked at Artemis. Then the two cats sprinted toward Mars and Jupiter. Luna jumped on Mars’s arms, while Artemis leapt onto Jupiter. The animals raked their claws across the controlled Sailor Senshi’s flesh.


  Mars and Jupiter yelped in response to the scratches. Dominoe broke away momentarily, but the two Senshi recovered in time to grab her again before she could escape.


  “Where did those animals come from?!” Daka thundered. “Mercury! Venus! Grab them!”


  Sailor Venus got a hold of Artemis, while Mercury managed to latch on to Luna’s black fur. “Now, twist off their necks!” Daka ordered.


  Venus looked at Mercury. “No, Daka-sensei,” the blonde girl said, without emotion.


  “They are true friends of the Sailor Senshi,” Mercury explained.


  Daka was surprised by this refusal, but took it in stride. ‘Obviously, there is some special bond between these cats and the girls.’ “Alright. Just hold onto them, then.”


  Luna and Artemis craned their necks to turn to stare directly into the faces of the teens who were holding them. A yellow beam, like moonlight, shone from the upturned crescent moons on the cats’ foreheads to strike the gems on Sailor Mercury’s and Sailor Venus’s tiaras.


  Instantly, thoughts flashed back and forth between the feline advisors and the two brainwashed soldiers.


  ‘You remember the Lunar Mind Meld. This is how you regained your memories after the battle with Queen Beryl. This man’s machine has done something to your minds. He wants you to do terrible things! Fight him! Remember who you are.’


  But the cats entreaties were immediately countered by the re-arranged thoughts of Mercury and Venus. ‘We know who we are. We fight for justice - - - and a great injustice has been done to the country of our birth. We must help Daka-sensei right the wrong that was done to Japan! Don’t you understand? We will change history for the better.’ Mercury and Venus were able to reconcile being Sailor Senshi with following Doctor Daka.


  This attempt frustrated, Luna realized she had but one last card to play. Already, Mars and Jupiter were getting ready to resume their grim work on Dominoe.


  “Mars! Jupiter! Stop!” Luna cried out.


  Doctor Daka and Dominoe both stared at the cat in open-mouthed amazement. “You cats can talk!” Dominoe managed to sputter. Mars and Jupiter held fast to the American’s arms, but, for the moment, stopped pulling her apart.


  “Sailor Moon! You must listen to me!” Luna continued. “The Sailor Senshi fight for love! You fight to protect the entire Earth, not just one country! Remember the Moon Kingdom and the Silver Millennium - - - and how a thousand years of peace came to an end because of a war started by the Dark Kingdom!”


  The sparkle began to return to Sailor Moon’s eyes. ‘Hai. Hai!’ she thought. ‘That’s what’s been bothering me!’


  Artemis spoke to Sailor Venus. “You are destined to defend world peace and justice. There’s nothing just about re-fighting a war that’s been over for almost fifty years! No matter who was right or wrong, let the dead rest in peace.”


  The white tomcat turned to look at all the Senshi. “Your job is to insure peace, on this planet, here and now!”


  Sailor Moon was the first to fully shake off the effects of Daka’s infernal machine. “Jupiter! Mars!” she ordered. “Let Dominoe-chan go!”


  Dazed and confused, Mars and Jupiter obeyed . Dominoe slumped to the floor. Then Mars, Jupiter, Mercury and Venus shook their heads, as if awakening from a bad dream.


  Daka had been dumbstruck by the spectacle of talking cats. Now he managed to mutter, “No - - - no - - - no! You must follow me! We have to prepare for the arrival of the other Senshi! We must get ready to go back in time - to change history - to win the war for Japan!”


  Sailor Moon whirled on Daka. “No, Daka-sensei. It is you who must prepare to pay for trying to cause two friends to kill another. You must face the consequences of ordering men to kill themselves and of shooting an evil woman.”


  Sailor Moon made a fist, then extended her index fingers and pinkies. Then, pointing at Daka with her right hand over her left elbow, she said, “Fighting for love and justice, I am the pretty sailor-suited soldier Sailor Moon! And in the name of the moon, I will punish you!”


  Doctor Daka, though, already seemed to be beyond punishment by Sailor Moon. He had hobbled over to the body of Lady Dragon. Now he was on his knees, cradling her head in his hands, tears streaming down his cheeks, babbling uncontrollably.


  “But we have to go back in time, so that you can be reborn, my darling daughter. Once I lead our forces to victory, I’m sure I’ll become the Emperor’s favorite. Then, after I marry your mother and you are born, I have no doubt you’ll become the Emperor’s son’s bride. You’ll be the Empress of the World!!”


  Daka began to sob incoherently. Luna looked up at Sailor Moon. “We should just leave him. That way, I don’t think we have to worry about him telling anyone who you, Mercury and Jupiter are.”


  As evil as he was, Sailor Moon began to feel pity for the crippled old man. ‘How terrible!’ she thought, ‘to shoot your own child!’ “What do you think’s going to happen to him?”


  “Who knows?” Artemis answered. “He’ll probably end up in a cockroach-infested apartment somewhere. Maybe to punish himself he’ll go into exile in his hated America, perhaps in Gotham City.”


  Something was bothering Mercury. “Do you think we really will meet more Sailor Senshi? And that they will have traveled through time?”


  “I doubt it,” replied Luna dubiously. “I think the man’s been half-crazy for years. Those ideas were probably just the product of his diseased mind.”


  “Whew!” Dominoe exclaimed as she walked up to join the group. “After that experience, I don’t think I’ll have to bend over anymore to tie my shoes!”


  Jupiter and Mars started to apologize, but Dominoe cut them off. “Everyone, we need to talk.”


  “I agree,” said Sailor Moon, “but not now. I’m sure what happened at the shopping center has made the news by this time. Rei-chan’s grandfather and Minako-chan’s parents are probably frantic with worry. What do you say that we all meet tonight at nine at the Hikawa Temple?”


  While the other Sailor Senshi and Dominoe were agreeing to Sailor Moon’s proposal, unprecedented events were taking place in the Nether Realm, near the Door of Time - although such concepts as “while” and “taking place” are meaningless in the misty void outside of Time.


  A Sailor Senshi, five foot, seven inches in height, stood at her post just outside the Door of Time. The sentinel held a staff that resembled a giant key, just about as tall as she. Her green hair was long and straight, falling to the back of the knees. This dark-skinned warrior was Sailor Pluto, the Guardian of Time. She appeared a few years older than the other Senshi, but her true age was incalculable.


  Pluto had a melancholy assignment. Her task was to guard the Door of Time and to correct any errors in the time-stream. She had performed this lonely vigil throughout eternity.


  The green-haired Guardian talked to herself out loud, as she often did. There was never anyone else to talk to - - -


  “I sense a corruption in the time-stream - - - but a power greater than mine is blocking my attempts to repair it! It seems to be in the year 1992, after the awakening of the Moon Princess and the Inner Senshi, but before that of Neptune and Uranus.”


  Panic and fear was not in the nature of Sailor Pluto. She was beyond that - - - but her voice was filled with concern as she said, “I hope Sailor Moon and the others can repair the damage - - - before it’s too late - - -”


  Chapter Nine: Temple Meeting


  That night the Sailor Senshi and Dominoe met on the grounds of the Hikawa Temple. This was one meeting for which even Usagi was on time.


  Usagi brought Rei, Minako and Dominoe up to date on what happened after those three had left the warehouse. “Jupiter found the videotape that contained our transformations and destroyed it. Mercury hacked into their computer and deleted all the files with any references to the Sailor Senshi.”


  “I also removed the software that ran Doctor Daka’s machine,” Ami added. “Even if he should regain his senses, I don’t believe he’ll ever be able to get it to work again.”


  While Ami was giving her report, Dominoe bent over to pick up a piece of paper caught in the evening breeze. At that same instant, Makoto reached out at a butterfly that had fluttered by. Makoto ended up poking Dominoe in the nose!


  “Hey!” cried the American.


  “Sorry,” replied Makoto, half-heartedly.


  Dominoe tracked down the flying debris. She looked around. “Do you have a trash can around here, Rei-chan?”


  “Oh, give it here!” Rei declared, grabbing the garbage out of Dominoe’s hand. Since keeping the temple grounds clean was one of Rei’s duties, she appreciated Dominoe’s fastidiousness, but the shrine maiden found her timing wildly inappropriate.


  “Let’s get down to business, shall we?” Minako suggested. The question of who should be leader of the Sailor Senshi was still somewhat open. Although as the Moon Princess, Sailor Moon was entitled to a certain deference, Rei didn’t hesitate to express her opinion on numerous occasions that Sailor Mars would be a more appropriate leader. Since Sailor V, though, had a year’s more experience than the other girls, at times Venus assumed a leadership role.


  “I agree!” said Makoto. “How did you find out who we are, Dominoe-chan? And just who are you - - - really?”


  “As I told Rei-chan and Minako-chan yesterday, when I see you as Sailor Senshi, it’s obvious to me who you are. I’m sure you realize that you don’t look much different at all.”


  Ami started to say something, but Dominoe plowed ahead. “When I first saw you as Senshi, I did get a bit dizzy. For some reason, that seemed to be the only effect on me of whatever power it is that hides your identities from everyone else.”


  The five Sailors seemed to consider this explanation. Then Dominoe took a deep breath. ‘Now, for the hard part,’ she thought. “As to who I really am - - -


  “- - - I’m an agent-in-training for a covert task force of the United States government.”


  Rei and Makoto looked like their worst fears had been confirmed. Minako appeared as if she had just been hit in the face with a two by four. Tears welled up in Usagi’s eyes. It all started to make some sort of sense to Ami, but she was bubbling over with questions.


  “A secret agent?” Ami asked in disbelief. “Just how old are you, anyway?”


  “Oh, I’m your age, Ami-chan,” Dominoe answered. “I know a fourteen year old agent is unusual, but my background is - - - rather unique.”


  “Huh!” said Makoto in disgust. “Maybe Doctor Daka wasn’t so wrong after all.”


  “Mako-chan!” scolded Minako, but Rei came to the tall girl’s defense.


  “I feel the same way, Minako-chan. Anyway you look at it, it’s Dominoe-chan’s job to betray us.”


  Usagi was crying. Between sniffles, she managed to ask, “So you pretended to be our friend - - - to spy on us?”


  “We knew the Sailor Senshi were often seen around Juu-ban School. That’s why I enrolled there.”


  Dominoe grabbed Usagi’s hands. “But remember, Usagi-chan, you introduced yourself to me. I had no idea that you were Sailor Moon,” she turned to look at the other girls, “or that any of you were Sailor Senshi, until Venus and Mars ran into the gym.


  “But everything I told you was true. You all are the first friends my own age I’ve ever had - - - and even if you don’t feel that way about me anymore, I still feel that way about you.


  “And I always will.”


  * * *


  It was some two hours later. Dominoe paused. She had just about finished her report.


  Davis leaned back in his desk chair, hands behind his head and looked at the ceiling. “Talking cats! Fantastic!” Then he lowered his gaze to take in his protégée.


  “You’ve done extremely well, Dominoe. We didn’t even know Doctor Daka was still alive. Not only did you help stop his mad scheme, but you discovered the true identities of the Sailor Senshi - - - and in less than a week!”


  Davis began to write on a legal pad on his desk. “I’ll make arrangements to have the girls kept under surveillance - - - discreetly, of course.”


  “There is just one other thing, sir,” added Dominoe.


  Silence hung in the air. “Yes?” Davis finally said.


  “I told the Senshi all about me.”


  Dominoe could tell Davis was shocked by this disclosure and unhappy with her breach of security. She quickly began to justify her actions.


  “I didn’t tell them anything else about C.A.T.T. or its operations. The objective of my mission was to make the Sailors available for use by C.A.T.T., should the need arise. Naturally, they were dismayed to learn that a part of the United States government would know their secrets. I had to give them something in return.”


  Davis continued to stare at Dominoe, his expression now unreadable. Dominoe continued, “The Sailor Senshi will be much more valuable to us as willing allies, as opposed to being victims of blackmail.”


