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CHAPTER 1

 


The guard strolled leisurely around the
perimeter of the village. It was a nice summer evening. He paused
next to one of the buildings that housed the women. He lit a
cigarette and leaned against the wall.

 


In an adjacent building he saw a slender form
walk past an open window. The light inside was on despite the
lateness of the hour and he could clearly see the red-haired woman.
She was as naked as the day she was born. It was the woman known
only as Nectar.

 


"I'll bet she's as sweet as nectar," he
muttered to himself as he took another pull on his cigarette.

 


The woman reappeared and stopped at the
window. She peered out and idly reached up to toy with the nipples
of her breasts. The guard could plainly see the light orange fuzz
on her vagina. It was very thin and wispy, like cotton candy.

 


The girl left the window and he heard her
door open. Then he discerned her pale body moving toward him in the
moonlight.

 


"You're Cody, right?"

 


"Yes," he said. She was very close now and
his erection was well underway.

 


"Why don't you come inside with me? I'm
lonely." She reached up to place a hand on his chest.

 


"Erik is sick and I'm the only one on
duty."

 


She laughed softly.

 


"It's at least a two-day walk to the nearest
town. You don't think any of these women will run away, do
you?"

 


"Not really, but sometimes a hunter will
wander too close to the village and we have to run them off." He
threw his cigarette to the ground and stamped it out.

 


"Don't you think I'm good-looking?"

 


"Sure I do."

 


"Why don't you do something about it?"

 


"Like what?" He asked.

 


For an answer she took his hand and guided it
between her soft thighs. He did not resist. His finger probed her
slot and the girl groaned. A few moments later she led him inside
and turned the lamps down.

 


Sometime during their coupling the guard
cried out as Nectar slid a sharp knife between his ribs. She felt
his blood flow onto her chest even as she slid his body off her and
heard it hit the floor with a thud.

 


Quickly she pulled a long, homemade dress
over her head and slipped her feet into a pair of moccasins. Then
she fled into the forest that surrounded the little community.

 



CHAPTER 2

 


Centaur rode his stallion, Ace, slowly down a
mountain trail. The forest was wild and dense in this area of Utah.
There were pine and fir, mostly, with game trails everywhere.

 


It was the Indian's hope to shoot a cougar
that had killed one of his horses two nights previously. He had
tracked the old tom cougar for many miles.

 


Centaur was tired and so was the black
stallion. Then he saw something that brought his slumping form
upright in the saddle.

 


With a lithe movement he stepped to the
ground and knelt to examine a new trail that intermingled with the
track of the cougar. It was the tiny feet of a woman. She wore
shoes with no heel, like a moccasin.

 


"What the hell?" He muttered.

 


Centaur peered at the ground as he began to
walk slowly, holding to his horse's reins.

 


The woman's tracks showed she was very weak.
In places her toes raked the ground and it seemed she was
staggering. He saw no blood so he assumed that she was not hurt,
only exhausted. It appeared she was lost as well.

 


He began to hurry now. It was clear to his
practiced eye that the cougar was stalking the woman.

 


Centaur broke out of the trees onto a rocky
bluff. He paused and looked down the hillside to a clearing just
below him.

 


A red-haired woman sat drooping on a boulder.
Her dress was torn and stained and her head hung low. She seemed
unaware of the big cat that crept through the pines behind her.

 


Centaur's strong brown hands ripped his rifle
from its sheath on his saddle. He flipped the safety off and
leveled the weapon at the predator. He forced himself to slow down
and aim carefully even though he could see that the cougar was in a
crouch and preparing to spring.

 


As the sight of the gun covered a spot behind
the shoulder of the cat, Centaur noticed the powerful hindquarters
begin to gather themselves and pump up and down in preparation for
its leap/

 


Three things happened simultaneously. The
girl whirled about and saw the animal, the cat leapt from the
ground and Centaur's finger squeezed the trigger.

 


At the roar of the rifle the mountain lion's
flight seemed to veer away from the girl. The impact of the heavy
bullet threw the beast to the ground where it rolled and shrieked
like a dying woman. In it's death throes it clawed and bit at its
own side until the fur flew. Then it lay still in a pool of its own
blood.

 


The red-haired woman looked at the dead
creature, then up the hill at the dark-skinned man with the long
black hair, Then she fell to the ground in a swoon.

 



CHAPTER 3

 


When Nectar awoke she did not immediately
open her eyes. Rather, she simply enjoyed a pleasant rhythmic
sensation which she recognized as the movement of a horse beneath
her. There was also the feeling of being held by a strong arm.

 


She opened her eyes to see Centaur's stern
face above her. Then she remembered her flight from the village and
the death of the cougar.

 


"Where am I?" She asked.

 


Centaur looked down at the girl. She lay in
the hollow of his left arm. He held her easily, as if she were a
child.

 


"You're in the woods still, but we're only
about fifteen miles from my home. It's down in the desert."

 


"You're not one of them?"

 


He shrugged. "I'm Centaur. I'm an Ute Indian,
a hunter and a tracker."

 


"I was afraid that the Sentinels had sent you
to find me and take me back to Pristine."

 


He nodded his head as though he knew what she
was talking about. It was not his way to pry into anyone's
affairs.

 


The young woman regarded the man who held
her. There was a fierceness about his features, his eyes, that
should have frightened her. Yet she felt secure in his arms, almost
like a child again. He was dark skinned with the high cheekbones
and fine forehead of the Indian people. She decided he was very
handsome. He wore faded jeans and a denim shirt. Everything about
the man suggested hard work and the simple, elemental life.

