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TRIGGER AND CONTENT WARNINGS (the fun stuff): 
This book contains offensive language, abuse, very disturbing scenes, kinks, and explicit sexual content—which is presumably why you bought it—but if you're offended by these things, don't read it. This is sexual fantasy. It isn't real. If you're like me and you choose erotic and dark romance books by using their trigger warnings as a guide, you should know that the main characters are aroused for most of the book, and that the story contains dub con and non con. These things are not safe or sexy in the real world without consent. If you do not like dub con and non con, stop and put this book away. Pretend it doesn't exist. It also has: Kidnapping, Drugging, Sex Toys, Bondage, Degradation, Forced and Denied Orgasms, Ass Play, Humiliation, F/M/M/M, Masturbation, Slave/Master.
If you want an extensive list of trigger warnings, you can visit my website at https://oliviabondx.com to view those, and there is plenty of other material there that may interest you as well, including a lot more of me and about me. Writing novels in this genre is a lot of fun for me because I typically write in other categories, and I've had three bestsellers, but I've always been restricted by wanting to do so much more when things get steamy.
With my deep appreciation, I thank you for buying this book.
Olivia







  
  Prologue


The sultry atmosphere of the Carnival Rio Club enveloped Carla Santos and Rick Lee as they sat at their table, drinks in hand, laughter mixing with the pulsating music. Carla, a twenty-five-year-old Latina with long, curly black hair, looked athletic and alluring in her black leather pants, heels, and a white top that showcased an ample amount of cleavage. Rick, a thirty-five-year-old Asian man, appeared dapper yet relaxed in his blue sport coat and black jeans. On the slightly raised dance floor nearby, female dancers wearing sparkly and sexy Carnivale costumes with feather headdresses were moving to the rhythm, their smiles radiant. 
I don't think I've seen you this relaxed since, well, ever," Rick said, his eyes crinkling at the corners as he clinked his whiskey glass against the cocktail glass in her hand. “It's about time you let your hair down, Santos."
Carla smiled, noticing how he was slurring his words. She eyed the empty whiskey glasses on the table next to her own empty glasses, thinking she should really stop drinking for the night. “I usually have so much to do on my days off that I don’t have time to relax, but I appreciate the sentiment.”
“With your long hair and that body, somebody should have snapped you up by now,” he said, winking at her. Then his face went blank and he licked his lips. “Uh…sorry about that. I didn’t mean to say you look hot or, you know, I mean I’m not harassing you or anything—”
Carla frowned like she was offended. “So you’re saying I don’t look hot?”
Rick shook his head, sweating and nearly dropping his glass. “No, no, I mean, yes, but—”
She laughed and patted his hand. “It’s okay, Rick. I’m just messing with you.”
He took a deep breath and pushed his nearly empty glass to one side. “I should probably stop drinking while I’m ahead.”
“It’s okay. Really. I see people occasionally, but nothing permanent. It’s too tough to have someone special waiting to see if I come home or not.”
Rick rubbed his face. “Yeah, yeah, I get that. Krissy was always worried about that, too. That’s why we split up. But that doesn’t mean you shouldn’t go out and have fun.”
Carla remembered that Rick and his ex-wife had been married almost ten years before their divorce, but she thought ten years was pretty good in cop years. A lot of marriages didn’t last that long. Still, better to change the subject. 
“Hey, I know how to have fun. I love to dance, for example. First thing out of high school, I got a job as an exotic dancer in a strip club in North Hollywood. My tips were so good, I paid my way through UCLA that way, and my customers and my boyfriends all said I was a lot of fun. I took a pay cut when I started this job.”
When she saw his surprised expression, she realized what she had just admitted. “Oh, shit, now I’ve done it.”
Rick laughed. “Wow, straight-arrow Carla was a stripper?” He held up both hands. “Don’t worry, partner. I won’t tell anyone.”
It was Carla’s turn to take a deep breath and relax. “Thanks, Rick. I appreciate it.”
He leaned forward. “But now I have to know, which strip club in North Hollywood?”
“I’m not sure I should say.”
“Oh, come on, you can tell old Rick. I won’t repeat it.”
Carla sighed, but she really wanted to laugh. “The Proud Pussy. The one with the dancing cat on the sign. It’s owned by a woman named Jewel.”
"Really? I know that place," Rick admitted, grinning. "It's an all-nude club, isn't it?"
Carla rolled her eyes, feigning indignation. "I already said I got great tips, didn't I?" She chuckled and added, "At least they didn't serve alcohol there."
"Maybe that's one reason you're so good at handling men on the job," Rick mused. "You understand their psychology."
She snorted. “Oh, men aren’t that hard. It’s the women you have to watch out for.”
As the night wore on, the shadows in the club seemed to deepen and the music grew more hypnotic. The alcohol and the seductive undertones of their surroundings tugged at Carla's senses, coaxing her to let go of her usual control. She glanced over at Rick, who was still watching her with a mix of admiration and desire.
“Now, how about a dance, partner?” Carla extended her hand toward Rick, challenging him to join her on the dance floor. He hesitated for a moment, clearly tempted, but ultimately shook his head.
"Sorry, Carla," he said with a sheepish smile. "Dancing's not really my thing. And I’ve had too much to drink."
"Your loss," Carla replied, her movements fluid and confident as she rose from the table and sashayed over to the dance floor. Joining the staff dancers, she lost herself in the rhythm, her hips swaying and arms undulating with a practiced grace.
From time to time, she glanced back at Rick, her eyes sparkling with mischief as she beckoned him to join her. He remained seated, watching her with a mix of admiration and longing, unable to tear his gaze away. Then, after a few minutes, he stood up and made his way across the dance floor to Carla.
"Carla," he called out over the music, approaching her as she spun and swayed between the staff dancers. "I’m going out to the parking lot for a smoke. I’m overstimulated. Be back in a few minutes."
"Sure thing, partner," Carla yelled, her voice breathless but still carrying that playful edge. "I'll be here when you get back."
Rick nodded, his gaze lingering on her for a moment longer before he turned and slipped through the crowd. Carla continued to dance with abandon, her laughter mingling with the vibrant energy of the club. Her movements were both fluid and commanding, a testament to her past experience and her innate love for the art. She reveled in the freedom and joy that coursed through her veins, a stark contrast to the dangers that lurked just beyond the walls of their sanctuary.
As the music surged around her, Carla couldn't help but think about Rick—his surprisingly vulnerable confession of attraction, his support for her unconventional past. It made her feel alive, invigorated, and connected to him in a way she hadn't anticipated. Yet she also recognized the fragile balance of their partnership, the delicate line they walked between trust and temptation. They would always keeps things professional between them.
"Your friend looked like he needed some air," one of the staff dancers commented, leaning in close to Carla as they moved in tandem. Her feathers tickled Carla’s face.
"He's a tough guy, but he's got his limits," Carla replied with a smirk. "I'm sure he'll be back soon."
"Good for him," the dancer said, her voice sultry. "It's a shame to waste such a beautiful night inside."
Carla couldn't argue with that, and as she spun and dipped in time with the music, she found herself increasingly aware of the intoxicating mix of alcohol and desire that permeated the club. It was a heady sensation, one that both thrilled and unnerved her, making her all the more determined to savor every last drop of this exhilarating moment before it slipped away. Tomorrow, she’d be back to work.
Getting dizzy after a few more minutes, the pulsating music and vibrant energy of the club suddenly felt stifling, filling Carla with a sense of unease that was hard to shake. She saw the empty table and searched the faces around her, but there was no sign of Rick.
"Excuse me for a moment," she said to her dance partner, forcing a smile despite the tightening knot in her stomach.
"Of course, chica. I'll be here when you get back," the dancer replied as she continued swaying to the rhythm. “I work here.”
Carla slipped through the throng of bodies, her senses on high alert as she navigated the crowded space, her eyes scanning for any trace of Rick. As she reached the exit, she knew instinctively that something wasn't right.
Carla's senses sharpened as she neared the parking lot, her heels clicking on the pavement. She could feel the danger lurking just beyond the shadows, her pulse quickening with each step.
"Rick?" she called out softly, her voice barely audible over the distant music still emanating from the club.
The dimly lit parking lot outside seemed to stretch on forever, its shadows full of menace and hidden threats. Three rows away, among a trio of huge pickup trucks, stood Rick—his gun drawn and his stance authoritative as he faced off against nine tough-looking men who had been moving boxes from one truck to another.
"Freeze! Police!" he barked, his voice steady even as the danger around him intensified.
Carla's breath caught in her throat as she took in the scene, her mind racing as she assessed the situation. She had to act quickly, decisively, if they were both going to make it out of this alive. Rick was more drunk than she was, so she had no idea if he had called for backup or if he’d had time to do so. Silently, she reached for her ankle holster, her fingers wrapping around the cold steel of her weapon as she prepared herself for the inevitable confrontation.
"Rick," she whispered under her breath, her thoughts focused on her partner. "Hold on. I'm coming."
Carla stepped out from the shadows, keeping her head low and her gun down while maintaining a sight line to Rick through the parked cars. The tension that filled the air was electric, charged with an undercurrent of violence. 
Then, without warning, the night erupted into chaos. A deafening gunshot split the air, its echo reverberating through Carla's bones. She saw Rick fall back and crumple to the ground, clutching his stomach where the bullet had struck him. The shooter held a big gun that might be a Desert Eagle, but she couldn’t be sure in the dim light, and he was striding toward Rick with a sinister grin, his enormous gun still raised and ready to fire again.
"Fuck," Carla breathed, her heart pounding as adrenaline surged through her. She quickly raised her own weapon and her fingers tightened around the grip as she took aim. With a swift, decisive motion, she pulled the trigger, sending a single bullet tearing through the air and straight into Miguel's chest. He dropped to the ground with the life draining from his eyes as he fell.
Bullets slammed into the cars around Carla and she ducked down low, but the rain of lead stopped when the other men scrambled to grab their friend’s body and flee the scene in a cacophony of squealing tires and panicked shouts.
Carla moved, staying low between the cars just in case, and ran over to Rick, who lay gasping for breath in a rapidly spreading pool of blood. Her heart caught in her throat as she took in the extent of his injuries and how quickly he was bleeding out.
"Rick, stay with me," she pleaded, her voice cracking as she fought to keep her emotions in check. "I won't let you die, I promise."
Carla's hands trembled as she pressed them against Rick's stomach, trying to stem the flow of blood. Her breaths were shallow and rapid as she pulled out her phone with her free hand, dialing 911 with more urgency than she had ever felt before.
"10-00! Officer down!" she shouted into the phone, her voice cracking under the strain of her fear. "I need an ambulance at Carnival Rio Club, now!" She rattled off her name and badge number—Carla Santos, badge number 0429572—and then lowered her phone, keeping it on speaker while the operator assured her help was on the way.
"Rick, stay with me," Carla pleaded, steeling herself against the tears that threatened to fall. "Help is coming, just hang in there."
Rick's breathing was ragged, sweat beading on his forehead as he looked up at her. His eyes, once filled with warmth and humor, were now clouded with pain. He struggled to speak, each word a painful rasp. “Glad I’m drunk…really hurts. Carla...tell Krissy...I still love her...and I'm sorry."
"Save your strength, Rick," she urged, desperately trying to remain composed for both their sakes.
Rick continued, his voice growing weaker. "She was right...about me getting killed...on the job. Tell her...I'm sorry." He paused, gasping for air, then managed to choke out one last piece of information: "The shooter...Miguel Barrera."
Something inside Carla shattered at the sound of his final words—words that were meant to bring closure for someone else. The distance between life and death seemed so small, yet insurmountable. As Rick stared up at the sky, his breaths slowing, Carla's heart clenched in her chest.
"Rick, no, don't you dare give up!" she cried, her voice breaking as she fought to keep him conscious. "You're going to make it through this, you hear me? You have to!"
As his gaze grew distant and his breathing stopped altogether, Carla knew the battle was lost. Rick had slipped away from her, leaving her alone in a world that suddenly felt much colder and darker than before.
"Rick," she whispered, her tears finally breaking free to fall onto her bloodstained hands. The distant sirens of approaching emergency vehicles only served to emphasize the silence that now surrounded her, a deafening reminder of the loss she had just experienced.
"Rick, please," she whispered between sobs, forcing herself to continue the heart massage, though she knew it was futile. His unseeing eyes stared up at the sky, a final reminder of the words he'd spoken just moments ago. Words full of regret, love, and a name that would haunt her for the rest of her days: Miguel Barrera.
Finally, unable to bear the crushing weight of her loss any longer, Carla's arms gave out, and she collapsed into a sitting position next to Rick's lifeless body. Her gaze wandered over the dark, menacing shadows of the parking lot, searching for something—anything—to make sense of what had just happened.
As the sirens grew louder and the flashing lights drew near, Carla clenched her fists, forcing herself to focus through the haze of pain that threatened to consume her. 
"I’ll get him," she whispered through gritted teeth, her voice filled with a seething anger that would not be extinguished. "Miguel Barrera. I won't let you down, Rick. I promise. I’ll make sure he’s dead."






  
  Chapter one

Officer Carla Santos leaned back in the seat of her black and white police cruiser, parked at the intersection of two winding canyon roads. She was dressed in her black Beverly Hills Police Department uniform with her long black hair tied back in a ponytail. She tipped her hat up slightly to admire the way the sunlight filtered through the trees, casting dappled shadows on the pavement. Birds chirped harmoniously, their melodies punctuating the peaceful atmosphere of the canyon. The windows were open to take advantage of the warm breeze, which carried the cough-drop scent of eucalyptus trees. Carla couldn't help but smile, appreciating the rare moments of serenity her job afforded her. 
Her brief reverie was shattered by the roar of an engine. A sleek, black, stretch limousine barreled past her, racing uphill with reckless abandon. Her instincts kicked in and she snapped to attention, noting the potential danger this speeding vehicle posed.
"Can't let that slide," she muttered under her breath as she started the cruiser and pulled out onto the road. Accelerating with purpose, Carla pursued the limousine, enjoying the thrill of the chase. She paced it at sixty miles per hour, well above the posted twenty-five speed limit for these treacherous bends. As they navigated the sharp curves, sliding and kicking up dust, Carla slowed only enough to maintain control while keeping the limo in sight.
"Enough's enough," she said, flipping on her flashing lights and hitting the siren briefly. The wealthy residents complained if they made too much noise. The urgent wail cut through the calm like a knife, signaling the driver to pull over.
The limousine complied, slowing down as it turned into a private driveway blocked by an imposing metal gate and fence that was probably fifteen feet high. Security cameras glared down from their posts, suggesting a well-protected property lay beyond. Carla followed the limo, parking her cruiser behind it and stepping out with brisk confidence. Adjusting her hat and smoothing her uniform as she grabbed her citation book, she prepared herself for what she assumed would be a routine traffic stop. Since limo drivers are professionals, she wasn’t worried that the driver would do anything strange. Privileged teenagers were the fastest drivers in these hills, and a lot more trouble.
Carla scanned the area to ensure there was no other traffic or potential threats to either vehicle. Cautiously, she approached the driver's side window, her hand resting on her gun holster as a precaution. The window rolled down smoothly, revealing a male chauffeur wearing a black hat and a crisp suit. He greeted her with a warm smile, his hands carefully displayed on the steering wheel.
"Good morning, officer," he said, his voice professional and polite.
"Good morning, sir," Carla replied firmly. "I need to see your license and registration, please." As she spoke, she watched his eyes and the seat beyond him to assess the situation and gauge any hidden intentions. The chauffeur nodded and reached for the requested documents, his movements slow and deliberate. It seemed like a typical traffic stop. 
Carla's pen hovered above the ticket book as she started to write the citation, noting the date, time, and weather. When she glanced up again, the chauffeur was holding a handgun aimed at her. Carla's eyes went wide as she instinctively reached for her own weapon.
"Put your hands up!" the driver snarled, his voice no longer polite but cold and menacing.
As if on cue, three men in suits jumped out from the back of the limousine, quickly surrounding Carla. Her breath hitched, and before she could do anything else, the men pummeled her with brutal punches, leaving her gasping for air. They disarmed her, tore off her Kevlar vest, hat, and radio, and forcibly restrained her. 
In the chaos of the ambush, Carla felt a searing sense of violation as one of them ripped open her shirt while two others held her arms. The third man used a knife to slice through her sports bra, exposing her jiggling breasts. She screamed at them, anger and humiliation burning through her body as they patted her down, squeezing her breasts several times in the process as they made approving noises.
"Get off me!" she spat, struggling to free herself, but they were relentless. Something hit her in the side of the head, making her dizzy. Eventually, they cuffed her wrists behind her back with her own handcuffs, rendering her helpless.
One of the men donned her hat, smirking at her as he drove her police cruiser up a ramp and into the back of a semi-trailer that had just arrived. The fortress-like gate blocking the driveway rolled open, revealing the dark, ominous estate beyond. Carla's heart pounded as she was shoved into the back seat of the limousine—that was one of the rules, never let them get you into the vehicle.
"Nice to finally meet you, Officer Santos," a sinister voice rumbled as she came face-to-face with a man she recognized as drug lord Diego Barrera of the Buenaventura Cartel, which was based in Colombia. He gave her a wicked smile.
"Y-you won't get away with this!" Carla stammered between ragged breaths, trying to sound confident despite her fear. She strained against her handcuffs, trying to sit upright.
"Ah, but we already have," Diego said. The other three men climbed in on both sides of her. As Carla struggled between them, a chloroform-soaked rag was slapped over her face. Desperate to stay conscious, she tried to hold her breath, but the overpowering fumes seeped into her lungs.
As the limousine sped through the open gate, darkness swallowed her, and she lost consciousness.






  
  Chapter two

Carla's world swam into soft focus as she blinked and squinted while her eyes adjusted to bright overhead lights. Her slow return to consciousness was accompanied by a dull ache in her wrists and arms. Her hands were numb. She looked up and found herself bound to a chain running through a ring in the ceiling and down to a hook on the wall behind her, leaving her dangling. The air was cool and damp against her skin, making her nipples hard, and she could feel the rough concrete beneath the toes of her bare feet, which barely touched the floor. She began to panic as she realized she was still in uniform except for her gun, utility belt, radio, and shoes. Her shirt hung open and loose, the buttons missing, barely covering her large breasts, and she remembered that they had cut off her bra. 
A creeping dread filled Carla as she realized where she was—trapped in the clutches of Diego Barrera, the Colombian drug lord. She'd heard stories of what his drug cartel did to their enemies, and a DEA guy she’d met had made a joke that he learned how to torture his victims when he attended Harvard Business School, but she'd never thought this sort of thing could happen to her here in Beverly Hills. Legs shaking, she stood on her toes, trying to alleviate some of the strain on her arms.
The sound of hollow footsteps broke through her thoughts, and Diego Barrera came down the wooden stairs. He was a tall, imposing figure in his early fifties with short black hair, a thick mustache, and an expensive suit tailored to fit his muscular frame. His eyes were dark and dangerous, his presence instantly filling the space with a menacing aura.
Carla met his gaze with defiance, her eyes narrowing as he approached. Yet, beneath her brave exterior, fear gnawed at her insides. Diego seemed calm yet threatening, an air of confidence surrounding him like a cloak.
"Ah, you're finally awake," he said in his deep voice, speaking clearly with little trace of an accent. He stopped within two feet of her and thumped his chest. “I am Diego Barrera. You may have heard of me. Although it took some time to hunt you down, I know much about you now, but the main thing I know about you is that you killed my son, Miguel. And for that, you will pay dearly. I’m sure you realize that I can’t overlook such a thing, and that our code of honor requires an eye for an eye, so to speak."
"Your son got what he deserved. He killed my partner!" Carla spat, defiance burning in her eyes despite the fear that threatened to consume her. She knew she had to stay strong if she wanted any chance of escaping this hellish situation alive.
"Being a cop is a dangerous profession," Diego said dismissively, his gaze never wavering from hers. With a flick of his wrist, he produced a switchblade, and Carla's heart rate spiked. "But I'm sure you already knew that."
“You won’t get away with this!”
Diego raised an eyebrow, seemingly unfazed by her brazen response. "In any case, I have plans for you. Plans that will ensure you fully understand the consequences of what you’ve done."
Diego reached into his pants pocket and withdrew a long black handle that flipped open to reveal a shiny double-edged switchblade. He moved closer and gripped one side of her shirt. Rather than simply pulling off her shirt since it was already loose and unbuttoned, the cold steel sliced through the fabric of her uniform with chilling precision. She tried to keep her breathing steady, but her body was tense with anger and fear as each small cut exposed more of her vulnerable flesh, allowing him to insert his fingers and rip the cuts open further, a violent motion that shocked her each time. 
The humiliation stung as much as the blade. She also noticed that each rip gave her a little thrill and her nipples were standing at attention, which was confusing.
"Once I'm done with you, they'll think you're just another corrupt cop who got in over her head," Diego said, continuing to cut and rip at the fabric of Carla’s uniform. "They'll find your patrol car in San Diego with its GPS locator disabled, along with your personal cell phone filled with incriminating texts and photos under the seat. No one will be looking for you here in Beverly Hills."
Carla's disbelief fought with her determination as she considered his words. She knew that proving him wrong would be a difficult task if she could escape, but she couldn't allow herself to give up. She wished she could think more clearly and find a way out of her dire situation.
Diego lingered for a moment on one of her nipples, brushing it lightly with his finger before giving it a gentle squeeze. “And the best part of all? When they start digging into your background and your finances, they’ll discover a new million dollar payment in your offshore bank account.”
“I don’t have an offshore account.”
“You do now.”
Carla shook her head. "You won't get away with this," she whispered, glaring at him with all the defiance she could muster, but even as she said it, she knew the offshore account would look incriminating, especially when combined with her cell phone data and the other evidence they had planted in her patrol car. 
“It will work. We’ve even framed federal agents using similar methods. It’s amazing how quickly cops will turn on each other if you give them enough evidence.” Diego continued to strip Carla, his fingers brushing her skin and leaving trails of goosebumps in their wake. 
Carla’s eyes darted to the large bulge in his pants and she realized she was holding her breath. He was enjoying this.
Diego cupped one of her large breasts hanging at the level of his face, then gave her nipple a lick and a tight squeeze that made her flinch. "You have such lovely assets, Officer Santos. It’s a shame you have to keep them hidden under that uniform of yours. You won’t need to be so formal from now on."
"What do you want from me?" she whispered, her voice cracking.
“Your body, your mind, and your freedom,” Diego said, his thumb brushing across her nipple before giving it another soft squeeze. He leaned in and licked the sensitive bud, drawing a gasp from Carla. "And revenge."
"Go to hell!" she snapped, her eyes blazing with fury. "I will never cooperate with scum like you!"
Carla screamed as the knife flashed and he cut off her panties, quickly shoving two fingers inside of her. She was now completely exposed and helpless. "Oh, you'll find that resistance will only make things more enjoyable for me," he said, working his fingers back and forth as he watched her distressed face.
Observing her trembling legs as Carla still stood on her toes to take the strain off her wrists, Diego called to Marcus, the mountainous figure who had apparently been standing in the basement shadows the whole time. 
Marcus Cage stepped forward, his massive frame seeming to fill the room. He was a towering figure at six foot five inches, as wide as a refrigerator with muscles rippling beneath his dark skin. Diego introduced him like an old friend, noting that he was once an acclaimed NFL football player who had joined Diego's ranks after a knee injury ended his career on the field. From the admiring way that he spoke about Marcus, Diego seemed to be a fan of his. 
Marcus carried a pair of strappy black high heels, and he knelt down to put them on Carla’s feet as Diego took a step back. The gesture was both practical—allowing Carla to take some weight off her wrists bound above her head—and degrading. 
"Consider it a small mercy," Diego said. "These shoes should make your stay with us more comfortable...to a degree. And they do make you look so much sexier." He reached out, trailing a finger along her exposed thigh. "After all, you're mine to play with now, and I can dress you however I want."
"Go fuck yourself, you sick pervert."
Diego wasn’t offended. “Well, now, I think I’m a perfectly normal pervert, but you’re going to learn how sick I can be. I can’t say the same for my men, however, because they’re very sick and perverted, and I’m going to let them use you and train you, which is also a reward for them. We all enjoy our toys. You have many cocks to look forward to, my slutty little cop."
Carla started to respond, but a large hand grabbed her face. Without warning, Marcus pushed a ball gag into Carla's mouth and strapped it around her head, silencing her protests. The roughness of his actions only served to emphasize her helplessness. Carla growled into the ball gag, her eyes blazing with contempt.
Diego only laughed and continued, "You will be trained as a sex slave. We'll either sell you at auction—I imagine you'll fetch an impressive price, given your beauty and occupation—or send you to work in one of my brothels. It all depends on how well you take to your training." He tilted his head, studying her with a gleeful look in his eyes. "I'll personally supervise your training program over the next few months, so you'll learn quite a lot about pain and pleasure."
Carla’s eyes widened. Did he just say months?
Carla's fury intensified, her eyes burning with a promise of retribution as she tried to kill Diego with her gaze alone. She refused to let him break her spirit, even as he outlined her grim future. Somehow, some way, she would escape this nightmare and make him pay for every ounce of suffering he inflicted upon her.
Diego admired her feet in her high heels as he cupped one of her breasts. "Your defiance amuses me, Carla." 
Once again, Diego gestured to Marcus, who gripped her arm tightly and injected something into it with a syringe. Carla let out a muffled yell into the ball gag as she made a futile attempt to pull her arm away, but Marcus held her in place like a vise.
"Allow me to explain," Diego began, looking straight into her eyes. "I'm going to keep you sedated and high with a variety of drugs at my disposal. Ecstasy and ketamine and a few other drugs mixed in really makes for a great party. You’ll be confused and disoriented, and you won’t have much of a memory, but you’ll also be very relaxed and…needing to fuck. You might even enjoy some of what we're going to do to you." He paused for effect, then continued, "Miguel and his girlfriend, Juanita, were quite fond of roofies and other delightful chemicals. They'd often use them to kidnap women from clubs and bars, bringing them home for a few days for their own perverted pleasures. I think it's only fitting to carry on that tradition with you—it's what Miguel would have wanted."
Carla's anger boiled inside of her, which was a way to hold back her panic, but her body felt increasingly sluggish from the injection.
"Truth be told, if it were up to me, I'd have just tortured you and left your body in front of the police station," Diego confessed. "You should really be thanking my dead son for allowing you to live."
Diego ran his fingers over her trembling body. His hand slid between her legs, rubbing her pussy one more time, while he leaned forward and briefly sucked one of her nipples before biting it sharply. Carla winced, her hatred for this man growing by the second.
“You see, I’m not the monster you think I am. I could just give you a daily ration of pain and torture, but I don’t want to ruin that body before I sell you or put you to work. You’ll still learn the important things along the way, like how to behave like a good sex slave, and how to give your body to anybody who wants it, and how to tolerate pain. By the time we sell you, the drugs won’t even be needed any more.”
Carla made one last attempt to focus her hatred into a glare that would kill him, but he didn’t seem to notice, and now she was getting distracted by his fingers in her pussy again. She shook her head, trying to hold off the effects of the drugs invading her system.
"In the beginning, you’ll have moments where you feel humiliated and degraded, and I will particularly enjoy that," Diego said calmly. “My men and I will fuck you more than you thought possible, and you’ll start to lose your identity as you realize that I own you now, and that you no longer have a life outside of pleasing me. Your only pleasure will be what I allow you to have, and you will want it more and more. Your body will betray you. Your mind will break and you'll submit to my will.” 
Her face was wet, and she realized she was crying. She could plan to fight all she wanted, but the fact was that this situation was bad, very bad, and unless a miracle happened, she wasn’t likely to survive it.
"Ah, I see you're starting to understand your situation," Diego said smugly, quickly thrusting his fingers in and out of her wetness, causing her to moan involuntarily. The sound was muffled by the ball gag. He licked and sucked on her nipple again as he continued his cruel assault on her body. "You're mine now, Officer Santos. Completely at my mercy."
Carla struggled to maintain her composure, hating her body for reacting to what he was doing to her.
"Let's see how much you like this," Carlos taunted, increasing the intensity of his movements. Despite herself, Carla couldn't help but feel her body responding to his touch, betraying her will to resist. It was a sensation she despised, yet it also fueled her determination to escape.
As Diego continued to violate her, Carla tried to ignore what he was doing, focusing on her surroundings and trying to examine the details of the room. There were no windows, but a small door loomed in one corner—a potential exit other than the staircase leading to the main exit. The walls were lined with shelves filled with a huge variety of sex toys, tools, and restraints, a testament to Diego's twisted desires. And then there was the small cage made of iron rebar.
"Your body is such a beautiful instrument, Officer Santos," Diego whispered into her ear, his breath hot and sickening. "I can't wait to see all the ways I can make it sing for me."
Keep dreaming, you sick bastard, Carla thought to herself, watching his every move like a hawk. I’m going to get loose and kill you.
She realized she was moaning as his fingers pumped in and out of her while he lightly bit her nipple and used his other hand to rub her clit. When it seemed like she was about to come, with ripples of pleasure moving through her, Carlos finally withdrew his fingers, smiling as he saw the flush that had spread across her cheeks and chest. Then he took two steps back and shot a few photos with his cell phone. He seemed to take great pleasure in her humiliation, but Carla held onto the idea that, deep down, she was stronger than him.
“Now, get some rest, and I’ll send someone to feed you. I’m also going to have them turn the heat up down here to keep you nice and hot. Then I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon to start your training.” He patted her butt, then turned and headed up the stairs to the exit, followed by the imposing figure of Marcus.
As they shut off the light and the door closed behind them, Carla was left alone in the dark basement. Her mind was already too fuzzy to hold a clear thought in her head, but fear and anger battled for dominance. Despite the grim circumstances, she made a silent vow to herself: she would escape this hellish place, bring Diego Barrera to justice, and take back her life. And nothing would stand in her way.