  Davis still said nothing. “We’re going to train together on Saturday night,” Dominoe said, hoping that would please him.


  Then she let the other shoe drop, “Oh, by the way, I promised we wouldn’t keep watch on them.” Her voice trailed off.


  Not a word was said for over a minute. The only sound was that of an antique clock ticking.


  Then Davis shuffled his papers. “Okay, Dominoe. I consider what you did within the discretion of an agent in the field. Submit a written report as soon as you can. For now, get to bed. You’ve got school tomorrow.”


  Dominoe knew this was the closest Davis could come to approving of Dominoe telling anyone about herself. She fought down the urge to reach across the desk and hug the man. Instead, she simply said, “Thank you, sir. Good night.”


  * * *


  The next morning things seemed to be back to normal. Usagi was late for school. As she ran up the hallway to her classroom, she could hear Haruna-sensei’s voice inside.


  “- - - Usagi-kun.”


  Usagi bolted through the door. “I’m here, Haruna-sensei!”


  “Oh, I wasn’t talking to you,” explained Haruna-sensei. “I was introducing our newest student: Tsukoni Usagi-kun.”


  The Moon Princess looked at the front of the room. There stood a girl with long black hair - - - done up in two buns with trailing pigtails, exactly like Sailor Moon’s!


  Chapter Ten: Training Session


  The girl who was Sailor Moon stared in amazement at the teenager with almost exactly the same name as her. Tsukoni Usagi flashed an enigmatic smile at the tardy Usagi, then found a seat near the back of the room. The Moon Princess recovered enough to clamber to her own desk. Soon thereafter, the morning’s lessons began.


  During the lunch period, Usagi Tsukino was walking outside with Dominoe when Naru came toward them. “Hey, Usagi-chan!” Naru called, “Is that new student a relative of yours? She looks a lot like your brother, Shingo.”


  “You think so?” Usagi questioned. She hadn’t thought of it before, but maybe that was part of the reason why the new girl looked so familiar, in addition to her odango atama and long ponytails. “I don’t think we’re related,” Usagi added.


  “New student?” Ami said, as she joined the group. “You have a new student in your class, too?”


  “Hai,” Dominoe replied. “What’s the new student in your room like?”


  “Her name is Mizonu Ami-san. Isn’t that a coincidence? We have the same given name and our family names are anagrams of each other.” Ami seemed genuinely pleased by these facts. “She has short hair, like mine, and she seems pretty smart.”


  “Hey, guys!” Makoto yelled as she approached the four girls. “Guess what? There’s a new boy in my class and his surname is Kino-san! And get this! His given name is Mako-san!”


  Dominoe and Naru looked at each other. Naru said what was on everyone’s minds. “Something strange is definitely going on.”


  * * *


  Later that day, Usagi invited Dominoe to join the girls after school for a burger at their favorite restaurant. “Maybe you can help us solve this mystery,” Usagi proffered.


  When she got the chance, Usagi called Rei and Minako. Rei was less than thrilled with being bothered at school. When she felt the vibrations of her Sailor Senshi communicator, the temple maiden got herself excused so she could adjourn to the bathroom.


  “What is it, Usagi?” Rei demanded when she saw Usagi’s face on the vid-screen in the upper right hand corner of the device. “This better be good.”


  “We’re having a meeting after school at the café,” Usagi reported.


  “Another meeting!” Rei complained. “We just had a meeting last night! Alright, I’ll be there - - - but we’re having more meetings than parliament!” Rei muttered as she snapped off her communicator.


  * * *


  After school, Usagi, Ami, Makoto, Dominoe and Rei met at the café. The girls had commandeered the largest booth in the place, one with benches on three sides. The Juu-ban School girls filled the temple maiden in on the unusual coincidences regarding their new classmates.


  Rei got a thoughtful expression on her face. “Here’s something else odd: I heard through the grapevine that there’s a new student at the Catholic boys’ school next to my school - - - and that his name is Hino Hideo-san!”


  At that moment, Minako bounded into the restaurant. She had stars in her eyes and a dreamy smile. “Hi, everyone! Sorry I’m late, but wait until you hear the news! There’s a new boy in Shiba-Kouen Junior High. He’s wonderful! He looks just like my dad!”


  “Your dad?!” all the other girls cried.


  “I mean the way my dad looked when he was in junior high,” Minako quickly explained, “from pictures I’ve seen. The boy’s name is Kazuhiro-san - - - and we have so much in common! He likes volleyball and-“


  ”Minako-chan,” Ami interrupted, “is his surname, by any chance, Aino-san, the same as yours?”


  Minako looked stunned. “Why, hai! How did you know?”


  “Uh, oh,” uttered Dominoe.


  * * *


  An hour later, Rei walked up the many steps to the her home, the Hikawa Temple, lost in thought. She turned the problem over in her mind. ‘Today, three boys and two girls showed up in the same grade and with similar names to all the Sailor Senshi. I’ll do a fire reading later tonight to see if I can learn anything about these newcomers.’


  Even though she was a Shinto shrine maiden, the girl who was secretly Sailor Mars attended an all-girls Catholic school. Rei’s estranged father, a successful politician, had enrolled her there.


  Rei lived with her late mother’s father. The maternal side of her family had protected the Hikawa Temple for generations. As time passed, she has assumed more and more responsibility in running the shrine from her aged grandfather.


  The young priestess was so engrossed in her mental preparations for the fire reading that she almost ran into a young man in traditional robes who was sweeping the temple grounds. To her surprise, it wasn’t Yuuichirou!


  “Hey! Who are you?” Rei asked.


  “Pardon me.” The teen appeared to be about Rei’s age, but was about six inches shorter than Rei’s five foot, three.


  The young man bowed, then looked at Rei quizzically. “You must be Rei-san?”


  “Hai, that’s right,” Rei replied. She was getting annoyed. “What are you doing here?”


  “I am Hino Hideo,” the boy explained. “I’ve come to live at the temple.”


  “What!?” Rei blustered. “Are you a relative?”


  “Something like that,” the diminutive teen said, giving up no information. “Excuse me. Grandfather told me to finish this chore before dinner. We’ll talk later.”


  For Rei, it was chilling to hear this interloper call her mother’s father “grandfather.” Sometimes Usagi used that title, but it didn’t bother Rei. She found Hideo’s use of the term, though, unsettling.


  Rei closed her eyes and concentrated on the boy as, sweeping his broom back and forth, he went away. ‘Maybe I can get some vibes off of him.’


  A few seconds later, Rei’s eyes opened in shock! She couldn’t feel anything about him - - - absolutely nothing at all! ‘It’s like no one’s there!’


  * * *


  As the week progressed, the mystery only deepened. Neither Luna nor Artemis could shed any light on the situation. The new Usagi, Ami and Mako were polite, but somewhat cool, to their counterparts.


  Minako, though, seemed to be taking full advantage of her opportunity. She was treating Kazuhiro like a potential boyfriend and the good-looking teenage boy was doing nothing to dissuade her.


  Rei, on the other hand, was most bothered by what had happened. Having a “twin” of sorts at school was one thing; living with one at home was something else entirely.


  Rei’s grandfather denied Hideo was a relative. The old man said that while he would prefer to have teenage girls working at the shrine, he wasn’t about to turn away any acolytes. When Rei brought up the disastrous Jadeite incident, grandfather countered with how well Yuuichirou had worked out. Rei told her grandfather that she found Hideo “creepy,” but he was unmoved.


  Matters deteriorated on Wednesday. Dominoe had noticed that Usagi hadn’t been her usual ebullient self that morning. The girl with the twin blonde ponytails seemed tired, bleary eyed and sad. Dominoe made a point of seeking her out at lunch time.


  “Usagi-chan!” Dominoe called. Usagi was sitting by herself, under a tree. Dominoe hurried over and sat down next to her. “What’s the matter?”


  “I’m okay,” Usagi replied, in such a way that Dominoe knew she wasn’t.


  Dominoe gave Usagi a disapproving look. Usagi looked the American in the eye, then burst into tears, burying her face on Dominoe’s shoulder. “Oh, Dominoe-chan!”


  Dominoe had already learned that Usagi’s reputation as a crybaby was well-deserved. This time, though, Dom’s first friend from her peer group seemed to be in real pain. “Tell me about it,” Dominoe whispered gently.


  Usagi sniffed back the tears. “I called Mamo-chan last night. He went on and on about this new girl at the university! He said she seemed really nice.”


  “Usagi-chan,” Dominoe scolded. “I didn’t think you were the jealous type! You can’t expect your boyfriend to ignore all the girls at his school!”


  “It’s not that,” Usagi said sincerely. “It’s the last thing Mamo-chan said. I’m sure it was a joke - - - but it upset me so!” The waterworks flowed again.


  Dominoe handed Usagi a handkerchief. After a moment, she asked, “Well, what did he say?”


  “He said *sob* - - - he said if he was to marry this girl, she wouldn’t have to change her name, because it was Chiba, the same as his!”


  Dominoe’s eyes lit up in surprise. “Usagi-chan! Have you told Mamoru-san what’s been going on with all the new students?”


  Now it was Usagi’s turn to be surprised. “Why, no, Dominoe-chan. In fact, to be honest, I haven’t even told him about you yet!”


  Dominoe put her right hand over her eyes. ‘I think the world of Usagi, but sometimes - - - she can be such a meatball head!’ The Sailor Senshi hadn’t told Dominoe who Tuxedo Kamen was, but from what she had been able to piece together, the fledgling super-agent strongly suspected that he was Usagi’s college-age boyfriend.


  If that was the case, then new students with either the same first or last names as the Sailor Senshi, as well as their caped benefactor, had now turned up within the last two days! Dominoe had noticed yesterday that the three new Juu-ban students had left school together. She was tired of all this polite Japanese beating-around-the-bush. Maybe it was time for some good old blunt American straight-talk!


  After school, Dominoe once again saw the doppelganger Usagi leaving in the company of the other Ami and Mako. She ran after them, “Hey, Tsukoni-san!”


  The three new eighth graders turned to look at the girl coming toward them. “Who’s that?” Mako asked quietly.


  “That’s Dominoe-san, an American foreign exchange student in my room,” the dark-haired Usagi explained. Then Usagi returned Dominoe’s hail, “Hai, Domino-san?”


  Dominoe stopped a few feet from the trio. “I’d like to talk to you.”


  “What about?” Usagi asked innocently.


  Dominoe got right to the point. “Don’t you find it rather odd that you two girls have the same given name - and hair styles - as a girl who was already in your class - - - and that your surnames just have a couple of letters switched from those same girls?” Dominoe then looked directly at Mako, “and that you have the exact same surname as Makoto-chan?”


  “That is all rather unusual,” Usagi admitted.


  “What are you getting at?” Ami demanded suspiciously.


  Dominoe pressed her point. “How do the three of you know each other? How did you all happen to enroll here on exactly the same day?”


  Mako took a couple of steps toward Dominoe. “They’re old girlfriends of mine.” The boy looked Dominoe up and down and then reached his right hand toward her face. “I wouldn’t mind having a gaijin girlfriend.”


  Several possible reactions came to Dominoe’s mind, but for the moment she simply stepped back out of reach. “That’s not much of an answer,” Dominoe replied coldly.


  Mako stopped his advance. “That’s all the answer to which you’re entitled. Now, if you’ll excuse us, we have study group.”


  Usagi bowed slightly toward Dominoe, as if she was embarrassed by her friends’ rudeness, but then turned to follow Ami and Mako. Dominoe stared after them. ‘So much for the direct approach. Tomorrow, I’ll try Plan B.’


  * * *


  The next day, Dominoe surreptitiously followed the three new students when they left the Juu-ban school grounds. With her extensive surveillance training, it was an easy matter for the American to remain unobserved.


  Less than ten blocks from the school, the threesome entered an apartment building. Dominoe took up a position where she could watch the entrance without being seen. She didn’t have long to wait.


  Within fifteen minutes another teenage boy disappeared into the building’s lobby. ‘Unless I miss my guess, that’s Minako’s new friend, Kazuhiro.’