 


If the Sentinels find me, they will hang
me."

 


Centaur turned his black eyes downward. Just
a ghost of a smile touched his lips.

 


"No one will hang you, girl. You're
safe."

 


She saw that he thought her to be mad, or
overwrought by her ordeal. She decided to tell him her story.

 


"I escaped from a village called Pristine. It
was founded by a radical sect of Mormons over a century ago. Many
women live there and serve as wives to the Sentinels. We are always
under guard but most of the Sentinels live in the outside world and
visit Pristine to have sex and make babies."

 


To her surprise the man said nothing. He
seemed deep in thought. The trail here became very steep and he
held her tightly against the downhill slope. The feeling was not
unpleasant.

 


After several minutes they reached level
ground and the canopy of the forest disappeared. The soil began to
change to sand and rock.

 


"My name is Nectar. I don't have a second
name like some of the women because I was born in Pristine. Many of
the girls were abducted by the Sentinels from the outside
world."

 


For a reply he merely asked, "Where do you
wish to go?"

 


"I have nowhere to go."

 


"You have no kin, no family?"

 


"No."

 


"Perhaps I should take you to the
police."

 


She shook her head.

 


"Oh, no! The Sentinels are powerful men. They
consider themselves above the law. Can't I stay with you?"

 


He jerked his head toward her at the
question, as though she had struck hum. Finally she had pierced his
reserve.

 


"You don't know what you're saying, you're
flighty."

 


They fell silent then and the clip-clop of
the tired horse lulled the girl to sleep. When she awoke, it was
night and she was being carried into a funny little building. The
Indian gently lowered her onto a bed and covered her with a
blanket. As she dozed off it occurred to her that for the first
time in her life, she was free.

 



CHAPTER 4

 


Billy Kupper stood over the body of the
mountain lion and rubbed his puzzled chin. Then he looked up at
Worthy Holcomb and the other three men.

 


"She had a close call, that's for sure. Looks
like the cougar almost got her but someone shot it from that
ridge."

 


He pointed at the tracks made by Centaur's
horse. "The man who shot the cat rode down here and picked the girl
up and rode away with her." He waved a grimy hand toward the
southwest.

 


Worthy looked at the big man with distaste.
Billy was a useful tool and nothing more.

 


"Can you track them?"

 


"Does a bear shit in the woods?"

 


Worthy merely nodded at the fat man's
red-neck humor.

 


"Lets get to it, then. Nectar has to die,
along with anyone who has talked to her."

 


Billy remounted his horse and led the group
of horsemen up the slope toward the southwest. For several hours
they followed the trail until Billy reined in his horse at the bank
of a wide stream of water that flowed over granite boulders.

 


"We'll have to camp here until daylight. I
can't follow the trail in the dark."

 


As they dismounted and made preparations for
camp, Worthy fumed to himself. He was not a man who relished the
outdoor life. His manicured hands rebelled at hard service.
Unceremoniously he dumped his saddle on the ground beneath a big
fir tree. Then he spread his saddle blanket out beside it.

 


Worthy walked to and fro along the stream to
ease his cramped legs. He rubbed his ass with both hands. His men
gave him a wide berth, knowing his temper full well.

 


The group was ill-prepared for sleeping out.
They had to be content with beef jerky and the cold water from the
stream. They did not bother to start a campfire but sought their
hard beds early.

 


They awoke with the dawn and saddled their
mounts. Despite the fact that it was summer the mornings were very
cool in the mountains and Worthy blew on his hands to warm
them.

 


Billy Kupper looked at Holcomb in disgust.
The tracker did not like his boss. Worthy paid well but he was an
asshole. It amused Billy that a dangerous snake of a man like
Worthington Holcomb could be such a pussy.

 



CHAPTER 5

 


When Nectar awoke in Centaur's shack, the
Indian was nowhere around. She was very hungry and thirsty and
swung her feet to the floor to search for the means to satisfy her
body.

 


After drinking several glasses of water from
the kitchen sink, she found the bathroom and used it. The shack was
scarcely twenty feet square, with the one big room and the small
bathroom. Everything was neat and clean, however.

 


She went outside and immediately saw the
Indian working inside a rude corral. He was currying the black
horse that had carried them to this place.

 


"Hello," Centaur called out.

 


"Good morning."

 


Centaur slipped through the bars of the
corral and approached the girl.

 


He smiled and the stern mask of his face was
replaced by something more boyish and approachable.

 


"I'll bet you're hungry."

 


"I'm starved," she said. It was not much of
an exaggeration.

 


They went indoors and the girl sat at the
table while he cooked her breakfast. Within a few minutes Nectar
devoured four eggs, bacon and toast. She drank three cups of coffee
and at last was replete.

 


While she ate, Centaur sat and watched. He
sipped coffee and reflected on his lonely life and how pleasant it
was to have company. He had lived alone for fifteen years, since
his father had died. He had been twenty years old, then. The wild,
free life was all he wanted at that point but now it seemed like
the girl brightened up the crude home. It occurred to him that he
wanted her to stay. For the first time in his life he was
embarrassed about the tin shack where he lived.

 


Centaur broke out of his meditations to
discover the red-head watching him. she seemed to have sloughed off
her fearfulness and he swore to himself that he would do nothing
that would add to the tragedy of her life.

 


"What will become of me, do you think?" She
asked the question like a child who had lost its parents.