  
  Chapter three

The humid air of the basement felt like a suffocating blanket of heat that clung to Carla's damp skin as she swayed at the end of the chain, suspended by her wrists. She couldn’t feel her hands or her wrists, and her arms were aching. Her mind was a foggy haze, clouded by the drugs in her system, but she couldn't ignore the sensation of someone touching her intimately. 
Carla's eyes fluttered open to see Jamie Perez—the muscular, hairless man with no eyebrows who looked like a young monk—bent low in front of her, wearing only jeans and running shoes, his face mere inches away from her exposed pussy as he stroked her with a fascinated stare. She jerked her body instinctively, causing him to stumble back in surprise, and she saw a safety razor in his hand. She couldn’t say anything because the ball gag was still in her mouth.
"Jamie!" A young woman stormed down the stairs, thumping each wooden step with her black stiletto heels. She looked like a dominatrix, or some other kind of sex worker, in her leather miniskirt, fishnet stockings, jeweled hoop earrings, long red fingernails, and tight black fishnet top that displayed her medium-sized breasts. Carla guessed she was about twenty. Her collar-length straight hair framed her heavily made-up face, and her piercing gaze burned with hatred.
"Stop messing with the cop until I say it's okay," Juanita snarled, clutching a cell phone in one hand as she reached the bottom of the stairs. 
“I was just shaving her, keeping her smooth,” Jamie grumbled as he meekly stepped away, his desire momentarily quelled by Juanita’s commanding presence. 
Marcus came down the stairs carrying a harness with a strapon dildo and a gym bag that he set down on the floor near Carla.
Juanita sneered at Carla, circling her prey like a wolf sizing up its meal. "Officer Carla Santos. I'm Juanita, Miguel's girlfriend. Or should I say, I was his girlfriend until you killed him." She paused for dramatic effect, her fiery eyes locked onto Carla's. "I wanted to introduce myself before Diego gets back this afternoon. He has his plans for you, and I have mine."
Carla felt a shiver despite the oppressive heat. She blinked a few times, trying to focus on what this new threat was saying to her—something about more plans.
"Here's the deal, cop," Juanita continued, dragging a sharp fingernail across Carla’s breasts. "I'm going to do very bad things to you, several times a week, and I'm going to record it all on video. I'll post the whole series on social media for my friends to see, and they'll know I'm punishing the bitch who murdered Miguel. I know it’ll go viral. That’s right, you’re going to be a star—a porn star."
Carla's heart sank at the prospect of such public humiliation, but a flicker of hope ignited within her. If Juanita posted the videos online, perhaps someone would recognize her and come to her rescue. Even as she clung to that desperate possibility, she knew it was a long shot.
Juanita bent over the gym bag, her leather miniskirt riding up to reveal half of her toned butt, which Jamie noticed immediately with a slight grin. Juanita retrieved Carla's police hat and a leather flogger whip from the bag with tails about two feet long, then straightened up and turned to look at Carla.
"Time for a little show," Juanita said as she placed the police hat on Carla's head. She then raised her cell phone and began recording a selfie video. "Say hello to my audience, bitch."
Carla shook her head and blinked rapidly, trying to clear her drugged mind, but all she could manage was a disoriented moan through her ball gag. Juanita winked at her audience and reached out with her free hand, grabbing Carla's breast and pinching her nipple hard. Carla flinched, but could do little else in her weakened state.
"Hey, everyone," Juanita said to the camera. "Meet Carla Santos, the cop who murdered my dear Miguel. We're going to have some fun together these next few weeks, aren't we, baby?" She leaned in and bit Carla's left nipple, eliciting a muffled yelp of pain from the captive woman.
Handing the camera to Jamie, Juanita ordered him to keep filming as she seductively removed her clothing. Her movements were fluid and practiced, designed to entice and intimidate in equal measure. Once she was naked, she slipped into the strapon harness, fastening it securely around her hips and thighs. The attached dildo jutted out menacingly, making Carla's eyes widen in apprehension. Carla also saw the bulge in Jamie’s pants growing bigger as he watched Juanita.
"Aww, don't be scared, baby," Juanita taunted, reaching between Carla's legs and slapping her pussy several times. She then shoved two fingers inside, drawing a choked gasp from Carla's gagged lips. "You'll learn to love it."
She gestured for Marcus to walk around behind Carla and grab her hips to hold her still. As Juanita stepped closer, the tip of the strapon pressed against Carla's entrance, and she couldn't help but tremble in fear.
"Ready or not," Juanita murmured before thrusting the dildo into Carla, who could only manage a weak struggle in response. Juanita began fucking her with a steady, merciless rhythm, while Jamie captured every humiliating moment on camera. Jamie licked his lips, rubbing his cock through his jeans as he watched the scene unfold.
Juanita continued her brutal assault on Carla’s body. The strap-on dildo pounded into her, stretching her tight pussy to the limits of endurance. Her cries of pain, muffled by the gag, filled the room with a sickening soundtrack of desperation and submission. Her body betrayed her as she felt the first wave of orgasmic pleasure wash over her. It was a stark contrast to the pain inflicted by the vicious dildo that violated her, yet she couldn't help but hang there helpless as the pleasure built and took hold of her drugged mind.
Sweat poured down Juanita's face as she fucked Carla harder, grunting with each thrust. Moving to get a better angle, Jamie recorded everything as he stroked himself, his eyes locked on the amazing sight before him.
"You like that, bitch? Tell me you like it," Juanita growled into Carla's ear, slapping her ass hard enough to leave a welt. Carla yelped but managed to shake her head in denial. Juanita sneered and ramped up the pace even more. "No? Then maybe you need more stimulation."
Juanita suddenly pulled out, leaving Carla panting and disoriented. After retrieving it from the gym bag, Juanita brandished the leather flogger, lashing it across Carla's body as she jeered, "This video will ruin whatever pathetic reputation you had left, cop."
At a gesture from Juanita, Marcus disconnected the chain that held Carla’s arms. She’d been hanging there so long that her numb arms fell limp at her sides and her knees bent; she would have fallen if Marcus hadn’t been holding her up. Marcus wrapped a second chain around her waist that was looped through another ceiling ring and pulled it tight to support her weight, leaving her bent forward from the waist with her legs straight. Her head spun from the drugs and the change in position, making reality blur around the edges. She hoped she was just having a nightmare.
"All right, Marcus," Juanita commanded, flicking Carla’s nipples with her fingernails as she tossed the flogger on top of the gym bag. "Take off your pants and give this cop a taste of what she deserves."
“Yes, ma’am.” Marcus complied without hesitation and removed his clothes, his erection straining against his underwear as he freed it from its confines. He stepped forward and removed the ball gag from Carla’s mouth, positioning himself in front of her. Opening and closing her mouth to work her sore jaw as she drooled, Carla stared at his massive cock with a mixture of fear and revulsion as he grabbed a handful of her hair to hold her head in place. She smelled his musky scent as the tip of his throbbing cock moved within an inch of her mouth.
"Open wide," he said, shoving his thick length past her lips and into her mouth without mercy. Her eyes watered and she started to gag when the tip of his cock hit the back of her throat, but she swallowed and managed not to vomit. He tasted salty and sweaty, the muskiness of his arousal invading her senses. The ball gag had loosened her sore jaws enough to accommodate his unusual thickness, but if he tried to push farther into her throat, she wouldn’t be able to breathe.
"Good, now hold her steady," Juanita ordered as she positioned herself behind Carla, the tip of the strapon teasing her already abused hole.
"Here's something special just for you, officer," Juanita hissed, gripping Carla’s hips while holding her butt cheeks apart, then plunging the dildo deep inside of her, drawing a scream that was muffled by Marcus’s cock. It felt like Juanita had shoved a baseball bat up her ass.
"Keep recording, Jamie," Juanita instructed, ignoring Carla’s groans and whimpers as her limp body bounced with each impact inside of her. Jamie, now fully naked, eagerly filmed every agonizing moment, his hand feverishly stroking his own cock.
"Good slut," Marcus grunted, his thrusts becoming more forceful as he drove himself deeper into Carla's throat.
Carla's thoughts were frantic and disjointed. She wanted nothing more than to escape this nightmare, but her drugged body betrayed her, leaving her helpless and at the mercy of these sadistic monsters.
Marcus panted, his thrusts increasing in speed before he pounded in farther down her throat, gagging her with several hard impacts against her face, and finally came. Her mouth filled with semen, but he pulled out quickly and stroked his cock hard so he could keep coming on her face. Jamie moved around to get a good closeup of Carla’s dripping face, then widened the shot to include the white streamers dripping from her mouth. She still didn’t have the use of her numb arms, so all she could do was hang there from the waist chain looking at the floor, spitting and gasping, with her hair hiding her face.
Marcus backed away to clean himself and zip up his pants.
Juanita continued her relentless assault on Carla’s ass, pounding into her tight opening with one long stroke after another, thrusting as hard as she could for maximum impact and pain. While the drugs seemed to dull the pain, they also enhanced the waves of pleasure thrumming through her core, lighting up her nerves and making her moan, her juices dripping down her inner thighs, until she peaked and exploded with a gargling cry. Jamie got down on his knees so that the camera could see her face, but that wasn’t enough for Juanita, who kept thrusting until she forced orgasm after humiliating orgasm from Carla's battered body. When she finally reached her own climax, Juanita withdrew the strapon with a satisfied sigh.
"All right, Jamie, you know what to do," she said, watching him rub his cock, resting on his knees below Carla as he stared at her hanging breasts and the come drooling from her mouth. "Clean her up and feed her, but don't touch her otherwise. Understand? She has to look good when Diego gets back, and he can’t know about this. While you’re at it, mop the come off the floor. I’d say make her mop the floor, but her arms won’t be of any use for a while."
"Got it," he panted, staring at Carla's limp body. 
Juanita plucked her cell phone from Jamie’s hand and patted Carla on the butt. “Nice ass. I plan to spend a lot of time with it, so don’t go anywhere.”
Carla was too exhausted to answer. All she wanted to do was sleep, even in this awkward position.
Juanita got dressed, plucked the police hat from Carla’s head, then grabbed the gym bag and the loose toys. After Juanita lifted Carla’s head and gave her a long kiss with plenty of tongue, leaving lipstick on her mouth, Marcus followed her up the stairs, leaving Carla alone with Jamie. Still on his knees beneath her, avoiding the white puddle on the floor, he grabbed her breasts and rubbed them against his face, smiling, then licked her nipples. Carla moaned quietly, hoping he’d go away, but she could see that his erection was throbbing.
Jamie stood and flipped her hair back over her neck on one side so he could see her face better. "Guess it's my turn now, officer," he whispered into her ear. He rubbed his cock against her face, breathing faster, then stepped around behind her and rubbed her pussy a few times, possibly to distract her, before he slid his cock slowly into her ass. She tensed, tightening inside to try and keep him out, but it was no use. He began to thrust, but at least his cock didn’t hurt as much as the hard strapon Juanita had been using, and it only took a few moments before he came, making a sound somewhere between a moan and a whine like a dog would make. 
Degraded and humiliated past the point of caring, Carla felt more come dripping down the backs of her legs and began to accept the idea that the rest of her life might be like this. She barely noticed as Jamie put the ball gag back in her mouth and strapped it on her head before starting to mop the floor.
Carla's mind fell into a dark abyss as the weight of her situation bore down on her. Imprisoned, violated, and humiliated beyond measure, she knew that she was trapped in a living hell.






  
  Chapter four

The dark, damp basement was Carla's prison, her body bound by chains and her mind trapped in a foggy haze. As she regained consciousness, her fear grew with each passing second, knowing she was at the mercy of her captors. Her body had been pulled up straight again by the chains that bound her wrists, and she noticed that her uniform hat was missing once again. Carla's mind swirled in confusion, the drugs in her system making her unable to think clearly. Her hands and arms were numb, and the rest of her body felt weak, as if she wouldn’t be able to stand if she had the chance.  
The sound of heavy footsteps descending the stairs gave her a feeling of dread. She had no idea how much time had passed since Juanita and Marcus had visited her that morning. She shuddered as she remembered what the bald man, Jamie, had done to her before he left her alone in the dark, which was somehow more disturbing than the degradation of being fucked and recorded by Juanita.
"Good afternoon, officer," Diego Barrera said in a deceptively cheerful voice as he appeared before her, clad in a red t-shirt, tight black jeans, and black running shoes. His eyes roamed over her body, evaluating like a coyote about to attack and eat a rabbit, before they narrowed in anger at the sight of dried semen staining her inner thighs and her breasts. Moving behind her, his frown deepened when he discovered more on her ass. "Who did this to you?" he demanded, his tone shifting from cheerful to icy.
Unable to form coherent words through the ball gag in her mouth, Carla could only mumble unintelligibly. Diego shook his head. "Doesn't matter," he decided. Retrieving a water hose, he proceeded to spray her down with cold water, drenching her in merciless torrents. Carla shivered as the icy water assaulted her skin, gasping as the nozzle was pushed into her most intimate areas to "wash her out real good."
As if summoned by her distress, Marcus entered the room, his huge and muscular body an ominous presence. Diego wasted no time in questioning him. "Who fucked the cop?"
Marcus shrugged nonchalantly, his deep voice rumbling. "Maybe Jamie."
Diego nodded, his eyes narrowing. "That fucking perv couldn't wait his turn. I'll punish him later."
With Carla now soaked and trembling, Diego turned off the hose and instructed Marcus to unhook the chain and lower her onto the wet floor. The floor drain gurgled. Her body wobbly from the drugs, Carla struggled to get on her hands and knees as Diego demanded, her limbs shaking with effort.
Seeing her difficulty, Diego ordered Marcus to kneel by her head, gripping her upper body to keep her upright while Diego undressed. With Carla’s long hair blocking Diego’s view, Marcus unzipped his pants to let his stiff cock spring free from its captivity, bobbing just inches from her face, almost fully erect. Carla blinked, thinking how much his cock looked like an angry cobra ready to strike. 
"I expect you to make mistakes, this being your first training day and all," he said. "But if you talk without being spoken to, or fail to address me as 'master' or 'sir,' you will be punished. If I give you an order and you disobey, you will be punished. If I ever see you wearing clothes, unless I’ve given you some, you’ll be punished. I don’t care if you struggle when you know I’m going to fuck you, and in fact I hope that you do, but if you ever try to cause me any physical damage, you’ll be punished severely."
As Diego's words sank in, a mixture of fear and defiance flickered in Carla's mind, though her body remained captive to their control. She knew she had no choice but to endure whatever was to come, all the while searching for a way to escape and bring these men to justice.
The warm, damp air of the basement seemed to stick to Carla's skin as she trembled under Diego's icy gaze. Her brain wanted to find a way out of this, but her body refused to cooperate.
"Let's see how well you can handle pain," Diego said, his voice devoid of any warmth. He picked up a bullwhip from a hook on the wall and unfurled it, letting the tip graze the floor.
Carla's heart pounded as the sound of the whip sliced through the air, each crack like a gunshot in the oppressive silence. With every strike against her flesh, lightning exploded through her nerves and red welts bloomed on her skin, a testament to Diego's cruelty. She felt his light touch on her butt giving her goosebumps, and her fuzzy brain recognized that she was getting turned on, and her pussy was getting wet, and these betrayals by her body made her angry.
The whip cracked again, leaving a slash of fire across her butt and barely missing her pussy, and she yelled into the gag.
"Marcus, remove the gag. I believe she wants to make a statement.”
Marcus pulled the ball out of her mouth.
"Master, please," she choked out, desperation clawing at her throat. She knew begging wouldn't save her, but she couldn't help herself.
“Please,” Diego said. “I assure you, this is pleasing me, fucktoy.”
With the drugs screwing with her mind, she almost forgot what she was going to say, and she had a strong urge for someone to enter her so she could come. It wasn’t natural. “I’m sorry, master.” Another pause as she formed a thought. “I’m sorry about your son.”
“Miguel was my only son. When you ended his life, you also ended your own. You have no friends now. Your co-workers think you’re working with the cartel, and they’re hunting for you two hours south of here, so they’re never going to find you.”
“Please…I’m sorry,” she repeated. “Master.” She had almost forgotten to say it.
“Very soon, you will know what it means to be sorry. This is just the beginning,” Diego warned. Setting the whip down, he positioned himself behind her vulnerable body, his erection pressing against her bruised flesh.
The tip of Diego’s cock gently slid in and out of her opening, making her think he’d be gentle, causing small waves of pleasure to start building inside of her.
Then, as he gripped her hips and slammed his cock inside her as deep as it would go, she cried out and her world became an agonizing blur of pain and humiliation. Her vision swam, and she fought against the urge to scream, knowing it would only earn her more punishment.
"Welcome to your new life," Diego growled in her ear as he fucked her without mercy.
Trapped in a haze of suffering mixed with pleasure, Carla's eyes flickered to Marcus, whose massive cock was now fully erect and inches from her face. When she looked up into his eyes, his smile chilled her, and she knew without a doubt that he intended to use her again as soon as he got the chance.
"Steady, little cop," Marcus taunted, reaching out to stroke her cheek with a deceptively gentle touch. "You'll learn to love this."
Carla tried to focus, to find a way out of this hole, but her mind was clouded by the drugs and the relentless pain. She couldn't allow herself to descend further, to fall completely into the dark abyss.
Carla knew she was nothing but a plaything to these men, and she would have to find a way to fight back before her spirit was completely shattered, but for now, all she could do was endure and bide her time, hoping that an opportunity for escape would present itself before she was broken beyond repair.
Breathing hard, almost ready to come, she watched the giant black snake in front of her face move closer to her mouth.






  
  Chapter five

Carla Santos hung limply from the ceiling, her wrists still bound by a chain to the ring above her head. The hot air of the dimly lit room stung her bruised and naked body, leaving her sweating with more than just fear. Exhausted by the previous sessions, she could feel her consciousness slipping away like sand through her fingers, but she needed to try and think. Her eyelids fluttered, heavy and uncooperative, as she fought the urge to succumb to the darkness. Her mind swirled with confusion, trying to make sense of where she was and how she had ended up in this hellish place. 
She reminded herself to stay strong, fighting back tears. You're a cop, goddammit. You can survive this.
As her vision wavered, the door creaked open, and a new man clumped down the stairs wearing tactical boots. She couldn't help but study him, taking in the short, neatly trimmed brown hair and the sculpted muscles that strained against his tailored shirt. Tall and attractive, his very presence seemed to demand obedience, and she found herself unable to look away. Jason tilted his head, regarding her with a mixture of curiosity and amusement. He had a deceptively calm and charming demeanor; his smile seemed warm and inviting, but it did nothing to hide the icy coldness lurking behind his eyes. She had seen the same look in the eyes of hardcore killers.
"Good morning, Carla," he said smoothly, as if he were just joining her for breakfast. "I hope you're ready for a productive day."
Carla tried to focus on him, her vision blurred and her thoughts scrambled by the relentless cocktail of drugs they kept pumping into her. She struggled to remember the details of her abduction—Diego Barrera in the limousine, the men who had already abused her, and the young woman with the hatred in her eyes—but the details lay behind a foggy veil.
"Who are you?" she croaked, her throat raw and dry from countless screams.
"Ah, forgive me," Jason replied, feigning politeness as he approached her. "I'm Jason King, your new instructor."
His smile widened, revealing perfectly white teeth. Something about him, the way he carried himself with such confidence and control, told her that this man could be as much a tormentor as all the others before him.
"Please," she whispered, desperation seeping into her voice. "Let me go. I won't tell anyone, I swear."
"Sorry. You're here for a reason, and it's my job to make sure you understand exactly what that is."
As he circled her, scrutinizing her battered body like a piece of meat, Carla closed her eyes and tried to shut out the reality of her situation. However, deep down she knew there would be no escaping the horrifying truth: she was trapped, helpless, and at the mercy of men who wanted to break her in every possible way.
Reaching up, he gripped the chain that held her captive and lowered her to the ground with surprising gentleness. The sudden shift in position sent waves of agony through Carla's battered body, and she bit back a whimper.
He gently lowered her body to the floor, the cool concrete on her back a stark contrast to the heat of the room and the warmth of Jason's hands as they began to massage her aching wrists. As Jason's fingers brushed against her skin, tendrils of heat seemed to radiate from his touch, sending a jolt of electricity through her veins. She couldn't help but feel a twisted sense of gratitude as he carefully unbound her, massaging her aching muscles with practiced ease. Despite her instinctive fear, she found herself relaxing ever so slightly beneath his skilled hands. For a fleeting moment, she hoped that he might be different from her other tormentors, that he might offer her a reprieve from the relentless pain and humiliation.
"See? I'm not so bad," Jason cooed softly, continuing his massage up her arms, kneading the tense muscles with surprising tenderness. "Just relax."
Carla's mind raced, her thoughts tangled in a web of fear and desperation. Was it possible that this man, who had appeared so sinister just moments before, might actually be someone she could trust? But no, her instincts screamed at her not to give in to this false sense of security. It was a game, a manipulation, and she couldn't afford to let her guard down.
"Please," Carla whispered, tears pooling in her eyes. "Why are you doing this?"
"Shh," Jason replied with a smile, placing a finger against her trembling lips. "You'll understand soon enough."
Jason ran his tongue down to her breast and licked her nipple, then continued down her front leaving a trail of cool moisture behind, and she was confused again by her body’s response to a strange man touching and licking her. Then he pulled her legs open and his head lowered between them. 
In that moment, the fragile illusion of safety shattered. Jason's teeth sank into the tender flesh of her inner thigh as he gave her clit a hard pinch, eliciting a scream that echoed through the basement. The fleeting hope that had flickered within her died, replaced by a cold, gut-wrenching dread.
As the pain slowly subsided into a dull throb, Jason straightened up and smiled at her, his expression calm and calculating. "Listen carefully, Carla. You are no longer a free woman. You are a slave, here to serve the desires of my employer. Your beauty, as well as your obedience and submission, are your only currency now. These are the things that will keep you healthy and alive."
Carla's heart sank. She was no longer a police officer, a strong and capable woman who commanded respect. She was a prisoner, a toy to be used and discarded at the whims of a sadistic madman. And there was nothing she could do to stop it. The realization sent waves of despair washing over her, threatening to drown her in their depths.
"Understand this," Jason continued smiling, the seductive undertones of his voice only serving to heighten her sense of helplessness. "The sooner you accept your new reality, the easier your life will be. Refuse, and I promise you, the consequences will be unpleasant."
Jason's fingers trailed along the fresh wound on her inner thigh, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from Carla's trembling lips. He leaned in close to her face, his hot breath whispering against her ear as he continued his chilling lecture. "You will learn to embrace your new role, Carla. You will learn to crave the pain and the pleasure, the dominance and the submission. And when you do, only then will you truly understand what it means to serve."
As she looked into Jason's cold, calculating eyes, she knew that her only chance for survival lay in submitting to the darkness that threatened to consume her. She was a pawn in a dangerous game played by a man whose cruelty knew no bounds.
Jason helped Carla roll over onto her stomach, then began massaging her tense back muscles, then moving her long hair aside so he could rub her neck, then moving on down to her lower back, and she could only feel grateful for his touch. He straddled her upper thighs and she gasped, but he had only changed position for more leverage so he could rub his fingers deep into her aching and stiff muscles. She closed her eyes, allowing herself to relax under his strong hands. “This is the pleasure,” he said, standing up after he gave her a brief butt massage.
She heard him take a few steps away from her, followed by a few steps back.
“And this is the pain,” he said.
The leather whip sliced through the air, its menacing hiss a cruel prelude to the agony that followed. Carla’s eyes snapped open. The sharp sting of its unexpected impact on Carla's butt caused her to scream, but it was only the first of many. Her body tensed with each lash, fresh welts blossoming across her already bruised flesh. Tears streamed down her face as she struggled to endure the pain, her thoughts a chaotic whirlwind as she tried to focus on anything but her current torment. She desperately sought solace in memories of her past life—the thrill of the chase, the satisfaction of justice served—but the drugs in her veins clouded her thoughts, rendering them nothing more than hazy mirages that slipped through her grasp like sand.
"You exist for my pleasure, slave," Jason said, his tone cold and merciless. "Now say it. Say, 'I exist for your pleasure, master.'"
Tears streamed down Carla's cheeks. She forced the words past her lips, her voice barely a whisper. "I...I exist…for your pleasure." She couldn’t bring herself to say “master.”
Carla gritted her teeth, attempting to dredge up memories of happier times—nights filled with laughter and dancing, surrounded by friends who loved and supported her. Then those images were shattered by the impact of the whip on the gap between her butt cheeks, making her scream again.
“Try again, slave.”
Carla licked her lips, panting as her heart pounded. "I exist…for your pleasure…master." Something inside of her died when she said that.
Jason paused, allowing the weight of her subjugation to settle upon her broken spirit, and then resumed the relentless barrage, the whip's cruel bite tearing into her flesh.
"Who owns you, slave?" he demanded, his voice a low growl. "Who controls your body, your mind, and your life?"
Carla's breath hitched in her chest as she struggled to find the strength to speak, her voice trembling with humiliation and despair. "You...you own me…master. You control me."
"Good girl," he said, sounding genuinely pleased as his fingers traced the fresh welts on her back and her butt, making her squirm. "Tell me how grateful you are for my guidance."
"Thank you...sir," Carla choked out, her voice barely audible.
"Again!" he barked, bending down to give her butt a hard bite, causing her to cry out. "And don't forget to address me properly!"
"Thank you, master," she sobbed, desperately trying to maintain some semblance of self-respect despite the humiliation.
"Good slave," Jason said, resuming his methodical whipping. The crack of leather against her skin punctuated his twisted lessons, each strike accompanied by a degrading phrase that tore at her very core.
"Your purpose is to serve," he lectured, never missing a beat. "You will submit, obey, and please anyone who desires you. Your body is no longer your own, and you will thank me for showing you that truth."
She was panting like a dog now, desperate for the pain to stop, but she had also crossed some kind of a threshold that made her wet and sent shivers of pleasure through her pussy. “Yes, master. Thank you, master.”
With every lash, Carla felt herself slipping further into the abyss, her identity dissolving like salt in water. And as the drugs continued to warp her mind, she couldn't help but wonder if there would ever be a way back from the darkness that threatened to consume her.
"Remember," he said, pausing to trace a finger along the welts on her body. "Your pain is a lesson in obedience. You will come to crave it, because it reminds you of your place."
"Thank…you…master," Carla repeated, her voice quivering as the last shreds of her dignity melted away under Jason's relentless onslaught.
As Carla lay there, her body wracked with agony and her mind clouded by anguish, she could not fathom how her life had come to this. Her body was a canvas of bruises and welts. Each snap of the whip left her gasping, her mind teetering on the precipice of consciousness. A cruel twist of fate had become her new reality: gratitude for the pain. 
Then, somewhere deep within her, a small voice whispered that she must hold onto hope, that she must find some way to survive and escape this nightmare. Some way to get revenge. For now, all she could do was repeat the words her tormentor demanded, giving him the illusion of control. 
Or was it an illusion?