  Dominoe waited another quarter of an hour to see if either a prospective Hideo or “Miss” Chiba showed up. When no one of the right age appeared, Dominoe slipped across the street and into the lobby.


  As she hoped, there were mailboxes with names on them. She scanned them and found the one for which she was looking. “TSUKONI U.”


  Did the new Usagi live here by herself or did she have parents living with her? Or did all the new students live together? These questions haunted Dominoe as she walked home to the Embassy.


  Dominoe was unaware that her departure was noticed. Four pairs of eyes watched her vanish down the street.


  “Do you think she will cause us any problems?” Ami asked.


  “What can she do?” answered Kazuhiro. “Besides, before long she will have forgotten all about it.”


  * * *


  The Sailor Senshi were glad that Saturday night had finally arrived. All of them, even Usagi, were looking forward to some physical activity after a week fraught with unanswered questions.


  Dominoe, too, was anxious to take part in the Sailor Senshi’s training session. She rarely faced an opponent who challenged her. ‘Tonight should be different.’


  The Senshi and their American friend met on the rear grounds of the Hikawa Temple. Featuring a large open space that was hidden from view, the Sailors had used this area for their exercises before.


  Dominoe, dressed in a skin-tight black leather cat-suit, watched in fascination as Usagi, Ami, Rei, Makoto and Minako transformed in front of her very eyes. The science involved was so advanced that even the logical Dominoe found the effect magical.


  Once Sailor Moon and the rest were present, Luna set the ground rules for the night’s activities. “The matches continue until someone gives up or is pinned. Tonight is for martial arts training, so the Sailor Senshi may not use their special attacks.”


  Luna looked at Dominoe. “Dominoe-chan, the Senshi have enhanced abilities, but they aren’t invulnerable. Don’t attempt anything that might permanently injure them.”


  Dominoe bowed in response and said, “Of course, Luna-san.”


  “Here are the pairings,” Artemis announced. “First, Dominoe-chan battles Sailor Moon. The winner takes on Sailor Mars. In the other bracket, Mercury faces Venus, with the winner to meet Sailor Jupiter.”


  “Dominoe-chan - - - Sailor Moon - begin!” Luna called.


  Dominoe faced off against Sailor Moon in the hidden meadow, illuminated only by the light of the full moon in the cloudless sky. The American took a moment to appreciate the surreal scene. From the sidelines, the other four colorfully-clad Sailors, along with their feline advisors, watched with keen interest. They were curious to see how their leader would fare against the secret agent-in-training.


  Sailor Moon assumed her fighting pose. She looked at Dominoe charily. Sailor Moon didn’t much care for training or, for that matter, for fighting. She had come to accept, though, that it was part of her destiny.


  Dominoe knew she could defeat Usagi with ease, but she really had no idea of the extent of the Sailor Senshi’s powers. ‘Well, no time like the present to find out!’ Dominoe thought to herself as she charged the pretty sailor-suited soldier.


  Sailor Moon reacted by jumping over Dominoe as the brown-haired girl approached. The Sailor’s leap was easily fifteen feet into the air.


  Dominoe was not too surprised by her opponent’s maneuver. She had seen Sailor Jupiter jump to the top of Doctor Daka’s warehouse and guessed that might be an ability shared by all the Senshi.


  The American watched as the Moon Princess sailed overhead and calculated where Sailor Moon would land. Then, in a change of course so smooth the other Senshi couldn’t perceive that she had stopped, Dominoe reversed direction, from running full speed forward to executing a perfect series of back flips.


  Sailor Moon barely had time to turn around before Dominoe tackled her across the mid-section. The Senshi was totally unprepared for the impact. The wind was knocked out of Sailor Moon and Dominoe ended up astride her, easily pinning her to the ground.


  “Dominoe-chan is the winner!” declared Luna.


  Dominoe quickly got off Sailor Moon and bowed. Sailor Moon brushed herself off and returned the gesture. Sailor Moon stuck out her right hand and smiled, “Congratulations, Dominoe-chan.”


  “Thanks!”


  Next, Sailor Mercury tangled with Sailor Venus. Although fighting was not Mercury’s strong point, she had improved greatly since she first emerged. Venus, however, was a natural athlete and had an extra year experience as a Sailor Senshi besides.


  Mercury fought hard, but eventually Venus was able to knock the girl genius off her feet with a move Minako had adapted from her volleyball-playing days. Once on top, Venus was able to use her superior strength to pin Mercury.


  Sailor Venus flashed a “V” with two fingers. Dominoe wasn’t sure if it was for “Sailor Venus” or for “victory.”


  Now, things were about to get interesting. Sailor Mars would be a much tougher opponent under these conditions than Sailor Moon.


  The temple priestess stepped out to combat Dominoe. Not only did Rei have some karate training, but she was the second strongest among the five Sailor girls.


  Although Dominoe had made peace with all the Senshi following Sunday’s meeting, Rei still seemed a little resentful of Dominoe. The C.A.T.T. agent chalked it up to Rei’s naturally abrasive personality, but it did add a little spice to their bout.


  For her part, Mars had been anticipating this ever since she heard that Dominoe had defeated Makoto. Although Rei had come to like Dominoe, she did look forward to taking the American down a peg or two.


  From watching Dominoe’s fight with Sailor Moon, Mars had seen that Usagi’s high jump had left the Princess vulnerable upon landing. She determined to use that fact to her advantage. Mars jumped at Dominoe, seemingly to try to attack her opponent from above.


  Dominoe quickly moved out of the way and prepared to tackle Mars as she landed. Mars, however, twisted in mid-air and stuck out her right deep red, high-heeled shoe for the purpose of catching Dominoe in the abdomen when Dominoe came at her.


  The well-trained teen quickly adapted, though, and changed her tactics. Instead of plowing into Mars’s heel, she dropped to the ground and swept her legs into Mars’s left leg, apparently knocking the Senshi to the ground.


  If Mars had been an ordinary person, the fight would have ended right there, as Dominoe would have been able to pounce upon and pin her. With her unusual Senshi abilities, though, Mars was able to bend her arms next to her head, land on her hands and spring back to her feet!


  Now Mars pressed the attack. She launched a series of karate blows at Dominoe. It was all Dominoe could do to deflect them. Then Mars turned sideways to try to kick Dominoe in the belly with the bottom of her foot.


  Dominoe blocked that assault, too, but, in the process, discovered that Mars’s high heels had more than a decorative function. The impact of the pointed heel on Dominoe’s right wrist stunned the nerves in Dominoe’s right hand, rendering it temporarily useless.


  The agent was now vulnerable on the right side. Mars resumed the karate strikes, most delivered by her left hand.


  Unexpectedly, Dominoe crossed her left foot in front of herself. Like a basketball player in a game of one-on-one, she then put her left foot next to Mars’s left and stepped by the Soldier.


  As Dominoe went by Mars, Dominoe twisted her body to reach back and grab a handful of Mars’s long black hair! Dominoe gave a sharp tug, jerking Mars’s head back and sending the Sailor crashing backwards to the ground.


  Again, however, Dominoe found that Mars was not easily defeated. The Senshi quickly brought her legs up and rolled away with a backwards somersault.


  Sailor Moon and Mercury were a bit taken aback by the viciousness of this competition. Venus and Jupiter on the other hand, were really getting into it. They were rooting for their fellow Senshi, but had to admit they admired the brash American’s skill.


  Mars sat on her haunches, eyes burning. She glared at Dominoe, declaring, “I can’t believe you pulled my hair!”


  “I’ve been taught to use every advantage,” Dominoe replied. “I didn’t cause any permanent damage.” Dominoe then opened her black-gloved left hand. Five long strands of Mars’s brunette locks floated to the ground. “Well, not much, anyway.”


  It was a cute move, but Dominoe almost instantly regretted it. Her obsessive nature compelled her to retrieve the hairs and stuff them into a pocket. This gave Mars the opportunity for which Mars had been looking.


  Sailor Mars sprung to her feet and rushed Dominoe. The young C.A.T.T. agent had been distracted just long enough so that the Senshi was able to get inside Dominoe’s defenses. Between the two, as far as fighting in close quarters, Dominoe had superior technical skill, but Mars’s preternatural strength proved decisive. After a few minutes of intense struggle, Mars was able to emerge victorious.


  Dominoe took her defeat in stride, as she bowed and congratulated the red-skirted warrior. For her part, Sailor Mars was a gracious winner. She knew that the outcome of any rematch would be very much in doubt.


  The rest of the evening’s contests went true to form. As usual, Sailor Jupiter was able to best Venus, but only after a hard fought battle. Then, perhaps because Mars was a bit tired from her epic match with Dominoe, Jupiter defeated Mars somewhat more quickly than in their prior skirmishes.


  “Great work, girls,” complimented Luna. "You all did extremely well tonight.” Luna looked up at Dominoe. “And thank you, Dominoe-chan. Your presence certainly added to the training session.”


  “Thank you, Luna-san.’ Dominoe bowed, then continued, “But before we call it a night, may I ask a favor?”


  “Certainly,” answered Artemis.


  “Would each of you please demonstrate your special attacks? I’ve never really seen them.”


  “Of course!” said Sailor Moon.


  Each Sailor Senshi did so, much to Dominoe’s delight. She was particularly fascinated with Sailor Jupiter’s attack. Dominoe was quite impressed how the “lightning rod” emerged from the top of Jupiter’s tiara and then gathered electrical energy from the atmosphere that Jupiter could re-direct.


  “Jupiter,” Dominoe asked, “can you ‘dial down’ your attack so that it is safe to use against humans?”


  “I don’t know,” the green-trimmed girl with the rose earrings admitted. “I’ve wondered about that myself.”


  Dominoe sprinted some thirty meters or so away. “Give it a go!” she called. “Try to hit me with a small charge.”


  “I don’t think that’s such a good idea!” interjected Luna.


  “Oh, I have quite a bit of experience with electric shocks,” explained Dominoe. “It was part of my anti-interrogation training.”


  “Nevertheless,” Luna insisted, “Jupiter, why don’t you test it out on that tree stump over there first?”


  “OK,” said Jupiter. “I’ll try to just give it a little power.


  “JUPITER THUNDER CRASH!”


  BOOM!


  Lightning struck in the middle of the stump. Instantly, nothing was left but a smoldering black hole in the ground!


  Dominoe turned ash white. “Uh, O - - - kay,” she gulped. “Maybe that’s something you should keep working on - - -”


  * * *


  Sunday passed quickly for Dominoe. She was kept busy with a special extra training session of her own, completing her report on the Sailor Senshi and homework. As she settled into bed, she was looking forward to returning to school in the morning and seeing her unusual friends.


  About one o’clock that night, Dominoe woke up in a cold sweat. The room seemed to be spinning around! It was ten times worse than the dizzy spells she had suffered when the Sailor Senshi first appeared in front of her.


  During tests conducted by NASA, Dominoe had proven unusually resistant to motion sickness. She had even enjoyed her ride in a centrifuge and the periods of weightlessness created aboard the space agency’s modified 747. Dominoe relished tumbling around in zero gravity, even while some of the astronaut-trainees demonstrated why the aircraft was dubbed the “Vomit Comet.”


  Now, however, Dominoe found it difficult to stagger to the bathroom. She almost fell a couple of times before she made it to a kneeling position before the toilet. For the first time she could remember, she threw up.


  * * *


  That morning at breakfast, Davis was getting impatient. Eating together was one little bit of normalcy he tried to provide Dominoe whenever possible.


  “Dominoe!” he yelled. “Where is that girl?” he asked rhetorically of the Embassy staff waiter. At the moment, the two of them were the only ones in the dining room. “It’s not like her to be late.”


  When Dominoe’s pretty face still failed to appear, Davis got up and made his way to the door of her room. He knocked on it loudly. “Dominoe! Are you in there?”


  There was still no response. Cautiously, he opened the door. He had no desire to walk in on a teenage girl in a state of undress.


  The room appeared empty, but the door to the small, American-style bathroom was open. Davis walked over and peeked inside.


  There was Dominoe, passed out on the floor next to the toilet!