 


"Would you like to stay here with me? I know
it's not much of a home but you're welcome for as long as you want
to live here."

 


Her face brightened considerably at the
offer.

 


"Thank you. I accept."

 


Centaur stood and looked down at her.

 


"Well, we need to go to town and buy some
things. Especially some clothes for you."

 


From Centaur's shack it was five miles to the
nearest place to buy a soft drink. It was twenty miles to San Remas
and farther still to Salt Lake City. For this chore the Indian
chose to go to Salt Lake City.

 


When Centaur and the girl went outside to get
in his old truck his keen eyes saw a dust cloud, very tiny, to the
northeast. He stopped Nectar by placing his hand on the girl's
arm.

 


"Wait."

 


The girl looked at him in concern as he went
back inside and returned with a pair of binoculars. He stood like a
statue as he trained the binoculars on the dust cloud.

 


"What do you see?"

 


"Horsemen. There are five of them. The one in
the lead is leaning from his saddle. I'm afraid they are following
our tracks."

 


"Oh, please! Centaur, you have to get me away
from here. It's the Sentinels, I know it is. They'll kill both of
us."

 


Centaur stood quietly for the space of two
minutes before he burst into action. Taking the girl by the arm he
half led, half drug her into the shack.

 


"Stay here and don't come outside, even if
you hear gunfire." His swift, capable hands ripped a gun belt from
a nail on the wall. It was his grandfather's Colt .44 and belt. It
was well-worn and over one hundred years old. Then he took his
rifle from its place over the rude fireplace.

 


Before the girl could beg him to stay, he was
gone like a wraith.

 


The girl's heart pounded in her chest. Was
her benefactor crazy, to go out against five men?

 


With Kupper in the lead, the five men had
approached to within two hundred yards of Centaur's shack. They
passed over a small hillock and as if by magic a man stood in their
path. By the time they reined in they were within twenty feet of
the stranger.

 


"Whoa! Whoa." Kupper quieted his horse with a
touch and a word. The sudden appearance of the man had spooked the
big sorrel.

 


Kupper looked at the stranger with eyes that
knew men. He saw a man that was dangerous. Certainly this tall,
lithe Indian had killed men before and was prepared to kill men
today, right now. He had a .44 Winchester rifle in his left hand,
already cocked. On his right side, in a holster worn shiny, was a
large caliber revolver, probably also a .44. The barrel of the
rifle was aligned with Worthy's chest. Funny how the Indian had
picked out the man in charge!

 


"Good morning," said Worthy tightly. He was
cursing himself for not having his gun in his hand. He, like
everyone else in the group, had hidden their firearms from view, in
case they ran into hunters or a Game Warden. The lone exception was
the tracker. Kupper had a rifle in a saddle sheath at his right
leg.

 


Centaur's eyes moved back and forth over the
group like a compass needle. He did not acknowledge Worthy's
greeting. His mind was counting odds. As he surveyed the group that
was fanned out before him he determined to kill Worthy first and
the fat man, the tracker second.

 


Kupper spoke in polite tones, "You mind
pointing that thing in another direction?"

 


"What do you care? I'm pointing it at your
boss."

 


Worthy asked, "How did you know that I'm the
boss?"

 


Centaur snorted in derision. "You think you
could fool me? I know you're the boss and I know that you're all
packing guns."

 


"We just need directions, mister." This
comment came from Jenkins, who was to the Indian's far left.

 


"I'll give you directions. Hell is one step
toward me or one move of your hand."

 


Kupper watched the stranger closely. The
Indian seemed to be working himself up to a rage preparatory to
killing somebody. Kupper gazed in wonder as he saw a tear slide
from each of the Indian's eyes.

 


"Hell fire, boss! I know who this man is. His
name is Centaur. He's the best tracker and guide in the west. He's
known as a damn bad man. The tears jarred my memory. It's said his
eyes water sometimes before a fight."

 


Worthy laughed in contempt. "He's a pussy.
Scared shitless. That's why he's crying."

 


The words had scarcely left the man's lips
when Centaur's shot rang out. The heavy bullet lifted Worthy
completely out of his saddle. He hit the ground in a heap with a
small hole in his chest and a fist-sized hole in his back. Worthy's
horse reared and ran north with blood all over it's
hindquarters.

 


Centaur's Colt had somehow appeared in his
right hand. He moved it back and forth over the remaining four men.
They sat stunned and pale with hands raised high.

 


Kupper spoke first. "Keep the girl, boss.
Just let us go. The man you killed was the one who wanted her dead,
anyway."

 


A sneer curled the Indian's lips. "Five big
men, tracking a girl to kill her! I hear you people are keeping
women prisoners, and have for generations."

 


Jenkins spoke again. "There's four of us. You
can't get us all before we kill you."

 


Centaur shrugged in unconcern. "Who gives a
shit?"

 


No one made a play for his gun. Finally
Centaur said, "You three can leave." He waved the barrel of the
gun. "You," he indicated the sweating Kupper, "have to stay and
talk to me."

 


Instantly Jenkins and his two friends wheeled
their mounts and rode away. Centaur spoke to Kupper.

 


"Get off your horse."

 



CHAPTER 6

 


Billy Kupper was staked out on an ant-hill.
He was naked and the sun was very hot on his hairy white body.
Sweat was flowing from him. A nice little pool had accumulated in
the crater that his navel made in his fat belly.

