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    PART ONE


    


  


  
    Prologue


    Weak sunlight sprinkled with dancing dust motes filtered through the large shutters, and outside he could hear voices speaking in a guttural Spanish dialect. At first, he thought he was dreaming, then Tristan groaned from the stiffness in his limbs and, rolling over, became aware of a familiar perfume. He knew who that perfume belonged to. Only one woman wore it with such panache, and that was Saleema– the master’s daughter. ‘So, I didn’t dream it.’ He was surprised at the strength in his voice. ‘Your father was here last night and I’m a prisoner.’


    Saleema adjusted her robe around her shoulders. Coming out of the shadows, she wandered to the shuttered windows, throwing them wide open.


    ‘You are correct, Tristan. You’re my father’s captive. Get washed and dressed, you stink.’ Gone was the girl who had entertained him at her father’s home only a few short months back, and who he’d thought was his friend. This girl’s lips were set in a firm line and her expression was cold. ‘You’ll find all you need in here. When you’re ready, come downstairs. My father wants to talk to you.’


    Tristan rubbed the back of his neck then, sitting up and swinging his legs over the side of the bed, he gave a gruff laugh. ‘Where am I?’


    ‘Somewhere where no one will find you. My father has moved you to the house of his ally, Antonio. Believe me, Astor will eventually get tired of searching and then he’ll forget you.’


    ‘You have a limited view of love,’ Tristan snarled bitterly.


    As Saleema strolled by, he grabbed the corner of her robe and drew her closer. ‘What’s got into you? I thought we were friends. Why are you buying into your father’s crazy game play?’ For an instant, he thought he detected a thawing in her icy attitude.


    ‘I told you once before. You don’t know how determined my father can be when he wants something; he will do literally anything. He always gets what he wants, even if it means a crazy stunt like this.’


    ‘You forget one thing,’ he said coolly. ‘I’m no longer simply Astor’s slave. I’m a new piece in a new jigsaw. Since my initiation I have a powerful place within the jeu.’


    In her Arabian beauty, Saleema was like a fierce tiger as she traced her thumb down his cheek. ‘You think that, do you? You really think that. You do not know what a dangerous and foolish game you’re tangled up in, Tristan. And…’ She was standing at the door. ‘Whatever you think, you’ll always be a prick-licking slave. You have to learn a new set of rules. They are my father’s rules.’


    ‘My obedience is to one person and one person only. Astor, the grand master of the jeu.’


    Saleema’s eyes were shining. ‘Astor is a man ruled by his own crazy paranoia. A man who believes in a dirty fable that can’t be proved. Soon, you will understand just what a maniac he is. Until then…’ She clicked the door shut behind her.


    It had been an act, he was sure of it. Tristan guessed that underneath her frozen exterior Saleema was being manipulated, and somehow she had become as much a prisoner of her father as he was.


    ***


    Later, he bit his lip as he stood by the window, a bead of sweat trickling down his cheek as he listened to the rumble of traffic and the shouts of tradesmen; the thundering beat of salsa from a marriage or street party. The colonial apartment was old and striking. He’d guessed it belonged to Antonio Lupa– one of the last two remaining masters; a corrupt individual whose wealth was brought through extortion and perversion. This had been confirmed by the arrival outside of one of the delivery men who’d brought a van to the house that morning, loaded with fruit and vegetables. Tristan had overheard an interesting discussion between him and the young kitchen girl he’d fucked against the back wall. The girl, all giggles but eager, was bragging about her job at the lord of Havana’s house, Antonio. Tristan curled his fist around the wrought iron work which obscured the window, his knuckles white. There was no escape. The place was a veritable fortress.


    He wandered around the sumptuously appointed bedroom. Saleema had released his bonds so he could appreciate its luxury. The stunning en suite was opulent and equipped with every luxury, including a wardrobe sporting an array of loose and fashionable clothing. Still rubbing his sore head, he showered and pulled on a pair of pants and a shirt, then he turned the handle to the door, surprised to find it wasn’t locked. It was time to face the music.


    Smaller than Jummal’s Arabian palace, the house was beautifully appointed, with soaring white walls covered in fabulous artwork and tapestries. Glittering chandeliers hung from the high ceilings. However, it was also an impenetrable fortress. Antonio would need it, Tristan speculated. Besides being a corrupt BDSM master and owner of several seedy clubs, it was also rumoured that the man was into drugs and arms trafficking.