  “Dominoe!” Davis cried. With nothing on his mind except concern for his ward, he knelt over the girl and checked her pulse. Her heartbeat was strong and steady. After checking to make sure she had no neck injuries, Davis carefully picked Dominoe up, carried her to the bed, gently put her on it and arranged the covers.


  Now thoughts whirled through the C.A.T.T. Florida Section Leader’s head. Dominoe had never really been sick a day in her life. Although it couldn’t prevent an occasional minor cold, her genetic engineering had protected her from all the usual childhood diseases.


  At the disposal of the Embassy was a Marine doctor with the highest security clearance, on 24-hour call. Davis ran to a phone to summon the medic to care for a unique patient.


  * * *


  “Do you think they’ll let us in to see her?” Minako asked.


  “I hope so,” answered Usagi. “If not, maybe I can use the Luna Pen to disguise myself as an American general or something.”


  “She better be alright,” declared Rei. She worried that Dominoe’s absence was somehow related to their pitched battle Saturday night.


  The girls approached the guard house. Fortunately, the same Marine who was there that first day when Usagi had walked Dominoe home was on duty. “Remember - - - me?” Usagi managed to ask in broken English.


  “Sure!” said the friendly soldier. “You’re Dominoe’s friend.” He then looked at the other girls. “And who are you all?”


  Ami, with her fluency in English, took over the girls’ half of the conversation. “We’re friends of Dominoe, too. We were concerned when she didn’t come to school today.”


  “Oh, I heard she wasn’t feeling well,” the Marine explained.


  “Can we see her?” Ami asked.


  “I don’t know,” the guard replied skeptically. “Let me phone in and ask.”


  The Marine disappeared into the guard house. A few minutes later, he emerged, smiling. “Mr. Davis will be out to get you in just a moment. He’ll take you in to see Dominoe.”


  “Thank you!” Ami answered gratefully. She bowed and the other girls followed her example.


  Even though he wished the circumstances would have been different, Davis relished the opportunity to meet the girls he guessed must be the Sailor Senshi. He eagerly came out to meet them.


  “Hello, girls. I’m Mr. Davis, Dominoe’s guardian. It’s very nice of you to come all this way to see her.”


  The girls introduced themselves. Then Davis led the teens to Dominoe’s room.


  Dominoe was wearing pajamas, sitting up in bed, reading. “Hi, Dominoe-chan!” called Usagi. The conversation was now back in Japanese. With his limited knowledge of the language, Davis did the best he could to follow along.


  “Hi, guys!” Dominoe responded. “What a nice surprise!” Having never been sick in bed for a whole day before, Dominoe was getting quite bored. It was great to have her friends come and visit.


  “How are you feeling?” Minako asked.


  “Much better,” Dominoe replied. “I’d never been as nauseous as I was last night.” Dominoe frowned at the memory. “But I should be able to come back to school tomorrow.”


  “What was wrong?” Rei inquired.


  “I really don’t know,” Dominoe disclosed. “The doctor thought it might be some type of food poisoning, but he’s ruled that out.”


  Dominoe looked around the room, as if noticing who was there for the first time. ‘That’s strange,’ she thought. “Where’s Makoto-chan?” she asked.


  The girls got funny looks on their faces.


  Puzzled, Usagi asked - - -


  “Who?”


  Chapter Eleven: Losing Friends, Gaining Enemies


  “Makoto-chan!” Dominoe insisted. The girls still had blank expressions. Dominoe lowered her voice, “You know. Sailor Jupiter!”


  Minako stared at Dominoe. “We don’t have the slightest idea who you’re talking about.”


  Dominoe scanned the faces in the room. “Come on, guys,” she pleaded. “It’s not nice to tease someone who’s sick.”


  Usagi put a hand on Dominoe’s wrist. “It’s alright, Dominoe-chan. I’m sure everything will become clear tomorrow.”


  “We better go, so she can rest,” Rei suggested. The other Japanese girls hastily agreed.


  “Sayonara, Dominoe-chan” they called.


  “Sayonara, everyone,” Dominoe replied softly. She was now totally confused.


  As Davis led the foursome to the gate, Ami asked in English, “Sir, has Dominoe been suffering from hallucinations?”


  “No,” Davis reported thoughtfully. “Her thinking had seemed clear until just now.”


  Davis then tried to sound cheerful. “Well, I’m sure she’ll be fine tomorrow. Thank you girls for coming. Please feel free to drop by anytime.”


  Davis returned to Dominoe’s room. He was eager to talk to his ward.


  “Dominoe, what was that all about?” he asked. “Who’s this Makoto person? I’ve never heard of her before.”


  Dominoe was afflicted by a touch of panic. ‘Am I losing my mind?’ she worried.


  The girl’s mental discipline then kicked in. ‘No! I know what I know!’ “Sir,” she asked, “how many Sailor Senshi are there?”


  “Four,” Davis said simply.


  “Sailors Mercury, Venus, Moon and Mars, right?” offered Dominoe.


  “Yes, that’s right,” Davis agreed.


  “And you’ve never heard of a Sailor Jupiter?”


  “No, Dominoe. Have you?”


  “Hmmm,” Dominoe mused. “Excuse me. Suddenly I’m very tired. I think I’ll take a nap.”


  Davis smiled at Dominoe and left. ‘Maybe that’s all she needs is some rest. It must be scary to be sick for the first time.’


  Alone in her room, Dominoe thought, ‘I must convince him I’m well enough to go to school tomorrow. I have a lot of questions that need answering!’


  Dominoe soon dozed off. After a couple of hours, however, she awoke with a start. ‘There’s something I have to check out,’ the young agent decided. ‘Right now!’


  The fourteen year old cautiously got out of bed. Dominoe was gratified to discover that she was steady on her feet. Quickly she got dressed and proceeded to track down Davis.


  As she expected, Dominoe located her guardian in his Embassy office. ‘He works all the time,’ Dominoe reflected.


  “Good evening, sir.”


  “Dominoe!” Davis was genuinely pleased to see her up and around. “Are you feeling better?”


  “Much,” Dominoe replied, nodding her head. “I was wondering if I could take a look at the hardcopy of my report on the Sailor Senshi. There’s something in it I’d like to double check.”


  “Why, certainly.” Davis went to a portrait of President George Herbert Walker Bush and swung it aside. Behind was a wall safe. Davis looked into an eyepiece. After a retina scan and the entering of a four digit code by the C.A.T.T. Section Chief, the safe popped open. Davis reached in and retrieved Dominoe’s classified report.


  Davis handed Dominoe the file. “Here you are. You can keep it in your room until morning. You seem well enough to go to school tomorrow, don’t you think?”


  “Yes, sir!”


  When she opened her report back in her bedroom, Dominoe was astonished at what she found. The text was exactly as she remembered typing it on the computer, except every reference to Makoto and Sailor Jupiter was gone!


  Dominoe recognized the writing style and choice of words as her own. Events were just as she remembered them, except actions taken by Makoto or Jupiter were now ascribed to someone else or omitted entirely.


  ‘Somehow, recent history has been changed and only I am aware of it! This has to have something to do with those new students!


  ‘But why was Makoto the only one to disappear?’ Dominoe wondered. Then she was struck with a horrible thought. ‘Or what if Makoto is only the first to disappear?!’


  Dominoe’s mind whirled with the possibility. ‘If that is the case, why was Makoto the first? Could it be because she was the last Sailor Senshi to emerge? If so, that would mean - - -’


  Dominoe raced out of her room and down the hall to the phone. She remembered Rei’s telephone number and punched it in.


  “Hikawa Temple. Rei speaking.”


  “Rei-chan! Are you alright?”


  “Dominoe-chan? Is that you? My, you sound much better - - - but, sure, I’m fine! Why? What’s the matter?”


  Dominoe was relieved to hear the temple maiden’s voice. ‘But what now? What can I tell her?’ “I just thought you might be in danger, that’s all. I’m sure you can understand such feelings.”


  The psychic girl could sympathize with such premonitions. “I respect such insights, Dominoe-chan. I’ll stay on my guard tonight. Anything else?”


  Dominoe also wanted some time to investigate on her own. “Hai. Could you please arrange a meeting of the Sailor Senshi for Wednesday after school at your Temple? I’ll talk to Usagi-chan, Ami-chan and - - -” Dominoe caught herself before she said “Makoto-chan.”


  “Sure.” Rei agreed. “I’ll let Minako-chan know.”


  * * *


  The next day at school, Dominoe verified that no one had ever heard of the tall, orphan, fighting girl named Makoto. During lunch period, Dominoe sought out Mizuno Ami. “Ami-chan, may I speak to you privately for a moment?”


  “Of course, Dominoe-chan.”


  A serious expression on her face, Dominoe looked directly into the girl genius’s large, dark eyes. “Ami-chan, think very carefully. Do you have any memory of a girl called Makoto or of a Sailor Jupiter?”


  Ami’s face reflected her concern. She couldn’t imagine the basis for her new American friend’s delusion that there was a fifth Sailor Senshi. “No, Dominoe-chan, I do not. I’ve always thought that perhaps it was only the inner planets, those inside the asteroid belt, that had Sailor Senshi.”


  Dominoe decided that it was pointless to pursue this line of inquiry with her friends at this time. She told Ami about the meeting and the prodigy readily agreed to attend. Now there was someone else Dominoe wanted to talk to - - - alone.


  * * *


  After school, Mako was walking past a narrow alleyway on the Juu-ban school grounds. He was very pleased. Everything was going according to plan and-


  Suddenly, Mako felt himself being pulled into the alley! It happened so fast, there was no question of resisting. Now he knew what it felt like to be a rag doll. In an instant he was pinned against a wall, a forearm across his throat.


  “What’s going on?!” he managed to croak.


  “Shut up!” Dominoe ordered. “I’m asking the questions. And don’t even think of crying out or I’ll break your neck!” Dominoe wouldn’t have really killed the boy, but the expression on her face didn’t let him know that.


  Mako squinted at Dominoe. Even though he would have never admitted it, he was scared by the girl and the wild look in her eyes.


  “What have you done with Makoto-chan?!” Dominoe spat out.


  “I - - - I don’t know who you’re talking about!” Mako’s words said one thing, but the dark-haired teen’s reaction betrayed him. Total surprise was written on his face.


  “I can tell you know exactly who I’m talking about!” Dominoe increased the pressure on Mako’s throat.


  Mako thought fast. He remembered the American’s response during their previous encounter. “I like girls who play rough. My parents are waiting for me, but if you’d like to get together later - - -”


  The boy was braver - - - or more desperate - - - than Dominoe had assumed. She backed off, snapping, “You’re disgusting.”


  Mako pretended to straighten his school uniform. “Suit yourself. Do something like this again, though, to me or my friends and I’ll report you.”


  Mako walked away, muttering, “Crazy American.” His thoughts, though, were much different. ‘How does she know? How can she?


  ‘I’ll have to tell the others, but not tonight - - - No, not tonight.’


  * * *


  That night Dominoe had a hard time falling asleep. She tossed and turned fitfully for hours. Then, about one in the morning, Dominoe woke up.


  “Oh, no, not again!” she said out loud.


  The room seemed to be spinning around her, just as it had two nights ago. Dominoe tried to choke down the sick feeling. Having gone through it once, she was better prepared. She made her way to the bathroom unsteadily, but without falling.


  “BARF!”


  This time she remained conscious. She felt a little better after emerging from the bathroom and managed to collapse on the bed.


  * * *


  For one of the few times in her life, Dominoe needed the alarm to wake her up. She draped her feet off the side of the western-style bed. The beleaguered teen felt worn out, but she was determined to go to school. Then, suddenly, a terrifying idea occurred to her:


  ‘What if my dizzy spells are connected to a Sailor Senshi vanishing?!’


  With renewed energy, Dominoe washed, brushed her teeth and got dressed. Even though it was early, she had to know.


  Dominoe ran to the phone and touched the numbers. A male voice answered.


  “Good morning. Hikawa Temple.”


  “Hello, my name is Dominoe. May I speak to Rei-chan, please?”


  “One moment.”


  ‘Thank goodness!’ Dominoe realized that Rei must be alright if the person on the other end still knew who Rei was.