      ***After another hour of the training, Carla's chest heaved, her breaths coming in ragged gasps as she struggled to maintain a semblance of dignity amidst the degrading torment. Jason's cold eyes bored into her, calculating and evaluating.
"Very good, slave," he said with false warmth. "You're learning quickly." He traced a finger along the fresh welt that marred her skin, and she shuddered involuntarily, her body betraying her despite her best efforts to remain stoic.
"Thank you, master," she whispered after each cruel lash, feeling the weight of his control grow heavier with every repetition. Her body trembled beneath the strain, both physical and emotional, as she clung to the desperate hope that somehow, she could find a way out of this nightmare.
"Good girl," Jason said, lightly brushing his fingers over her butt to make her sensitized skin tingle. "Now listen carefully, because I'm going to explain your role in Diego's plans." He circled around her like a shark, never taking his eyes off her battered body. "You exist to please Diego and his guests. You are here to please any visitor, no matter who they are or what they want from you. Your only purpose is to satisfy them and be whatever they desire, without question or hesitation."
Carla's heart clenched in despair as the full extent of her lost autonomy became clear. She was nothing more than a plaything, a disposable object for the amusement of others. The hopelessness of her situation settled over her like a suffocating shroud, leaving her feeling hollow and utterly broken.
"Understand?" Jason asked.
"Yes, master," Carla choked out, fighting back tears that threatened to spill from her already puffy eyes.
"Good," Jason said, his eyes flicking to the syringe he held in one hand. "Now it's time for your full dose of fun drugs." Without further warning, he plunged the needle into her arm, injecting the potent drug cocktail directly into her bloodstream.
As the chemicals took hold, Carla felt her perceptions shift and warp, the room seeming to sway around her. Her thoughts became muddied and disjointed. The pains left by the whip seemed to recede, replaced by a strange, floating sensation. Warmth spread through her body, heightening her sensitivity and amplifying her arousal in the most perverse way. Her body responded to Jason's touch, her traitorous flesh growing warm and pliant beneath his hands. She couldn't help but notice Jason's handsome face and muscular shape, his toned arms and broad chest suddenly irresistible and enticing. She wanted him—no, she needed him—to ravage her, to claim her in the most primal way possible. She realized she was wiggling her butt so he’d touch her some more.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" Jason asked, his voice low and seductive. "Don't worry, this will help you learn your place much faster." He traced a finger along the curve of her hip, then slowly down her butt crack toward her pussy, making her shudder with a mixture of fear and unwanted desire. Then a wave of revulsion swept over her as she realized that her newfound attraction was nothing more than a side effect of the drugs, but she couldn’t do anything to stop it.
Despite her drug-addled state, she knew that this was not true desire. It was a cruel manipulation, a twisting of her own mind and body to serve the needs of her captors. As Jason removed his hand from her butt and her hips moved to get closer to him, she realized that she had truly become nothing more than a slut puppet, dancing on the strings of her tormentors.
Hopelessness washed over her like a crushing wave that threatened to pull her under, but deep within the recesses of her mind, a tiny spark of defiance still flickered. She would not let them break her completely. She would find a way to fight back, to reclaim her autonomy and bring justice to those who had stolen it from her.
Carla bit back a sob as Jason put both of his hands on her butt and pulled her apart, destroying her moment of resistance as she surrendered to his touch. 
"You want this, don't you?" Jason whispered, caressing her sensitive asshole, which also made her clit stand up at attention. "You want me to fuck you, Carla."
She couldn't deny it; her body yearned for him, a cruel trick of the drugs. She bit her lip, holding back a moan as his fingers moved to tease her entrance, probing and exploring the depths of her desire. Carla writhed beneath him, her body a battleground between pleasure and pain.
"Please, master," she whispered, not sure if she was begging for him to stop or to continue.
"Such a beautiful slave," Jason said. "I can't wait to watch you show your gratitude to our guests." His hand continued its exploration, and he slid a finger into her swollen pussy.
Carla gasped, her body responding despite her terror and loathing. She hated herself for wanting him, for craving his touch even as he tormented her. In this twisted game, her willpower was slipping away, leaving her vulnerable and exposed.
"So eager, but you will not come until you’ve earned it," he said, his voice low and menacing. "You are mine to do with as I please, and you will learn to obey me in all things."
With those words, he reached around and roughly pinched her hardened nipples, causing her to cry out in pain. Each scream only seemed to fuel his sadism further, as he tightened his grip on her sensitive flesh.
Releasing her nipples after a final twist, he stepped back and surveyed his handiwork. Carla’s body was aching and covered in sweat, tears streaming down her face as she struggled to process the agony and humiliation he had just inflicted upon her.
"Rest up, slave, and think about what you've learned today," he ordered, turning to leave. "There will be many more lessons to come."
The heavy door at the top of the stairs slammed shut behind him, leaving Carla alone in the dim basement. She felt the darkness closing in on her, a crushing weight that threatened to smother the last flickers of hope within her heart.
As her body continued to throb with pain and unwanted desire, she tried to focus on the person she used to be, the strong, independent woman who had worked so hard to create a life of her own. But with each passing moment, that identity seemed to slip farther away, replaced by the helpless, degraded slave that Jason had made. Alone once more, Carla was trapped in a nightmare from which there seemed to be no escape. The pain and humiliation that washed over her were almost unbearable, threatening to suffocate her. She was nothing more than a prisoner, a sex slave for men like Jason who sought to control and degrade her. Dreading another long night in the basement, she wondered if she would ever find a way to break free.






  
  Chapter six

The warm, damp air of the basement shower room clung to Carla's skin as Jamie led her in, her movements restricted by the leather cuffs on her wrists behind her back and her ankle cuffs linked by a chain. Jamie had removed her shoes. She felt weak and disoriented from the drugs, her body swaying as she tried to focus on walking without falling down. 
"Bath time for Carla," Jamie said with a grin as he started undressing, his eyes never leaving Carla's body. He turned on the water, steam slowly filling the room, and Carla couldn't help but slump against the shower wall for support as she waited. “We need to get you all cleaned up for your debut.”
Carla didn’t understand what Jamie was talking about, but that was nothing new—she barely recognized her name when he said it. Since he was naked—and she tried to avoid looking at him—she didn’t want to get in the shower with him, either. Her mind was a fog, struggling to comprehend her situation, but she knew she had to maintain some semblance of dignity.
"Come," Jamie said, holding out his hand as he stepped into the shower and pulled Carla under the spray. Methodically, he began to clean her, his hands exploring every inch of her body with perverse satisfaction as he soaped her up. As the water cascaded down her curves, he took the opportunity to rub his erect cock against her slippery butt, letting out a low moan of pleasure.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" Jamie asked, his voice dripping with lust. She didn’t know if he was referring to the shower or his cock. Despite her vulnerability and inability to resist, Carla couldn't deny the relief that came from being cleaned, the warm water washing away the grime and sweat and dried semen that had accumulated during her captivity.
"Your whip marks are fading," Jamie noted, running a finger along one of the faint lines on Carla's back. "Pity. I enjoyed seeing them."
As Jamie continued to wash her, lingering on certain areas longer than necessary, she felt exposed and vulnerable, but also strangely aroused by his attention. She knew it was the drugs, but she couldn’t stop her body’s responses.
“No time to wash your hair right now, but it still looks good,” Jamie said. “Cindy will wash and style it tomorrow before she does your makeup. She does all of our slaves and makes them look great.”
"What are…you going…to do with me?" Carla finally managed to ask, breaking the silence between them. She knew it was taking her a long time to form a sentence.
Jamie moved closer to her back, his lips brushing against her ear as his cock slipped into the space below her butt and bumped against her pussy. "Anything I want," he whispered before biting down on her lobe.
Carla let out a gasp of surprise and pleasure, feeling a rush of arousal wash over her body despite everything that had happened. Part of her wanted to fight back and escape from this man's grasp, but another part was inexplicably drawn to him…at the moment.
Their bodies pressed together under the hot water as Jamie continued scrubbing every inch of Carla's skin. She couldn't help but moan softly as he found all the right spots on her body that made electricity shoot through her nervous system. Then, just as things were getting more intense between them, Jamie suddenly pulled away and shook his head. "Can’t right now. We’re in a hurry," he said before turning off the water and grabbing a towel.
Carla gritted her teeth, trying to suppress a shudder as he dried her with the towel. The humiliation of being treated like an object—a plaything for their amusement—clashed violently with her former identity. Jamie paid special attention between her legs and butt cheeks with the towel, increasing her arousal again as her body remained limp and helpless in his grasp, and she vowed to herself that she would find a way to escape.
Jamie led her into the next room, her movements restricted by the cuffs and chains that bound her. In the familiar space where she had already spent too much time, a dog food bowl awaited her on the floor, filled with something unidentifiable. Jamie grinned, his eyes gleaming with sadistic pleasure.
"Time for your dinner, Carla," he taunted, pushing her head down towards the bowl. The degradation of the act threatened to overwhelm her, but she had little choice in the matter. The drugs made it impossible to fight back or even think clearly. With a sigh of reluctant submission, she knelt down and lowered her head to the bowl, her butt raised in the air.
The sight of her vulnerable position aroused Jamie beyond control. His cock grew harder as he began to stroke himself. He was clearly struggling with himself, restraining the urge to take her then and there. 
"God, you're pathetic," Jamie said as Carla forced herself to eat the mixture of food in the bowl, which tasted like barbecued meat and vegetables. "So desperate and helpless. I love it." He grabbed his cell phone and snapped a few photos.
Carla tried to block out his words, focusing on the task at hand. It was humiliating, but she knew she needed to keep her strength up if she were ever to escape this hellish situation. 
As soon as she finished eating, Jamie wasted no time in asserting his dominance once more. Pulling her back and grabbing her by the hair, he shoved his cock into her mouth, forcing her to take him in. Carla gagged as he rammed in and out of her mouth, her mind a whirlwind of conflicting emotions. This was not the life she had envisioned for herself, but part of her also wanted this.
With a deep moan, Jamie tensed and came in her mouth, pressing into her as hard as he could, but he wasn’t long enough to restrict her breathing. As her mouth filled with his sticky liquid, she immediately wondered where she could spit it out without him seeing.
"Swallow it," Jamie ordered, his voice harsh and devoid of any warmth. Carla complied, choking down the bitter taste in her throat. She felt a spark of defiance in her chest, refusing to let this act define her or break her.
Jamie continued leering at her as he got dressed. Then he helped her stand up.
Carla's body trembled and swayed as Jamie draped a low-cut, long dress over her, the black fabric cascading down her body with a sensual elegance that belied her captive state. The slit running up to her waist revealed a tantalizing glimpse of her thigh, while the absence of underwear beneath the luxurious gown served as a stark reminder of her vulnerability. He slipped a new pair of black high heels onto Carla's feet, further throwing off her balance and somehow making her feel even more exposed. She knew someone would just pull the dress off of her again. The leather collar and wrist cuffs remained in place, symbols of her continued submission.
"Time to meet our guests," he said as he led her stumbling and swaying up the stairs.

      ***Carla briefly felt better as she was led through the sunlight and inhaled the fresh air. The pool area was a vision of opulence, a stark contrast to Carla's disheveled state. A sophisticated-looking man with a neatly trimmed beard sat in a chair by the water, clad in an expensive black suit that spoke of wealth and power. Beside him sat Diego Barrera, his eyes raking over Carla's shape with undisguised interest. On the other side of the pool, Juanita reclined on a lounge chair in a black bikini and heels. She watched the scene unfold through her sunglasses, texting on her phone with an air of detached amusement.
The stranger was telling Diego that he would only be in town for a few days before returning to Riyadh. Carla knew that was in the Middle East, maybe Saudi Arabia.
Diego gestured at Carla. “And here’s our newest acquisition, Samir.”
"As always, you never waste my time," Khan said, carefully evaluating Carla’s body as they stopped near his chair and she swayed in front of him, held upright by Jamie behind her.
Diego nodded. "As you can see, she's quite the prize."
Carla felt anger well up inside her, mingling with her fear and humiliation. She refused to let these men define her, to reduce her to nothing more than a piece of property to be bought and sold. She was a person, not an object. She wanted to say something, but couldn’t come up with the right words.
"Very nice," Khan mused, standing to circle around Carla like a shark. "She's got that fire in her eyes even now. It makes her all the more enticing."
Diego agreed, studying Carla's face. "It's part of what makes her so valuable."
"Undress her," Khan commanded, his voice devoid of emotion as he stared at Carla. 
Jamie's hands moved to the straps of Carla's dress, sliding it down her body with unnerving efficiency. Her drugged muscles refused to cooperate, leaving her unable to resist or even maintain her balance as Jamie held her upright. The fabric pooled at her ankles, leaving her exposed as Jamie helped her step out of the fabric, making sure her legs were slightly spread.
“I do enjoy your American sluts, so free to display themselves,” Khan said as he stepped closer, his fingers tracing the curve of her breast before pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Carla winced, but the drugs left her powerless to stop him. As he bent to lick the sensitive flesh, she felt a flicker of defiance within her, but it was smothered by the haze of her altered state, and then she began to like it.
Diego glanced at Juanita across the pool, who looked like she might be masturbating through her bikini. “The drugs help.”
"Excellent breasts, beautiful face," Khan said, nodding with approval as he ran his fingertip around her damp nipple. “And I hear she used to be a cop. Many of my customers would pay extra to fuck a cop.”
"She was a problem," Diego said, "but I knew the moment I saw her that she would be worth the effort."
Carla's mind screamed in protest, fury and humiliation warring within her, but outwardly, she remained still, her limbs heavy and unresponsive. Then a wave of drowsiness and confusion hit her, and she would have fallen if Jamie hadn’t been there to keep her standing.
"Let's see how well she photographs," Khan suggested, pulling out his phone. "Hold her for me."
“Of course, Mister Khan,” Jamie said, maneuvering Carla into various erotic poses as Khan snapped his photos. Each click of the camera shutter felt like a slap to Carla's dignity, reinforcing her helplessness as her body was put on display and recorded for their amusement. The knowledge that these images would likely be used to sell her only deepened her sense of despair. In her last pose, she was on her hands and knees, her heavy breasts hanging beneath her, her butt cheeks parted and ready for entry. She could feel Samir Khan's eyes on her exposed body, weighing the worth of possessing her for his own pleasure. 
"Quite a specimen," Khan mused when he had finished his last photos. "I could make you an offer right now—an amount that most men would accept immediately." 
Diego considered the proposal for a moment, his expression unreadable. Finally, he shook his head. "Tempting as it is, I have other plans for this one. Her status as a former cop makes her even more valuable. I intend to auction her off to the highest bidder once she’s fully trained. I’m only giving you a first look because we’re old friends and we have such a profitable relationship."
Still on her hands and knees, held in place by Jamie, Carla listened to their exchange. Even through the fog of drugs, she knew this was bad news for her. One way or another, she was going to be sold for sex. She wondered what horrors awaited her in the days to come.
"Very well," Khan conceded, his eyes lingering on Carla’s body. "But if you change your mind, remember my offer still stands."
"Understood," Diego said.
"As I said, I'll be around for a few days," Khan said to Diego, his voice smooth and confident. "Let me know if you change your mind about selling her now, or if you have any other women you want to sell before I return to Saudi Arabia."
Khan stepped closer to Carla, his dark eyes gazing into hers as he reached down and rubbed her exposed pussy as if he already owned her. She flinched involuntarily, her muscles too weak from the drugs to resist or move away. The humiliation and degradation coursed through her veins like poison, but it also kept the fire burning within her—a burning need for vengeance and escape.
"Such a pretty little thing," Khan mused, his fingers continuing their invasive exploration. "I might even want to keep this one for myself, for my private collection. I have my own modest harem with a dozen slaves to serve my needs—a thing you should also consider, my friend, because they are always there and ready."
Carla wanted to disappear when she heard his words, the implications making her stomach twist into knots. To be kept as a personal plaything by this man, to be subjected to his every twisted whim and desire—it was a fate worse than death. 
"I’ll keep that in mind. And your interest in her is noted," Diego replied nonchalantly, though Carla could detect a hint of satisfaction in his tone. "I'll be sure to keep you updated on her status."
"Good," Khan said, withdrawing his hand from Carla’s pussy and stepping back. He gave her one last lingering look before finally tearing his gaze away. "I look forward to our future dealings."
As the terrifying exchange came to an end and Khan walked away, Carla knew she’d have to do something soon. She had to find a way to regain control of her life, to take back her power from these monsters who sought to own her. 
“Take her back down and chain her,” Diego said to Jamie. “You can leave the dress here.”