    Jummal was sitting in the vast lounge that looked into an unassailable courtyard with tall walls. He seemed relaxed as he fingered his fleshy lips.


    ‘Ah, Tristan,’ he exclaimed as Tristan strolled into the room. ‘Sit down. I’m sorry for the blow to your head, but you put up a spirited fight and we had to be rough to restrain you.’ He grinned salaciously. ‘I do like a boy with spunk.’


    Tristan sunk down in a heavily embellished Spanish wooden armchair. ‘This won’t work, Jummal. My master will find me. You know he will.’


    ‘I don’t think so.’ There was a look of amusement on Jummal’s face. ‘Astor is too busy struggling to salvage his business empire. It’s on the cusp of ruin, and at the moment that’s much more important than finding his lover. Yes, Tristan, it’s time to face those home truths. You are naïve and you believe love conquers all. You should know by now that mankind is always swayed by materialistic concerns. Love comes a poor second. Astor is a hedonist. He can’t live without power and wealth.’


    Tristan fought to control his emotions. Jummal was getting to him probably because, although he despised the man, he knew he didn’t lie. Jummal was a magician at cyber warfare. By this time, he would have hacked into Astor’s business system, rendering his stocks and bonds worthless. Tristan’s lips drew into a thin line as he remembered how furious Astor had been that, months ago, Jummal’s skilled hackers had– and just for the hell of it– managed to slip by his own skilful tech team.


    He gazed out at the courtyard. Perhaps Jummal was right and he, Tristan Lorde, wasn’t worth the fight and the loss of an empire. He rolled Astor’s ring on his finger. No, that wasn’t true, how could it be? He ought to realise that his master loved him beyond doubt. He was not simply a slave; he was part of the jeu’s history. What had happened to him recently had shaken his belief; that was all. ‘You reckon you rule the world, don’t you, Jummal?’ he retorted bravely. ‘But it’s like I told you. You underestimate love. You must know this little stunt won’t work. Let me go.’


    ‘Hah!’ Jummal burst out laughing. ‘I don’t think so, Tristan. Why not concede the fight? Sit back, relax, and allow my daughter to entertain you. Soon, you will see my form of slavery is infinitely preferable to Astor’s.


    The fateful day of the kidnapping, it had been a crisp New York winter’s afternoon. Snow had coated the sidewalks and the gleam of frost and ice garlanded the trees in Central Park– the place where he jogged each morning since he and Astor had made the capital their second home. Tristan had been smiling to himself, recalling the night before, which had been the culmination of a weekend celebrating his lover’s birthday. It had started with a lavish party at the Waldorf in the evening before moving on to Astor’s private penthouse, where a second, quieter party amongst close friends had been held. Tristan had had loads of surprises planned, the grandest being a moonlit feast on the couple’s private roof garden. Two large braziers had been set up and were punching out the heat, while a table laid with finest cut crystal had been set out on a table beneath a canopy, as the weather forecast foretold further snow. Sure as shit, it had been cold, but the scene with the whole of New York swathed in white and the roof garden strung with lanterns gave the event an unforgettable fairy tale air. Tristan adored his master and wanted to make his 50th birthday something to remember. He’d spent all day in the kitchen, determined to make a birthday cake, although Tristan would be the first to admit he was a hopeless cook. But it would be worth it just to see the expression on Astor’s face. It had been such fun as Olivia, Astor’s stunning blonde sister, had flicked flour at him, making the spectacular kitchen look like a bombsite.


    That night, his master had been happy to relax the strict rules of their bondage game and they kissed and caressed and ended up having punchy, no frills sex. For once, there were no fancy chastity devices or torture, just pure and simple seduction and good, skin-slicking sex. Astor was the consummate seducer and lover and a master of pain. Outside of his role of master, he could be inventive, tender, and even playful. No wonder Tristan couldn’t resist him and found him the sexiest man alive.


    It was during those moments that Tristan knew he was winning the battle for Astor’s heart. Yes, gradually the hard carapace was thawing and his master was drawing closer and closer to that moment when he’d at last confess his love. Everyone had told Tristan it would be impossible to make Astor love again, but Tristan knew no man’s heart could be so frozen that warmth couldn’t melt it. Since his initiation into the jeu the two of them seemed closer than ever, Tristan occupying a confusing place of sexual fantasy and love; being party to dark secrets of sex going back to the dawn of time and which, he had to admit, began to hold him tantalizingly in their grasp.