 


Centaur squatted beside him and watched his
prisoner with stoic face. In his left hand was a bottle of beer. In
his right hand was a big hunting knife.

 


Billy looked at the beer. It looked ice-cold.
Water droplets of condensation ran down the sides. He watched the
Indian take a long pull on the bottle and grunt with
satisfaction.

 


Centaur looked off into the distance and said
absently, "Grandpa said that the ants liked to crawl inside a fat
man's butt-hole first, especially if he hadn't washed
recently."

 


Billy's eyes got a panicky look and shifted
from side to side. He could not move his head because it was staked
down with a rawhide strip across his forehead. He was trying to
remember the last time he had taken a bath.

 


Billy felt the ants begin to bite. He
whimpered as he was bitten on his left leg, his shoulders and oh,
no! On his buttocks.

 


"I'll tell you anything, buddy. Just ask
me."

 


Centaur shook his head. "No, you just start.
Tell me anything you think might interest me."

 


The fat man started talking rapidly, his
monologue punctuated by shrieks of pain and sobs. Tears flowed
freely.

 


Calmly, Centaur would ask a question now and
then.

 


"You mean to tell me that your boss sells the
babies, to people overseas?"

 


"Hell, yes. The Sentinels have become rich
doing it, too."

 


Centaur poured a swallow of the cold beer
into Billy's mouth.

 


"Ahhh! That's wonderful," blubbered the
quivering man.

 


Centaur reached over and gently placed the
knife blade on Billy's chest. He slowly drew the knife across the
skin and the blood began to flow. Billy gaped in horror. "Mercy!
Man, please have mercy!"

 


"I can't hear you."

 


Billy began to talk about the Sentinels
again.

 


"They sell a lot of women overseas, too. To
rich guys, Arab sheiks, Japan, China, everywhere. If the women
don't have babies by age thirty they're sold. Some are sold anyway.
The Sentinels abduct women off the highways. Runaways, whatever.
They have a man, Rico Alabas, that sends them women on a commission
basis. He gets these girls who come to Hollywood to be a star."

 


Centaur poured Billy another mouthful of beer
and immediately followed the blessing with another cut from the
knife. He kept this up for an hour. Billy's body was a writhing
mass of bloody cuts and ant-bites.

 


"How do I find this village?"

 


Billy Kupper's voice was weak and his eyes
were closed.

 


"Go back to where you shot the cougar. Then
go ten miles northeast to a waterfall and into a cave. You'll come
out in a beautiful valley."

 


"How many men will I have to kill?"

 


"Depends. Normally, just eight men are there,
with two on guard. On 'free nights' there will be eighty or more
there, though."

 


"Free nights?"

 


"Yeah. Normal weekends, maybe twenty men
visit their own 'wives', but three or four times a year they have
free night. On those weekends any Sentinel can fuck any woman. Guys
come from all over, London, Paris, Berlin even."

 


Another sip of beer and another cut. Centaur
noted that Billy failed to even notice the cut.

 


"Are these Sentinels powerful? You know,
famous?"

 


Billy's voice was barely above a whisper.
Centaur bent low and put his ear near the dying man's mouth.

 


"The Sentinels always wear masks when they go
to the settlement. It's rumored that some are judges, congressmen
and millionaires though."

 


The Indian stood and walked to his pick-up
which was a few feet away. He got another beer from the ice chest
and returned to Billy. He sipped beer and watched the man for two
more hours before he died.

 



CHAPTER 7

 


After Billy died, Centaur drove back to the
shack and saddled a fresh horse. He chose a pinto that he had
caught himself and broken. The Indian had never been able to tire
the little beast. It was tough and mean, ready for anything.

 


The tracker knew that the horses of his three
enemies had been near exhaustion. Even though they had several
hours head start because of the wasted time with Billy Kupper there
was no reason that he could not overtake them.

 


Centaur chose a ground-eating trot for his
horse. He knew that the animal could go all day without discomfort
at that pace.

 


He rode a circuitous path toward the
mountains because he did not want his quarry to see him. The only
hope for the men was to flee to the first home and call for help.
Centaur doubted that they would do that.

 


It was an hour before dusk when he reached
the area where the forested hills began. Keeping to the cover of
the trees he rode along the edge of the woods until he reached the
area where he expected the men to appear. Then he sat on a large
rock and whittled a stick, calmly awaiting the opportunity to
kill.

 


When the three men came within sight, Centaur
saw that they were walking and leading their horses. Only two
horses were left. The Indian smiled. One horse must have died in
the desert.

 


Centaur moved his horse well back into the
trees and tied him off. Then he returned to the rock with his rifle
and waited.

 


The Sentinels were a dejected group. They
staggered along with heads down. One of them, the man Jenkins,
emptied his canteen into his mouth and cast it aside.

 


Centaur sighted his rifle on the man to the
far right and shot him. The man fell like a stone and the remaining
two men dove to the ground. Their horses broke free and ran away.
Jenkins pulled an automatic from his waistband. The remaining man
followed his example and drew a revolver.

 


Centaur placed the rifle on the rock and
began to work his way stealthily around behind his foes. It took
fifteen minutes but he finally rose from the ground within five
feet of the men. He wanted one man alive. He had plans for him.

 


Silently drawing his gun from its holster, he
shot one man in the head. Then he leaped upon the remaining man's
back and brought the barrel of his weapon down on the man's skull.
It was Jenkins and he had failed to react quickly enough to even
turn over.