  
  Chapter seven

Carla sat on the cool, unforgiving basement floor, her wrists cuffed and chained to a ring embedded in the concrete. Naked except for a pair of high heels, she was sweating in the warm and humid air. The harsh brightness of the overhead lights stung her drugged eyes as she tried to blink away the disorientation. Jamie had introduced something new this time—after he chained her, he gradually inserted a large butt plug into Carla and made her sit down on it, and she saw the lump in his pants getting larger as she did so. Although he had oiled it first, the butt plug still hurt when it went in, but she was gradually getting used to the feeling as the muscles of her dark tunnel relaxed around it while she took deep breaths. 
The sound of footsteps clumping down the staircase made Carla's heart race, dreading whatever they were going to do to her next. Juanita appeared first, her slim figure clad in the black bikini she had worn by the pool. Her intense gaze locked onto Carla with unbridled anger and determination. Close behind Juanita were Marcus, Jamie, and five other men. As they collected in front of Carla, Juanita introduced the Latino staff members who ranged from thin to fat and tall to short: Juan the gardener, Pablo the pool cleaner, Felipe the bookkeeper, Luis the chef, and Antonio the staff manager. As they descended into the basement, Juanita held up her phone, already recording everything.
"Look at you, Carla," Juanita sneered, her voice full of contempt. "Ready for your new starring role? I've decided it's time for a new video—one that'll really make a splash. I figured we’d better do this now before Diego decides to sell you and you’re taken away from our little love nest."
Carla could feel the weight of the men staring at her exposed body, their intentions clear. She saw several erections bulging in their pants as they moved closer to study her, rubbing themselves, some unzipping their pants to free their cocks. Fear and desperation clawed at her insides, causing her voice to tremble as she protested, "Please, don't…do this. I’m sorry…about…Miguel." It was still hard for her to put words together that made sense, and she almost forgot Miguel’s name.
Juanita responded with a vicious slap across Carla's face, her nails leaving angry red welts on her cheek. "This is what you deserve for taking Miguel away from me!" she hissed. "But don't worry, I'm not going to let you enjoy this too much."
"Wh-what are you planning?" Carla asked, tears welling in her eyes.
"Simple," Juanita replied with a smirk. "You're going to be the star of a gangbang, with me and these seven men as your co-stars. I've got hundreds of thousands of followers now who watched your first video. They're craving more, and I'm going to give it to them."
As Juanita spoke, Carla felt panic and disbelief, but this was enough of a threat to keep her mind focused for moments at a time. She couldn't let this happen to her—she had to find a way out. However, with her body weakened from the drugs and her wrists securely chained, she felt helpless and trapped.
"Please," she whispered again, her voice barely audible. "I'll do…what you want. Whatever. Just don't do this."
Juanita leaned in close, her breath hot on Carla's ear. "Oh, you'll do what I want, all right. And you'll do it with a smile on your face, because if you don't.…" Her voice trailed off, leaving the threat hanging in the air between them.
Carla's stomach churned, a mixture of terror and revulsion threatening to rise up and choke her, but she didn’t have much time to react as Jamie pushed Carla onto her side and pulled out the butt plug. Bad sign.
Juanita's fingers deftly unfastened the strings of her bikini, letting the scant fabric fall to the floor, distracting the men for a moment. With a wicked grin, she reached for the strapon dildo harness that lay nearby, fastening it securely around her hips with practiced ease. The men circled closer, their eyes ravenous and hungry, as they removed their clothes and freed their throbbing erections, their eyes darting from chained Carla to Juanita getting prepared. Carla had to remind herself to breathe.
"Marcus," Juanita commanded, "lie down on your back." Marcus followed her orders without hesitation, his prominent erection pointing to the ceiling as he stretched out on the hard floor. 
"Carla, mount him," Juanita spoke sternly, leaving no room for protest. Carla hesitated for a moment, her thoughts confused, but she knew better than to defy Juanita. With every ounce of strength she could muster, Carla hoisted herself up and positioned herself over Marcus, feeling the heat of his body beneath her. She gradually lowered herself onto his enormous cock, squeezing her eyes shut as her own body weight kept pushing her down until it felt like the tip of his cock must be up to her heart. She didn’t think anyone or anything had ever been shoved inside her pussy that far.
"Juan," Juanita said, turning to the gardener, "you know what to do." Juan stepped forward, stroking his hardened member. When he was close enough to Carla, he stepped over Marcus’s body with his legs wide and gripped Carla’s hair, directing her closed mouth toward his erection, using his other hand to pry her mouth open. Carla's eyes widened in horror, but there was no escape.
As Carla reluctantly took Juan into her mouth, Juanita moved behind her, pressing the cold tip of the dildo against Carla's rear entrance. With a sadistic smile, she thrust forward, filling Carla's ass while Marcus pushed into her pussy from below. Carla gasped and yelled involuntarily, her body responding with shameful pleasure despite her desperate desire to resist.
The sensation of being penetrated from three directions was overwhelming, each thrust sending waves of pain and pleasure coursing through Carla's body. She fought against the urge to come, feeling the humiliation and the physical intensity of the moment washing over her like a flood.
"Look at you, taking all of this so well," Juanita taunted as she continued to record the scene on her phone. "Seems like you’ve done this before, letting all of us fuck you like you’re a pro. I didn’t realize you were such a total slut, but now the whole world knows—your friends, your neighbors, your parents, all the cops back at the station, and strangers everywhere who are jacking off while they watch you."
Carla's mind screamed in protest, but her body betrayed her. Sensations built within her as the assault continued, the combination of pain and pleasure pushing her closer and closer to the edge. And then, with one final thrust from Juanita, Marcus, and Juan, the fireworks exploded and Carla came, shattering into a million fragments as tears streamed down her cheeks.
After Juan had his fill, he pulled out of Carla's mouth and moved aside, taking a moment to admire her teary eyes, flushed cheeks, and the come dribbling out of her mouth onto her breasts. The next man in line moved forward, anxious for his turn. As one man finished, another took his place, the cycle continuing with ruthless efficiency. The relentless nature of their assault left Carla feeling like a helpless object, there for their pleasure and nothing more.
"Isn't this exciting, boys? A beautiful woman who can’t say no," Juanita taunted, watching as Pablo eagerly replaced Juan, pushing his erection against Carla's lips. As Carla submitted to each man in turn, she was shocked to find herself climaxing twice more, moaning and screaming despite the torrent of humiliation and violation. Deep down, she couldn't deny the twisted thrill it brought her, even as she loathed herself for it.
"Look at her," Juanita purred, one hand on her phone, capturing every degrading detail, while the other hand rubbed her own clit. Her satisfaction and arousal were evident as she watched the men take turns using Carla. As she continued to use the strapon on Carla's ass, Juanita moaned, her body tensing as her orgasm finally overtook her.
"Such a perfect little toy you are, Carla," she sneered.
Carla's mind screamed at her to fight back, to resist the perverse ecstasy that threatened to consume her. But with each new partner, she found her will slipping further away, drowned by the tide of sensation. Then Jamie moved into place, shoving his cock into her mouth without mercy.
"Please...stop...," She whispered, looking up into Jamie’s eyes, but her plea was met with laughter from Jamie and Juanita.
"Stop? Oh, Carla, we're just getting started," Juanita replied.
As Carla's body quaked under the weight of her tormentors, her thoughts were a storm of shame, desire, and fear. Each thrust from the men surrounding her drove home the reality of what was happening—that she was being used for revenge in Juanita's twisted mind, and she wasn’t going to stop.
Yet even as the horror of her situation threatened to tear her apart, there was a small part of Carla that couldn't help but find the experience intoxicating. The intensity of the physical sensations, their focused lust and desire for her body, the raw power of the men who took their pleasure from her—it was unlike anything she had ever felt before.
"Remember this, Carla," Juanita whispered in her ear as she continued to film the scene unfolding before her. "This is what you've brought upon yourself, and you deserve every minute of it."
Carla's heart pounded, her eyes squeezed shut in a futile attempt to block out the reality of her situation. But the twisted mixture of pain and pleasure refused to release its grip, and she felt like she was getting addicted to this kind of abuse. She had no idea who she was any more, or what she had been like before.
Beneath the harsh, unforgiving lights of the basement, Carla's sweat-drenched body quivered with exhaustion and involuntary pleasure. Marcus, the imposing former NFL player, continued to thrust up into her relentlessly. His powerful frame rocked against hers, bouncing her body up and down, his moans growing louder with each forceful stroke. Carla tried to fight the building sensations within her, but her resistance was futile.
"Ah, fuck!" Marcus grunted as he finally reached his climax, shattering the last remnants of Carla's resolve. Her body betrayed her once more, convulsing in an unwanted orgasm that shook her to her core. The conflicting emotions of disgust and pleasure swirled within her, leaving her reeling and disoriented.
"Enough," Juanita said. "Flip her over."
Marcus obeyed, lifting Carla's limp body and turning her onto her back on the floor. Carla's gaze flickered over the faces of the men surrounding her, their lustful expressions burning into her mind. She felt like what she had become—a plaything for them to use and discard at their whim.
"Finish on her face," Juanita instructed, the camera on her phone still recording every degrading detail. One by one, the men responded to her command, their hands moving rapidly as they brought themselves to completion a second time because they were so stimulated. Sticky, warm fluid splattered across Carla's cheeks, her forehead, her breasts—marking her as their conquest. Jamie was last in line, coming in her eyes and her hair with a deep moan.
"Beautiful," Juanita purred, clearly pleased with the humiliating spectacle she'd orchestrated as she moved in with the camera and kept it close to Carla’s slimy face for a moment, and then slowly moved down her body to show how heavily she was covered with their shiny trails of come. "This will be a masterpiece."
As the men began to withdraw, putting their clothes back on, Carla lay there, covered in the evidence of their violation. She grew calmer, but she also felt a mixture of repulsion and shame. Beneath it all, a perverse kernel of excitement lingered—a dark secret she couldn't deny.
"You’ve got a great career ahead of you as a porn star, Carla," Juanita taunted. "Oh, but wait, Diego is going to sell you before that, so I guess you’ll just be a very popular sex slave. Seven men at once will be nothing compared to what those men in Saudi Arabia are going to do to you all day and night."
With that, Juanita turned and led the satisfied men up the stairs.
The basement door slammed shut, leaving Carla in an eerie silence that amplified her ragged breathing and the drumming of her own heartbeat. The harsh fluorescent lights overhead cast unforgiving reality on the sticky concrete floor, reflecting off the slick sheen of sweat and semen covering her body. Her muscles ached, her wrists raw from the cuffs that still bound her to the metal ring.
"Fuck you," she whispered into the empty room, the words hollow and bitter. In the depths of her mind, though, the humiliation of what had just happened mingled with something darker—a forbidden thrill that she couldn't shake off, no matter how desperately she tried.
Carla clenched her fists, feeling the heat of shame rising in her cheeks as she remembered each thrust, each moan, each climax forced upon her. And yet, even as her stomach churned with self-disgust, her body betrayed her, a surge of arousal blooming between her thighs.
"Damn it," she muttered, her voice cracking. She knew it was wrong, but her flesh craved release, an outlet for the twisted cocktail of emotions roiling within her. She hesitated for only a moment before making her decision, a perverse sense of defiance driving her forward.
With trembling fingers, Carla reached down and began to touch herself, her eyes squeezed shut as she remembered the men, and one woman, using her like a slut and filling all of her holes, their moans echoing in her ears as she brought herself closer to the edge.
"Disgusting," she thought, her body shuddering with both revulsion and pleasure. "I'm disgusting." Yet she couldn't stop, her movements growing more desperate as her fingers massaged her clit while she chased the climax she both longed for and feared.
When it finally came, it was a storm of emotion, a maelstrom of shame and ecstasy that tore through her, leaving her breathless and spent. Carla gasped and moaned, tears streaming down her face as she lay there, trembling and broken.
"Enough," she whispered, her voice barely audible. The word was both a plea and a promise, an acknowledgment of the darkness within her and a vow to somehow find her way back to the light.
Exhaustion finally claimed her, dragging her down into a restless sleep full of sex dreams about men with large cocks and beautiful bodies. Her own body still glistened under the harsh lights, reflecting the degradation she had endured, and her own twisted desires that lurked beneath the surface.






  
  Chapter eight

The light of the computer monitor cast a sickly pale light on the face of FBI Special Agent Nikki Silverstone in her San Francisco office. She spilled crumbs from the croissant she was eating on her suit, and then her blue eyes widened in shock as she clicked through the disturbing videos of Carla, gritting her teeth as she watched with a mix of anger and fear. Ever since she’d heard about her friend’s disappearance in Beverly Hills, she had monitored social media and news outlets for more information. Nikki knew that her former classmate in the Criminal Justice program at the UCLA School of Law was not the type to switch sides and become a criminal, despite what the news media had been saying, and what the Beverly Hills Police Department apparently believed. Now, these videos that had been posted were the confirmation she needed; Carla hadn't gone bad, she was a victim. The angry face of Juanita Ortega, a woman Nikki recognized all too well from her association with the notorious cartel boss Diego Barrera and his son, Miguel, taunted her from the screen as naked Carla was being tortured and abused beside her. 
"Damn," Nikki muttered under her breath, her fingers clenching into fists. She couldn't afford to wait for official approval to get involved—not when Carla was in such danger, and her boss might not even approve since she had a personal interest. Every second wasted meant more suffering for the poor girl. Nikki knew she had to act fast, even if it meant breaking protocol.
"Eric, get in here," she shouted at her senior partner who was drinking coffee with one of the other agents in the hallway, not bothering to mask the urgency in her voice. 
Eric Cannon appeared in the doorway holding his coffee cup and wearing his modest blue suit, his brow furrowed with concern. Hired when he was twenty-five years old, he had already worked for the FBI for twenty years compared to her ten, and he looked like the standard male special agent they liked to hire: short brown hair, slim and athletic, clean-shaven, and generically attractive in a way that wouldn’t make him stand out in a crowd but would attract attention individually or in a small group setting.
"What's going on?" he asked, taking in Nikki's tense posture and the disturbing footage on her screen as she replayed the two videos looking for details.
"As I’ve been saying, Carla Santos didn't go rogue; she's been kidnapped by the Barreras. We need to move, now." Nikki's voice trembled slightly, betraying her inner turmoil.
Eric's eyes flicked back and forth between Nikki and the screen, processing the information rapidly. He trusted Nikki, and her determination only fueled his own resolve. "So, what's the plan?"
This was the tricky part. Eric was the kind of guy who did everything by the rules, but Nikki had occasionally persuaded him to do things that fell into gray zones of legal behavior when it would help them catch someone. That was fine if everything went well, but he wasn’t going to risk his job and his pension if she pushed him too far.
Nikki cleared her throat, gesturing at the horrifying things Carla was having done to her on the video. "Diego Barrera has too many bribed officials protecting him, and he probably has his hooks into the Beverly Hills Police Department because there’s always a weak link somewhere who needs money, so we'll never get a warrant in time to save her. I'm going in, off the books. I'll infiltrate the estate, rescue Carla, and find someplace safe to hide until we can figure out our next move." Nikki's tone left no room for argument, but she could see the worry in Eric's eyes. “And I think I should do this alone so I don’t risk your career, just in case it doesn’t go well.”
“You’re sure you want to do this?”
“Nobody else is going to help her.”
"All right," he conceded reluctantly, "but if I don't hear from you in a couple of days, I'm coming in after you. I won't leave you to hang by yourself."
"Deal," Nikki replied, her face softening with gratitude for her partner's unwavering support. They both knew the stakes were high, but there was no time to waste on fear or doubt. Carla's life hung in the balance, and they would do whatever they could to save her.

      ***The late afternoon sun dipped low in the Los Angeles sky, casting shadows from the trees along the walls of the sprawling Barrera estate as Nikki parked her unmarked four-door Ford in a shady pullout down the hill. Police and neighborhood security patrols wouldn’t bother her car once they saw her “Offical Use Only” license plates. She stepped out, dressed for stealth and mobility in a black leather jacket, white top, black pants, and tactical boots. Taking a deep breath, she steeled herself for the dangerous task ahead.
Her blue eyes scanned the surroundings as she reviewed the plan in her mind: sneak onto the property, find Carla, and get her out before anyone knew she was there.
Nikki walked along the estate's perimeter, staying between the wall and the trees to avoid the camera watching the gate. She had already done a Google Maps photo examination of the perimeter and the grounds, so she had a rough idea of her route and where some of the security cameras were located. Automatic driveway gates in California were required to have electric eye sensors to detect objects in the path of the gate when it was closing, which made them open again, so she had considered waiting until a car passed through to enter the grounds, then following it through the gate on foot, but that would only work in the dark because of the security cameras and she didn’t want to wait that long. Spotting a eucalyptus tree with branches that extended over the high wall, she climbed it with practiced ease, studied what she could see of the grounds to search for guards or dogs, then dropped down to the lawn on the inside of the perimeter wall. Looking back, she knew she’d need to find a different escape route, but there were trees and other features around much of the perimeter wall.
Crouching low to evade detection, Nikki moved cautiously among the bushes and trees, keeping an eye out for guards and security cameras. The oppressive silence of the estate only heightened her awareness of every rustle of leaves and her own soft footsteps on the manicured grass.
As she entered the mansion through an unlocked side door, her senses were immediately assaulted by the opulent décor and the faint scent of expensive cigars. She searched the ground floor quickly, hiding whenever she heard footsteps approaching, as she tried to locate any sign of Carla. She had not seen any guards so far, only household staff moving about.
Nikki heard voices approaching from a nearby hallway, and she pressed herself into a shadowy corner behind a metal sculpture of a nude young woman dancing. Stepping out of a door at the top of a staircase that led down, a young man spoke to a woman he called Cindy, praising her for the fantastic job she'd done on Carla's hair. They continued walking into another room, leaving the basement door slightly ajar.
After waiting to see if anyone else was about to come by, Nikki slipped through the door and descended the wooden staircase with one hand on her holstered Glock 17 and her other hand on the railing, walking softly to avoid announcing her arrival. The basement air was damp and warmer than the rest of the house.
At the bottom, she found Carla—naked but wearing high heels—chained to a ring on the wall and apparently sleeping, probably drugged. Nikki's eyes filled with sympathy and determination as she approached.
"Carla," she whispered urgently, placing a gentle hand on her warm shoulder. "It's me, Nikki. We need to get you out of here."
“Sleeping,” Carla mumbled, keeping her eyes closed.
Nikki shook her more forcefully. “Carla, wake up. I need to get you out of here. Try to focus.”
Carla opened her eyes and blinked at her, confusion clouding her brown eyes flecked with gold. Nikki was surprised that she could still look so beautiful despite everything that had happened to her in this place. Carla struggled to comprehend Nikki's words, but she sat up into a limp position and her body instinctively leaned into Nikki for support. Nikki hugged her for a moment, quietly telling her everything would be okay now, but they had to get moving.
After studying the chain that connected Carla to the ring, Nikki hunted around and found the key hanging on the wall well out of Carla’s reach. After freeing her from the chain, she looked around to see if there was a sheet or something she could throw over Carla, but there was nothing like that in the basement.
"Stay with me, Carla," Nikki urged softly, helping her stand up. Once she was standing, she seemed a little more alert, but Nikki could tell by the unfocused look in her eyes that Carla wasn’t sure what was going on, or maybe even who she was. Although Carla was wobbly, Nikki guided her up the stairs while keeping an arm around her waist to support her weight. When they reached the door, Nikki peeked around it and nobody was around, so they moved ahead. She figured the back of the house would be the easiest exit route, where servants went in and out, or perhaps through a kitchen if nobody was using it. They moved in tandem, Carla's unsteady gait matching Nikki's cautious footsteps, but the urgency of their situation left no room for hesitation.
In a hallway with a black granite floor that led to the rear of the house, there were multiple paths they could take, but Nikki spotted what might be the entrance to the kitchen, so she walked Carla along in that direction. Carla’s eyes were mostly closed as she walked, so Nikki was careful to steer her away from walls and chairs and art that was in their path. She kept looking back and checking the doorways ahead, knowing that danger could lurk around every corner.
Then she heard a deep voice booming some distance behind them as they were spotted. "Stop right there!" 
Nikki looked back and saw a powerful-looking mountain of a man running in their direction with a menacing snarl on his face. He was reaching behind his back with one hand, probably to grab a gun.
"Run!" Nikki shouted at Carla, fear and adrenaline surging through her body. With a tighter grip on Carla’s waist, Nikki urged her along faster, darting through a couple of doorways. She hadn’t pulled her Glock from its holster yet because she needed both hands to maneuver Carla.
"Where we going?" Carla panted, her confusion evident in her voice. Nikki didn't have time to answer, instead focusing on keeping them one step ahead of their pursuer.
As they burst into the kitchen, Nikki spotted a huge dog door leading out to the patio and wondered why she hadn’t seen one in the house. "Carla, you need to crawl through that door," she instructed urgently. Carla's gaze flickered from Nikki to the dog door, her drug-addled mind struggling to process the command.
"Please, Carla, trust me," Nikki pleaded, trying to convey the gravity of the situation as she set Carla down on her hands and knees next to the dog door and pointed at it. With one last glance at Nikki, Carla nodded and began to maneuver through the tight space. Nikki turned around and went back through the doorway into the hall as she heard running footsteps. Staying low, she grabbed her gun, intending to lure the big man away from the kitchen.

      ***As Carla blinked and struggled to get herself through the dog door, she thought it was strange that her old friend Nikki hadn’t wanted her to use a door, but she had made it seem very important. Her upper body emerged onto the broad tiled patio that looked out on the pool, and the afternoon sunlight felt good on her bare skin, but her hips got stuck in the frame of the dog door. She sighed heavily, taking a moment to rest, then wriggled some more and twisted her body to get her butt through the portal. This strenuous activity took a couple of minutes, and she managed to push her butt through, but she was exhausted and needed a rest. She sagged onto her side, then rolled onto her back on the patio to enjoy the sun and quickly fell asleep for a quick nap.
When Carla opened her eyes again, aware that one of her legs was still on the other side of the dog door, she thought maybe Nikki was standing over her, but this slim young Latina was naked, wearing only sunglasses, holding her cell phone like it was a camera.
"Look at this totally pathetic slut," Juanita sneered, addressing her audience on camera. "Crawling out of a dog door like a drunken fool. As you all know by know, Carla is a total party animal, and she just keeps on proving it. She doesn’t even bother to wear clothes as she walks around the house."
Carla fought to maintain consciousness and tried to cover her breasts, remembering only that Juanita was some kind of a threat who liked to get her on video when she was naked, but her body continued to betray her and she slipped into the warm darkness again. The last things she heard before she fell asleep were Juanita's laughter and a popping sound that might be distant gunshots.

      ***Jamie Perez felt like he was having a good day as he carried the hot blonde down the stairs. She was slung over his shoulder and his hands gripped her butt to hold her in place, and it was a shapely butt. Marcus had already caught the woman and knocked her out by the time Jamie responded to the yelling he heard, and he thought maybe Marcus would claim ownership of their new captive because she was an intruder and he was the one who caught her, but instead he had told Jamie to take her to the basement while he looked for Carla.
Jamie carefully set his prize on the floor on her back where Carla had been chained. While he had the woman all to himself, he took the initiative to get her ready for interrogation by pulling off her tactical boots and her leather jacket. With each piece of clothing removed, Jamie reveled in the power he now held over the vulnerable woman. Remembering he could take his own photos, he got his camera out and got a couple of nice shots. He pulled her tight pants down to her knees, shredding them in the process so it would look more fun in the photos, then tore her white top apart to expose her breasts, snapping several more photos and a short video where he bumped her a few times to make her large breasts wobble. He then chained her wrists and ankles to put her in a spread eagle position and took some more photos. 
"Look at you, all helpless and exposed," Jamie said to the unconscious Nikki, rubbing the lump in his pants as he studied her. 
Since no one else was there yet and he hated to waste this rare opportunity, Jamie pulled down his own pants and straddled her stomach so he could masturbate over her breasts. After he came all over her face and breasts and got a few more photos of that, he planned to clean her off and have her ready for when Marcus or Diego showed up. They’d never know.
Jamie was panting and starting to moan, almost ready to come, when Marcus clumped down the stairs with Carla over his shoulder, followed by naked Juanita with her phone. She was always walking around the place naked to tease the staff, but she never fucked any of them, which was just irritating to Jamie. Diego had let her stay at the mansion after Miguel was killed because she’d been his son’s girlfriend, and he let her have a lot of privileges, but if Diego ever found out that she’d been posting videos of Carla on social media, Juanita might well end up in chains in the basement herself, and then Jamie would get his chance at her. He could always tell Diego about it himself and maybe earn a few points with the boss, but he couldn’t be sure how that would go, and then Diego might not trust him if he thought Jamie was a rat.
"Jamie! Get off the blonde!" Juanita's shrill voice cut through the air. She stormed down the stairs, darted around Marcus, and loomed over Jamie as he reluctantly jammed his erect cock back into his pants and stood up.
"Fine," Jamie grumbled, reluctantly stepping away from Nikki. He tried to hide his disappointment, and his anger at Juanita, but he still got a good look at Juanita’s nice ass as she turned around to direct Marcus.
"Put Carla here," Juanita ordered, pointing to the floor between Nikki’s legs. Marcus complied, laying the partially conscious woman face down, her face pressed against Nikki's exposed pussy.
"Wh-what…you doing?" Carla stammered, struggling to comprehend her surroundings through her drugged haze. She started to lift her head, looking confused.
"Making you and your new friend famous," Juanita said, straddling Carla’s back and gripping her head to force her mouth down on Nikki’s pussy as she began recording. After a minute of that, she then instructed Marcus to pick up Carla and move her so that she was squatting over Nikki's face, nicely balanced on her high heels while he held her steady from behind, to make it appear that Nikki was now licking Carla’s pussy. 
A twisted grin spread across Jamie's face as he watched the scene unfold before him. His erection still throbbed, aching for release, and he couldn't resist the urge to satisfy himself, otherwise he was going to come in his pants. Juanita was so focused on shooting her video that he might be able to move closer from the side and do it. Quietly positioning himself over Nikki's bound body once again, with Juanita just to his left in a low crouch, he quickly took the chance and resumed masturbating, his hand pumping up and down his shaft with frenzied urgency until he moaned and squirted semen on Nikki’s breasts—he couldn’t squirt on Nikki’s face because Carla was in the way. However, he had also squirted on Juanita’s leg.
"Stop that right now!" Juanita snapped, a little too late, as she backhanded Jamie across the face.
"Okay, okay," Jamie stammered, backing away from Nikki again, his cheeks flushed with a mix of arousal and embarrassment. "But it was worth it."
Juanita rolled her eyes and stood up, trying to wipe Jamie’s come off her leg. She turned her attention back to Carla, still crouched over Nikki, barely awake.
"Marcus, put Carla on her back," Juanita commanded, a cruel gleam in her eyes.
As Marcus forced Carla onto her back next to Nikki, Carla tried to muster the strength to fight back but found her limbs weak and unresponsive.
Juanita stepped forward and knelt down, her face close to Carla's. "You're going to taste me now, and you'll do it until I say you can stop. Understand?"
"Please…don't do…this," Carla whispered, one tear running down the side of her face.
"Too late for begging," Juanita replied coldly. Lowering herself onto Carla's face, she grabbed a handful of hair, forcing Carla's mouth against her wetness. Carla's muffled protests grew more desperate as Juanita began to ride her tongue, her moans growing louder and more intense with each movement.
Juanita held the camera out to get them both in the shot for her video selfie.
Carla's weak struggle continued beneath Juanita, but the drugs robbed her of the strength she needed to fight back. Juanita's moans grew louder, her hips grinding against Carla's mouth and nose, until finally, with a shuddering gasp, she moaned and squirted onto Carla's already tear-streaked face.
"Perfect," Juanita said, panting as she stared down at her helpless victim. “I don’t always squirt, but you’re so slutty I couldn’t help myself.”
As Juanita stood, triumphant, Jamie skulked in the background, nursing his bruised ego and bruised cheek. 
Juanita grinned as she knelt beside Carla, whose face was wet from Juanita’s juices. Juanita flicked her gaze between Carla and Nikki, apparently reveling in their humiliation, and she looked delighted.
"Look," Juanita said as she shoved her phone in front of Carla's dazed eyes. The recording of Carla’s and Nikki’s degradation played on the screen, each cruel moment captured in vivid detail. "My fans are going to LOVE this!"
Carla squinted at the screen, struggling to process what she was seeing. It took a few agonizing seconds for the reality of the situation to sink in. "Please...don't show it...," Carla mumbled, her voice barely audible.
Juanita’s dark eyes seemed to bore into Carla's soul. "Puta, you should have thought about that before you killed Miguel."
"Please," Carla whispered again, her voice cracking with despair. "Just let us…go."
"Not happening," Juanita said, her fingers tapping on her phone as she prepared to share the video with her eager fans. "You two are my ticket to fame and fortune...and a whole lot of fun."
Carla closed her eyes.






  
  Chapter nine

Carla Santos and Nikki Silverstone found themselves in the brightly lit basement, the air warm and humid, their bodies slick with sweat. Naked and restrained with leather cuffs and chains, they were at the mercy of Jason King and Diego Barrera. Seated on the hard concrete, Carla's wrists were chained to the ceiling while her ankles were secured to the floor, trying to keep her eyes open. Nikki, meanwhile, struggled against her own chains, her eyes wide with terror as she watched her friend's torment, a ball gag muffling any cries for help. 
Carla felt helpless and exposed. Her thoughts turned to Nikki, the loyal friend who had risked everything to try and rescue her. Now, they were both caught in this nightmarish situation, and Carla felt a wave of guilt wash over her. She wished she could protect Nikki from this torture, but instead, they were both forced to endure it.
Diego, the mastermind behind their captivity, sat on a chair facing both women, his cold and commanding presence looming over them. "Remember, you're to call us 'master,' both of you," Diego said. He gestured for Jason to unchain Carla and bring her to him, where he bent Carla over his knees, her head and breasts hanging over his left leg and her butt hanging over his right. The low position of her head made Carla dizzy, but she quickly forgot about that as his right hand slapped her butt hard while his left hand pinched her nipple, sending a shock through her body that made her yelp. The spanking continued and she gritted her teeth, hissing and gasping, trying not to react enough to encourage him, but the mixture of pain and pleasure was making her pussy wet, and the drugs were making her wish Diego would just hold her down and fuck her hard. 
Diego paused in his punishment, allowing himself to explore Carla's body with invasive hands. Sliding one finger through her wet folds into her pussy while another finger slid into her ass, she gasped and moaned, starting to buck her hips against his hand so he would continue. That was when he stopped.
Handing Carla over to Jason, who took his place on the chair, Diego watched as the enforcer struck her with a heavy paddle, her screams echoing through the basement.
"Please...master," Carla choked out, unable to say any more. Her desperation grew with each passing moment. Things had gone from bad to worse, and she couldn't see any way out of this situation.