  “Hello?” said Rei. The temple priestess had been busy with her morning before-school chores.


  “Rei-chan! Sorry to bother you, but this is Dominoe. I had another - - - er, ‘vision.’ I’m glad you’re OK. I’ll tell you all about it this afternoon.”


  “OK, Dominoe-chan. Whatever you say.” Rei hung up the phone. Her competitive American friend’s heart was certainly in the right place, but Dominoe was sure acting strange lately.


  * * *


  Dominoe, Usagi and Ami made the long walk to the Hikawa Temple together, with Luna and Artemis trailing behind. Even with the mystery of Makoto’s disappearance and her unexplained dizzy spells hanging over her head, Dominoe found she enjoyed getting to spend the time with the two Japanese girls.


  Before meeting them, Dominoe had wondered what friends found to talk about. She was amazed at how easily their conversations drifted from topic to topic. It was even more surprising considering how different the three girls were.


  Usagi had two main interests in life, besides being Sailor Moon and the Moon Princess - food and boys, although recently her attention in the latter regard had tended to focus on Mamoru. Ami took her role as Sailor Mercury very seriously, but otherwise she was consumed with the desire to achieve academic excellence. Dominoe was interested in everything. This served her well, since she was being trained to be an operative in the field of international espionage.


  The journey was over far too quickly for Dominoe. After climbing the temple steps - and Usagi’s complaints about how many steps there were - they came upon Rei. She was waiting for them in front of her living quarters, passing the time by tossing grain to the two crows, Phobos and Deimos.


  Rei had already changed out of her Catholic school girl’s uniform and into her shrine robes. “Hi, everyone!” she greeted.


  “Shall we get started?” Usagi asked. Luna and Artemis bounded up the last step.


  The two birds took flight, just as fear and terror also began to rise in Dominoe. ‘Oh, no!’ she thought. The American got a sinking feeling in the pit of her stomach. She was afraid she already knew what the answer would be to her next question. “What about Minako-chan?”


  Usagi, Ami, Rei, Luna and Artemis all stared at Dominoe.


  “Who?”


  Chapter Twelve: Uncertain Principles


  A feeling of deja vu washed over Dominoe, mixed with a profound sense of loss. Another Sailor Senshi had vanished. The young American seemed to be, once again, the only person aware of Minako’s disappearance, or indeed, that Sailor V had ever existed.


  A trained investigator, even at the tender age of fourteen, Dominoe resigned herself to asking the necessary questions, although she suspected it would be fruitless. “None of you have ever heard of Sailor Venus?”


  Usagi and Rei shook their heads. Ami replied, “I’ve often wondered why there was no Senshi from Venus, but if there is one, we’ve never met her.”


  Dominoe looked at Usagi. “Is there a Sailor V video game at the arcade?”


  “No,” Usagi answered with certainty. That was her field of expertise!


  Dominoe turned to the white cat. “Artemis, when did you hook up with Luna and the Sailors?”


  “Shortly after Luna, Usagi-chan and Ami-chan found Rei-chan - - - and, was I glad to find them!” the tomcat replied. “I’d been on my own trying to find Senshi for over a year!”


  Rei could contain herself no longer. “Dominoe-chan, why did you call this meeting? Surely not to quiz us about some mythical Sailor Venus. You told me that you thought I might be in some sort of jeopardy?”


  Dominoe was again struck how specifically history seemed to have been changed. Everything seemed to have happened just as she remembered it - - - except any trace of Makoto, Minako and their alter-egos had been erased.


  “Hai, Rei-chan.” Dominoe spoke very slowly. “I had a terrible feeling that you were in trouble. I’m sorry.”


  Rei smiled at her newest friend. “That’s alright, Dominoe-chan. I understand. The only strange thing around here lately, though, has been Hideo-san - - - and he seems pretty harmless.”


  Barely audibly, Dominoe said, “I doubt it.”


  “Well, if that’s all,” said Usagi brightly, “then I guess I have time to stop at the mall on my way home. Would anyone like to come along?”


  “I’ve got my chores,” answered Rei.


  “I have homework,” said Ami.


  Dominoe thought there might be one person who could help her figure out what was happening. “Thank you, Usagi-chan,” responded Dominoe, “but I need to get back to the Embassy. Maybe some other time.”


  The girls said their goodbyes. Rei went off to get her broom, while Usagi headed in the direction of the mall. Dominoe walked with Ami for a couple of blocks before the blue-black haired girl realized that the American still had something on her mind.


  “This isn’t the way to the American Embassy, Dominoe-chan,” Ami said simply.


  Dominoe smiled and shook her head. “I should have known better than to try to fool you.” Ami looked at the brown-haired girl questioningly. The pair continued walking. “I need to talk to you, Ami-chan - in private. It’s very important.”


  Ami seemed genuinely startled. “OK, Dominoe-chan,” she said uncertainly. “My mother won’t be home for several hours yet. You’re welcome to come to my home.”


  “Thank you, Ami-chan - - - and we may want to use that supercomputer of yours as well.”


  The pair walked the rest of the way to Ami’s apartment in relative silence. Ami lived in a high-rise apartment complex near the hospital where her mother worked. The building was in the Minato-ku district of Azabu Juban in Tokyo, not far from the Tokyo Tower and Usagi’s house.


  The girls entered the tastefully decorated, well-appointed apartment. Ami showed Dominoe to Ami’s room, then went off to brew some tea.


  Dominoe looked around in admiration at the academic awards adorning the walls. The room was also packed with chess trophies and, of course, books. Books of all kinds filled several shelves to overflowing. ‘I just hope she’s read something that will help!’ Dominoe wished.


  Ami arrived with the tea. She placed the tray with the pot and two cups on a low table. Ami then gestured for Dominoe to take a seat on the floor.


  As Ami poured the tea, Dominoe began earnestly, “Ami-chan, I need you to accept everything I am about to tell you as true.” When Ami started to object, Dominoe continued, “Treat it as a hypothetical problem if you like, but I believe your continued existence and that of all the Sailor Senshi is at stake!”


  Ami got a worried expression on her face. She gazed into her tea. “Alright, Dominoe-chan. If you say so.”


  ‘Here we go!’ Dominoe thought. “Ami-chan, two Sailor Senshi have been removed from history. For some reason, I’m the only one who realizes it!”


  “Is one of them this Sailor Venus you mentioned earlier?” Ami questioned.


  “Hai. She vanished last night. Two days before, a Sailor Jupiter was erased. Now, how would such a thing be possible?”


  “W e l l - - -” Ami began, “have you ever heard of the theory of alternate realities?”


  Now it was Dominoe’s turn to be uncertain. “I may have heard something about it. Is it like that old episode of Star Trek where there’s an evil Federation and Spock has a beard?”


  “Hai! Exactly!” Ami answered enthusiastically. “In fact, in a great book on the subject, Parallel Universes by Fred Alan Wolf, the author uses that very example!


  “To put it very briefly, the theory is when any event has more than one possible outcome,

  entire, separate universes are created that contain each and every possible outcome. For example,” Ami got up, found a coin and flipped it into the air. “I flip this coin.


  “In this universe, the coin landed ‘heads.’ We can suppose, however, there is another, or parallel, universe, where everything else is exactly the same except the coin landed ‘tails.’ The theoretical bases for alternate universes are the wave-particle duality of light and the Heisenberg uncertainty principle.”


  Ami could tell Dominoe was starting to get lost. She sat down and tried to clarify her explanation. “There’s a famous ‘double-slit’ experiment that shows that light, as impossible as it may seem, is both a wave and made up of particles. The Heisenberg uncertainty principle, or the principle of indeterminism, tells us we can’t know both the energy of an atom and the location of an electron in that same atom. The very act of observing one changes the other.”


  There was now no doubt. Dominoe was completely bewildered. Her training did not include quantum mechanics. She decided to try to get the conversation back on point. “So, Ami-chan, you admit it is possible reality has changed from a world with five Senshi to a space and time with only three?”


  “It is possible,” Ami said dubiously, “but then there’s a problem: How are you able to perceive the change?”


  “I’ve been thinking about that,” Dominoe related. “My ‘illness’ the other day may have coincided with the first reality shift. If so, it may be that my ability to be aware of the ‘previous’ universe is related to the way I knew you all were the Sailor Senshi.”


  Ami pressed her hands to her face, her habit when she was thinking hard. “Hmmm. Any ideas on how you could see through to our secret identities?”


  “To me, it was obvious who you were,” Dominoe declared. “Maybe it’s because of my genetic engineering - - - or perhaps because I was conceived in a test tube. I don’t know. It might even be that the special anti-mind control training I’ve undergone has expanded my perceptions.”


  Ami took a long sip of tea. “It’s a big jump from conceding something is possible to believing it has happened. Even assuming what you say is true, what can we do about it?”


  The same question had been bedeviling Dominoe for some time. “This all seemed to start when six new students suddenly appeared.”


  “Hai, I know who four of them are: Mamoru-san’s new female classmate, Hideo-san, Usagi-chan’s counterpart - - - and mine. The other two are?”


  “Mako-san - - -” Ami was surprised, but nodded. She knew him. “And Aino Kazuhiro-san. You probably haven’t met him,” Dominoe explained. “Sailor Venus attended Shiba-Kouen Junior High.”


  “Why do you think your Sailors Jupiter and Venus disappeared first?”


  “I’ve been wondering about that. Initially I thought Jupiter was the first to vanish because she was the last Senshi to emerge, but Venus was the very first one.” Dominoe got a twinkle in her eye. “That’s where I hope your supercomputer can help us out - by giving us some clue as to who might be the next scheduled to vanish.”


  “Alright,” Ami agreed. “What do you want to do?”


  “Let’s look up Kino Mako-san.”


  Ami pulled out her Sailor Mercury supercomputer. With practiced ease, her fingers raced across the keyboard. She reported her findings. “Kino Mako. Lives with his parents in an apartment in Azabu Juban, which is this part of Tokyo. Blood type O, born December 5, 1978.”


  “Now, find out about Aino Kazuhiro-san,” Dominoe requested.


  Seconds later, “Aino Kazuhiro. Lives with his parents in a house adjacent to Shiba Park in Minato-ku, Tokyo. Blood type B, born October 22, 1978.”


  Dominoe digested this information. Thinking out loud, she said, “Might Makoto-chan and Minako-chan been born on the same or close to the same dates as Mako-san and Kazuhiro-san? If so - - -”


  Inspiration struck the young agent! “Ami-chan, when’s your birthday?!”


  “September 10th.”


  “What year?”


  “1978.”


  “Do you know Usagi-chan’s and Rei-chan’s birth dates?”


  “Hai,” Ami replied. “Usagi-chan was born June 30th. Rei’s birthday is April 17. We were all born in 1978. Since we were born after March, that’s why we are all in the same grade.”


  “Ami-chan!” Dominoe declared. “If somehow history is being changed, might not the effect move backwards through time? If so, then the youngest Sailor Senshi would be erased first! and if Makoto-chan had approximately the same birthday, Sailor Jupiter would have been the youngest! Then Minako-chan would have disappeared and then-“ Dominoe stopped short.


  Realization dawned upon Ami, the girl genius.


  “And then, if you’re right, I would be next.”


  Chapter Thirteen: Mercury on the Bubble


  Silence hung in the air like a shroud.


  Finally, Ami giggled nervously. “Fortunately, Dominoe-chan, I don’t believe in what you’ve been saying.” Ami’s demeanor, however, betrayed her. She put a lot more stock in the American’s theory than she would admit even to herself.


  Dominoe picked up on Ami’s body language. Dominoe indicated the supercomputer. “Ami-chan, check out Mizonu Ami-san.”


  Reluctantly, Ami looked up her alter-ego. “Mizonu Ami. No address listed? Blood type: A, same as mine! Her birth date - - - September 10, 1978! Again, the same as mine!!”


  Dominoe reached a decision. “There’s only one thing to do. I’m going to stay with you. Somehow, there’s got to be a way to stop this!”


  “Well, Dominoe-chan, you’re welcome to spend the night. I’m sure my mother won’t mind.”


