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~ONE~ 

Hate me or love me, I get results… 

      I’m damn good at what I do. Sure, I bent the rules a little bit, but what cop hadn’t? But I 

was never…I repeat, never…dirty. Ask any of my old partners and they’d tell you that for a fact. 

 I enjoyed the rigors of the job, the satisfaction of getting the bad guys off the streets, all 

of that. When I was promoted to detective, the only thing that changed was the clothes that I 

wore and the trademark fedora that the detectives wore to distinguish themselves from the beat 

patrol. I was on the fast track to doing some really big things, and I probably would have gotten 

them done, too. 

 The funniest thing about setting goals and planning out the future is the old cliché: “life is 

what happens to you while you’re busy making plans.” 

Life was what happened to me when my childhood partner-in-crime came calling and 

said the words that would alter my future forever. “I got something for you, bruh. This is going 

to be a game-changer, I promise you.” I was skeptical at first, if I was honest with myself, so I 

told him I would think about it and get back to him.  

He gave me twenty-four hours. 

By the time he showed me the capital he had at his disposal to keep me happy and pull 

me away from APD, I jumped at his proposal with the speed of a Shinkansen bullet train. That’s 

what I did a year ago, and I haven’t looked back since. 

      He and I go way back. In fact, we were damn near partners on the force together, until he 

decided to start doing his photography thing and began to blow up. We went our separate ways 

after that. I never held a grudge against him about it, though. The way I saw it, things had a 



funny way of working themselves out, and he always said he would find a way to get me out of 

APD before he felt he had to bury me. 

      Oh, by the way, the name’s Law, Dominic Law, but my now business partner Ramesses 

liked to refer to me by my nickname, Dom. He called me that when we were in high school and 

the nickname kinda stuck. But now, instead of Detective Law of the Atlanta Police Department, 

you could call me by a different moniker: Private Investigator. I still answer to Detective Law, of 

course, but the APD part was no longer necessary. 

      Actually, it’s more than that: I ran the P.I. business, yes, but I was also the head of 

Ramesses’s security detail at NEBU and Neferterri’s security detail at her club, Liquid Paradise. 

All in all, they kept me quite busy with everything that went on. 

      But that’s not all. Thanks to Ramesses’s father’s connections all over the city, I picked up 

a lot of cases that the various P.D.s couldn’t always deem high priority, especially when 

sometimes the cases weren’t always “normal” by mainstream standards. After a while, I 

developed the reputation as the “Kink Detective,” which had its share of perks, at least from a 

financial perspective. When the occasion called for it, I could be brought in on a consult for the 

more unusual sex crimes that needed my “specific expertise.” A lot of the crimes were kink-

related, coincidentally, and I found myself immersed deep inside the BDSM and Fetish 

community. It wasn’t like I wasn’t already into the shit to begin with; I could thank Ramesses 

and Amenhotep for that. I honestly didn’t think that I wanted to be that deep, but when you saw 

how women like Ramesses’s and Neferterri’s submissives and the slaves at NEBU treated a 

neophyte Dominant like me, it was very hard to resist learning how to get that same treatment. 

      Oh, and so we’re clear, my boy had damn near converted me. My only problem, as he 

saw it, was that I was the new “meat” on the scene. I was a heterosexual black man and my best 



friend—who was mentoring me, by the way—happened to be one of the power players in the 

Atlanta BDSM community, and damn near at the top of the food chain within the black BDSM 

community. The women on the scene drooled over me once they found out I was a cop at one 

point in time.  

      So, what was the problem, you were wondering? 

      Technically there was no problem, unless you included an ex-wife that happened to be 

into the same thing that I, when we were married, could really never be a part of, due to the 

nature of my occupation, as a problem. Even though law enforcement made strides in their 

understanding recently, fifteen years ago when I was coming out of the Academy, there was no 

way I could be able to be a cop in the Deep South and try to be discreet doing “kinky shit.”  

      In fact, it’s one of the “irreconcilable differences” she listed when she filed for divorce a 

few years ago. Now, not only was I a newbie in the community, but I had to occasionally run 

into her at munches or at NEBU when a larger community function was going on. Talk about 

awkward?  

I’d dwell on this some more, but you probably couldn’t care less. If you’re like most 

Americans, you’re simply going to lump me into that collection of oddballs that you thought of 

as “the strange people.” Well, with the recent popularity of what Ramesses called “that 

godforsaken movie,” maybe there might not be such a rush to judgment anymore, but I’d been 

known to be wrong before.  