      ***Meanwhile, Diego rifled through Nikki's torn clothes. His fingers closed around something solid, and as he pulled it out, his expression shifted to one of delight. He held up her FBI identification, laughing as he showed it to Jason.
"Look what we have here, another cop to sell at auction," Diego said with delight in his eyes. "This one's even more valuable than our first catch."
Nikki's eyes widened, and she shook her head frantically, her body trembling even more than before. The realization that these men knew who she was only increased the danger they were in. 
Carla lay face down on the cold concrete floor where Jason had connected the chain to her leather collar, her body aching and frustrated from the punishment she had just endured. Nikki's wide, panicked eyes darted around the room, helplessly taking in their bleak surroundings while muffled sobs escaped from behind her ball gag.
Jason picked up a bull whip and started toward Nikki.
"Jason," Diego called out, "leave the whip for now. Samir Khan is coming soon to evaluate our lovely FBI agent for purchase before he flies back home." He smirked at Nikki, who visibly shuddered at the mention of being sold.
"Are you scared, my dear?" Diego taunted, enjoying the fear that flickered across Nikki's face. Her heart raced as she tried to process the implications of being sold as a sex slave. She clung to the hope that her partner, Eric, would realize something was wrong when she didn't check in.
Jason approached Nikki as she lay there on her back and casually sat on her stomach, pinning her down. He prepared a syringe filled with drugs, and despite her best efforts to struggle, he managed to inject the needle into her arm. Nikki's body slowly went limp, her confusion and vulnerability intensifying as the drug took effect.
"Such pretty nipples," Jason murmured, cruelly pinching them hard between his fingers, causing Nikki to squirm in pain. She yelped and gasped. Taking delight in her torment, Jason continued by applying nipple clamps, which sent sharp waves of agony through her body. Carla watched in horror, desperate to help her friend but powerless to do so.
Nikki’s body trembled and she struggled to move, but her limbs felt heavy and uncooperative. Jason bound a vibrating magic wand to Nikki’s pussy, making sure it would stay in place despire her struggles. 
"Let's have some fun," Jason said, switching the humming wand to its highest setting. 
Nikki cried out as shock as waves of pleasure shot through her body, despite her fear and resistance. She writhed and sobbed, humiliated by the unwanted pleasure that was being forced upon her. Her body betrayed her as she grew increasingly wet between her legs, much to Jason's amusement.
For what seemed like an eternity, Jason kept the magic wand pressed mercilessly against Nikki's sensitive flesh, causing her to endure multiple forced orgasms. Each one left her exhausted and ashamed, but there was nothing she could do to stop it.
Diego knelt beside Nikki’s head as she was about to come again and licked her face before kissing her hard. Then he sat back and squeezed her breast. “You should enjoy your time with us. When you think back to this experience, you’ll realize it’s a pleasant memory. Your new owner won’t be so gentle.”
Nikki fought back the tears that threatened to spill from her striking blue eyes. She refused to give these monsters the satisfaction of seeing her broken. As long as she had breath in her body, she would fight.

      ***Carla's trembling hands and knees bore the weight of her tormented body as Jason positioned her for his next round of sadistic punishment. The vibrating magic wand, now bound to her pussy, hummed relentlessly against her wet and swollen flesh, sending unwanted waves of pleasure coursing through her.
"Such a bad girl," Jason growled in Carla's ear. "Trying to escape, thinking you could outsmart us."
Shame and disgust warred within Carla as she fought to keep her composure, hating herself for the arousal that betrayed her. She struggled to reconcile the pain and pleasure assaulting her senses. She loathed Jason with every fiber of her being and yet, her body's response only seemed to fuel his twisted delight.
"Your punishment isn't over yet," he whispered, lightly running his fingers down her back before suddenly thrusting a giant dildo into her ass without warning or mercy. Carla's scream was muffled by her own clenched teeth, but the searing pain radiated outward, threatening to consume her entirely.
"Remember, you brought this on yourself," Jason said, taking perverse pleasure in Carla's anguish.
As Carla's world narrowed to the brutal violation of her body, Diego held up his phone, capturing the torment of both women on video. His attention shifted from Carla to Nikki, who lay limp and broken beside her friend.
"Look at you, Special Agent Silverstone," Diego said, his eyes raking over Nikki's body as the bulge in his pants grew. "Not so tough now, are you?"
With deliberate movements, Diego began to remove his clothes, revealing his muscular, well-kept physique. "You should know, my dear, that your days here are numbered. My good friend, Samir Khan, will soon be arriving, and he has expressed an interest in purchasing you. Imagine that, an esteemed FBI agent like yourself being sold as a sex slave to the highest bidder. Have you ever been to Saudi Arabia?"
Nikki's eyes widened at Diego's revelation, unable to speak through the ball gag in her mouth, her drug-addled mind reeling from the implications of her impending sale. She fought against the paralyzing fear, desperately clinging to the hope that Eric would find them before it was too late.
"Let's make the most of our time together, shall we?" Diego suggested as if he were asking her out to dinner, approaching Nikki while Carla continued to endure Jason's cruel punishment. 
Diego now stood before Nikki, his eyes burning into her soul as he forced her onto her hands and knees beside Carla.
"Look at you both," he said, using his phone to record the two degraded women laid out before him. "Two proud law enforcement officers, brought low by desire and circumstance. And for what? Justice? I think we just have different definitions of justice. Carla killed my son. Is that justice?" He shook his head. “No, I think the real justice is what I’m doing to you right now, and what we’re going to do to you.”
Nikki's heart pounded and she was breathing fast as she struggled to maintain her position on her hands and knees, her body trembling with fear and exhaustion. Beside her, Carla gritted her teeth against the storm of sensations from the dildo in her ass and the magic wand on her pussy, her juices dripping down her inner thighs as she tensed and came, trying to control herself and failing, and then the waves started building again.
"Please, master... no more," Carla whispered through clenched teeth, feeling confused and humiliated. Despite her loathing for Jason and the pleasure he took in her suffering, she couldn't deny the sickening arousal that twisted inside her, her body betraying her at every turn.
Nikki screamed in frustration, but it was muffled by the ball gag as she tossed her head from side to side.
"Silence!" Diego snapped, grabbing a handful of Nikki's blonde hair and yanking her head back. Her eyes met his, wide and filled with terror, as he positioned himself behind her, rubbing her butt with his free hand. 
With a cruel smile, Diego thrust himself into Nikki's ass, eliciting another muffled scream from behind her gag as she pitched forward and he pulled her back by her hair. He reveled in her agony, pounding into her with merciless force. Every stroke was a brutal reminder of her powerlessness, each shuddering gasp a testament to her abject humiliation.
"Remember this moment," Diego growled as he continued his assault on Nikki, recording it all on his phone. "This is what happens to those who dare defy me."
Diego moaned as he came hard inside Nikki, then his thrusting slowed.
Finally sated, Diego withdrew from the FBI agent, leaving her body shaking and spent as she slumped forward and collapsed face down. He regarded her with a cold satisfaction, finished his video with a slow pan across Nikki’s back, lingering on her pussy where his semen was leaking out of her, and then turned his attention back to Carla.
"Your friend here will soon face punishment by my men upstairs," Diego told Carla, who could barely understand him as she continued to come. Jason was having to hold her in place. "She came into my home uninvited, and she will pay dearly for that mistake."
Diego knelt in front of Carla and pushed his glistening cock into her mouth, telling her to clean him with her tongue.
"Once my men have had their fun, we'll clean her up for her new owner," Diego continued. "After all, we wouldn't want Samir Khan to think we don't treat our merchandise with care."

      ***The San Francisco FBI office was buzzing with the usual activity as agents moved back and forth, their voices overlapping in a cacophony of important conversations. At his desk in the office he shared with Nikki, Special Agent Eric Cannon scrolled through Juanita's social media accounts, his eyes narrowed in concentration. He had been monitoring her closely, hoping to find a clue about Nikki’s status.
"Hey, Cannon," SAIC Jeff Warner approached Eric's desk, his expression concerned. "Where's Silverstone? Haven't seen her around for a day or so."
Eric glanced up at him, trying to keep his voice casual. "She's out sick for a couple of days." 
"Ah. Guess it’s that time of year. Hope she feels better soon." Warner nodded and walked away, leaving Eric to return to his search.
Suddenly, Eric's heart dropped into his stomach as he stumbled upon a video in one of Juanita's accounts. It depicted Carla having sex with his partner Nikki, who looked drugged and barely conscious. A second video showed Juanita receiving oral sex from Nikki. Horrified, Eric grabbed his coat, adrenaline surging through his veins. Time to leave. He raced out the door, determined to save Nikki, feeling like an idiot for letting his partner go to LA by herself. He’d explain everything to his boss later.

      ***In the basement that night, the impeccably dressed Samir Khan stood over Nikki, who was chained naked and kneeling on the cold concrete floor. She was clean and smelled of lavender. Her hair had been washed and styled, and her makeup re-applied. Other than her exhausted posture and the drowsy look in her eyes, she bore no marks or other evidence of her drugged late afternoon party with ten of Diego’s men upstairs. Her eyes, wide with terror, locked onto Khan’s as he forced his cock into her mouth with a happy sigh. Diego observed the scene with an air of satisfaction, ready to negotiate her sale.
"Samir, my friend," Diego began, his voice smooth and oily. "I can see you're enjoying yourself. How much are you willing to pay for such a fine specimen?"
Carla watched in horror from her position standing against the wall. Her wrists were chained above her once again, and Jamie had given her a shower to put her on display. She wanted nothing more than to intervene, to save Nikki from the vile man who was trying to buy her, but she was powerless, bound by chains and her own fear.
"Diego, my old friend," Samir replied, groaning in pleasure as Nikki's head bobbed up and down on him, "This one is a rare treat. Blond, blue eyes, excellent breasts, tight body. And a federal agent?"
"FBI,” Diego said. “The best kind. Very hard to capture.”
Carla watched the scene unfold before her, feeling both disgust and helplessness. Her eyes darted between Samir Khan, who was receiving oral sex from a restrained Nikki, and Diego Barrera, who casually leaned against the wall as they negotiated.
"Once I get her set up in one of my high-end brothels in the Al Manakh district," Khan said between labored breaths, "she'll be very popular. I expect many repeat customers for such a light-skinned beauty in Riyadh."
Diego raised an eyebrow. "I've always wondered how brothels can operate under Islamic Law."
Khan smiled, his eyes never leaving Nikki's bobbing head. "I have many friends and bribed officials to protect me. Prostitution isn't haraam, unlawful, where my brothels are. Of course, it wasn't long ago when we had to operate under the principle of concubinage."
"Interesting," Diego murmured, genuinely intrigued.
"Indeed," Khan continued. "Islamic Law allows a man to have sex with a female slave, so the slave's owner would temporarily 'sell' the slave to a new 'owner' who would fuck her and then return ownership to the original owner on the pretext of 'discontent.' This could happen as many times a night as necessary."
As Khan spoke, Carla's stomach churned. The thought of being subjected to such a degrading practice made her feel physically sick. She glanced at Nikki, whose tear-streaked face revealed a mixture of pain and fear.
Suddenly, Khan moaned, reaching his climax and coming in Nikki's mouth. "Swallow," he commanded harshly, staring into her eyes. Nikki obeyed, and Khan pried open her mouth with his fingers to make sure.
Diego rubbed his hands together with enthusiasm. "All right. I want one million dollars for Nikki if you wish to take her now, rather than waiting to buy her at auction."
Khan frowned, his post-orgasmic haze fading. "A quarter million. She still needs training."
"Half a million," Diego countered, "and you can take her immediately to Riyadh on your plane tonight. I’m sure your brothel staff can provide on-the-job training, and they can keep her tied up in the meantime."
"Deal," Khan agreed, extending his hand.
As the two men shook hands, sealing Nikki's fate, Carla panicked. She looked at Nikki, who seemed to be drifting farther away with each passing moment, powerless to save herself or Carla.
At Khan’s direction, Nikki reluctantly obeyed his command, her tongue flicking out to clean his cock. Nikki whimpered, forced to swallow her pride along with Khan's seed. She glanced at Carla, silently pleading for help, but there was little either of them could do in their current state. 
Khan gestured at Carla. “And what about the other one, my friend? Have you changed your mind?”
Diego turned his attention back to Carla. "Samir, I assure you that Carla will be available for auction soon," Diego said. "She was a cop, and now she’s a celebrity because she’s been on the news. She'll fetch a high price, especially after I'm done breaking her."
"Good," Khan replied, pulling up his pants and turning his cold gaze toward Carla. "I have no doubt she'll make a fine addition to my collection."
Carla shuddered under his scrutiny, hating herself for every reaction she couldn't suppress. Her body betrayed her, responding to the torment inflicted upon her by these vile men. It wasn't fair; she had worked so hard to become a strong, capable officer of the law, and now she was nothing more than a sex slave for sadistic criminals.
Nikki was sobbing quietly as Jason attached a leash to her leather collar and made her stand up, wobbling on her high heels, to face her new owner. Khan accepted the leash from Jason with a nod.
Diego walked up to Nikki and gave both of her breasts a hard squeeze as he looked her in the eyes. “Enjoy your new life, Special Agent Silverstone. I’ve enjoyed having you.”
Nikki was broken. Rather than responding to Diego, she looked down at the floor, submissive.
Khan patted Diego on the shoulder and smiled. "As-salaam alaykum."
“Wa alaykum as-salaam,” Diego said with a smile, stepping back out of Khan’s path to the exit.
Towing Nikki along by her leash, Khan walked toward the stairs and Jason followed along behind to make sure things went smoothly. The sad look that Nikki gave Carla on her way out was enough to break her heart. 
As the door closed behind them at the top of the stairs, leaving Diego and Carla alone in the basement once more, Carla's despair threatened to consume her, and she glared at Diego. She knew that she was running out of time, and the prospect of being sold to Khan, or someone like him, filled her with a cold, creeping dread. Carla clenched her fists, trying and failing to hold back the tears that welled up in her eyes. She knew that she needed to find a way out of this nightmare, but every avenue seemed blocked off, and every escape plan seemed ridiculous, leaving her feeling more trapped than ever.
"Enjoy your last few days of freedom, slave," Diego said, his cruel eyes boring into hers as he affectionately squeezed one of her breasts. "You'll soon belong to someone else, and your life as you know it will be over."






  
  Chapter ten

Raindrops drummed against FBI Special Agent Eric Cannon's black knit cap as he jumped off the wall and landed silently on the wet grass of Barrera's estate. The early morning darkness enveloped him, hiding his movements from any prying eyes. Eric gripped his Glock 17 low but ready, knowing that if Nikki had been captured, the guards would be on high alert. He scanned the dimly lit grounds for signs of movement or surveillance.  
The landscape uplights cast eerie shadows among the larger trees while the mansion loomed dark and foreboding. Rain continued to pour, each droplet masking Eric's presence as he crept with cautious precision toward the house. He knew the guards would prefer staying under cover in such weather, particularly at this time of the morning, giving him a slight advantage. As long as there weren’t any guard dogs on patrol, or pressure sensors on the ground, or motion sensors that would trigger floodlights, he had a reasonable chance of sneaking into the house.
Staying off the gravel path and taking an indirect approach to what appeared to be a service entrance on the side of the mansion near the back, Eric wiped his shoes on the mat, not wanting to leave a wet trail that could betray his arrival. There was no deadbolt on this door. He tried the knob and it was locked, but it only required a credit card slipped between the latch and the frame to unlock it. The security of the house could have been better, but drug lords generally didn’t move to Florida or California with the same security requirements they needed in their home countries where they were more likely to be attacked. This was a very respectable neighborhood where cameras and dogs provided most of the security for the homes, and private security patrols occasionally cruised the roads. With a deep breath, he opened the door and slipped inside, enveloped by the quiet, shadowed service corridor.
Navigating the sprawling interior, Eric's senses were on high alert, walking from room to room and ducking down whenever his boots squeaked on the granite floors or he heard a distant echo within the mansion. He reviewed his strategy in his mind, allowing for various options if the situation turned bad, and watched for signs of life. He glanced at his watch, noting that he had already burned five minutes of what he planned to be a ten minute recovery job.
His thoughts were interrupted by a faint sound in the distance—footsteps, growing nearer. Clenching his Glock in his hand, Eric pressed against the wall, hidden by the shadows. As the footsteps approached, he assessed the situation and prepared to strike, but the figure turned out to be a woman in a maid’s uniform and she walked by without incident. Her presence reassured him that any internal motion sensors or infrared triggers for security devices were most likely turned off.
Descending deeper into the mansion, Eric discovered a narrow staircase leading to the warm and humid basement where a dim light glowed. Keeping to the edges of the wooden steps to avoid walking on squeaky boards, he descended with his heart pounding in anticipation of what lay ahead. He knew he had to find Carla, but the thought of Nikki possibly being captured weighed heavily on his mind as well.
As he reached the bottom of the stairs, he recognized Carla sitting on the cold concrete floor, her wrists bound overhead by a chain, her head bent forward on her chest as she lightly snored. He was surprised to see that she was as naked as she had been in the videos. Her long curly black hair hung limply around her face, but she looked surprisingly clean in the dim light.
Eric quietly knelt down and put his hand over her mouth so she wouldn’t yell. "Carla, it's me, Eric," he whispered urgently, scanning the room for the key to the chain lock as she jerked back. "Stay quiet."
"Yes…master…Eric?" she slurred, squinting at him through her dazed state after he removed his hand from her mouth. Her eyes were glazed like she was heavily drugged. 
Eric found the key to the chain lock and released her arms, holding each one and carefully letting it down, assuming they were both numb. He began massaging her arms and hands to get the circulation going.
“Carla, where’s Nikki? Was she here?”
Carla blinked several times and frowned in concentration. "Nikki...no, master…they…took her..."
"Took her? Where is she?" Eric demanded, his tone betraying the frustration and horror he felt. "What did they do with her?"
"Sa...Saudi Arabia," Carla stammered, struggling to make sense of her own words.
"Fuck!" Eric cursed under his breath as he slammed his fist against the concrete wall. He glanced around the room, searching for something to cover Carla's exposed body, but found nothing. They had to move fast. "I've got extra clothes in my car," he told her, hoping she could understand him. She nodded weakly, though her confusion was evident.
Eric helped Carla stand up, wobbling on her high heels, and put his arm around her waist to steady her. He helped her make a few experimental steps—she could walk, but her muscles were too loose to keep her stable, and he could guess what kinds of drugs they must have given her. With Carla leaning heavily against him, they made their way back upstairs, each step slow and unsteady. Her high heels clicked on the hard granite floors in the dark hallways; the small sound setting Eric's nerves on edge, every muscle tensed and ready for action.
"Almost there, Carla," he whispered, his voice a mix of reassurance and determination. “I’m going to get you out. Just stay with me and focus on walking.” He could feel her trembling against him, her vulnerability fueling his resolve to get her out of this hellish place.
“You’re wet,” Carla said, rubbing his sweater.
“It’s raining,” Eric said, moving her along.
"Thank you, master…Eric," she murmured, her breath warm on his neck. It was a small moment of connection amidst the danger that surrounded them. Thoughts of Nikki tried to break his concentration, but he had to push them away so he could focus and deal with that problem later.
The rain continued to pour as Eric and Carla emerged from the shadows of the mansion, their footsteps muffled by the wet grass beneath them as he retraced his path toward the exit. It was a little brighter out now with pre-dawn light appearing in the eastern sky, but the hills would delay the sunlight from penetrating into this canyon, and they should be long gone by then. Eric's eyes darted around the dimly lit estate, his senses heightened by the urgency of their escape. He couldn’t exit at the same point on the wall where he had come in, so he was looking for another way out and spotted a possibility. The lawn glistened under the rainfall, reflecting the faint light from the house as they hurried toward a large rock fountain that splashed and gurgled next to the perimeter wall.
"Up there," Eric whispered, pointing up the fountain at the top of the wall. "I'll help you climb."
As he lifted her onto the first level of the cascading waterfall fountain that dropped through six pools before overflowing to the next lower level, Carla's breathing grew labored, her body trembling with the effort. She glanced back at him, her eyes filled with gratitude and fear. "Thank you," she said again, her voice barely audible over the sound of water cascading around them. “Don’t know…if can do this.”
"Save the thanks for later," he replied gruffly, pushing her further up the fountain. "You can do it. I’ll help you."
It was awkward, and he had to hold her from behind with her butt almost in his face, but Eric maintained his balance while keeping her from falling as they stepped up through each level of the fountain.
Just as Carla reached the top of the wall, the deafening crack of gunfire echoed through the night and a bullet zipped by over their heads. Eric's heart raced. They had been discovered.
"Carla, run!" he shouted, his voice tense with urgency. "Turn left at the end of the driveway and keep going. I'll find you later, I promise!"
She nodded, her eyes wide with terror, and leaped off the wall. Another gunshot rang out, and a bullet struck the wall nearby, sending chips of stone flying. Eric quickly ducked behind the waterfall, gripping his Glock 17 tightly. He knew he needed to hold off the guards long enough for Carla to escape.
Eric fumbled for his cell phone, having decided to call 911, but he dropped it and watched it bounce down the fountain to land in one of the lower pools of water.
"Come on, you bastards," he muttered under his breath, his finger ready on the trigger. Through the veil of water, he could see the armed figures approaching; their silhouettes distorted by the cascading torrent.
As the guards drew nearer, Eric took aim and fired, his shots deliberate and calculated. He had to buy Carla time, no matter the cost. Two men fell while the others scattered and dove for cover. Eric stayed low and moved to a different position in case they had seen the flashes from his gun, and he heard more shots striking the fountain where he’d been.
Without his phone, he’d either have to kill all of the guards or find another way over the wall so he could make a run for it. Considering that nobody knew about this unofficial and unapproved operation, he opted to run, taking a couple of shots before he sprinted behind the cover of the trees and bushes closest to the wall.
"Go, Carla," he whispered fiercely, trying to project his thoughts to the woman he had just rescued. "I've got this. Just...run."

      ***Carla's vision blurred as she stumbled away from the estate, trying hard to figure out what was going on. The sound of gunshots still rang in her ears, and Eric's instructions disappeared through the fog in her brain. Despite her best efforts to remember, she turned right at the end of the driveway instead of left.
Rain drenched her naked body as she aimlessly followed the twisty road through the Beverly neighborhood, her high heels slipping on the wet pavement because there weren’t any sidewalks here. She didn’t feel cold and barely noticed the rain. High walls and hedges shielded her from view by the early risers in their homes, but she felt more exposed than ever. She stopped to rest occasionally, sitting or lying down on the side of the road, her breaths ragged and uneven. Eventually, she stumbled past homes on big lots without security walls, where she found a lawn and laid down among bushes in front of a large house to rest for a moment.
After a brief nap, Carla awoke feeling just as exhausted, limp, and disoriented. Driven by an unknown force, she continued on her journey down the road until she discovered a small neighborhood park that was mostly grass with some benches and playground equipment in one corner. Staggering over to an inviting park bench, still barely noticing the rain, she fell asleep once more.

      ***"Hey there," a rough voice said, sounding a little drunk. She opened one bleary eye. There was more light now, but the dark gray sky was still throwing moisture down at her. A bearded homeless man with a name tag sewn on his old leather jacket, reading “Patch,” stood before her, his initial curiosity turning to opportunism as he approached the beautiful, drugged woman. He rubbed his large stomach and tipped his head, studying her body as if he wondered whether she were real or not, then looked around to make sure nobody else was watching. Carla tried to lift her head, but another wave of dizziness and fatigue hit her and she put it down on the bench again, closing her eyes. Assuming Patch was another one of Diego’s men, it didn’t matter what she did anyway. Patch muttered under his breath about how "rich girls get what they deserve" and she heard the sound of a zipper as he dropped his pants, then rubbed his cock against her cheek and lips until he was hard. 
Carla cracked open one eye, trying to make sense of the situation as Patch gently rolled her onto her stomach on the bench, adjusting her legs wider. She moved her arms where they’d be more comfortable. She felt Patch’s hands pulling her butt cheeks apart and then part of his weight on her back as his cock probed at the entrance to her pussy.
An alarm went off in her head. She blinked a few times, realized something was different and wrong, then turned and threw an elbow into his throat. As he gagged, she rolled and they both fell off the bench with Carla landing on top of him. 
"Get away from me!" she gasped, staggering up and stumbling away across the park grass. She fell on the wet lawn fifty feet away, where Patch caught up to her. She felt like she’d run out of fuel and was ready to go to sleep again, so she closed her eyes.
"Damn, girl," he wheezed, rubbing his throat but otherwise calm. "This is my lucky day. Beverly Hills bitches come down here all the time, high off their asses. Sometimes me and my friends have a little fun with 'em."
Carla's drugged mind struggled to comprehend his words, and as Patch rolled her onto her back and spread her legs, she became more confused. In her altered state, she thought Patch should be called "master" as if she were still at Barrera’s house. “Yes…master.”
Patch laughed in response, grabbing her breasts and thrusting inside her while her limp body bounced beneath him. “Call me master again, baby.”
Patch shifted his hands from her breasts to her hips for a firmer grip, then Carla felt her breasts rolling with each thrust, which was distracting as she tried to form words. “Master…ungh…ungh…yes.”
Patch laughed again, pounding into her harder and faster, until his nails suddenly dug into her hips and he finally came with a low moan.
Patch withdrew from Carla, his breath ragged as he licked and sucked on her nipples and muttered a thank you. She lay there, barely conscious, her mind drifting in and out of awareness. 
“Hey, Patch,” said a man’s gravelly voice. “You should share with us.”
Patch quickly pulled up his pants and stepped away, looking worried as six new homeless people looked down at Carla on the ground.
A man with a black beard and wild eyes pushed the others out of the way to get a good close look at Carla. “Shit, man, she’s quality. Me first!”
"Please, Shep, don't hurt her," Patch pleaded, looking genuinely worried for Carla's safety, but Shep had already whipped off his shirt and stepped out of his pants. Shep dropped on his knees between her legs, pushing them wider apart, and that prompted the rest of the group to descend on her like a hungry pack of wolves.
Carla's mind struggled to comprehend what was happening around her. A tall and heavy man with a black beard was pushing his cock into her ass while three more bearded men and two disheveled women held her down. She moaned as he pushed all the way into her dark tunnel. After the first man was done, the rest took turns to have their way with her. Her body trembled, powerless against their rough hands and twisted desires. Caught in a another nightmare, her thoughts fragmented, slipping between the reality of her current situation and limited memories of her time in captivity. 
Carla was pretty sure she was hallucinating, and the fog in her brain only seemed to be getting worse. Maybe this was another torment orchestrated by her captors? She remembered dreaming about some kind of escape…or had she truly escaped only to stumble into this new hell? But the rain felt nice.
Sometime later, Carla awoke on the rain-soaked grass, alone and covered in filth. The homeless group had left her behind, now sitting nearby, drinking and laughing next to a campfire. Thinking she should get away from them, she crawled away into a rain culvert, letting the shallow stream of cold water wash away the grime and stickiness that clung to her skin. She wanted to rinse her mouth as well because it felt gummy and tasted salty, but it occurred to her that she probably shouldn’t drink this water.
Still disoriented and confused, but a little more alert, she decided not to stagger away in slow motion through the park where the homeless group could see her. The culvert continued downhill in a dark tunnel under the road, but she could see light nearby on the other side, so she got on her hands and knees and crawled into the darkness. The bottom of the culvert was rough on her hands and knees, coated with small rocks and bits of trash floating on the water, but she made it through without a problem. As she started to get up on the other side, she saw Patch waiting for her up on the edge of the culvert. Fear surged through her as she worried that her "master" would use her again. But instead, he offered her a sympathetic smile and helped her climb up onto the grass.
"Sorry about those guys," he said, his voice gentle. "I didn't know they'd do that."
Carla remained silent, her mind still struggling to make sense of the world around her. Patch seemed to understand her confusion and took her hand, slowly leading her back to his tarp and cardboard tent in a secluded corner of the park. She staggered and sat down on a ragged blanket under the tarp, needing sleep again. Opening up an old cooler, Patch took out a bottle of spring water and handed it to her. She took a swig, rinsed out her mouth, and spit into the bushes, then drank the rest of it down all at once. 
Watching her eyes close, Patch moved her farther back under the tarp to make sure she was out of the late afternoon rain, then covered her with three blankets. After removing his wet clothes, he crawled under the blankets with her and she curled up against his side.
"Rest now," he whispered, as Carla immediately fell asleep next to him, her body and mind exhausted from the day's horrors.