 


When Jenkins awoke it was night and he was in
terrible pain. It felt like poison was being injected in his back
from a hundred needles. Centaur had stripped Jenkins and tied him
to a cactus. The Indian sat a few feet away, knife in hand, and
watched the struggling form before him.

 


Jenkins panted with the effort to breathe. He
tried to do so without moving his body. Even the slightest movement
caused excruciating agony. He managed to speak a few words to his
tormenter.

 


"You, said,.....we.....could leave."

 


"Yes. You left, didn't you?"

 


No reply was forth-coming. Centaur stood and
came close to the man. Casually he remarked, "Looks like you keep
in shape. Do you work out with weights?"

 


Jenkins nodded weakly.

 


"You look to be about forty. That's awful
young for a man to die, don't you think?"Centaur's tone was that of
a friend, giving advice.

 


"Too damn young to die" croaked Jenkins.

 


Centaur placed the tip of his knife
underneath the man's exposed penis. Gently he began to bounce the
limp member up and down.

 


"This is what brought you to such a state, my
friend. You've made decisions based on the desires of this little
thing."

 


Jenkins trembled and began to weep. "Please
don't do this! I have money hidden. You can have it all."

 


Centaur ignored the blubbering. "I have
respect for most things I hunt. It is an honor to shed the blood of
the deer or the bear. I have no respect for you."

 


The Indian made a casual movement with his
knife and held up the severed penis before the horrified eyes of
his prey. Jenkins fainted and hung limply on his ropes. Centaur was
tired of the sport and grabbed the man's hair. Pulling the head
back he slashed the man's throat. The gush of blood felt warm on
his hand and chest. He mounted his horse and rode away.

 



CHAPTER 8

 


Ogi Toranaga sat in his study outside the
city of Osaka, Japan on a rainy evening. He was in a melancholy
mood for the simple reason that his parents had been killed in a
car crash only days before. Ogi was alone this evening in his large
home because Suki was out on a date. Suki was his twin sister and
the light of his life.

 


He listened to the rain on his window and
drank straight bourbon from a glass. Ogi already had a pleasant
buzz. He resolved to drink no more this evening, however, as he had
important business to conduct.

 


Ogi's stern face and hard eyes made it easy
to believe that he was older than thirty-two. He was a hard
businessman, well known in Osaka financial circles for his
ruthlessness. Only a year before he had carried out a vendetta
against a man who had boasted about his sexual conquest of Suki.
The man was now a pauper.

 


There was a tap at the study door. It opened
to reveal a short, massive Japanese man. It was Camen Dodan, a man
who had been an employee of Ogi's father for many years.

 


Camen took a chair without speaking and
folded his powerful hands in his lap. Ogi regarded his friend and
confidante with interest.

 


There was an air of force and menace about
Camen that made Ogi's heart pound and his palms sweat. This despite
the fact that he knew that Camen would cheerfully die for him or
Suki.

 


"So, old friend! You have come to me in my
hour of need, as always."

 


Camen's face remained impassive, set like a
bronze mask, as he replied, "What is this urgent matter that you
have for me to deal with?" The big man was used to dealing with the
problems of the Toranaga family. Some of the problems were dealt
with legally and some illegally. He had several times committed
murder for Ogi's father and would do the same for the son if need
be.

 


"As you know, my sister and I were adopted.
While looking through some papers in my father's safe I found some
information about our origin Which I want you to investigate." Ogi
pulled an envelope from his jacket and gave it to the big man. "My
sister and I were bought when we were two years old from an
individual in America. I want you to use the contact information
enclosed here to obtain information about my parents."

 


Camen interrupted the younger man. "Sometimes
it's better to let sleeping dogs lie. Things like illegal adoption
are usually done through intermediaries, as a buffer. People like
this don't appreciate snooping."

 


Ogi struck his desktop with a clenched fist.
"I intend to see my birth mother with my own eyes and hold her in
my arms."

 


Camen allowed himself the tiniest of smiles
at Ogi's childish display of passion. Foolish to be so
undisciplined, he thought.

 


"So, what do you want from me?" he asked
Ogi.

 


"I want you to go to Salt Lake City and find
the man that my father dealt with. Find out who my parents are,
where they are, and any information pertinent to my adoption. If
you find my true parents, I will pay you one million dollars."

 


Ogi saw his friend's irritation at the
mention of money.

 


Camen said bluntly, "I'd gladly do any
service free of charge for you or your sister. You know that."

 


Ogi walked to his friend and placed a hand on
the muscular shoulder. "I know that full well, Camen."

 


Camen put the envelope in his pocket and rose
to leave. At the door he stopped and turned for a final word.

 


"Don't you find it odd that your
foster-parents would adopt children?"

 


"No, not really. Why?"

 


"They were Shintoists. Ancestor worship was a
way of life for them."

 


On that note Camen left the room and Ogi sat
down to watch the rain.

 



CHAPTER 9

 


Daisy Kenyata stood morosely in the graveyard
of the Pristine community. It was a hot day and the dress was very
uncomfortable. She was in her fifties and it seemed that the heat
bothered her more lately.

 


Daisy had been a prisoner at Pristine since
1969. She had been a young hippy when she had been abducted by
members of the Sentinels. Her petite body and classic oriental
features made her a rare prize for the womanizers that maintained
the village.

 


She was a full-blooded Japanese. Her parents
had immigrated to California shortly before the start of World War
II.