  "Thank you, Ami-chan. May I call the Embassy? I need to have them send me a few things."


  * * *


  Davis reluctantly agreed to let his ward sleep over at the Mizunos’ apartment. He arranged to have fresh clothes and Dominoe’s toothbrush delivered.


  Doctor Mizuno was a bit surprised to discover an American houseguest when she came home, but greeted Dominoe warmly. Ami’s mother was very pleased that her daughter had made some friends over the past year.


  The girls worked on their homework, sandwiched around an impromptu dinner for three whipped up by Ami’s mother. While neither needed help with their mathematics, Dominoe was able to assist Ami with her English, while Dominoe welcomed Ami’s aide in the other subjects, all taught in Japanese.


  When it was almost time for bed, Ami volunteered that Dominoe could take the first bath. Like most Japanese homes, the Mizuno residence featured a bath and not a shower. Ami gave Dominoe a large towel. While her guest was gone, she arranged a futon on the floor for Dominoe next to her bed.


  Ami thought it was a bit odd when Dominoe returned from the bathroom wrapped in the towel, but said nothing about it as she went to get clean. When Ami returned, Dominoe was already on the futon, under a light sheet. The girl who was Sailor Mercury noticed that Dominoe’s shoulders were bare. ‘That’s strange.’


  Ami turned off the light, hopped over the foot of her bed and crawled under the covers. The girls talked for a while. Pale moonlight shone through Ami’s bedroom window, casting Dominoe in a ghostly glow. Ami looked down at her self-appointed protector. ‘Dominoe-chan really is very pretty,’ she thought.


  Their conversation turned to a point of Japanese history they had been studying in school. Ami disagreed with Dominoe’s interpretation and suggested the topic was covered in a book on a shelf against the far wall. As Ami flipped on her bedside reading light, Dominoe volunteered to retrieve the book. Dominoe slipped out from under her sheet.


  Dominoe’s back was to Ami. Ami’s breath caught in her throat as she watched Dominoe go to the bookshelf. Dominoe was completely nude! Ami blushed bright red.


  Ami had seen plenty of naked girls her own age, but she had never had one in her bedroom before! Ami had always thought Dominoe was beautiful, but unclothed, her guest was truly stunning.


  The image of Dominoe’s brown hair, bronze skin and her smooth, supple back ending in a perfectly shaped butt atop a graceful pair of legs somehow made Ami think of a young lioness. As Dominoe casually searched the shelves for the proper text, she, quite unintentionally, provocatively bent one leg while keeping the other straight. This posture displayed her fabulous backside to its best advantage.


  The moment seemed to last forever, yet, from Ami’s perspective, was over far too soon. When the task was complete, Dominoe turned and walked over to hand Ami the book. It was all Ami could do to keep from staring at the young spy’s magnificent, pert breasts.


  To the pair’s relief, this was the most exciting thing that happened all night. In the morning, as Dominoe got dressed, the young American reported she had not experienced any nausea.


  For her part, Ami replied, as far as she was concerned, there were still three Sailor Senshi and Tuxedo Kamen. The question now was: what to do next?


  At breakfast, Dominoe invited Ami to spend the night at the American Embassy. Ami initially declined, saying it wasn’t necessary. Dominoe insisted, though, and when Ami’s mother said it was alright, the soft-spoken girl agreed. After she finished eating, Ami returned to her room to pack an overnight bag.


  * * *


  It was now Thursday night. Ami was a bit embarrassed by the reception she had received at the American Embassy. She had been treated like a visiting princess. Dinner was like nothing she had ever had before: Southern fried chicken with mashed Yukon potatoes, golden gravy, shortbread biscuits, fresh green beans, iced tea, apple pie and milk. When she was finished, Ami felt as if she would burst.


  A cot had been wheeled into Dominoe’s room for Ami. To Ami’s chagrin, the guest discovered Dominoe was even less inhibited being in her “own” room.


  Getting ready for bed, Ami undressed in the bathroom adjoining Dominoe’s bedroom. The Japanese girl enjoyed taking a shower in the stall. When Ami emerged from the bathroom, there was Dominoe, once again naked.


  “Finally!” Dominoe teased as she walked by. Dominoe was not being an exhibitionist. This was all perfectly natural to her.


  Meanwhile, a far less innocent scene was taking place in Tsukoni Usagi’s apartment.


  “Well, it’s easy for you to be patient, Mako-chan,” Mizonu Ami charged. “You’re safely ensconced with your family!”


  “That’s not fair, Ami-chan,” the boy replied. “All I’m saying is that the American can’t stay with Sailor Mercury forever.”


  “Has anyone got any ideas on how this girl is even aware of what’s going on?” Hideo wanted to know.


  “I don’t,” admitted Kazuhiro, “but I don’t really see that it matters.”


  “Doesn’t matter?!” questioned Chiba Sakura. “She could spoil everything!”


  “How?” pointed out Mako. “What can she do? I mean, if she tells a story about altered realities to enough people, someone will eventually throw a net over her!”


  Mizonu Ami was still not satisfied, but noticed her best friend Usagi sitting forlornly on a couch. “You’ve been pretty quiet, Usagi-chan.”


  “I just don’t like being someone’s Doomsday Machine.”


  Back at the American Embassy, Dominoe and Ami were tucked in their beds. In the darkened room, they again engaged in conversation. Then Ami brought up a topic she knew Dominoe wouldn’t want to hear.


  “Dominoe-chan, I’ve really enjoyed these past two nights, but I must go to my juku tomorrow evening.”


  “Juku?”


  “Hai. It’s a cram school I attend for academic enrichment.” Ami giggled nervously. “After all, we can’t sleep in the same room for the rest of our lives.”


  Dominoe rested an elbow on her bed and propped up her head as she looked with concern at her prodigious friend. “But, Ami-chan, I don’t know how else to protect you!”


  “Well, maybe I don’t need protection. Even if you’re right, maybe only girls are replaced with boys - - - or maybe the reality changes had to take place two days apart. Maybe you’ve already saved me.”


  “But, Ami-chan, I don’t-”


  “In any case,” Ami interrupted, “shouldn’t you start working on how to change history back? Preventing me from disappearing won’t restore Sailors Jupiter and Venus.”


  “Oh, Ami-chan.” Dominoe fell back flat on the bed. She stared at the darkened ceiling above her. Dominoe had been so consumed with trying to stop any more of her friends from vanishing, she hadn’t even begun to consider how to retrieve the ones who had already been taken from her.


  * * *


  Dominoe felt somewhat better the next morning when she awoke to find Ami still in the bed next to hers. She was gratified when Ami woke up and said, without even her asking, “Hai, Dominoe-chan, I know of three Sailor Senshi, plus Tuxedo Kamen-sama.”


  At breakfast, Ami’s reluctance to have Dominoe continue to serve as her bodyguard became moot. Davis informed Dominoe that she had two missed days of training to make up after school. In addition, the Embassy was hosting a state reception that evening and Dominoe’s presence was mandatory.


  Dominoe resolved to talk to Davis about parallel universes at the earliest opportunity after school. Perhaps there was a theoretical physicist somewhere who could offer a solution to her problem.


  * * *


  Early the following morning, Mizuno Ami awoke with a start. She looked at her alarm clock. The red digital letters glowed 12:45.


  It was unusual for Ami to wake up in the middle of the night. She smiled. ‘Maybe I miss my roommate.’


  Ami’s smile quickly faded. She felt uneasy. The brilliant young teen sensed a presence, as if someone was in the room with her. “Who’s there?” she said aloud.


  A figure stepped out of the shadows. “It’s me,” it said.


  “Mizonu Ami-san?” Mizuno Ami asked. “Is that you? What are you doing here?”


  “It is time for me to reveal who I am,” the intruder explained. Then, addressing the girl in bed, she added, “Sailor Mercury.”


  Ami wanted to deny it, but knew it would be useless. The girl before her seemed to look into her very soul. Sailor Mercury was spellbound, eager to hear what Mizonu Ami had to say.


  “I am the girl who should be living in this home, Sailor Mercury, not you. You are living my life. You took it from me. I am the person who would have been born if you hadn’t been re-incarnated inside of your - - - our - - - no, my mother.”


  Mercury was speechless at this revelation. She had never thought of the possibility that someone else would have been born if she hadn’t.


  “Search your mind, Sailor Mercury. You’ll find that you know what I say is true - - - and you will also find forgotten memories of friends from long ago.”


  Hazy images began to float in Mercury’s mind’s eye. She started to remember. Sailor Venus! and Jupiter! Mercury recalled battles, distant in both time and space, fought side-by-side with the other four Senshi.


  Then the universe seemed to shift. Mercury’s mind expanded to encompass different realities. More recent faces were called to mind. ‘Mako-chan! Minako-chan! Dominoe-chan was right all along!’


  Mercury found her voice. “How - - - how is this possible?”


  “I will hide nothing from you, Sailor Mercury. I was brought into your world by the last vengeful act of an old enemy of yours, Queen Beryl-sama.”


  “Queen Beryl!” Mercury exclaimed. “Then - - - you’re from the Dark Kingdom?!”


  “No. At the end, Queen Beryl realized she was going to lose. She was determined, though, to avenge herself upon the Sailor Senshi, even from beyond the grave. She diverted some of her vast power to bridge our universes. She allowed us children who were never born to see the lives we might have had, and to, eventually, perhaps reclaim them as our own.


  “Sailor Mercury, you lived for a thousand years during the Silver Millennium. Isn’t that enough for one person? You defeated Queen Beryl and saved the Earth. Your mission is complete. I beg you, step aside and let me live the rest of the life I’m entitled to - the life you stole from me.”


  Mizonu Ami spoke with such sadness, that Sailor Mercury’s heart ached more and more with each word. She was now almost in tears as she asked, “What do you mean, step aside?”


  “Only one of us can continue living in this reality. All you have to do is think it and I can take your place. You will slowly fade from existence, but still, for a time, be able to observe events in this world. If you refuse, I will be the one who disappears. I’ll return to the void of those who have never been born.


  “I know it’s a difficult choice - - - but it’s a decision two of your comrades have already made.”


  Sailor Mercury became aware of two new presences in the room. There, floating in the air above her, were the ethereal faces of Sailors Jupiter and Venus.


  “NO!” Mercury yelled. “I don’t believe it! Jupiter and Venus would not willingly give up their lives!”


  “Ami-chan.” It was Sailor Jupiter’s voice! “You were always so smart, but you’ve overlooked one thing. The impact we’ve had on the ones we love.”


  “What?” Sailor Mercury said through her tears, not understanding.


  “You see,” Jupiter explained, “if Mako-san had been born instead of me, my parents never would have died in that plane crash. My parents are now alive, living with their son.”


  “And if you allow it, Sailor Mercury,” Mizonu Ami revealed, “our parents will be back together, having never separated.”


  “No. No!” This was too much for Mercury to bear. “It can’t be true!”


  “I’m afraid it is. Your father could never relate to his blue-haired genius daughter - - - and for that he blamed his wife. You drove him away. I’ll keep them together.”


  Mercury’s resolve began to crumble. Mizonu Ami poured it on. “You’ve lived a wonderful life - - - some thirteen normal lifetimes, in fact. Aren’t you now ready to end the pain, the loneliness? the constant striving to achieve? the never being satisfied, no matter how well you do?”


  Mercury felt utterly sad - - - and tired. Thinking of her parents’ happiness was the final straw. “Alright,” she said, resignedly. “I agree.”


  In the American Embassy, Dominoe retched - - -


  - - - and wept.


  Chapter Fourteen: Invitation to Despair


  Dominoe felt frustrated, sad, desperate and ashamed. She took no solace in the fact that she was the only one who knew the Sailor Senshi were disappearing, one by one, from the face of the Earth. Dominoe knew she was failing in a most important mission, protecting her friends - - - who also happened to be the saviors of the planet!


  Although Usagi would always hold a special place in her heart as Dominoe’s first friend her own age, she had grown quite close to the quiet and kind Ami. She regretted not being there when Ami needed her.