      ***A shaft of golden sunlight sliced between the heavy drapes, casting a harsh light on Diego Barrera’s opulent home office. He sat behind his grand mahogany desk, his black eyes blazing with fury as he glared at Jamie, Marcus, and Jason standing before him.
"Killing Cannon wasn't part of the plan!" he barked, slamming his fist on the polished wood. "Now we have an FBI agent's body to get rid of."
Jamie shifted nervously, avoiding Diego's gaze. Marcus remained stoic, his massive frame tensed under the weight of their leader's anger. Jason didn’t look worried at all.
"Take care of it," Diego growled. "I don't want any trace of him or his presence here."
"Understood, boss," Marcus grunted, while Jamie nodded meekly.
Diego leaned back in his chair and tapped his fingers on the desk. "Once the body is gone, I've got something else in mind to cover our tracks," he said, holding up two photos of Eric Cannon lying on a lounge chair by the pool. In one of the photos, he was by himself, clearly dead. In the other photo, Carla Santos was crouched on top of Eric, apparently riding his cock. "My tech guy did his Photoshop tricks to get Carla onto this image. I told him to make it look like she fucked him before she killed him." Diego paused to study their faces. "Let the media feast on the continuing story of the 'rogue cop' who also killed an FBI agent."
"Smart move, Jefe," Jason chimed in, eager to please. "Nobody will suspect us."
As the trio left the room to carry out their orders, Diego stared at the gruesome image, contemplating the twisted web he was weaving. A perverse thrill coursed through him—the thought that even in death, Eric Cannon would still be used for Diego’s purposes.
Diego’s latest interactions with the FBI were proving to be very profitable.






  
  Chapter eleven

Carla's eyelids fluttered open, the sound of rain pattering against the tarp overhead rousing her to consciousness. She had the sense that it was morning, but the dark gray sky made it hard to tell from inside the rough tent. Disoriented, she shifted, feeling the warmth of a body pressed against her back and the rough fabric of a lumpy makeshift bed beneath her. Her mind struggled to piece together how she'd ended up here. 
As the haze of sleep and lingering drug effects began to dissipate, Carla became aware of her own body—aching and tender in places it should never be. A pounding headache throbbed behind her eyes, making coherent thoughts difficult. She tried to sit up, only to gasp at the unexpected pain that consumed her.
"Hey, take it easy," a male voice said from behind her. Carla spun around, eyes wide with fear, as she took in the stranger beside her. Patch was a scruffy-looking man in his late twenties or early thirties with a baby face and a chubby body, offset by his unkempt hair and trimmed beard that gave him a rugged appearance. He was wearing an old leather jacket, a gray t-shirt, and gray boxer shorts as he sat up on the makeshift bed. 
"Who are you?" she demanded, instinctively trying to create distance between them. The stranger merely raised his hands in a placating gesture.
"Name's Patch," he said gently. "You're safe now."
Carla eyed him warily, still tense but unable to deny the sincerity in his voice. Patch offered her a small smile, reaching for a plastic garbage bag on the ground beside him. He pulled out a bag of granola and handed it to her, explaining that they were far from the homeless group who had taken advantage of her. He said he did what he could, but he was only one person, so he couldn’t stop them. Carla noticed he had a hard time looking her in the eye as she wondered what he was talking about.
"Eat. You need your strength," he told her, his cautious demeanor doing little to ease her nerves. Despite her lack of memory regarding the homeless group’s attack, Carla assumed Patch was simply a kindhearted vagrant trying to help her.
"Thank you," she said, accepting the granola. It was a little stale, but good. As she crunched on it, her mind churned, attempting to make sense of her situation. She knew she couldn't stay here, not when her life and reputation were on the line.
"Patch," Carla began hesitantly, "I appreciate everything you've done for me, but I need to leave. Can you help me?"
He looked at her with a mixture of concern and reluctance but ultimately nodded. "Sure. Just promise me you'll be careful."
Carla offered him a determined smile before pushing herself up to a sitting position, wincing as her body protested the movement, holding a blanket to cover her breasts. She had a long road ahead of her, but she was resolved to face whatever challenges lay in wait.
Patch rummaged through a pile of clothes, pulling out an old coat with a broken zipper and ripped jeans held together by a frayed belt. He handed them to Carla, who took them gratefully, her eyes welling up with relief. The worn fabric might not have been much, but it was enough to offer some semblance of modesty despite their condition. As she took off her shoes and wriggled into the jeans, she found that they were very tight in the butt and loose in the legs, apparently made for a man, but she managed to get into them. She couldn’t quite close the zipper all the way because it was too tight, but the belt secured them well enough. She’d be able to run if necessary, but sitting down or bending over too far could be tough.
“You don’t happen to have any other shoes, do you?” Carla asked, holding her high heels.
Patch shrugged. “Sorry.”
Carla strapped her impractical high heels back onto her feet—a lingering reminder of the ordeal she had endured. They fit okay, but she was pretty sure they’d come from the Barrera house.
Continuing to rummage around, Patch also came up with a battered fedora and handed it to her. “This hat’s too small for me, and it’ll look better on you anyway.”
Carla smiled and perched the fedora on her head. With her thick hair, the hat fit just fine, and she wished she had a mirror to see how it looked, but it seemed kind of trendy like something people would pay extra for in a fancy secondhand clothing store on Melrose. It would keep the rain off her hair and hamper facial recognition from security cameras.
"Here," Patch said, pressing a few crumpled dollar bills into her hand. "You might get more help nearby. Wish I could do more, but my cash is all tied up in real estate," he said with a chuckle, revealing his reluctance to get too involved.
Carla stood up as Patch put his pants on. 
"Thank you, Patch," Carla replied, squeezing his hand in appreciation, then deciding to give him a hug. "You’ve done a lot already, and I really appreciate it."
She stepped out of the makeshift shelter, the light rain falling like a curtain around her. The patter of rain on the tarp above mingled with the distant hum of traffic.
Carla tried to formulate a plan, but her headache wasn’t helping. She needed to contact Captain Leon Forrester at the Beverly Hills Police Department and clear her name, but she knew she couldn't just waltz into the station looking like this. She needed to approach the situation carefully if she wanted to avoid immediate arrest.
"Patch," she called back to him, "is there any place I can go to keep an eye on the news?"
"Green Door Grill," he replied, his voice barely audible over the sound of the rain. "Sunset Boulevard and Doheny. They got TVs for their outside patio customers where I watch the news sometimes. And if you ask around back, they might give you bread."
"Thanks," she said, looking around because she didn’t know which way to go. Patch pointed the way. Carla tipped her hat at him with a smile and walked off through the bushes, her heels sinking into the soft ground.

      ***Raindrops clung to Carla's long, curly black hair as she navigated the winding residential streets of Beverly Hills. Her high heels clicked against the pavement like a ticking clock, reminding her that time was not on her side. Her movements were cautious, careful not to draw attention to herself, looking down so the hat brim would obscure her face when others passed by. She couldn't shake off the sense that she was being watched, or even hunted, and it made her anxious with every step she took. But for now, she had a plan, and with each step, she felt a growing resolve to face the challenges ahead and reclaim her life.
As she walked along Sunset Boulevard, the traffic was moving fast enough to indicate that it was late morning and not one of the lengthy “rush hours” that took about eight hours out of every weekday when traffic barely moved at all. As she walked, the tight jeans were riding up her butt crack, and she was starting to chafe without panties. 
A couple of oncoming cars had slowed as if the drivers were looking at her, but she put her head down and kept moving, wondering what they were looking at. A few minutes later, a late-model Mercedes slowed with its passenger-side window rolled down, and a smiling man asked if she wanted a ride. When she said no, he frowned and roared away.
The sign for the Green Door Grill came into view with several cars parked at the curb in front of it at parking meters. The humid air was a pleasant temperature and she was getting hot in her coat, but kept it on as part of her disguise as she watched for police cars and surveillance cameras she would need to avoid.
Carla perched on a fire hydrant outside the Green Door Grill, careful not to split the seat of her pants, her eyes glued to one of the TV monitors hanging just within view under the patio cover where diners could eat outside. The volume was low, but captions were on so she could read the news. The light rain continued to mist over her, dampening her hair and her broken-zippered coat. Anxiety gnawed at her insides as she waited for any mention of her situation. She was thinking about police captains, escape plans, and her disheveled appearance.
"Here," a man in a suit said gruffly, shoving a few crumpled bills into her hand before walking away. Confused, she looked down at the money, then back at the retreating figure, wondering what that was all about. A moment later, a smiling young man in trendy clothes and a pointy beard approached, giving her a once-over before handing her some cash as well.
"Thanks," she murmured, taken aback but grateful for the unexpected generosity.
And it kept happening. Just sitting there on her fire hydrant watching the news, generous men kept walking by and smiling and handing her money before they continued on their journeys. It was weird. The women who walked by just frowned and gave her a wide berth.
"Hey, miss," a man in a suit said, interrupting her thoughts. He eyed her up and down before asking, "How much for a blow job?"
"Absolutely not," Carla snapped, her anxiety momentarily replaced by indignation.
The man grumbled and walked away. As she returned her focus to the news, thinking about entitled rich people, another young man in trendy clothes and a pointy beard approached, handing her a five-dollar bill without a word. He took a few steps back and lingered nearby at the curb as if he were waiting for someone, casually looking around with his hands in his pockets but also stealing frequent glances at Carla. More men stopped to give her money, and before she knew it, she had collected thirty dollars.
Glancing down, Carla startled herself. With her unzipped coat and lack of a shirt, people could see her exposed breasts. Along with her high heels, she must have looked like a sex worker. She jerked her coat closed, and the pointy-bearded man walked away, disappointment written on his face. A small spark of relief flickered within her; at least she had some money now.
After an item about famous actor Trevor Stone being sued by several women who claimed that he had forced them to have sex, the news shifted to a breaking story, and Carla's heart plummeted. Displayed on the screen was a faked photo of her, naked and sitting atop FBI Special Agent Eric Cannon on a lounge chair. A blackout graphic barely covered her nipples and pussy, and she looked drunk. The headline blared: Rogue Cop Carla Santos Wanted in Connection with Murder.
Her breath caught in her throat, and her stomach twisted into knots. Anger mingled with fear and disbelief, creating a maelstrom of emotions. How could they accuse her of such a heinous crime? She barely even remembered meeting Eric Cannon, let alone killing him. But then she began to doubt herself because she really couldn’t remember any details about Cannon or her escape…or even what had happened to her at Barrera’s mansion, although she knew it was bad.
"Bastards," she muttered under her breath, anger momentarily overpowering her other emotions. It must be Diego Barrera framing her. With clenched fists, Carla resolved not to let this false accusation ruin her life. She had to find a way to clear her name and prove her innocence about this murder charge, as well as whatever they had framed her for in San Diego, all while staying hidden from the “good guys” who wanted her behind bars.
As the news report continued and she started to panic, Carla tried to piece together fragments of memories so she could plan her next move. She knew it wouldn't be easy, but she was determined to fight for her freedom and her reputation. 
The seeds of a dangerous plan began to take root.
Wiping rain from her face, Carla glanced at the money stuffed into her coat pocket and made a decision. Her current disheveled appearance could work in her favor, serving as a makeshift disguise.
"Hey," she called to a young woman passing by who didn’t seem to be afraid of her. "Where can I find a store around here that sells makeup?"
"Convenience store two blocks down," the woman replied, pointing in the direction Carla needed to go. Then she gave Carla another look and handed her a dollar before walking away.
"Thanks," Carla said, forcing a smile.
Her expensive stiletto heels clicked against the wet pavement, an odd contrast to the shabby coat barely concealing her body. As she walked, Carla's thoughts turned inward. Her recollection of events during her captivity was frustratingly fragmented; she couldn't remember any interaction with Eric Cannon, other than a good feeling about him and the thought he might have helped her escape, but nothing that would incriminate her in his death. That same lack of memories could mean that she somehow killed him and forgot about it, but that just didn’t feel right. Even now, the drugs were still gradually wearing off, muddling her thoughts and making it difficult to trust what she actually did remember.
Entering the convenience store, Carla quickly found an assortment of heavy makeup, a box of granola bars, sanitary wipes, a small package of safety pins, and a couple bottles of water that would fit in her pockets. She had just enough money to pay for her items using the cash she'd unwittingly collected earlier. In the restroom of the convenience store, she was startled when she looked in the mirror and saw her exhausted appearance, but she looked surprisingly good in her hat. 
Removing her clothes, Carla cleaned her whole body with the sanitary wipes, paying special attention to her private areas, then applied the makeup heavily with fierce concentration, obscuring her features to avoid immediate recognition. With each careful stroke of the makeup brush and eyeliner, she felt an increasing sense of control over her situation.
She also looked more like a sex worker, which wasn’t part of her plan, but she’d have to deal with it. She knew the areas around there where women worked the corners and side streets looking for johns, so she’d stay away from those to avoid getting arrested in any sweeps by the vice squad.
Then she got dressed again, using the safety pins to secure the front of her coat so it wouldn’t keep flying open to expose her breasts. Putting the pants on again was a little harder this time, and the knees ripped a little more, but she managed to wriggle into them once more. Then she sat on the toilet to strap her heels on.
As she emerged from the convenience store, her disguise complete, Carla knew she had taken the first step in a dangerous game. But she was ready to face whatever challenges lay ahead, armed with her resourcefulness and an unwavering resolve to clear her name. Nobody else was going to help her.
Chewing on a granola bar, Carla began retracing her steps to Beverly Hills because she now had a plan. She needed leverage.
She was going to kidnap Juanita Ortega.






  
  Chapter twelve

The late afternoon mist kept everything wet as Carla hurried through the residential streets of Beverly Hills. She was retracing her steps back to the Diego Barrera estate, gradually remembering details about what had happened to her there, but it still wasn’t much to go on. As she passed the neighborhood park where Patch had helped her out by letting her stay in his makeshift tent overnight, she only had the feeling that the place was dangerous, and Patch had mentioned a homeless group that may have attacked her. She didn’t see anyone out enjoying the rain at the park, but she still hurried past it just to be safe. 
One of the few things she was starting to remember was Juanita. 
Carla's fists clenched tightly at her sides. Images of Juanita, that sadistic monster who humiliated her, flashed before her eyes. She could almost feel the pain of the huge strapon dildo in her ass, the chains biting into her wrists and ankles as she struggled. The anger roiled inside her like a storm of its own, fueling her resolve and pushing her forward, even as her body begged for rest.
As she approached the area of the Barrera mansion, Carla spotted an unmarked, dark blue, Ford sedan parked discreetly south of the estate next to trees and heavy vegetation outside a high wall. Without a doubt, it was a standard FBI vehicle, and it had to belong to either Nikki Silverstone or Eric Cannon. Memories of Nikki, her former classmate who had tried to save her, flitted through her brain, but they were mixed in with images of Juanita that didn’t make much sense.
As Carla got closer to the Ford, she saw one of the black SUVs used by the private security company that patrolled this part of Beverly Hills. It was coming down the road about to drive around the hairpin turn where they would then see Carla next to the Ford. In a swift motion, Carla ducked behind some bushes near the car. As long as they didn’t stop to investigate the parked Ford, they weren’t likely to see her. As the SUV passed by, she held her breath, praying that they wouldn't notice anything amiss. Once the vehicle disappeared from view, she released a quiet sigh of relief. Part of her wondered why she was taking such a crazy risk to go back to the Barrera place, but she was propelled onward by the thought of Juanita and the injustice Carla had suffered at her hands.
The Ford was an older model, so she had a reasonable chance of breaking into it. She didn’t have a Slim Jim, but she had safety pins, and she fashioned those into an extremely crude lock picking tool. Her fingers flexed with anticipation, remembering the police training techniques she'd learned years ago. After poking a few holes in her fingers as she tried working the pins into the lock for about fifteen minutes, she finally got the door open, slipped inside, and shut the door behind her so she wouldn’t attract attention.
From the driver’s seat, Carla saw a woman's jacket and an FBI notebook on the passenger seat. It bore Nikki Silverstone's name, and Carla felt a flicker of hope. Maybe nobody was looking for this car yet because Eric Cannon was the only FBI special agent mentioned on the news. That seemed odd, but she’d take whatever luck she could get. Squirming around so she could get a look under the dashboard, she found the correct wires and managed to hotwire the ignition. The engine roared to life.
Carla carefully drove past the Barrera estate, her eyes scanning for any signs of a threat. A short distance beyond the driveway, she found a pullout surrounded by trees on three sides, providing both cover and a vantage point to surveil the entrance gate. Then she shifted her position on the seat to get more comfortable and settled in for a long wait, contemplating her next move.
Time seemed to crawl by as Carla watched and waited, every nerve on edge. As she questioned her sanity about doing something like this, her thoughts drifted to possible strategies once she captured Juanita, interrupted by the occasional random memory of Juanita abusing Carla as she recorded it on her cell phone camera. She took a deep breath and calmed herself, pushing those memories out of her head for now. There would be no backing down at this point—she was committed to seeing this through.

      ***Night had fallen, casting a cloak of darkness over the affluent streets of Beverly Hills. The darkness helped to obscure Carla's borrowed FBI sedan as she huddled in the driver's seat, her eyes never straying from the imposing gates of the Barrera estate. Hunger gnawed at her insides, but she couldn't afford to be distracted now. She rummaged through her coat pocket and found a granola bar, tearing it open with her teeth. It was a meager meal, but it would have to do for now. She washed it down with a swig of water from her bottle.
Hours slowly passed like molasses, the waiting game wearing on Carla's nerves. Her impatience grew with each passing minute, her muscles tensing in anticipation. Just when she thought her mind might snap under the strain, her sharp gaze caught a glimmer of movement—the automatic gate opened and a Ferrari pulled out onto the driveway driven by Juanita Ortega.
With practiced stealth, Carla followed the Ferrari down the twisty roads, keeping a safe distance between them. Since it was dark, Juanita would only see headlights behind her if she looked in her mirror, so that made it easier for Carla to keep her in view. They continued onto Sunset Boulevard and other streets, Carla blending seamlessly into the traffic, invisible to her quarry. After about fifteen minutes, Juanita parked on a side street near a popular nightclub in West Hollywood called Club Inferno. When she got out of the Ferrari, Carla saw she was wearing a red silk top and a black miniskirt with black heels. Juanita walked past the line of people waiting in the rain to get into the club and the bouncers immediately lifted the velvet rope out of the way to let her in. Carla circled the block before finding a spot nearby where she could observe the Ferrari and the club entrance without being seen.
Carla spent the next several hours watching the comings and goings of the club's patrons, her hunger returning as the long wait took its toll. She devoured another granola bar, trying to ignore the gnawing emptiness in her stomach. Her eyelids grew heavy, and she briefly succumbed to sleep.
She jerked awake with a start, her heart racing as she scanned the street for the Ferrari. It was still parked where Juanita had left it, so Carla hadn't missed her chance. Rubbing her eyes, she tried to shake off the fog of exhaustion that threatened to cloud her judgment. As the early morning hours crept closer, she saw Juanita stumble out of Club Inferno, visibly intoxicated.
Carla drove closer to the Ferrari and parked, then exited the sedan and approached Juanita from behind, swaying on her feet as though she were drunk herself. Nobody else was around and the houses along the street were dark. As Juanita fumbled with her car keys, Carla struck like a viper, wrapping her arm around Juanita's neck and applying a choke hold that quickly rendered her unconscious after a brief struggle.
"You’re coming with me," Carla whispered in Juanita's ear as she dragged her limp body to the FBI sedan. “And you have the right to remain silent.”
Using zip ties from the glove compartment, Carla secured Juanita's wrists behind her back, followed by her ankles, then gagged her with a cloth to prevent any unwanted noise. After putting Juanita’s seatbelt around her, Carla returned to the Ferrari to pick up her keys and the clutch purse she had been carrying before returning to the Ford.
She drove past the Ferrari and continued up the steep hill, then turned at the next intersection where the road leveled out and found a place to park. Picking up Juanita’s clutch purse, she opened it and found her cell phone, makeup, credit cards, cash, and a few other random items.
Carla's hands trembled as she held Juanita’s phone and scrolled through her contacts, searching for Diego's name. The rain outside picked up, drumming a relentless rhythm on the car roof. She knew this was a dangerous move, but it was the only card she had left to play.
“What?” Diego sounded half-asleep, but Carla figured he wasn’t a stranger to calls at odd hours. 
"Barrera," she said, her voice quivering with a mix of fear and anger. She needed to keep this short so he didn’t hear the weakness in her voice. "I have Juanita. If you don't clear my name, I'm turning her over to the police."
"Really?" Diego's response was cold, uncaring. "Do whatever you want with her, Carla. Why would I care? She doesn’t work for me, and she doesn’t know anything that could help you.”
“She knows you kidnapped me. And she knows about the FBI agents.”
“Do what you like with her. You still have a little time.”
Carla hesitated. “Time? For what?”
“Before my men find you again. I’ve been thinking about you a lot, and how much I enjoyed fucking you in every way possible, and hearing you moan. I want to do more of that. And when my men find you, we’ll have a great time together, at least until I sell you to Samir. Maybe you can join your friend, Nikki.”
The line went dead, leaving Carla clenching the phone in her hand, her chest tightening with every labored breath. Her plan had backfired spectacularly—but she couldn't give up now. Not when everything was at stake. She glanced over at Juanita, who was slumped in her seat snoring with her head against the window.
The question was what to do now, and where to go. It would be better to get her hostage moved to a secure location while it was still dark out. She thought about it a bit and remembered a small area of abandoned warehouses out near the Burbank Airport and the film studios where she’d participated in a joint training exercise. It would take about forty-five minutes to get there at that time of the morning.
With renewed determination, she started the car and headed west to the 405 freeway. 

      ***The decrepit warehouse loomed like a dark sentinel against the stormy sky, its shattered windows gaping like empty eye sockets. It was the perfect place to confront Juanita, far from prying eyes. She had already abducted the woman, so she figured she might as well get some information out of her until she thought of a way to make her someone else’s problem.
Carla got out of the Ford and walked around to the other side. When she opened the passenger door, Juanita would have fallen on the ground if Carla hadn’t caught her.
"Get up," Carla commanded, unhooking the seatbelt and hauling Juanita to her feet. She used a come-along hold to keep her under control and get her moving toward the warehouse doors.
Inside, the huge empty space was mostly dark and streams of water were gurgling down from the roof to form large pools of water on the cracked concrete floor. They continued walking slowly, allowing Carla’s eyes to adjust, until they found the remains of an office on one side with a shallow pool of rainwater on the floor that held a dusty desk and a rotting office chair. Carla zip-tied Juanita to the office chair and stood in front of her, then lightly slapped her face a few times to wake her up before taking the rag out of her mouth.
“What the fuck?” Juanita asked, slurring her words, blinking and looking around as she tried to pull her arms loose from the chair. Then she noticed Carla standing there and squinted, trying to see her better in the dim light. “You? What the fuck, bitch?”
“You’re the one who’s fucked this time, Juanita.”
Juanita looked around and shook her head. “Nah, this is crazy. I’m dreaming right now. I knew there was something off about that molly the guy gave me in the club.”
Carla slapped her hard. “This dream is going to hurt unless you tell me what I need to know. I need information. Anything that can help me clear my name."
"Fuck off," Juanita slurred, clearly still drunk. "I don't know anything. I'm not one of Diego's flunkies."
"Then what are you?" Carla demanded, bending over to lean on Juanita’s wrists and stare into her eyes. "Maybe I should just turn you over to the police and let them figure out what to do with you. Why should I believe you?"
"Because…I dunno," Juanita paused, swaying slightly. "You've got nothing else, do you?"
Carla's eyes narrowed, her desperation growing. Juanita was right—and it scared her more than anything else. She was playing a game she couldn't win and might just be digging a deeper hole for herself, but she had no choice. She had to see this through.
"If you know something and you're lying to me, I'll make you regret it. I promise."
Juanita seemed unfazed by Carla's threat, but beneath the bravado, there was a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes.
“If you’re trying to protect Barrera, it won’t do you any good. You knew I was a captive, and kidnapping is a felony.”
A cruel smile stretched across Juanita's face, her eyes promising nothing but trouble. "You know, you were a lot of fun while it lasted. You should check out the videos I put up on social media.” She paused and winked at Carla. “Looks like you really enjoyed getting fucked like that."
She sounded a lot like Barrera. Carla clenched her fists, trying to maintain her composure. "That’s enough," she growled, her voice strained.
"Go ahead, you’ve got my phone, check it out. I'm sure you'll love it." Juanita's laughter was loud in the small office. "What's the matter? Can't handle the truth? Trust me, you’re a big star now, and all the guys comment on those great tits of yours."
Against her better judgment, Carla gritted her teeth and pulled out Juanita’s phone. She searched her files and played one of the videos. Her stomach churned as she watched herself being fucked with a strapon by Juanita. The expression that Carla saw on her own face made it even worse—she looked pained at first, but then it looked like she was enjoying it. The humiliation bubbled up inside her, threatening to erupt.
"See?" Juanita chuckled. "I knew you liked it. That video probably made you wet right now. And what are you going to do about it, huh? You're just a cop. You can't touch me, bitch."
Something snapped inside Carla. She couldn't take it anymore. With a feral snarl, she lunged at Juanita, ripping her shirt open and twisting her nipples hard. Juanita screamed in pain, but Carla didn't let up. "Tell me something useful about Diego!" she demanded.
"Fuck you!" Juanita spat back, defiance in her eyes even as tears welled up.
"Fine." Carla's expression hardened. Juanita’s smile disappeared as Carla tore off Juanita’s silk top the rest of the way, making her breasts bounce, and tossed it aside. Using the EMT scissors she had found with the first aid kit in the Ford’s glove compartment, she cut the zip ties holding Juanita to the chair. Juanita's eyes widened in fear as she started to realize just how much trouble she was in.
Carla kicked Juanita forward, sending her face-first into the puddle of water on the warehouse floor. While Juanita sputtered and spit dirty water out of her mouth, Carla put her knee on Juanita’s lower back to hold her in place, then cut off her miniskirt and sliced it into several pieces before reaching down to cut off her panties. 
“Stop it, bitch! You can’t do this!”
Carla shifted position so she could keep Juanita down in the puddle and shove two fingers up her ass, making her scream in agony. Pumping in and out, Carla added a third finger to intensify the pain before she could get used to it. With her other hand, she reached around and twisted one of Juanita's nipples, making her beg for mercy.
"Tell me about Diego!" Carla yelled, her voice raw with rage as she rammed her hand into Juanita’s ass harder and harder.
"All right! All right!" Juanita sobbed, her resistance finally crumbling. "Stop!”
Carla paused, but left her hand in place as a reminder.
“There's a big drug deal coming up...I overheard it when I was working on my tan by the pool. Huge shipment."
“Where?”
“Long Beach. At the port. It’s an oil tanker, but it’s got a huge cargo area hidden in the middle.”
“What’s the name of the ship?”
“How should I know? Let me out of this water! It’s freezing!”
Carla could hear the lie in Juanita’s voice. She turned and grabbed Juanita’s long hair, yanking her head back, then reached around and squeezed her nipple hard again, squeezing and rolling it between her fingers to make her gargle and scream.
“Fuck! Okay!”
Carla continued gripping her nipple. “Ship’s name?”
“Scorpion….”
“Scorpion what?”
Juanita gritted her teeth, groaning, as Carla kept the pressure on. “Legend! Scorpion Legend!”
Carla eased up on her nipple and let go of her hair, letting her face splash down into the puddle again. “See? That wasn’t so hard. Maybe I should have recorded this on video so you could post it on social media.”
Juanita squirmed and splashed underneath Carla in a futile attempt to get loose, but Carla just sat on her and waited. Eventually, Juanita calmed down and gave her the rest of the details she knew: where and when the exchange was going to take place at the port. When Carla was satisfied that Juanita had told her everything she knew, she pulled her up to her feet and sat her down in the office chair again, naked, dripping, and covered with goosebumps. Then she zip-tied her to the armrests again as Juanita glared at her.
Hope surged through Carla. This could be the information she needed to get her some credit with her boss and clear her name. But first, she had to get out of this hellish situation—and there was no guarantee that anyone would believe her.
Juanita tried to keep her teeth from chattering. “Well?”
“Well what?”
“Give me my clothes! And let me go!”
Carla bent over and plucked some of the small cut pieces of Juanita’s skirt and top off the floor, then held them up dripping in front of her. “You mean these?”
“You bitch!” Juanita screamed in frustration.
“Sucks to be a captive, doesn’t it?”
“Fuck you!”
“You did that already. Several times.” 
“You can’t leave me here!”
Carla shrugged. “Someone will find you. This is gang territory. You probably won’t even have to wait long.”
“Fuck—” Before she could finish, Carla suddenly lurched forward and crammed some of Juanita’s torn clothes into her mouth to keep her quiet. Juanita screamed again, but she could hardly hear it.
Carla picked up Juanita’s phone and shot a few flash photos of her so she’d have a souvenir of their time together. 
“Thanks for the good time,” Carla said, “but I have to be going now. I have calls to make.”
Juanita screamed into her gag, shaking her head and lurching from side to side, as Carla walked away with her phone.