 


Daisy was born in 1951 and had been a
teenager during the turbulent sixties. She had been a flower child,
caught up in drugs, sex and rock music. At age 18 she had driven
all over the west, getting high and getting laid. That all came to
a end when her Volkswagen broke down on a deserted road in Utah.
She had been abducted and brought to this place. She had been here
ever since.

 


The graveyard was an old one. Not one grave
had a marker to indicate who was laid to rest there. Daisy knew who
was in many of them because they had died during her sojourn in the
village.

 


She stood before the grave of a dear friend
named Elizabeth. The woman had been the oldest member of the
community until her death a few days previously.

 


Because Elizabeth had failed to inform the
Sentinels of Nectar's escape, the Chief Sentinel had directed his
men to hang the elderly woman by the neck.

 


As the tears flowed down her face, Daisy
swore once again that she would someday have her revenge on the
Chief Sentinel. She was one of his wives and had been for many
years. All she knew about him was that his first name was
Glenn.

 


Actually, she knew more about him, but not
about his identity.

 


Daisy wanted to kill her 'husband' for many
reasons but the most powerful reason was because of her children.
Many years before, Daisy had given birth to twins. At the age of
two, the twins, a boy and a girl, had been taken from her and
sold.

 


She had tried to commit suicide shortly after
her children were taken away. This had angered the Chief Sentinel
and he had punished her. She had been stripped naked and tied to a
post in the middle of the settlement. Then he savagely beat her
with a plaited whip. To this day she bore the scars on her back and
legs.

 


Daisy was one of the rare older women who
were kept around to care for the children and to perform the
manifold tasks needful to the community. One of Daisy's talents was
as a nurse. Her mother had been a nurse and had taught her many
things.

 


She was startled and whirled about as she
felt a tap on her shoulder.

 


"Damn, Lucy! You scared the shit out of
me!"

 


Lucy was a grinning imp of a young woman. She
was plump, with pink cheeks, blond hair and freckles. She was 29
and would soon be sold, in all likelihood. She had given birth but
they could not keep all the mothers.

 


"Isn't it morbid to hang about out here in
the damn graveyard?"

 


Daisy smiled at her friend. "You'd best watch
your language. If the guards hear you, they'll give you a
beating."

 


"They're all such hypocrites! They like us to
talk dirty when they're in bed with us."

 


"True enough," said Daisy. "At least as far
as I can remember." She was old enough that her sexual services
were no longer in demand, even on 'free night'. There were over one
hundred women in the compound that were young, and for the most
part, beautiful. Some had been born here and some had been
kidnapped and brought here like she had been.

 


"Alan sent me to fetch you. He wants you to
help change the linens for the 'free night' that's coming up this
weekend."

 


"What a funny name for an act that involves
the sexual slavery of women."

 


"Yes," giggled the younger woman, "but at
least it gives me some variety." She bent close to Daisy as they
walked toward the cabins. "Alan says that they haven't caught
Nectar! The men that they sent after her never came back."

 


"Oh, wonderful! Maybe she can send the police
here." Then as an afterthought she said, "If the Sentinels don't
own the police."

 



CHAPTER 10

 


Dalton Hasp had hoped to celebrate his
birthday in Dallas. Not Dallas, Texas, but Dallas Holcomb, the lady
he was working for.

 


Salt Lake City didn't hold a lot of work for
private detectives so Dalton was glad to get any case. The fact
that Dallas was a beautiful woman was just frosting on the
cake.

 


Mrs. Holcomb had thought that her husband was
having an affair. She hired Dalton to find out if her husband's
frequent weekend trips were above reproach.

 


Worthington Holcomb was Vice President of
Sentinel Domestic Corporation and ostensibly a wealthy man. After a
month of surveillance Dalton found that Holcomb was an avid hunter
and spent at least one weekend a month in a private hunting
preserve in the Wasatch Mountains to the north and east of the
city.

 


Dallas and Dalton were seated in Dalton's
office on South Street in Salt Lake City.

 


"Mrs. Holcomb, I know for a fact that your
husband goes to that hunting camp on weekend trips. I can't say
what he does there because the guards won't let anyone close to the
place."

 


Dallas crossed her legs, treating the
detective to a glimpse of nyloned thighs and white panties. She was
blond, tanned and beautiful and she damn well knew it.

 


"Can't you look the place over with
binoculars to see if any women are there?"

 


"Sure, if you want me to."

 


She reflected a moment and then stood to walk
to the window. She looked down at the traffic below and said
absently.

 


"It really doesn't matter. I haven't seen the
asshole or heard from him in three days. I think I'll just file for
divorce, anyway. It would have been nice to have some evidence
against him, though."

 


Dalton said nothing for the very good reason
that he was watching the lady's rounded ass in the tight, white
dress. It seemed to seethe beneath the thin material. It made
Dalton recall the fact he had not had a woman for a month. His
wife, Dotel, had left him for reasons real or imagined.

 


Dallas turned toward him with a smile on her
lips. She walked to the light switch and flipped it off. He could
see well enough to see her walk to the desk and stand before
him.

 


Mrs. Holcomb pulled her dress up to her hips,
then sat on the desk top facing him. Then she shimmied out of her
panties and hose and dropped them on the floor.

 


She spoke softly, so low he hardly heard
her.

 


"Have I read you correctly? Do you want
me?"

 


"Yes."

 


They made love with Dalton standing and
Dallas sitting on the edge of the desk. When it was over Dallas was
panting and clinging to him.

 


"It's been so long since I've climaxed like
that , honey."