  Dominoe was not the least bit astonished when no one at school, including Usagi-chan, had ever heard of a girl genius named Mizuno Ami. She was also not surprised to find that Mizonu Ami had been in the fifth section of the eighth grade for some time.


  The American exchange student was, however, quite startled when Tsukoni Usagi sidled up behind her near the end of the Saturday half-day session and whispered, “Dominoe-san.”


  “What do you want?” Dominoe demanded.


  “I must speak to you. I don’t like what’s going on any more than you do. Meet me at midnight tonight at the Hikawa Temple.” With that, the dark hair girl slipped back to her desk.


  Dominoe considered the possibilities. If her theory was right, if the disappearances were moving backwards in time based on when the Senshi were born, Usagi would be next. In addition, Tsukoni Usagi was the only one of the “new” students who had treated Dominoe even halfway civilly. Dominoe resolved to keep the midnight rendezvous.


  * * *


  It was an easy matter for Dominoe to sneak out of the American Embassy unobserved. As far as Davis was concerned, their visit to Japan was going perfectly. Dominoe had discovered the secret identities of the two mysterious Sailor Scouts: Sailor Moon and Sailor Mars. To him and everyone else, things were as they had always been.


  Dominoe arrived on the grounds of the Hikawa Shrine fifteen minutes early. All the interior lights were off. She guessed everyone inside was asleep.


  Melancholy memories flooded her mind. She gazed at the porch where she had her first meeting with the Sailor Senshi.


  In her spy training, it was made clear to Dominoe she would usually operate alone. Although she was not and never would be a Sailor Senshi herself, the other girls, once they came to accept her, quickly made Dominoe feel like an honorary member of the team.


  With C.A.T.T. Dominoe would always have the support of other members of the task force, but her relationship with the Senshi was special. Dominoe smiled as she recalled their training session and how Sailor Jupiter had almost fried her to a crisp - - - at Dominoe’s own request!


  Dominoe wondered how many times the five young heroines had met at this site, the fate of the world hanging in the balance. She was one of the very few who realized that these teenaged Japanese girls had saved civilization from being destroyed by the Dark Kingdom.


  It was somehow comforting, though, that none of the girls was perfect. Usagi was usually klutzy and easily distracted. Minako, while a graceful athlete, was often just as unfocused as Usagi. Rei and Makoto both tended to be hot-tempered. Ami, the smartest of them all, was ironically the most prone to self-doubt - - -


  - - - but they were all so very brave when it counted, even Usagi. They would do anything for each other and whatever it took to protect the planet.


  ‘Makoto-chan - - - Minako-chan - - - Ami-chan.’


  Dominoe looked at her watch. It was now quarter after twelve and Tsukoni Usagi had yet to show up. The young secret agent decided to give the interloper ten more minutes to appear.


  The seconds ticked by. Dominoe knew she was running out of time - - - and Senshi. She had only glimpsed Tuxedo Mask once, on that occasion in the school gymnasium. If Usagi and Rei disappeared, there would be no way to convince Chiba Mamoru he was in any danger. If only Tsukoni Usagi would help her - - -


  Then Dominoe was struck with a horrible thought! Based on what had happened, Dominoe assumed the reality shifts had to take place at least two days apart. What if, however, time was marching “backwards” at the rate of one day per one month? Might it be the only reason Ami’s disappearance was delayed was because Dominoe was with her?! And all the shifts had taken place around one in the morning - - -


  Dominoe slapped her forehead with her palm. ‘How could I have been so stupid? This was just a diversion.’ “Usagi!”


  Dominoe started to run in the direction of Usagi’s house, when suddenly a young male figure stepped out of the shadows. “Dominoe-san!” he called.


  The girl stopped in her tracks and turned. When she saw it wasn’t Tsukoni Usagi, she snapped, “What do you want?!”


  “I just got a call from Usagi-chan. She wanted me to tell you she would be a few minutes late.”


  Dominoe guessed the short boy must be Hideo, Rei’s prospective “replacement.”


  “I don’t believe you!” Dominoe shot back and took off once again.


  “Ha, ha, ha!” Hideo taunted. “You are right not to believe me! But you’ll never make it in time!!”


  Dominoe feared the horrid boy was right. It was now 12:30 Sunday morning. The buses and trains didn’t run frequently at this hour. Taxis were non-existent in this neighborhood. She would have to make it on foot.


  The adolescent athlete ran through the nearly deserted streets, heading toward the Tokyo Tower. Spurred on by desperation, she exceeded the pace of the 1964 Olympic marathon runners. When she arrived in the Minato-ku district, she frantically searched for the Tsukino residence.


  Finally, she found it! The gate was less than a hundred feet ahead of her, when suddenly-


  The sidewalk seemed to stretch and bend away. The ground and sky began to blend. Waves of nausea, the most intense yet, engulfed Dominoe. She dropped to her knees and puked into the gutter.


  Sailor Mars was now the only Sailor Senshi. Sailor Moon had never existed.


  Chapter Fifteen: The Solitary Senshi


  Lunchtime Monday at Juu-ban School found three friends eating outside together. Their classmates didn’t find that at all unusual, but they would have been quite surprised at the subject of the trio’s mealtime conversation.


  “Dominoe-san is not in school today,” Tsukoni Usagi reported. “In fact, someone from the American Embassy came and asked the class if anyone had seen her. Apparently, she’s been missing since yesterday morning. Do you think maybe her existence was erased when I replaced Sailor Moon?”


  “Of course not!” chided Mizonu Ami. “If it had, then no one at the Embassy would have remembered her!”


  “Well,” Usagi said defensively, “what do you think happened to her?”


  Both Usagi and Ami looked at Mako, the third member in the group. “I don’t know,” the boy responded. “Perhaps she finally cracked under the strain of being able to perceive the changing realities. In any case, after tonight, most of our problems will be over. All the Sailor Senshi will be gone. When the time comes, I’m sure Sakura-san will have no problem getting rid of Tuxedo Kamen.”


  “Mako-chan, what about those two cats?” Ami asked.


  “They’ll either vanish, too, or wander for the rest of their nine lives, looking for Sailor Senshi who no longer exist.”


  * * *


  Hino Rei crawled into bed. She was exhausted. It was hard work, going to school and serving as a temple maiden, not to mention being the champion of love and justice, Sailor Mars.


  Looking back, Rei thought about how difficult it had been, defeating the Dark Kingdom all by herself. Sometimes, she wondered how she did it. It was lonely being the only Sailor Senshi. She would have loved more help, in addition to Luna, Artemis and Tuxedo Kamen.


  Because of the many birds that used the shrine grounds as a sanctuary, Luna and Artemis had to spend most of their time elsewhere. In addition, even though she had dated Mamoru a couple of times, their relationship was now strictly “professional.” To top it off, Rei had begun to despair of ever finding the Moon Princess.


  With all these thoughts running through her head, Rei finally drifted off to sleep - - - until-


  Rei sat up with a start. She couldn’t sense anything amiss, but thought, ‘Something woke me up.’ The lovely, long-haired girl looked at her alarm clock. It was quarter to one in the morning.


  Rei glanced around the room. ‘Is that someone standing in the shadows?’ “Yuuichirou-san? Grandfather?! Is that you?” she cried.


  A short, male figure stepped forward. “It is I, Hideo.”


  “Hideo-san, you pervert!” Rei screamed. “What are you doing in my bedroom?! And at this time of night?!”


  “The time has finally come for us to talk - - - and for me to tell you who I really am,” the short teen explained. Then, he added, “Sailor Mars.”


  For one of the few times in her life, Rei was speechless. She detested this young man who had come to live at the temple. Now, somehow, he had discovered her deepest secret.


  Rei didn’t need psychic powers to know that denying she was Sailor Mars would be futile. There was a haunting timbre in Hideo’s voice that told her that the boy knew much more about Rei than he should.


  “Sailor Mars, you are living the life that should have been mine. Without giving the consequences a moment’s consideration, your Queen Serenity stole my life and gave it to you! I am the person who was never born, because you were re-incarnated inside of my mother!”


  “That’s ridiculous!” Mars had never given the circumstances of her birth much thought. ‘Could what this horrible boy was saying be true?’


  “Is it?” Hideo replied. “How do you think Sailor Mars, a denizen of the Moon Kingdom during the Silver Millennium, ended up alive again in the 20th Century?


  “Use your psychic powers. You’ll discover the truth - - - and that I am not the only one upon whom this outrage was committed!”


  Rei stared at Hideo. Then she assumed a Zazen position and chanted, “Rin, Hyou, Tou, Sha, Kai, Chin, Retsu, Zai, Zen!” while carving the nine protective symbols with her hands.


  Ghostly figures began to materialize in the room - three figures she remembered from long ago - - - and then a fourth: the Moon Princess!


  Reality shifted. ‘Mako-chan! Minako-chan! Ami-chan! and Usagi-chan - Sailor Moon!’


  Tears formed in Rei’s eyes. “How could you leave me all alone?”


  Then Rei turned her wrath on Hideo. “What have you done to them?!”


  “Nothing, Sailor Mars.” Hideo explained. “They all stepped aside of their own accord, to allow the rightful owners of their lives to come forth.”


  “Impossible! I don’t believe you! Anyway, how did you get into our world in the first place?”


  “Through the last desperate act of Queen Beryl-sama.”


  “What!?! Queen Beryl!” Mars yelled. “You are evil!”


  “No. Out of her vengeance, some justice was served. When defeat was imminent, she was able to let us children who were never born see the lives we might have had, but for the re-birth of the Sailor Senshi. She also made it possible for us to claim them as our own.


  “Sailor Mars, you’ve already lived for a thousand years. Isn’t that enough? You’ve fulfilled your mission. Let me live the rest of my life - the life you’ve unwittingly taken from me.”


  Even though Rei previously had little regard for Hideo, his words were spoken with such sincerity and longing that she was moved. Had she, through no fault of her own, stolen his life? Could she continue to think of herself as a champion of justice, knowing that her existence came at the expense of his? “What can I do?” she asked.


  “We can both exist together for only a short time. If you agree, all you have to do is will it. You shall disappear and I’ll take your place. If you refuse, I will vanish. It will be as though I never existed. I'll go back to the void of those who have never been born.”


  Sailor Mars was beginning to waver, but remained unconvinced. Then, the vision of Sailor Jupiter spoke.


  “Rei-chan, consider the impact our lives have had on the ones we love. Now that Mako-san was born instead of me, my parents didn’t die in a plane crash. They’re alive, living with their son.”


  “And if you agree, Sailor Mars,” Hideo revealed, “my - - - our mother will still be alive.”


  “NO! I don’t believe it!! No. No!”


  “Lives have many unanticipated consequences,” Hideo said. “The beating of a butterfly’s wings can cause the downfall of a nation. For whatever reason, your birth resulted in our mother’s death. You can save her - - - and then I’ll live with her - - - and our father.”


  Rei hadn’t seen her father for some time. The thought of her parents living happily together hit particularly hard.


  Hideo moved in for the kill. “You’ve accomplished so much, Sailor Mars. Aren’t you tired? Tired of all the fighting, the responsibility, the burden of your visions? Aren’t you tired of being alone?”


  Mars’s thoughts started to run together. She had never felt so depressed. Rei was tired of being the only Sailor Senshi, and although her classmates looked up to her, she had no real friends. Then there was the knowledge that somehow, her life had caused her mother’s death.


  Rei reached a decision. “Al-”


  “STOP!”


  Suddenly, a figure clad in black ninja attire dropped from the ceiling! The ninja ran to Rei and put black gloved hands on the priestess’s shoulders. The ninja then removed the cloth that covered the ninja’s face.


  “Dominoe-chan!”


  Chapter Sixteen: A Rei of Hope


  "The American!" Hideo said softly, his breath hissing between his teeth as he exhaled sharply in surprise.


  “Dominoe-chan,” Rei repeated in awe. She glanced at her bedroom ceiling. “How did you get up there?”


  “I’ve been hiding since you went to sleep.” Dominoe stretched and let out a little moan. “I guess my ninja training paid off sooner than I expected.”


  “This changes nothing!” Hideo snapped. “Sailor Mars! You still must choose. Are you going to do the right thing, as have the rest of the Senshi, and save your mother? Or do you selfishly cling to your own existence?”