      ***When Carla was back at the car, she sat in the driver’s seat and took a deep breath, noting that the sun was about to come up over the horizon. She was exhausted and badly needed some sleep, but she couldn’t stop right now, and couldn’t think of a safe place to go.
Her hands trembled as she dialed Captain Forester's personal cell number. She'd once trusted her boss completely, but now uncertainty gnawed at her. When he answered, his voice was gruff. “Forester. Who’s this?”
“Carla Santos.”
There was a long pause. "Carla, where are you? What's going on? Last report I had put you in Mexico."
"Captain, I was set up and I can prove my innocence, but I need to do it my way," Carla replied, her voice wavering between determination and fear. “I also have some important information you need to have before tomorrow night.”
Another long pause. "Carla, you know I want to believe you, but I need you to turn yourself in."
She would have argued, but she didn’t have a better plan right now. "Fine, but only on my terms." She hesitated before continuing, "Meet me alone at the parking lot by the Santa Monica Pier tonight. It’ll be closed then, so the lot should be empty. Nobody else, no backup. Just you."
Forester sighed heavily. “This isn’t the usual way we do things, Carla. You know that.”
“This is an unusual situation.”
Forester cleared his throat. "All right, Carla. But after this, you're coming in, understood?"
"Understood," she whispered, then hung up.
Carla reached down to grab the ignition wires and start the car. Her stomach was grumbling and she was out of granola bars, but she was going to cruise the nearby industrial area where the early morning food trucks would soon be showing up to serve the locals coming to work. Cheap and anonymous food was what she needed right now, and she had the cash in Juanita’s clutch purse to buy it with.
As she started driving on her food hunt, she replayed the phone conversation with her boss in her head. Captain Forester was a by-the-book rule follower—would he really come alone, or would he bring a team of officers to apprehend her? Was she walking into salvation tonight, or a trap? The only other alternative was to make a run for it and abandon everything. However, deep down, she knew that clearing her name was the only way to regain her life.
Maybe she’d feel better once she’d eaten something.






  
  Chapter thirteen

Weak sunlight filtered through the high warehouse windows, casting a golden haze on the dusty air. Carla fed the last of the breakfast burrito to Juanita, who was still bound tightly to the office chair. The woman's eyes flashed with a mix of anger and fear, but she accepted the food nonetheless. Even without the gag in her mouth, Juanita hadn’t said anything since Carla came back into the office to feed her, perhaps thinking that Carla would take the food away if Juanita pissed her off. 
"Sorry, that's all I've got," Carla said, giving her a drink of water before replacing the gag in her mouth that was made of her own wet clothes. She also draped a dirty sheet of clear plastic over Juanita's shivering body, trying to warm her up a little. "I know it's not the most comfortable situation, but we'll be moving soon."
Thinking she should hide the Ford from prying eyes, Carla walked outside the warehouse and drove it back inside through the permanently open rollup door, ensuring it wouldn't be spotted by any passing police cars. Exhausted from the night's events, Carla then settled lower into the driver's seat and closed her eyes, drifting into an uneasy sleep for a few hours.
When she woke in the afternoon, Carla's stomach growled, reminding her of the leftover breakfast she'd set aside. Her eyes darted to Juanita, who remained tied up and covered by the makeshift plastic blanket. Carla finished her meal quickly, then wiped her hands on her borrowed clothes before striding back to the office.
"All right, Juanita. Time for a ride," she announced. “Unless you’d prefer to stay here?”
Unable to protest due to the cloth gag, Juanita glared at Carla as she was led to the car, her steps unsteady from being bound for so long. Carla opened the trunk and gestured for Juanita to get in, explaining, "You can't ride up front. You're naked, and I can't have anyone seeing you like this."
Carla had thought about finding clothes for her earlier, and maybe new ones for herself, but it wasn’t the highest item on her priority list, and these little acts of revenge helped control her urge to do much more to Juanita.
Juanita's eyes flashed with indignation, but she had no choice but to comply as she awkwardly got in with Carla’s help. As Carla closed the trunk, she couldn't help but feel a pang of guilt for treating Juanita this way, but it was necessary for Carla to maintain control if they were going to survive this ordeal. They were never going to be friends.
With Juanita secured in the trunk, Carla slid behind the wheel, her thoughts consumed by their uncertain future. In the darkness of the warehouse, the car roared to life as she put the ignition wires together, and they sped off toward the freeway before it turned into a river of slow-moving metal.

      ***The sun dipped low, casting long shadows across the beach as Carla parked in a narrow alley near the Santa Monica Pier. Santa Monica and Venice still managed to maintain a small beach town feel, at least along the beach where you could see the water, so it attracted a wide variety of people and plenty of anonymous strangers. It had also become a popular refuge for the homeless population, all of which could play to Carla’s advantage the way she was dressed. Her pulse quickened with anticipation; this was her chance to observe the meeting place with Forester and gather valuable intel. With Juanita hidden away in the trunk, she stepped out of the car, adjusting her borrowed clothes and hat, making sure that the safety pins kept her coat from flying open and embarrassing her again. Her high heels would not attract attention among the bizarre outfits often seen in this neighborhood.
She was getting a break from the rain, but there were still plenty of puffy clouds. Because she didn’t want to remove her shoes in case she had to move quickly, Carla strolled across the asphalt parking lot pavement until she had to walk a short distance in the sand. The salty breeze whipped her hair around her face, but she remained focused on her surroundings. She found a spot to sit that offered a good vantage point to watch the parking lot as the cars at the meters cleared out, letting her scan the area for potential threats while allowing her to enjoy the last of the sunset.
Off to her side, Carla saw two surfers in wetsuits slogging through the sand without their boards, one with long blond hair and the other with long brown hair, neither of which had used a brush in a while. They were nudging each other and watching her as they passed.
"Reno, check out the babe," said the blond guy.
"You mean the homeless chick?" Reno replied, the wind blowing his hair into his face.
"Just look at her, man. She's hot. And she's wearing heels. I want to see what's under that coat," insisted the blond guy, his eyes fixated on Carla.
"Luke, she'll probably blow you cheap, just ask her," Reno taunted, causing both men to laugh.
Carla smiled politely, masking her irritation at their crude remarks. "Piss off," she said evenly, her tone firm yet controlled.
"Go fuck yourself," they spat back, walking away and grumbling about her attitude.
She watched them go, her anger simmering beneath the surface. But now wasn't the time for confrontation; she had a mission to focus on. As the last rays of sunlight vanished over the western horizon, illuminating the storm clouds from below with a red-gold light, a veil of darkness settled over the beach. Tourists and seagulls moved a little faster, not wanting to confront the denizens of the night that would soon be emerging. 
Carla got up and finished her tour of the vicinity, watching for security cameras and other likely traps and observation points where cops could hide. Satisfied for now, she walked back to her car that was backed into the narrow alley lined with dumpsters and garbage cans, ready for a quick exit. The alley blocked the illumination from a nearby streetlight, leaving the car well hidden in the shadows.
Working her way through the narrow space between the wall and the sides of the car, she stepped around the back of the car and tapped on the trunk lid. “Juanita? Doing okay in there?”
The only response was a muffled yell from inside, reminding Carla of the gag still firmly in Juanita’s mouth.
Carla bent over to lean on the trunk so she wouldn’t have to yell. “Don’t go anywhere. I’m going to find you something to wear."
As she started to stand up, a sudden weight slammed into her back, forcing her back down onto the cold metal. Turning her head, she saw the two surfers from earlier, Luke and Reno, their faces twisted with anger.
"Thought we'd let you off easy, huh?" Reno snarled, pinning her to the trunk and trying to fumble off her coat while Carla struggled under his weight and tried to kick backwards. Grabbing her legs, Luke pulled at her tight pants, ripping at them to get them loose from her butt, then yanked them down around her ankles, making it hard for Carla to move her feet. 
"Big mistake!" she yelled, but her words were cut off by a brutal punch from Reno, leaving her reeling and barely conscious. To keep her quiet, he stuffed foul-tasting trash into her mouth, gagging her just like Juanita in the trunk below.
Clearly enjoying Carla's helplessness as she lay naked on the back of the car with Reno holding her down, Luke pulled out a condom. "I'm not taking any chances with this one," he said smugly, rolling it onto his erection. “No telling where she’s been.”
“Do it,” Reno said, reaching under Carla to grip one of her breasts and squeeze it hard.
Although her body was limp and she was barely conscious, Carla jerked as Luke rubbed spit on her pussy, then rubbed the tip of his cock up and down against her folds and roughly shoved his cock into her from behind. Carla’s body tensed as she felt herself being violated by Luke, his thrusts forceful and merciless, her body shuddering with each impact. The car bounced beneath her. She gritted her teeth and focused on the anger boiling inside her, using it as fuel to fight back.
Luke moaned with pleasure as he reached his climax, then pulled out and rubbed his cock against her inner thigh to clean himself off. "Your turn, Reno," he said to his friend. “She’s nice and tight. I’ll hold her for you.”
"I don't have a condom," Reno admitted.
Luke shrugged. "Just fuck her in the ass, then."
Carla heard the sound of a zipper as Reno and Luke exchanged places. Lucas had pulled his pants up, but his cock was still out and semi-erect. She was trying to focus enough to fight back, but she was still disoriented from the punch and moving too slow. Luke pulled back on her hair with one hand so he could see her breasts better, rubbing his cock against her side. “Man, those tits are nice. I want to spend more time with them. Maybe we should take her with us and keep her for a while. Nobody will miss her.”
Reno dropped his pants and fingered her ass for a moment. “Let me fuck her first. Then we can talk.”
“Whatever, dude. I’m just sayin’ this is an opportunity.” Luke slammed her back down on the trunk lid and held her there with one hand on her back, then grabbed one of her breasts so he could twist her nipple and watch her squirm.
As Reno violated her anally, his cock pushing in as far as it would go against her tight inner muscles, Carla fought through the pain and humiliation, focusing on her determination to escape and turn the tables on these bastards. She grunted with each thrust, not wanting to show how painful it was because it might encourage them, feeling her clarity and strength returning as she waited for the perfect moment.
“Keep going. I have an idea,” Luke said.
The car lurched as Luke climbed up on the trunk lid and slid his back up to the rear window of the car. He pulled his pants down more and grabbed her head so he could jerk her face toward his throbbing cock, which was hard again. “Open up, slut.”
When she felt Luke's damp cock bump against her closed mouth, she made her move. Jerking back, she reached up and drove her flat-fingered hand straight into his throat, causing him to fall back gagging. Startled, Reno pulled out of her ass in surprise. Then she quickly slid off the trunk lid, crouched, and spun around in the other direction to punch Reno in the balls. Reno howled and bent over, but she got one more punch in before he could protect himself, and he fell backwards with a surprised look on his pale face. Tripping on his pants, he hit the ground hard, then curled up into a ball and groaned. Carla stood up and yanked on Luke’s legs, pulling him off the trunk lid to fall flat on his back, knocking the wind out of him.
Her ankles still bound by her torn pants, Carla awkwardly walked over to the passenger side of her car, opened the door, and grabbed more zip-ties from the glove compartment. She quickly trapped Luke in a corner, delivering a swift kick to his balls with her high heels before zip-tying his ankles together and his wrists behind his back. With the same brutal efficiency, she did the same to Reno, who was still lying on the ground moaning with his pants around his ankles.
Knowing that she needed to move her car, Carla drove down the street to leave the two idiots behind, her breathing starting to slow, and found another dark alley to back into. As she stopped and took a few deep breaths, she couldn't believe her bad luck or that she kept getting attacked. Looking at herself in her homeless outfit, she thought it should've been enough to deter any unwanted attention, but apparently she was mistaken.
Carla's pants were ruined, so she took off her shoes and tossed the ripped jeans in the back seat. Her coat, long enough to hang down to her thighs, would have to suffice for now, even though it left her legs exposed. She readjusted her clothes, using more safety pins to hold her coat closed because the zipper didn't work, and put the battered fedora back on her head.
It began to rain again.
This time, she was just going to sit in the car with the doors locked and wait for Captain Forester to show up.

      ***A few minutes before the meeting, Carla crouched in the shadows behind a dumpster near her car, her breath misting in the cool air. She smelled the salt in the fresh air, and it was nice. At this quiet time of the night, the surf crashing against the beach sounded much louder, roaring and then hissing. The rain had softened to a drizzle as she watched Captain Forester park his patrol car at the entrance of the empty parking lot and step out. Despite the chill, Carla felt sweat beading on her forehead beneath her battered hat. She felt anxious, and she knew tonight's events could change everything.
Carla started walking toward Forester. She kept an eye out for any signs of other police cars or officers, but so far, it seemed that Forester was alone. A few oblivious beach people strolled along the sidewalk between the parking lot and the sand, oblivious to the tension brewing nearby. The homeless people huddled in corners and under cardboard boxes, their ragged clothes offering little protection from the damp.
Carla narrowed her eyes as she noticed one of the homeless men talking into his sleeve. That subtle gesture made her stomach clench—he had a radio, and he was probably a cop. He hadn't spotted her yet, and she knew she couldn't afford to be caught. With a surge of adrenaline, she turned on her heel and tried to remain casual as she shuffled back to her car in the alley, listening for running footsteps. She slid behind the wheel and casually drove away, hoping that any cops who spotted the car would assume she was law enforcement.
Too close, she thought, her hands gripping the steering wheel. Way too close.

      ***Later, parked about a mile from the beach among the California oaks and eucalyptus trees in Malibu Canyon, Carla woke with a start to the sound of pounding in the trunk of her car. She rubbed her eyes, disoriented for a moment before remembering Juanita was still locked inside.
"Shit," she cursed under her breath, climbing out of the car and making her way to the trunk. As she opened it, she found Juanita lying there, naked and dirty, wrapped in her plastic sheet, her once-sleek hair now a tangled mess. She looked pathetic.
Carla helped Juanita out of the trunk, pulled her plastic sheet tighter around her, and guided her to the front passenger seat, securing her with the seatbelt once more. This time, she left Juanita's ankles loose, allowing her a modicum of comfort.
"What did Diego say when you told him you kidnapped me?" Juanita asked, her voice hoarse from hours spent gagged.
Carla felt like this was an important conversation, especially if she wanted Juanita’s continued cooperation. "I offered to bring you back if Diego would clear my name, but Diego said he didn't care," Carla replied, her tone cold. "He doesn't want you back and told me I could do whatever I wanted with you."
Juanita's face twisted in anger. "What an asshole!" she spat, fresh tears springing to her eyes. 
“And you know what that means,” Carla prompted.
Juanita frowned at her. “I’m on my own? What about all my clothes and stuff back at his house?”
Carla shook her head. “That’s not what I meant. If he doesn’t want you back, he considers you a liability. Did he know about those videos of me that you posted on your social media accounts?”
“No, of course not. If he did—” Juanita paused as the truth dawned on her. “He’d kill me. Maybe he knows now? Maybe he blames me for the FBI showing up?”
Carla tried not to roll her eyes. “Yes, that’s the logical conclusion.”
"So what now? I want my clothes. He owes me those clothes for all the shit I had to put with while I was living there."
“Do you want to die to get them?”
Juanita hesitated. “Well, no, I guess not. But look at me.” She gestured at her naked body wrapped in plastic.
Carla eyed Juanita, taking in her vulnerable state and the fear that flickered in her eyes. A devious idea formed in her mind. 
"I'll help you," Carla said, her tone almost caring. "You're going to call Jamie. Tell him you've been kidnapped and that I'm going to leave you by the shake shack at the intersection of Malibu Canyon Road and Pacific Coast Highway. Make sure he comes alone."
"Are you crazy? Why would I call him?" Juanita hissed, narrowing her eyes. “He’s so creepy. He watches me sunbathing naked while he jerks off in the bushes.”
"Trust me. It's for your own good." Carla retrieved Juanita’s phone and sent Jamie the photo of Juanita tied up in the warehouse, naked and helpless. She then showed it to Juanita, whose face turned pale with shock.
“You didn’t just send him that, did you? He’ll come all over his phone when he gets it.”
"Call him," Carla commanded, thrusting the phone into Juanita's hands.
Juanita hesitated for a moment, then let out a heavy sigh and dialed Jamie's number. As he answered, she put the call on the speaker and tried to sound as pitiful as possible. "Jamie, it's Juanita. I've been kidnapped and Diego can’t help me. Please come rescue me. I'll be at the shake shack on Malibu Canyon Road and PCH. You have to come alone, okay? I need you."
They heard Jamie’s heavy breathing at the other end. “I just saw the photo. It’s…wow, I mean…I don’t know if Diego would want me to leave.”
Juanita looked at Carla and shook her head like she thought he was an idiot. “Look, I need you, Jamie. I want you. You’re the only man who can help me. And if you save me, I promise I'll make it worth your while. I know you want me, and I'll let you do whatever you want to me. Anything you want." 
They could practically hear Jamie salivating on the other end of the line, and Carla actually she thought she heard a soft moan.
"Deal," Jamie agreed enthusiastically, his creepy whisper dripping out of the phone. “Whatever you need, Juanita. I’ll take care of you. You know I’d do anything for you.”
“Thank you, baby. This means so much to me,” Juanita said, looking at Carla with a dead-eyed expression.
They arranged to meet and Juanita ended the call, then looked at Carla. “How was that?”
“Good,” Carla said. “We’ll be ready for him.”
Juanita looked at Carla, then out the window at the darkness and the rain pattering on the window. "Are you really going to let me go?"
"Yes," Carla replied, her expression unreadable. "I have no use for you now."
As Juanita breathed a sigh of relief, Carla thought that wasn't entirely true. Her new plan was in motion, and she knew the chaos that was about to unfold would be more than worth it.






  
  Chapter fourteen

A soft patter of rain fell from the somber sky as Carla crouched behind the trees next to the Ford. Her high heels sank into the damp earth as she surveyed the scene before her. Juanita stood alone next to the closed Malibu Shake stand in the middle of the gravel parking area, her nakedness shielded only by a clear plastic sheet that stuck to her damp body like a second skin. With the shake shack closed and the rain coming down, there were no surfers or other customers in the empty lot. 
The tension in Carla’s muscles screamed for release, for action. Then she heard the hiss of tires on wet pavement, and a black BMW sedan appeared, its tires crunching on the wet gravel as it pulled up near Malibu Shake. Jamie emerged from the car and stood there with the door open, his bald head glistening with raindrops as he scanned the area with cautious eyes. He rubbed his smooth scalp, pondering the situation, then set off toward Juanita, his loud Hawaiian shirt and board shorts clashing with the somber atmosphere.
As Jamie drew closer to Juanita, his eyes lit up and he smiled at the sight of her barely concealed body. It was as if nothing else existed in that moment, his attention entirely consumed by this tantalizing vision before him. With calculated precision, Juanita then dropped the plastic sheet, feigning surprise as it fluttered to the ground and started to blow away. Jamie's breath hitched, his eyes wide as they roamed over her exposed flesh, taking in every inch of her supple body. Bending over to retrieve the sheet, Juanita offered him an unobstructed view of her pert backside.
Carla sprang into action, closing the distance between them in a heartbeat. She seized Jamie's arms, looping the zip ties around his wrists and binding them behind his back. In one swift motion, she removed the Glock 19 pistol he had tucked in his waistband against his lower back, hidden beneath his garish shirt.
"Wha-what the fuck?" Jamie sputtered, struggling to break free from Carla’s grip. With a quick jerk, he pulled away and ran, but Carla was relentless, tackling him to the ground and pinning him beneath her. Then she rolled him over and stood up, aiming the gun at his groin, and that was when his eyes went wide as he recognized her.
“Oh, shit,” Jamie said, putting his hands in front of him like they could ward off bullets. “Don’t shoot! I’m sorry! I was only doing what Barrera told me to do!”
Carla thought the fear in his eyes was intoxicating. "I'd love nothing more than to put a bullet in you, but I've got other plans for now."
Juanita approached, the plastic sheet once again draped around her body, shaking her head as she gazed down at Jamie. Carla knew this moment would be burned into his memory forever—the instant when he realized the power dynamics had shifted, and he was no longer in control. The women were in charge.
"Here's your choice, Jamie," Carla said, still aiming the gun at his groin. "You cooperate and make a little video for us, or I pull the trigger and stuff you in the trunk of my car so I can dispose of you like the trash you are. What'll it be?"
“Okay, okay. Sure. Whatever you want. No problem-o.”
Carla stood him up, then surprised him by reaching into the pocket of his shorts and feeling around.
“Hey, I—” Jamie stammered.
“Shut up. It’s not what you think,” Carla said, pulling his car keys out of his pocket.
The raindrops pattered against the roof of the black BMW in a soothing rhythm. Carla stood by the car, her hand gripping Jamie's arm as she shoved him into the back seat next to Juanita. She could feel his fear pulsating through his skin.
"Listen closely, Jamie," Carla said, her voice low and menacing. "You are no longer in charge and you’re going to do what I tell you, or you’ll find out that I really don’t care if you live or die. You and Juanita are going to confess everything—what you did to me, how Diego framed me, and how he's responsible for the death of Eric Cannon and the disappearance of Nikki Silverstone. Don’t leave out any details or I’ll make you do it over again."
"You're insane!" Jamie stammered, his eyes wide with terror. "Diego will kill me if I say any of that!"
"Would you prefer that I kill you right now?" Carla countered, her rage boiling over as memories of her captivity flooded her mind. "Because I'll gladly put a bullet in you for what you did to me in that basement." The cold intensity in her words left no room for doubt that she meant every syllable.
"Okay! Okay, I'll do it," Jamie conceded, his voice shaking.
Carla handed Juanita her phone, giving her a nod to start recording. As the video began, Carla climbed into the front seat of the BMW, listening intently to their confessions.
"Diego Barrera framed Carla Santos," Jamie's voice trembled behind her. "He's also responsible for the death of FBI agent Eric Cannon and he sold agent Nikki Silverstone to a buyer from Saudi Arabia to be used as a sex slave." Then he went on to fill in all the details as Carla had requested. When Jamie’s confession was complete, Juanita recorded her own version of what had happened to Carla. Juanita’s recording somewhat minimized her role in tormenting Carla, but Carla was okay with that now because she had helped her get to Jamie.
When they finished, Carla grabbed Juanita's phone and reviewed the recording. Satisfied with the outcome, she instructed Juanita to post it on her social media. After confirming it was live, Carla pocketed both Juanita's and Jamie's phones.
"Here's the deal," Carla said, tossing Jamie's car key onto his lap. "Once you figure out how to get free, you can leave in your precious BMW. I'm done with both of you." With that, Carla strode back to her own car, the two cell phones and Jamie's gun weighing heavily in her hand. 
As she sat in her car, gripping the ignition wires to start the car, Carla thought about her next problem, which was the big drug deal going on that night. She knew she needed help from someone powerful if she was going to interfere with it to nail Diego Barrera, but the police wouldn't help or believe her. So, she decided to head to North Hollywood. She would have to revisit her past to help secure her future.