 


"Me too," he said. As they were putting their
clothing in order, her cell phone rang.

 


"Yes, Mattie. Calm down and talk slow." There
was a pause and then her stunned voice. "In a ravine, you say?
Okay, I'm on my way."

 


Dallas looked at Dalton. "They just found my
husband's body in a ravine. He had a gunshot wound and had been
gnawed on by coyotes. They want me to identify the body."

 


The detective slipped into his sports coat.
"I'll drive you to the morgue."

 



CHAPTER 11

 


After attending Worthington Holcomb's
funeral, Dalton returned to his office. Shortly after his arrival a
man filled his office door, literally.

 


"May I come in?" The man was Japanese, well
dressed and very dangerous looking. He was a mere five feet, eight
inches tall but nearly as wide, with no evidence of fat.

 


"Please, have a seat." Dalton waved the man
to a chair.

 


"My name is Camen Dodan. As a stranger in
town I need some help locating an individual."

 


"My name is Dalton Hasp, like the door says.
I'm very good at finding people. Whom are you looking for?"

 


"My client is searching for his birth
parents. A man from this area arranged for the sale of twin
children. It was a most unsavory business, I admit; but like you I
have a job to do."

 


Dalton was clearly surprised. He leaned back
in his chair and repeated the question.

 


"What is the name of this person?"

 


"Worthington Holcomb." Camen saw the shocked
look on the detective's face.

 


"You know this man?"

 


"I just attended his funeral!"

 



CHAPTER 12

 


Dalton and Camen pulled up to Centaur's shack
the next morning. They were in Dalton's old ford and suffering from
the lack of air conditioning.

 


Dalton was not surprised to see Centaur in
the corral, working with a horse. What did surprise him was seeing
a beautiful, red-haired woman sitting on the top rail watching the
Indian.

 


Centaur left the corral and approached with a
big smile. Dalton had rarely seen his friend smile.

 


"Dalton! Good to see you. Who's your
friend?"

 


"Centaur, this is Camen Dodan. I'm trying to
find the birth parents of a client of his. I told him that you were
the best tracker in the west."

 


"Why does he need a tracker?"

 


"His client was adopted by a man in Japan.
The sale of the babies was arranged by a local man here in Salt
Lake City."

 


"Babies, you said?"

 


"Yes," said the Japanese. "Twins. A boy and a
girl."

 


"Still, why do you need a tracker?"

 


"The man who sold the babies was Worthy
Holcomb, the guy who was found dead out in the desert."

 


Dalton turned toward the girl at the sharp
exclamation from her. Her face was a study of surprise and
interest.

 


Centaur looked at Dalton intently. "So you
want me to backtrack Holcomb from the point where his body was
found, in hope that you can find a baby factory or something?"

 


Camen looked uncomfortable with Centaur's
ridicule. He quickly forgot about it as the woman approached the
group.

 


"I know your client's mother, sir. She's my
friend. I lived in the same village with her my whole life."

 


It took almost an hour for all the group to
tell their stories. Dalton shook his head in amazement.

 


"Seems incredible that such a place could
exist for so long. How could such a multitude of evil deeds go
unpunished?"

 


Camen spoke up. "More importantly, how do I
get Daisy Kenyata out of Pristine?"

 


"I've got an idea," said the girl. "this
weekend is a big gathering. Why not go in on horseback and mingle
with the crowd? With your mask on, of course."

 


Centaur shook his head doubtfully. "There's
probably a password you'd need, or a membership card."

 


"Not to my knowledge."

 


Camen turned to Centaur with a look of
respect. "You killed five of these Sentinels?" He shook his head.
"You must be a dangerous man."

 


Dalton answered for his friend.

 


"He is."

 


Camen sighed and looked at Dalton. "The first
thing I need to do is call my client and tell him that his mother
is alive and a prisoner. There'll be hell to pay, believe me."

 



CHAPTER 13

 


Dotel Smith Hasp was restless. She missed her
husband, Dalton, very much. This was despite the fact that she was
in the process of divorcing him for no reason whatsoever.

 


The detective had treated her better than any
man ever had. He had not been unfaithful nor unkind. The problem
with their marriage was entirely on her side of the ledger.

 


The problem was the unbelievable sex drive
that had controlled her entire life since her teenage years. When
she saw a man she instantly sized him up as a bed-partner. Would he
be gentle or rough? How large was his equipment?

 


Tonight, Dotel was prowling the trendy
section of Salt Lake City. She was in search of relief. Her bright
red Corvette drew many a male glance that was returned by a bold
stare from the tall girl.

 


Dotel's fame as a basketball player and her
great height seemed to intimidate many men. She was wealthy,
attractive and promiscuous, which helped to overcome some men's awe
of her.

 


Since breaking up with Dalton it seemed that
she wanted sex with a little more "kink" to it. For this reason she
went into a bar called the Esplanade. It had a reputation for a
clientele that was somewhat daring.

 


Dotel sat at one of the bars and drank
Whiskey Sours as she watched the couples on the dance floor. She
became interested in an older man who was dancing with an
attractive brunette with huge breasts and wide hips. The hips were
encased in a short black dress that threatened to burst at any
second. Her dance partner was clearly in his sixties. His hair was
completely white, combed straight back with a generous coating of
gel. He was big and tanned and extremely fit-looking. Well groomed
as he was, there was something primal, raw, and scary about him. It
was something Dotel sensed about him. The man was a bully, worse
yet, a dangerous man. Of course, the danger tended to attract Dotel
rather than repel her.