      I was one of the popular people at one of the local munches on the west side. Oh, yeah, 

that’s right, I’m assuming that you knew the “strange person” jargon, so let me get you caught up 

to speed a bit in case you didn’t. A munch was short for a “meet and lunch” and that was the 

proper, and original, term for a gathering of people in the bondage, dominance and 



sadomasochism lifestyle, better known by the umbrella term of BDSM. And while we’re at it, 

take a minute to add Leather to your mental label for me. Go ahead, I’ll wait. You would be 

wrong, though. Not everyone into BDSM, the lifestyle as we called it, was a leather-clad “freak.” 

A lot of us were, including Ramesses and Amenhotep, I’ll grant you, but not all of us…at least, 

not me. 

      It’s not like that wouldn’t stop Ramesses, though. To let him tell it, we’d have a plethora 

of issues to deal with now that the movie had rekindled the fervor of all the wannabes that 

thought that the “talented” Mr. Grey was hanging out at any of the three other dungeons in 

addition to NEBU. Trust me, if that dude, or any resemblance or copycat of him, showed up at 

the security checkpoint, I’d probably have him turned around and revoke his membership based 

on the illegitimacy of his “dominance” alone. 

     Look at me, I’m sounding like Ramesses again. Damn it.  

      Well, he had me convinced, but I had no intentions of sounding like a damn tape 

recorder, either. 

      Anyway, munches vary in tone. It’s all to do with the people involved. The West Atlanta 

munch was mostly made up of the well-educated and well-employed, so the only difference 

between one of our gatherings and a meeting of your local Kiwanis Club was...well, damned if I 

knew. 

      The tone was set by the group leaders—and with this particular munch, it was Ramesses, 

Neferterri and Mistress Sinsual—and generally the folks who had been around the longest. 

People also dressed casually: blue jeans, dresses, skirts and blouses, clean sneakers, and even the 

occasional suit. 

      The reason I was explaining all of this to you in detail was so you could understand why I  



wasn’t surprised when peaches sat down across from me. Well, that’s not entirely accurate; I was 

surprised, but she didn’t need to know the reason why. Of course, peaches was not her real name. 

Let me rephrase that: peaches was her real name in the sense that it’s the only one she’d answer 

to because it’s the name her Master gave her.  

Don’t worry about understanding everything; just keep up with me and Ramesses and let 

the otherness sort of wash over you like a golden shower. 

      Sorry, I couldn’t resist. 

      The real reason I was surprised to see peaches here, much less anywhere outside of Inner 

Sanctum, one of the other local dungeons I mentioned, especially without her “beloved Master.” 

The West Atlanta munch was a place for people to socialize among other libertines, and Lord 

Aris and his harem weren’t really capable of getting outside and into the community. He thought 

it was a waste of time, except to collect more girls for his personal enjoyment. Ramesses and his 

mentor, Amenhotep, never could stand the guy. Hell, come to think of it, I hadn’t run into 

anyone that really held any affinity for the man, except for the subs that were with him. But, in 

the interest of keeping harmony in the community, most people tolerated him, so long as he 

didn’t cause any permanent harm to those who kneeled to him. 

      It wasn’t exactly what I would have done if the man ain’t worth two dead flies, but I 

digress. 

      Upon examining the situation further, I couldn’t recall, in my limited experience, ever 

seeing one of Aris’s slaves at a gathering where he wasn’t, and that gave me pause. Lord Aris 

was a controlling asshole, but it seemed that the women who were turned on by him mistook his 

misogyny, control-freak attitude and lack of social skills for a commanding air of dominance, 

and they flocked to him like moths to a flame. He had to beat them off with a stick, which he  



loved. Hell, what man wouldn’t? 

 However, it still didn’t explain how peaches came to be there, and why she was there 

without the one she kneeled to. 

      I took another sip of my tea and waited. peaches wanted to talk to me, but the protocol 

that she’s under prohibited her from speaking to a Dominant unless spoken to first. I should have 

respected that protocol as a courtesy to her Master, but I didn’t. In case you hadn’t been paying 

attention, I didn’t like Aris much, and he’d been clear and vocal about his disdain for me, if for 

nothing else, due to my association with Ramesses, nothing more.  

      So fuck him, and fuck her…I had no time to play bleeding heart games with people I 

really didn’t like all that much. 

      I let her sit there and make eye contact with the table while I waited for her to decide 

which was more important: Aris’s protocol or her obvious need to talk to me. It was torture for 

her. Call it a sadistic side of me, but I enjoyed watching her squirm. 

      “May i speak, Sir?” Her eyes slowly rose from her original focal point. 