  “Hold it right there!” Dominoe commanded, pointing an accusing finger at Hideo. “You and your friends have hit these good-natured girls where they are most vulnerable! You’ve awakened them in the middle of the night and twisted the facts to suit your own selfish ends!”


  Rei was now confused, but willing to hear more. “What do you mean, Dominoe-chan?”


  Dominoe took a deep breath. Before tonight, she had no idea how the Sailor Senshi were being erased. Dominoe was shocked to learn they had been simply talked out of their places in the universe.


  The young spy would much rather have faced fifteen armed gunmen than once again have to present arguments to convince her friends of facts that were, to her, obvious - and in Japanese, no less! One thing, though, had been stressed over and over again in all of her C.A.T.T. training: “Do whatever it takes to accomplish the mission.”


  If it took an impromptu debate to carry the day, then that’s what she would do. Dominoe quickly tried to organize her thoughts.


  “Rei-chan,” then Dominoe faced the swirling figures of the other Senshi in turn, “Makoto-chan, Minako-chan, Ami-chan, Usagi-chan - all of your lives have great meaning - - - and you are entitled to them.


  “Perhaps as Sailor Senshi you’ve lived a thousand years, but Hino Rei, Kino Makoto, Aino Minako, Mizuno Ami and Tsukino Usagi have barely lived fourteen! You deserve the chance to live your lives.


  “In addition, think of the good you’ve all done as Sailor Senshi. Do you honestly believe there will be no threats from beyond the solar system in the future? That the Earth won’t face any enemies that can only be defeated by the Sailors? What good would I, much less your replacements, be faced with such a threat? From what I’ve seen, and from what you’ve told me, the Sailor Senshi have been plenty busy, even since the defeat of the Dark Kingdom.”


  Hideo started to say something. He thought better of it when Dominoe shot him an angry glance.


  Dominoe then walked over to the the boy. Dominoe towered over the youth as she punctuated her next point by jabbing her index finger at him.


  “Speaking of the Dark Kingdom, consider the source of these unborn children. While they might be innocent, do you honestly believe Queen Beryl had benevolent motives? Might she not have some plan to yet destroy the Earth or at least be aware of some threat that could do the job, once the Senshi were removed?


  “Beyond that, think of all the children - - - and adults - - - who look up to you, believe in you. How might the world be worse off if the Sailor Senshi never existed in this time? And think of the friends you’ve made, the people you’ve helped, who will never know what they are missing if all memory of you is removed.


  “It’s been my honor and privilege to know you. I’m sure there are many, many people who feel the same way.


  “Everyone, didn’t we all learn not so long ago that it’s a mistake to try to change the past? Look at what happened to Dr. Daka and his daughter. Live in the present. Try to improve the future. Don’t try to undo what’s already happened.


  “I understand how you might feel sorry for Hideo and his friends - - - and perhaps a little bit guilty, but it’s also possible that they do exist in a parallel universe. After all, their memories had to come from somewhere.


  “Your friendship with each other is special. It’s a friendship that has saved the Earth - - - and one that will do so again, I’m certain.”


  Dominoe paused. She could tell her words were starting to have an effect. Looking at Makoto, Ami and Rei, though, she knew her biggest challenge to lie straight ahead.


  “As you know, I don’t really have parents. I can only guess how tempting it might be to sacrifice oneself for the life and happiness of a mother and father.


  “But consider this: What would your parents want you to do? Would they want you to give up your hopes and dreams for them? It seems to me most parents would gladly give their lives if it meant saving their children.


  “If you go through with this, who might die in place of those who have already died? Just as one example: Rei-chan, what do you think will happen to your grandfather if your mother lives again and your parents stay together?”


  Rei shifted her gaze to Hideo. He started to offer a counter-point, but then dropped his eyes. His silence spoke volumes about the fate of the old man.


  “I’m not asking you, Rei-chan, to weigh your grandfather’s life against your mother’s,” Dominoe explained. “I am begging all of you, though, to consider everything I’ve said. This world needs you all and you have every right to be here.”


  No one said anything for at least a minute. Then, in a small quiet voice, in English, Dominoe concluded, “Besides, I’d miss you all - - - terribly.”


  “I’ve changed my mind,” declared Sailor Moon. “I want my life back!”


  “Me, too!” shouted Sailor Venus.


  Sailor Mercury looked at her friends. ‘How could I have been so emotional?’ “So do I!”


  Rei said a silent prayer for her mother. Then she said, “Sorry, Hideo. I’m staying here.”


  Sailor Jupiter was faced with the most difficult decision of all. From limbo, she had seen her parents live again. Would it be selfish to make them return to the dead, so that she could live?


  Makoto considered everything Dominoe had said. She looked at the other four Senshi. ‘Who might have died in place of my parents? What would my parents want me to do?’


  It was the hardest decision Makoto ever had to make. She thought about her fellow Sailors - - - and then about her rainy day friend Shinozaki.


  ‘Mother - - - father - - - I hope this is what you’d want.’ “Sailor Senshi stick together! I won’t abandon my teammates!”


  Slowly, the forms of the four Sailor Senshi began to solidify, while Hideo began to fade. To Dominoe, Rei’s bedroom seemed to bend and tilt, but this time she didn’t feel sick at all. In fact, she felt better than she had in over a week.


  Suddenly, reality made a final shift! Standing in Rei’s bedroom were the Sailor Senshi: Sailor Moon, Sailor Venus, Sailor Mercury and Sailor Jupiter, along with Rei and Dominoe.


  Dominoe flashed one of her all-encompassing smiles. “Welcome back!”


  The six girls indulged themselves in a big group hug. Then suddenly, Sailor Mercury yelped, “Look at the time! We’d better get home! We’ve got school tomorrow!!”


  “Ami-chan!” the other five girls protested.


  Suddenly the door to Rei’s open slid open. “Rei! What’s all this noise?! Do you realize what time-”


  Rei’s grandfather stopped in mid-sentence. His eyes became as wide as saucers. The spry little old man expected to find his granddaughter alone in her room. Instead, he discovered her accompanied by four Sailor Senshi and an American girl as well!


  Rei smiled. ‘Everything is back as it should be.’ Then she frowned. ‘Now, how am I going to explain this to grandfather?’


  * * *


  It was Saturday afternoon, shortly after school. Dominoe had requested one last meeting at the Hikawa Temple. This was her final day in Japan.


  Minako asked a question that had been on all of their minds. “Do you think Kazuhiro-san and the others really exist in some other parallel universe?”


  Everyone expected Ami to come up with the answer. She coughed, then replied, “Well, I’m not expert on parallel universes and alternate realities, but who knows? Maybe there’s a time-stream where they are real and the Sailor Senshi are only manga and anime characters.”


  The time came for Dominoe to say her goodbyes. “Don’t forget, if any of you ever need anything C.A.T.T. or I can help you with, you can contact me through the American Embassy." Then she hugged Minako.


  “I’ve got your address, Minako-chan. Whenever I hear a good English proverb, I’ll write it down and send it to you.”


  “Thanks, Dominoe-chan,” the blonde haired beauty replied. “Remember, abstinence makes the heart grow fonder!”


  Dominoe reached up to hug Makoto. Makoto ducked as if to throw the agent-in-training over her shoulder. They both laughed.


  “Keep working on your toned-down electrical attack, Jupiter-chan. Maybe next time I will let you try it out on me.”


  Ami blushed as Dominoe gave her an extra-hard squeeze. The American then said, in English, “Ami-chan, you’re the best roommate I ever had.”


  The other girls looked at Ami questioningly. She simply blushed a little more brightly.


  Rei handed Dominoe a narrow piece of paper with kanji written on it. “This is a special blessing my grandfather wrote for you. It’s to protect you from danger.”


  Dominoe bowed, then rushed forward to hug the temple maiden. “Thank you, Rei-chan. I’ll treasure it - - - forever.”


  Then Usagi began to cry. “Don’t cry, Usagi-chan,” Dominoe said softly. “I’m sure we’ll meet again.”


  Usagi sniffed back the tears as Dominoe hugged her. “Tell that boyfriend of yours I’d like to see more of him next time - - - and that he should keep you out of trouble!”


  The thought of Mamoru improved Usagi’s disposition considerably. “Oh, I’m going on a ride in a row boat with Mamoru-chan later this afternoon! That should be peaceful enough. I mean, what can happen?”


  Dominoe Six: Part Two by C.T.


  The happy memories had allowed Dominoe to survive so far. The frequency of orgasms had slowed considerably. Sakai had been gone for some time. When he returned, perhaps she would be able to goad him into some mistake.


  Dominoe regretted not having kept in touch with Usagi, Ami, Rei, Makoto and Minako. While she had read some of the sketchy reports C.A.T.T. had compiled on the Sailor Senshi’s various adventures, the two teams had never had occasion to contact each other. She wondered if her old friends even still remembered her.


  Dominoe’s reverie was broken by a sound at the door. Sakai strode in, carelessly closing the door behind him.


  “Not dead yet?”


  “I won’t give you the satisfaction,” Dominoe declared. “If you had the guts to let me out of this, I’d show you what a phony samurai you are. I could take you apart with my bare hands.”


  “I think not, Mina-san, but I must say, I am impressed. No one has lasted anywhere near this long upside-down in the Japanese Diamond Torso Bondage before. Here, let me check.”


  Sakai retrieved a sphygmomanometer. He took Dominoe’s blood pressure.


  “Incredible!” he gushed. “I did not know a human being could live with such a reading. Surely death will come for you any moment now!”


  Dominoe thought furiously. What could she say to get Sakai to let her down? Offer him sex? She doubted it. Dominoe had been surprised when he hadn’t taken advantage of her previously.


  She had tried insulting him. What else could she say?


  Now spots were beginning to swim in front of Dominoe’s eyes as she became afflicted with tinnitus. Dominoe had a horrible headache. Sakai was once again correct. She wouldn’t last much longer - - -


  Suddenly the door to the torture chamber swung open and there in the doorway was a figure - - - with wings!? Dominoe fought to clear her vision. There was something familiar about the person in the doorway. Were those odango atama? Could it be???


  “It is in very bad taste to strip a girl naked and tie her upside down-”


  ‘Oh my gosh!’ thought Dominoe. ‘Only one person I know could come up with an opening line like that!’


  “Fighting for love and justice, I am the pretty sailor-suited soldier Sailor Moon! And in the name of the moon, I will punish you!”


  “What?!?!” Sakai managed to blurt out. Before he knew what was happening, Sakai received a super Sailor Moon kick in the face. He flew backward and hit his head against the far wall, rendering him unconscious.


  Sailor Moon regarded the beautiful woman in front of her. ‘Good thing Haruka-san and Michiru-san aren’t here!’ she thought. ‘They might not be able to restrain themselves!’


  Then the Moon Princess looked closely at the captive’s face. “Dominoe-chan?!”


  Despite her condition, Dominoe couldn’t help but laugh. “Hai, it’s me, Usagi-chan.”


  Evidently, Sailor Moon had no idea who she was rescuing. “What are you doing, hanging around here?”


  “Very funny,” Dominoe said dryly. She wondered if Usagi even knew she had made a joke. “Now, will you please get me out of this before I pop a blood vessel?”


  Sailor Moon found Sakai’s stash of knives and cut Dominoe out of the Japanese Diamond Torso Bondage. This allowed Dominoe to catch herself when Sailor Moon cut her ankles free.


  Dominoe sat on the floor, rubbing her ankles. She looked up at her friend gratefully. “How did you find me?”


  “Well, Dominoe-chan, I wasn’t really looking for you. I got a phone call from an old friend, Kiriyama Jytaro-sama-”


  Dominoe’s eyebrows shot up in surprise. She had no idea Usagi had such influential friends.


  “-saying terrible things were happening at his mansion. He asked if I could please get in touch with the Sailor Senshi right away.”


  “Are the rest of the girls coming?” Dominoe asked. She hoped they were! It would be great to see them all again! Then she asked,


  “And what’s with the wings?!”


  THE END
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