 


As Dotel watched, the old guy ran his hand up
under his dance-partner's short skirt. The woman seemed surprised
but didn't protest. She was in her thirties and had clearly 'been
around'.

 


Similar things happened routinely in the
club. In fact, Dotel had performed oral sex on a man in one of the
booths just a few nights previously.

 


The music was slow and rhythmic. The
white-haired man's hand was at the juncture of his partner's thighs
now and moving in time with the beat of the music. Dotel was
becoming aroused at the scene and was disappointed when other
dancers blocked her view.

 


She was surprised to see the woman stomp her
way to the exit a few minutes later. The older man was not with
her. He showed up at the bar moments later and ordered a drink. He
seemed not at all miffed by the loss of his potential sex partner
but looked at Dotel with interest.

 


"Looks like your friend didn't like your
dance moves," Dotel smiled at the man to take away the sting of her
words.

 


The man laughed easily. "She liked my moves
just fine, honey. At least until she climaxed." Boldly he held his
hand beneath Dotel's nose. The smell of the woman's juice was
strong on his extended middle finger. He withdrew the hand, noting
that she didn't seem offended. Then he seemed to look at her more
closely.

 


"You're Dotel Smith, aren't you?"

 


Dotel nodded her head, then took another sip
of her drink. Unabashed, the man went on."Your father was a friend
of mine. Sorry to hear about his death."

 


"Thanks, but if you want to bed me, lets
change the subject."

 


Masterfully, he took her hand and led her to
the dance floor. She grew wet at the thought that he might fondle
her as he had the other woman. With so many people around who might
see them, it was a powerful aphrodisiac.

 


"My name's Glenn Estridge. I'm the CEO of
Spartan Sentinel Corporation."

 


"Well, Glenn, my skirt's just as short as the
woman's that just left. I promise you that I won't stomp out the
door after I cream on your finger."

 


Glenn looked at her as though he could not
have heard her right. Then he grinned and held her close to him and
ground his crotch against her. Dotel returned the contact with
enthusiasm.

 


After a few moments Dotel felt Glenn's hand
slide underneath her dress. His touch was not gentle and his hands
were calloused and rough. The hand traveled to her mound which was
unprotected by panties. Her wetness eased the rough entry of his
large, thick finger.

 


In less than a minute she trembled through
her first orgasm. She rasped into his ear. "Take me somewhere,
honey."

 


Glenn didn't reply but took her by the hand
to lead her from the building. She could feel her own cream on his
finger as she grasped his hand.

 


To Dotel's surprise, Glenn led her to a dark
alley less than a block away. Then he bent her over a garbage can
and prepared to take her.

 


She heard his zipper open and moments later
felt his manhood nuzzle her fuzzy lips. She gasped at the width of
him as he entered. He took her quickly and fiercely. They both were
quick to climax but it was powerful, intense.

 


Dotel noticed that Glenn's release was far
from copious and wondered if that were a function of his age.

 


Still panting from exertion, they
straightened their clothing and walked back to the front of the
bar.

 


Stopping, Glenn leaned forward to give her a
kiss. She smiled and said, "That was good, Glenn. Maybe we can do
it again sometime."

 


"Hell yes, I'd like that." He paused as
though making a weighty decision, then remarked, "This weekend I
know where a party's going on. There'll be lots of men, all wearing
masks. They have their pick of a bunch of beautiful women. It's
pretty kinky. You might like it."

 


Instantly, Dotel felt a surge of sexual
arousal. Oddly, she felt a vague disquiet at the same time. It was
as though she were in danger.

 


"That sounds like just my game."

 


Glenn smiled at her reply. "Meet me here
about an hour before dark Friday night. Wear clothes suitable for
horseback riding and a mask."

 


"Horseback riding?"

 


"Yes, the party is in a place way out in the
mountains. You ride, don't you?"

 


"Sure, but I'd rather be ridden."

 


Glenn laughed his big, booming laugh, then
said as he walked away, "See you Friday!"

 



CHAPTER 14

 


Glenn Estridge sat in the executive board
room of the Spartan Sentinel Corporation the day after his liaison
with Dotel. He looked at the faces around the table. To a man these
trusted associates looked uncomfortable and a trifle afraid. Well
they knew how dangerous the Chief Sentinel could be. Once during a
meeting Glenn had shot a man who had argued with him.

 


Glenn's big fist pounded the table to
emphasize his point. "What the hell is the problem? Why hasn't the
girl been found? Nectar can put all of us in prison if she's not
caught!"

 


Glenn's second in command was a tall, skinny
man with blond hair and a hooked nose. His name was Shelton
Quarles. He thought it wise to give his chief the straight
goods.

 


"Worthy took a tracker and three men with him
when he chased the girl, boss. They all turned up dead and
mutilated. It's obvious the girl couldn't have done it. I think we
should activate Plan Green."

 


Glenn snorted in derision. "Plan Green? Hah!
You think I'd give up a money maker like Pristine Community? Not to
mention all the sex I get out there."

 


Plan Green was a scenario in which the
Sentinel's forsook their village, never to return to it. Plan Red
was the same with one notable exception. In Plan Red the Sentinels
would kill everyone in the village. Dead women could tell no
tales.

 


Glenn arose to pace up and down the long
table. He stopped and placed a hand on Shelton's bony shoulder.

 


"By the way, Shelton, I'm bringing a guest to
'free night' this weekend."
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