    ‘How does it feel being a proper prince and next in line to the throne?’ Astor had joked, as they both tumbled amongst the bedsheets. Sure, Tristan thought that was right. He was the prince, inheritor not of a pageant of noblemen but of the grand masters of the perverse jeu.


    ‘Cool,’ he replied. ‘I’m beginning to like it.’


    Astor had traced his face with his thumb. Cupping his balls, he slithered down Tristan’s body, hesitating as his hand slid around his slave’s cock ring. It was the gift Jummal, the Arab, had forced on Tristan when they visited the sheik’s palace a few months ago– a jewel-encrusted bauble worth a cool million bucks and which Astor insisted his slave wear now, to remind him how lusted after he was by the other masters of the once grand institution, but how it was he, Astor, who held Tristan’s actual chain of ownership. He sucked Tristan’s cock into his mouth, teasing him with his teeth as Tristan ground his hips into the bed and fought his climax.


    The next morning, groggy after too much champagne and the party, he’d laughed as Astor tried to drag him back onto the bed.


    ‘Come on, spoilsport, it’s early yet,’ Astor growled.


    ‘Hey, you know I’ve got to do my run. What is it you say about discipline?’ Tristan had quipped. Standing in the light from the window, he could see his reflection in the mirror. He looked like a young Greek god and Astor had propped himself up on one elbow and licked his lips as he watched him.


    ‘This morning of all mornings, Tristan, break your golden rule.’


    It had been so good, Tristan reflected. Astor had joined him in the shower, soaping his body as he ground his butt back into Astor’s chunky cock. Afterwards, he’d dressed in a sweatshirt and tracksuit bottoms and gone downstairs where he’d jumped on the spot on the sidewalk outside the apartment– warming up before jogging across the street and into the park. He hadn’t noticed a thing; well, why would he? Jummal’s flunkies were experts at their jobs and they’d bided their time. Tristan had been jogging down the path and under a bridge when two of them had come at him from opposite sides, knocking him off his feet.


    ‘Memories.’ Jummal muttered, eyes glistening, as Tristan was snapped back to the present. ‘You despise me, don’t you?’


    Of course he despised the man. Jummal had shattered his life and he hadn’t seen it coming.


    The Arab was grinning at him. ‘Tristan, Tristan, don’t glare at me as if you hate me. I’m hardly going to rape you or force your subservience. On the contrary, I want you to come to me willingly, and that may take a while. In time, though, I have no doubt you will desire me, and when that day comes I will give you what Astor has never and will never be able to give you. True love.’


    Tristan was incredulous. Did this corrupt man truly believe he could love anyone other than his master, Astor Kopalski? He must be crazy if he did.


    ‘And before you say anything,’ Jummal insisted, ‘I know about your initiation and I realise what Astor has planned for you. But, that changes nothing. In my view you will always be the perfect slave.


    Tristan was grasping the arms of the chair so tightly his knuckles were white. So, it was true that Jummal was as twisted as they said. The jeu had always attracted men with passion, weird dreams and desires; parasites who clung to the occult teachings they’d manipulated to suit their own purposes, sucking from the ancient game of slavery what they most craved so they could appease their obsessions. He could clearly see the dangers it harboured and how the system of mastership, which had been so closely guarded in the beginning, had become so corrupt. Jummal would never be a man to live beneath the thumb of the original principles of the jeu. He had abused it, as had so many of the other modern masters. What was it Astor had called him and the other last remaining master, Antonio? Loose canons in the mighty mechanism of a game of which they had no true understanding– unlike the first masters. Not like the legendary Abarak and Konstantine. Abarak had been a man like Saladin: a warrior and yet more than a simple warrior– an alchemist magician and ardent seducer who had understood the arts of seduction so well they said that simply one touch from his fingers sent his slaves into oblivion.


    Jummal licked his lips and hoisted himself to his feet. ‘Feel free to explore.’ Leaning down as he passed Tristan, he patted him on the shoulder. ‘And don’t even think of escaping because escape is impossible. Now, you belong to me.’

  

OEBPS/Misc/page-template.xpgt
 

   

   
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
POSSESSION

THE PERFECT SLAVE TRILOGY

. ALCAMIA PAYNE