      “Yes, you have permission to speak, slave,” I replied, following the proper etiquette that I 

was learning from Ramesses. I wanted to be a bit less etiquette, a bit more jackass, but I didn’t 

have much of a choice in the matter, especially with the other eyes watching the exchange with 

as much curiosity as I had when she sat down.  

      peaches regarded my body language, gauging how she wanted the conversation to 

proceed. Eventually, she shrugged in a silent gesture that she was now throwing caution to the 

wind. “i can’t find Master. i haven’t seen Him in over a week and He’s not returning my phone 

calls.” 

      My facial expression conveyed my indifference. I didn’t give a fuck, it’s not my problem.  



Honestly, I had him pegged for some other, less altruistic reasoning, deducing that his past 

behavior might have had something to do with his disappearance. “Aris is not exactly known for 

letting His slaves down easily. Perhaps He’s simply gone incognito for a day or two?” 

      “No one has seen Him for a week, Sir,” she amplified, a slight bit irritated at my lack of 

concern. “He was supposed to have a session with my sister, slave maia, at His home on 

Thursday and He didn’t leave the key for her, Sir. i tried calling His work number and got the 

answering machine, and i’ve left several messages on His cell phone. i realize He’s not Your 

favorite person, and I understand if You do not want to, but can You find him for me, Sir? i 

know that You and Master Ramesses are close, and He is an honorable Dominant, so i know that 

You are of honor as well.” 

      Damn. She pulled the card of my mentor out on me, which made the prospect of saying 

no even harder. Truth be told, I was a softie when it came to women who were in earnest need of 

help. Some habits never died. After all, I was a cop before all of this, and the mantra of “to 

protect and serve” was ingrained in my psyche. But now, I was a businessman, and a 

businessman gets paid for services rendered. 

      “slave peaches, the fee is one hundred dollars per hour, two hour minimum per day, plus 

expenses, which will amount to at least another hundred dollars. I don’t promise any results.” 

      I almost put my prices up enough to put her off. The key word was “almost.”  

      “Lifestyle discount?” The tone in her voice was hesitant, probing to find out if she could 

push her luck. She immediately realized that she pushed too far, retreating back into herself, her 

meekness pushing to the surface. 

 I wondered what would happen if I toyed with the position I had her in. The need to 

humiliate her crept into my thoughts, teasing me to the point of nearly wanting to indulge in what 



was slowly becoming a hard-core kink. My logical mind won out, rationalizing that there was a 

time and place for everything, and this simply wasn’t the time or the place. 

      “Mind your place, slave.” My voice sounded rough in my rebuttal, trying to project the 

confidence in my response. Truth was, I really wasn’t sure if I was or not, but I didn’t care if I 

was being contracted; she was not about to set aside her protocol based on my decision to help. 

      “Please forgive me, Sir.” Her face colored a little, trying her best not to show her 

embarrassment. Once she was able to compose herself, she reached into her purse and pulled out 

some money. She counted out seven hundred dollars in neatly folded twenties and fifties and put 

them on the table. I counted them and put them away, placing my notebook and pen on the table 

in front of her. 

      “I’ll need your Master’s home address and a list of all the submissives He worked with, 

as well as submissives that are currently under His charge,” I instructed her. Normally, I’d have 

asked about enemies, but with Aris, we might have been talking all week. Besides, based on my 

independent intel, this was typical Aris. I’d probably find out that he’d gone to Vegas for a week 

or something like that, partying with the submissives he wanted to keep, while he waited for the 

submissives he’d chosen to get rid of to get the message. 

      “I’ll need your home info,” I told her. “I’ll send the contract to you there.” 

      “Could You go ahead and start looking today? Please, Sir?” 

      I considered making her beg. I’d enjoy that. She’d enjoy that. But this was a public 

munch; discretion was the term that applied and was enforced with the quickness. Ramesses and 

Mistress Sinsual got very unhappy with people who made the vanillas squirm, and it was not a 

pretty sight. The only nice thing about being “in the know” was that you weren’t actually an 

outcast. It’s hard to find the kind of women I liked in vanilla circles. 



      I texted Ramesses to keep from drawing too much attention to peaches. It was difficult 

enough as it was, considering that she wore a skirt short enough to cover her ass and a halter top 

and sandals. Not conservative, but she was a youngster and she knew she could show off her 

body and no one would complain…except those of the straight female persuasion, of course. 

      He texted me about a minute later, telling me that I had the afternoon to handle business, 

but I needed to do a quick check at NEBU before the night was out. That gave me a few hours to 

do some preliminary work. 

      I put my smartphone back in its holster and turned my attention back to peaches. “Sure. 

I’m not doing anything this afternoon. I can at least get some quick follow-up done. If I figure 

out anything, I’ll let you know.” 
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