      ***By the time Carla got through the traffic to North Hollywood on the 101, the most heavily traveled freeway in the world, it was mid-morning. The neon lights of The Proud Pussy were dark in the rain-soaked alley. A pink cat, standing upright and dancing, adorned the club's sign with its mischievous grin. Carla parked her car behind the strip club, the thumping bass from within already vibrating the air around her, even though they wouldn’t be open for another two hours. She took a deep breath and stepped out into the drizzle, feeling a twinge of nostalgia for her wilder days.
"Misty!" Cosmo, the familiar bouncer, greeted her with a smile as she approached. "Long time, no see."
Carla smiled back, amused that he had used her stripper name. "Hey, Cosmo, looking good," she replied, nodding at him as she walked past. The music grew louder, pulsating through her body like a second heartbeat as she headed for the inner doors.
Inside, the club was dimly lit, with spotlights illuminating two nude women auditioning on stage. They spun gracefully around the stripper poles, their fluid movements hypnotizing to watch. Carla spotted Jewel, her former boss, seated near the stage with a notepad, scrutinizing their performances. Jewel was a tall, strikingly attractive Black woman in her forties who looked like a runway model with a generous bust, which was currently displayed in a low-cut sparkling gown like she was about to attend a fancy party. She exuded power and sensuality, commanding attention wherever she went. Jewel had been very successful as an exotic dancer before she moved into management and bought her own club.
"Carla Santos," Jewel said, her voice sultry and smooth as silk as Carla walked up beside her. "I didn't expect to see you here again."
"Desperate times, Jewel," Carla replied, managing a small smile. "You know how it is."
Jewel raised an eyebrow, returning her gaze to the dancers. "What brings you back to our humble establishment? You looking for some extra cash?"
"I need a reference," Carla said, glancing around the empty club, then looking up at the two gyrating women, a blonde and a brunette. “Fresh meat? What are their names?”
“Angel and Candy,” Jewel said.
“Not very creative.”
“Well, I don’t have an Angel or a Candy working for me right now, so it’s cool. What kind of referral do you need, baby?” Then she noticed the homeless outfit that Carla was wearing, or at least the ragged coat since she wasn’t wearing any pants. “Looks like things ain’t going so well. You need a sandwich?”
Carla glanced down at the coat and the safety pins holding the zipper together. “Oh, ignore that. I’m just trying to hide from some bad guys.”
"Sure, baby," Jewel said, watching the dancers again. "That’s your business, tell me or not. Have a seat and tell me what you need."
Carla couldn't help but watch the dancers as she sat down beside Jewel. She remembered how alive she had felt on stage, the adrenaline rush of performing for an audience. But that was another life.
Carla hesitated before speaking, her voice barely audible over the music. "I need a favor, Jewel. A big one."
"Go on," Jewel prompted, her curiosity piqued.
"Remember the Chrome Kings? The biker gang that used to come here all the time?"
"Of course," Jewel replied with a knowing smile. "They were practically your fan club. They still drop by sometimes."
"Right," Carla nodded, feeling the weight of her situation pressing down on her. "I need you to connect me with them. It's urgent."
Jewel's expression darkened. "Carla, asking the Kings for help is dangerous. You know that."
"I don't have a choice, Jewel," Carla insisted, desperation creeping into her voice. "This goes way beyond us and this club."
“You got no other way to handle that problem of yours?”
Carla shrugged. “I need a lot of help.”
Jewel studied her for a moment, then sighed. "All right. I'll make the call. But be careful, Carla. Those guys are bad news."
"Thanks, Jewel," Carla replied, relief washing over her. "I owe you one."
"Damn right, you do," Jewel said, a hint of a smile returning to her face. As the thumping music continued, they stood up and hugged. Carla couldn't shake the feeling that danger was closing in, tightening its grip around her like a noose, but the hug felt good.

      ***Carla spent another thirty minutes driving out past Shadow Hills and up the winding La Tuna Canyon Road to Sun Valley. The Chrome King clubhouse was in the hills near the La Tuna Canyon Movie Ranch, where movies like Chinatown, Boyz n the Hood, and Clueless had been filmed. The area felt remote and quiet as if it were far away from Los Angeles just down the hill.
As Carla drove up the gravel road and approached the Chrome Kings' clubhouse, she heard the booming sound of revving Harley engines mixed with rock music. Parking her car well away from the buildings because it looked like an unmarked police unit, she steeled herself as she walked up to the entrance, her high heels wobbling on the gravel drive, where a young man with a buzzcut and a leather vest stood guard. His name patch read, "Knucklehead," in bold letters.
"Uh, hey," Carla said, trying to sound casual. "I'm here to see Sledge."
"Who are you?" Knucklehead asked, squinting at her in confusion. Carla's disguise—her dirty coat, unkempt hair, and lack of pants—was clearly throwing him off.
"Carla Santos," she said, flashing him a smile. "Sledge and I go way back. Before your time."
"Carla Santos, the dancer?" Knucklehead's eyes widened as he studied her face, hesitating for a moment before nodding. "We’ve got a big poster of you over the fireplace, dancing on stage. Jesus, you’re a star.”
Knucklehead stared at her in awe.
“So,” Carla prompted, “can I go in?”
Knucklehead snapped out of it. “Okay, I'll let you in. But don't cause any trouble."
"Wouldn't dream of it," Carla said as she stepped past him. They had one of her old posters on the wall? She had forgotten that the strip club had sold those. Now she was worried about facing not only Sledge but also the entire biker gang.
Entering the dimly lit clubhouse, she found Sledge sitting at a small table near the bar with a beer in front of him, surrounded by two of his men and two women in tight leather outfits that displayed their breasts. Sledge was a towering figure, all muscle and tattoos, with short brown hair and an intimidating presence. As soon as he saw her, a grin spread across his face.
"Carla Santos," he drawled, his voice gravelly and deep. "Never thought I'd see the day you'd walk into my clubhouse."
She glanced up at the poster of herself above the fireplace, mostly naked as she spun around a stripper pole on stage with a spotlight behind her. “Looks like you remember me.”
Sledge snorted. “You’re hard to forget, lady.”
“That’s nice of you to say," she said, maintaining eye contact as she approached him. "I need your help."
"Really?" He raised an eyebrow, his gaze flicking over her disguise with amusement. "What's in it for me and my crew?"
"Drugs and cash," Carla said bluntly, knowing that subtlety wouldn't work with these men. "I want you to help me break up a drug deal. It’s a huge delivery, and you get the spoils.” 
Sledge nodded, then tipped his head to one side. “You have my attention. And what do you get?”
“I want Diego Barrera."
“The drug lord? You’re talking about one of his shipments?”
“That’s right.”
“That’s a big ask. He’ll have an army protecting him.” 
Carla shrugged. “That’s why I need an army to get him. When I thought about it, you had the only army I could think of that was powerful enough to take him down.” She paused a moment. “Unless you’re afraid of him. If you are, I’d understand.”
Sledge frowned, drumming his fingers on the table. “I’m not afraid of him, but you must be really desperate to come here.”
“Then you’ll help me?”
Sledge took a drink of his beer as he studied her, then leaned back in his chair. "You know, I always wanted to fuck you when you were dancing at that club, but I never got the chance." He smirked. "So, how about you start off by sucking my dick? Then we'll talk. Take off your coat."
Carla gritted her teeth and considered walking out, then swallowed her pride as she agreed to his terms. She removed her coat, revealing her naked torso underneath. She could see the hunger in Sledge's eyes as he stared at her body. He eagerly pulled down his jeans, exposing his erect penis. Carla hesitated for a moment before kneeling between his hairy legs, looking up into his eyes for any sign of remorse or humanity. There was none.
As Sledge admired her body, he said, "You look so much better without all that homeless shit you were wearing."
Carla glanced around at the men and women standing around them holding beer bottles, all wearing vests with name patches; Razor, Smoke, Cougar, and Silky. “Can we get some privacy?”
“They get to watch,” Sledge said, leaning farther back in his chair to shift his butt forward on the seat. “I don’t think you’re the shy type.”
It was a steep price to pay, but she needed Sledge’s help, there weren’t any other options, and time was running short. Steeling herself, Carla nodded.
Carla sighed, then bent forward. She took a deep breath before reaching out with one hand and slowly started stroking him from base to tip. His moans encouraged her to continue, so she did, wrapping her lips around him and taking him into her mouth. He tasted salty and his musk was strong. She tried to focus on the task at hand, pushing down the disgust that threatened to overwhelm her. As she moved her head back and forth along his length, she noticed Sledge's breathing becoming more erratic. The feeling of his hands on the back of her head grew more forceful as he guided her movements. 
This went on for a few minutes, and just as she was starting to feel like a performing monkey, Sledge grabbed her hair and held her head still, a cruel grin on his face. "You know what, Carla? Our fee just went up."
Before Carla could protest, Silky and Cougar appeared at her sides, gripping her arms tightly. Razor and Smoke walked up and proceeded to tie her wrists behind her. They quickly undressed, and Carla soon found herself at the center of the gangbang she'd never asked for. She silently raged at the two women who held her, doing nothing to help her.
She was on her hands and knees now. Sledge was gripping her head to hold it still while ramming his cock into her mouth and plunging into her throat, and she struggled not to gag. At the same time, Smoke had applied some kind of oil to her ass before slowly penetrating her from behind until his cock was buried deep inside her, and Razor was on his back beneath her while licking and sucking her nipples and probing her pussy with one of his fingers. Except for Sledge pounding his groin into her face, it didn’t feel violent. Although she had been startled by this sudden switch to a gangbang, her body was responding rapidly, and she could feel her own juices running down her inner thighs.
Smoke was the first to come, groaning as he suddenly increased his speed and power, slamming into her ass, his load of semen already leaking out of her. She felt ripples of pleasure moving through her. When Smoke rubbed her butt with his hand and backed away, Razor got up and moved around behind her to fuck her pussy, and her own ripples became waves of electric energy that sparked all of her nerves and made her close her eyes and moan, although it was muffled by Sledge’s cock in her mouth. While she felt Razor’s cock thrusting in and out, her hips began bucking against him on their own and she tensed and came, which also excited Razor enough to make him come. Her mouth had also joined in the fun, working her tongue as Sledge continued thrusting, and she came again, her body stiffening as she let out a screaming moan that was once again muffled by Sledge’s cock, and he smiled down at her. 
Sledge finally let out a loud groan and climaxed in her mouth. He held her head in place until he was sure she had swallowed every sticky drop of his seed. Only then did he release her and sag back in his chair with a sigh.
Carla forced herself not to gag as come dripped from her mouth, and she wished that her hands were free. She met Sledge's eyes once more, and it almost felt like he knew she had given up on resisting them and had actually enjoyed herself, although it was hard for her to admit. Maybe her recent experiences had changed something in her, even if she couldn’t remember them very well.
"Now we can talk," Sledge said, still panting as he took a sip of his beer and Silky cleaned him up with a wet cloth.
Carla was confused by what had just happened and her reaction to it, and it still felt wrong to give them her body in exchange for their help, but the reality was that she would do whatever it took to bring down Diego Barrera, even if it meant sacrificing a part of her soul in the process.
Carla blinked and looked around, becoming more aware of all the people watching her. Hearing all the noises, a few more bikers had stepped into the room to watch, and some were rubbing their cocks through their jeans.
Sledge smiled at her. "Don’t worry, I won't make you fuck the whole club," he said, untying her wrists. "I'm not a monster.”
Cougar handed Carla a wet washcloth so she could clean herself, her expressionless face giving Carla no clue as to whether she sympathized with her or not, but maybe gangbangs were a regular thing for Cougar and Silky and they didn’t mind.
"Thanks," Carla said, taking deep breaths to relax as she used the cloth on her face and then to scrub her pussy.
"All right, ladies," Sledge said to Silky and Cougar. "Get Carla some clothes suitable for a ride. You must have something that fits her. We've got work to do." Then he looked at Carla again, admiring her body. “Give me all the details, everything you know about the Barrera shipment. Then I’ll get everything ready, and we’ll need to grab extra firepower from our warehouse. We’ve got to move fast if this is happening tonight.”
Carla nodded and Sledge helped her to her feet. She wobbled a bit on her heels and he put his arm around her shoulders to steady her.
“Thanks for that,” Sledge said. “I’ve had that fantasy about you for years. We’ll take care of your problem.”
As Sledge sat Carla down on a padded chair in the corner and handed her a beer, she was still reeling from what had just happened, and she couldn't help but wonder if this alliance with the Chrome Kings would be worth the price she'd just paid.






  
  Chapter fifteen

Rain pattered down on the Port of Los Angeles in Long Beach, turning the dark pavement into a slick, reflective surface that mirrored the bright lights illuminating the freight terminals. At midnight, the docks seemed almost as busy as they were during the day. The distant hum of machinery and the groaning metal of cranes unloading massive ships filled the air, accompanied by the sharp scent of salt, oil, and diesel fumes. A cold breeze whipped through the stacks of freight containers. Beside the oil tanker known as the  Scorpion Legend, two semi-trucks waited expectantly as a dozen men, led by a tall figure with gray hair, moved boxes from lowered pallets into their cavernous trailers, working quickly before the crane lowered the next pallet to their landing area.
Carla Santos crouched atop a stack of freight containers, her eyes trained on the scene below. She was dressed in tight leather pants, a low-cut black top that flaunted her generous cleavage, and a snug leather jacket, and it almost seemed strange to be wearing normal clothes again. Since Silky and Cougar only had various brands of high heels and fluffy slippers and other slutwear in their closets, Carla had chosen to stick with the heels she’d been wearing because they were sturdy and now seemed to be part of her feet. A Glock 19 nestled against the small of her back, while an MP5 9mm submachine gun rested in her hands that would be useful at close range. Beside her, Sledge and twenty Chrome Kings surveyed the area, armed with M4A1 assault rifles with laser scopes and clad in their trademark leather vests emblazoned with patches. Their Harleys were stashed out of sight among the stacks of freight containers, waiting for a hasty getaway.
"The oil tanker is a disguise," Carla whispered to Sledge, her breath fogging in the cold air. "The cartel modified the ship to include a massive cargo hold right in the middle of it surrounded by the oil. Perfect for drug smuggling. Freighters are checked more often by the Coast Guard."
Sledge nodded, his eyes narrowed as he took in every detail of their surroundings. The operation ran like clockwork, each man moving with purpose and efficiency. It was no wonder the cartel had managed to avoid losing a major shipment for so long. And Barrera liked to supervise the major deliveries himself because he didn’t fully trust anyone.
"Remember, we want Barrera alive," Carla said. "I need him to talk."
Carla's fingers tightened on her weapon, her resolve steeling as she prepared herself for the fight ahead. She knew the risks—what they were about to do was incredibly dangerous—but it was a risk she was willing to take. The stakes were too high, and failure wasn't an option.
The rain continued to fall as Diego Barrera's limousine glided smoothly into the scene—the same car that was used for Carla’s abduction. Accompanied by two black SUVs, the limo parked near the two trucks being loaded with cargo. The tall man with gray hair paused in his task, gesturing for some of his men to join him as they approached Barrera's arriving entourage.
Sledge glanced at Carla and she nodded, ready to move.
Sledge surveyed the whole area again, then signaled his men and the Chrome Kings leaped into action. They moved quickly and silently, jumping from the top of one container stack to another, closing the distance between them and their prey. Once they were in their shooting positions, Sledge signalled again and a hail of bullets rained down on Barrera’s men, taking a few out before the rest started to scatter and look up in panic trying to find their attackers.
Barrera and Marcus dove for cover behind a parked truck, shielding themselves from the barrage of gunfire above. Carla took advantage of the chaos, climbing down the side of the container stack with Sledge close behind. She felt the adrenaline in her system driving her to run faster than she had ever run before. She sprinted toward the rear of the limo, her body a blur of motion.
"Marcus, get us to the limo!" Barrera shouted, his voice filled with urgency and fear. "It's armored; we'll be safe there!"
Marcus nodded, using his large body to shield Barrera as they made a mad dash for the vehicle. Bullets whizzed by, striking men on both sides, but Barrera and Marcus somehow remained unscathed. Only a few men were left standing among Barrera’s people and the gray-haired man’s team to shoot back at the bikers on top of the container stacks, and the bikers were difficult targets because they kept moving around and they were up so high.
As they reached the limo, Barrera flung open the rear door and jumped in, only to find Carla waiting for him, her Glock aimed directly at his face. Marcus tried to open the driver’s door, but was suddenly knocked back and down by a burst from Sledge’s assault rifle. 
When Barrera realized who was pointing the gun at his face, he started to laugh as he sat up, but he went silent when Sledge appeared behind him in the doorway and pressed a gun to the back of his head.
Carla's eyes remained locked on Barrera's as she pressed her Glock against his forehead. Outside, the gunfire had ceased, leaving an eerie silence in its wake.
"Thanks for the money and the drugs, Diego," Sledge said. He kept his rifle aimed at Barrera's head, not taking any chances. 
Barrera glared at Sledge. “You won’t live long enough to enjoy it. I’m going to kill you and all the rest of your men.”
“Not if I kill you first,” Sledge said, poking Barrera’s head with the gun barrel.
Carla noticed a flicker of fear in Barrera's eyes, but it quickly vanished, replaced by icy resolve.
Carla held up Juanita’s cell phone. “Tell you what, if you make a confession on video right now, I won’t shoot you.”
“Fuck you,” Barrera said, his dark eyes filled with hatred. Carla didn't hesitate. She pulled the trigger, shooting him in the leg. His scream filled the confined space, and his face contorted in pain as he clutched at the wound, trying to put pressure on it.
"Next time I'll aim higher," Carla said, her voice ice-cold. Barrera gritted his teeth, sweat beading on his forehead as he grappled with his agony.
While Barrera was occupied with his leg, Carla reached forward and plucked the cell phone from the pocket of his suit coat. Before he knew what she was doing, Carla grabbed his hand and touched his thumb to the fingerprint reader to unlock it. Checking the settings, she saw the phone ringer was set to vibrate, which was good for her purposes. Then she checked the photo/video list and found that she was prominently featured, so she deleted most of them, leaving a few as evidence that she also emailed to herself. While she was doing this, Sledge sat down in the front seat where he could keep his rifle aimed at Barrera’s head. Through the window beyond Sledge, Carla saw the bikers walking around checking bodies and starting to load the final boxes from the pallets onto the two trucks.
Carla aimed her gun at Barrera’s groin. “One more chance. Start talking or lose your favorite body part.”
“Okay, okay, puta! Put it down! I’ll talk, but it won’t do you any good after my lawyers are finished with it.”
"Just talk." Carla pressed the record button on the phone, capturing Barrera's face in the frame. Sledge kept his rifle trained on him, watching as the man struggled to maintain his composure.
"Say it," Carla demanded, her voice hard and unforgiving. "Tell the world everything."
Barrera began to speak, his voice shaky but clear. He detailed how he had framed Carla with her police car and gun in San Diego, making it appear as though she was working for him smuggling drugs. He confessed to planting money in an offshore bank account he created for her, implicating her further. 
"Keep talking," she urged when Barrera hesitated. She prodded his wounded leg with the barrel of her Glock, eliciting a pained gasp.
As he continued, speaking of Eric Cannon's murder and Nikki Silverstone's fate, Carla felt a mix of rage and satisfaction boiling within her.
"Is that everything?" Carla asked once Barrera's confession seemed complete. Through gritted teeth and hatred-filled eyes, he nodded. 
Carla regarded him with a cold, calculating gaze. "Now, take off all your clothes," she demanded, her voice firm and unyielding.
"Go fuck yourself," he snapped back at her, his eyes blazing with anger.
"Fair's fair," Carla replied nonchalantly, giving his wounded leg another hard prod. He let out a loud groan of pain. "You left me naked for weeks. I got used to it, but I was drugged, so I don’t think you will."
Barrera started removing his clothes, keeping his eyes on hers as if he wished he could kill her that way.
From the corner of her eye, she saw Smoke and Razor approaching the limo as Barrera got naked. With Sledge still keeping his gun trained on Barrera, they yanked the man roughly from the back seat, walked him around to the front of the car, lifted him, and slammed him face down onto the middle of the hood. Carla tossed them some rope and instructed them to tie him to the car.
"Make sure it's tight," she warned as she got out of the limo and watched the two bikers secure his wrists and ankles to the four corners of the vehicle, his head close to the window and his legs spread wide.
Barrera, now tied in a spread eagle position atop the limousine's hood, growled angrily while Carla took out Juanita's cell phone and began recording. "I'm going to post this video on social media for everyone to enjoy," she told him with a wicked smile, walking all the way around him to get most of his face and the view from behind his butt. She heard him growling and saw his jaw muscles working as he clenched his teeth, but he didn’t say anything.
Meanwhile, Knucklehead loaded boxes of Fentanyl and cocaine into the back seat of the limousine. The rest of the bikers closed the doors on the trailers, then two of them climbed into the truck cabs to drive while the others walked off between the container stacks to retrieve their parked Harleys.
Climbing up on the hood to lay down alongside her captive, Carla looked at his face with a mix of contempt and feigned pity. "You know, I feel bad for you because you've never been on the receiving end of all that attention I got when I was tied up in your basement. I learned a lot. At least I think I did because I can’t remember most of it. But I remember what you did well enough."
"You deserved all of it," Barrera snarled. "And now I'll be on your mind every time you masturbate, puta. Now you know how a real man can fuck you."
Carla ignored his comment and slowly ran her hand down his back to his butt. "You should really get a chance to experience what it's like to have something hard and stiff shoved up your ass," she whispered into his ear.
"Like I shoved my cock up your ass?"
"Exactly like that," Carla nodded and smiled. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a small tube of lubricant, which she squeezed into his asshole. Barrera sighed heavily, trying to show her that he wasn’t afraid, just bored. Then she grasped Barrera's cell phone tightly in her hand and, without hesitating, shoved it up his ass as he screamed.
His entire body convulsed on the hood of the car, but she was relentless and it wasn’t going in easily; she pounded the phone in with her other hand, ensuring it penetrated as deeply as possible. As his screams continued and his body jerked against the restraints, Carla felt a twisted sense of satisfaction wash over her—the tables had finally turned, and Diego Barrera would now pay for all the pain he had caused.
“I’ll call you later to see how you’re doing,” Carla yelled, wanting to make sure Barrera could hear her over his own screams.

      ***The two semi-trucks full of drugs and cash pulled away, flanked by the rumbling Harleys of the Chrome Kings. The cargo landing area beside the oil tanker was now a macabre scene; bloodied concrete littered with lifeless bodies. Amidst the carnage, Diego Barrera whimpered pathetically, his naked form spread-eagled and bound to the hood of his limousine.
Sledge sauntered toward his shiny Harley, the strap of his assault rifle casually draped over his shoulder. He exuded an air of nonchalance, as if orchestrating violent confrontations was just another day in his world. Carla trailed behind him, her fingers tapping rapidly on Juanita's cell phone as she sent the video of Barrera's confession to Captain Forester. Then she gave him a call, but she only got his voice mail.
"Captain," she said, her voice steady but urgent, "I'm turning myself in for real this time. Check your email for three video confessions I just sent you. And send someone to pick up Diego Barrera at the Port of Los Angeles where the Scorpion Legend is berthed. You’ll know it’s the right ship because it’s the only oil tanker here." Ending the call, she picked up her pace, her high heels clicking against the pavement as she caught up to Sledge.
He perched on his Harley, admiring her approach. "Nice doing business with you. Come back and visit any time."
"Thanks, Sledge," Carla replied, her eyes flicking back to Barrera, who continued to groan in pain and humiliation atop the limo. "I'll keep that in mind."
"Need a ride somewhere?" Sledge asked, tipping his head toward the empty space behind him on the bike.
“Sure,” Carla said. “Just let me do one thing.”
Carla used Juanita’s phone to dial Diego Barrera’s phone, then she heard his scream in the distance as he received the call internally. She let it ring until it went to voice mail. “No answer. Okay, now we can go.” 
Carla straddled the Harley behind Sledge, her leather-clad thighs gripping the powerful machine. Then they pulled away from the grisly scene, leaving Barrera to his fate—alone, exposed, humiliated, and utterly powerless.






  
  Chapter sixteen

The flickering candlelight cast jumping shadows on the walls of Carla's dimly lit bathroom as she languidly soaked in her warm bath cradling a glass of wine. Her muscles relaxed, and her eyes began to flutter shut, the weight of the day's events taking their toll. She had spent almost eight hours at the Beverly Hills Police Department, in a meeting that included the FBI and the DEA, recounting every detail of her encounter with Diego Barrera, or at least as much as she could remember. 
When her cell phone rang, she was surprised to see that it was Captain Forester again. "Carla, Barrera's arrest has been processed. He's been sent to County, where he’s spending the night in the infirmary with some kind of anal problem he had when he was picked up. The DA expects he'll end up in San Quentin Prison, and he’s saying no bail in the meantime. That should keep you safe from any retaliation."
"Good," she replied, relief washing over her. "And my status?"
"Your story has been verified and your name has been cleared," he assured her. "The feds agree with us. I'm sorry for the mix-up, Carla. I spoke with the staff psychologist and I suggest you talk to her as soon as possible. You’ve had a very traumatic experience."
"I'll think about it," she said, not eager to revisit the dark memories that had resurfaced.
"Take a few days off and report back to work next Monday," Captain Forester offered. "You deserve some time to recover."
Carla contemplated his words for a moment before responding, studying the surface of her wine as she swirled it in the glass. "I'm not sure I want my old job back, Captain."
His surprise was evident in his voice. "Carla, you're a good cop. Don't make any hasty decisions just yet. Take a week to think about it."
"Okay," she agreed, ending the call with a sigh.
As Carla sipped her wine, she gazed out the window. Across the alley in the neighboring apartment building, a muscular man lifted weights in his bedroom, naked under the bright room lights. The sight of his rippling muscles stirred a fire within her, and she couldn't help but watch.
When he finished with the weights, the man lay down on his bed and turned on the TV with a remote. Carla could see him clearly as he began to masturbate. The sight caused a ripple of pleasure inside her, igniting her desires, and she slipped her hand beneath the water to rub her clit, mirroring his movements, occasionally sliding two fingers inside herself.
After a few minutes, the man's body stiffened and he reached climax. Carla watched with intense focus as he squirted a long trail of semen onto his stomach and chest. The rawness of the scene pushed Carla over the edge, and waves of pleasure exploded inside of her, making her body tremble with pleasure.
Wow, she thought with a slight smile. I’ve really turned into a pervert.
She felt good and relaxed for the first time in weeks.
And the rain had finally stopped.


THE END
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