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Introduction

George and Katie are on holiday in the Montana Mountains. They set off one morning to walk a mountain trail. After losing their way, they are spotted by a group of three scruffy men. They soon discover that the armed men are on the lookout for likely victims and Katie fits the bill to a ‘T’.

When they try and avoid being caught, George is unable to save Katie from capture after he falls from a cliff into white-water rapids. Katie fears that her lover has been swept away, over a waterfall, but George is very resourceful.

Meanwhile, Katie is marched up the mountain. She is distraught at losing George and horrified by the gang’s demands that she remove some of her clothes. Exposed and ridiculed, the youngster tries hard to hold herself together during the journey and prays that the men restrain themselves before she is rescued.

When Katie arrives at the hog farm, she discovers that she is not alone, for one of the cages is occupied by another girl, snatched in s similar manner from a mountain trail.

Can George survive the whitewater rapids? If so, can he discover the gang’s hideout and rescue his precious lover. Because this book contains descriptions of sexual situations and punishments. It is only suitable for mature adults over the age of 18.


1 ~ Early start.

Katie didn’t want to open her eyes. She could hear the water running in the bathroom, so had a few minutes before it was free. After stretching her arms, she ran her hands down her naked body until they reached her smooth mons and cleft. Her gentle touch reignited the memories of the steamy sex she enjoyed with George before they went to sleep. When he wanted, he could be an animal in bed, in total contrast to his normal pussycat nature.

She rolled over and glanced at the bright numbers on the clock display. Her head felt a little fuzzy, probably because she had a couple of drinks the previous night before they came up to their room. She eventually focused on the glowing digits.

Her eyes sprang open in surprise.

“George!” Katie exclaimed. “It’s six o’clock! Do we have to get up this early?”

Katie propped herself up on her elbow and glanced around the room. George was cleaning his teeth in the adjoining bathroom and grunted a reply, which was indecipherable above the sound of running water.

“You never said we were setting off this early!” she called out.

The hotel bed was far too comfortable to be leaving so early, she thought, but nevertheless swung her legs round and sat up on the edge of the mattress. They were lucky to have found such a nice place to stay at short notice. It was the height of the season and George booked the holiday at the last minute.

George chose Whitefish, Montana, because of its location near the mountains where he had always wanted to trek and explore. He was an experienced climber, while she had never ventured into such wild and mountainous terrain.

A walk across the Brecon Beacons in South Wales was the extent of her experience. She enjoyed the walk but not the painful aftereffects. Bearing that in mind, George assured Katie that they wouldn’t take any trails in Montana that would be too difficult for her to walk. She was nevertheless anxious about his plans for the day.

They flew in four days earlier and spent a couple of days looking around the area, shopping and sight-seeing. It was a quaint town with many features and attractions to visit so they had both enjoyed the experience. Luckily the hotel had some fantastic facilities among which were a large pool and a fully equipped gym.

George was born in Sweden so had a natural affinity for the countryside. He lived there until he was 11, during which time his father taught him how to survive in the wild. Sweden has some of the densest forests on the planet, so with Montana being similar to his native environment, he was naturally drawn to the area.

She pulled open a drawer to see what was left of her clean clothes. After rummaging around among the garments, she threw the items she wanted to wear on the bed. Their rucksacks ominously stood by the door, as if they were about to set off on the journey on their own. They packed the bags the previous night, in a rush, so she hoped they had remembered everything.

George’s bag contained all the heavy equipment, like the camping gear, while hers was packed with their clothing and anything else that was light and bulky. They were planning to have one night under canvas on her first ever camping trip, just in case she didn’t like sleeping in the wild. George had prepared her as best he could at their fitness club, in London, but the real test was ahead. Katie would soon find out just how fit she really was.

George emerged from the bathroom, naked as the day he was born and with his blonde hair tousled and still wet from the shower. He gave her naked body an appreciative examination, lingering on her breasts for a moment. Katie grabbed his slim waist, pulled him to her and kissed him quickly on the lips. He tasted like peppermint and smelt like hotel soap.

“Take your eyes off the candy. You need all your energy for carrying me up the mountain!” She reached down and gave his semi-hard cock a gentle squeeze.

He chuckled and resisted the temptation to fondle her.

“You’re right, so don’t get me too excited, or you’ll be walking all the way to the top. It’s all yours,” he smiled, easing back and moving away from the bathroom doorway.

Katie’s heart fluttered when he flashed his calm, sapphire blue eyes at her. She released his cock, which in just a few moments had become ramrod erect.

“Thanks Babe,” she replied, smacking his bum as she stepped past him. She then skipping through into the brightly tiled bathroom, before he could return the slap.

George, 21, was a tad under 6’0”, broad shouldered and although he didn’t have a massive physique, his upper body was quite muscular. Katie had quickly fallen in love with his healthy Scandinavian appearance and his calm, steady character. He had a shock of thick blonde hair, which was both unruly and eye-catching. She thought that his heavy eyebrows and light stubble made him appear older and more mature, but also added to his adorable, boyish good looks.

Katie was 19 and they had been in a relationship since they met in Oxford, nearly a year earlier. They were studying at different universities but were living in adjoining buildings so kept bumping into each other. When George finished his course he returned to London without Katie, but unbeknownst to him she quit her course and also returned to London.

He wasn’t happy at first but couldn’t dissuade her from ending her education. Katie wasn’t enjoying her studies, so she solved two problems in one move. It wasn’t long before she had moved in with him into a small flat near Battersea Park.

George’s confident nature attracted Katie from the first time they met in Oxford. Then, their friendship quickly blossomed during a quick courtship and deepened once they were living together. He wasn’t her first boyfriend, but he was her first true love.

The hot spray of the shower enlivened her body and quickly swept away her sleepiness. As soon as she had dried her body and checked herself out in the full length mirror, she felt ready for the day’s challenge. Katie studied her curvaceous figure and remembered that she hadn’t always been so svelte, but thankfully George had helped with her fitness.

Katie examined her reflexion and noticed for the first time that her skin was a lot pinker and that her freckles had darkened. She immediately regretted forgetting to put blocker on before spending several hours by the pool, the previous day.

On returning to the bedroom, Katie found George lying on the bed studying a map, which was one of his favourite pastimes. He had slipped into a pair of khaki shorts, green t-shirt and thick fawn socks. She wanted to laugh, because he looked like a young scout leader. Only the hat was missing!

Katie noticed he had moved her clothes, which irked her somewhat.

George’s eyes lit up at the sight of her naked body. If they weren’t about to climb a mountain, she was sure he’d jump off the bed and playfully grab her. It was strange but Katie still felt self-conscious standing naked in front of her lover.

“You look well done!” he said, referring to her pink skin.

“That’s your fault for not reminding me,” she said cheekily, crossing the room to her clothes.

She rearranged the denim blue shorts, red t-shirt and white ankle socks, which she had sorted out the previous night.

“You’re not wearing that are you?” he gestured toward the red shirt. “You’ll attract all the wild animals in the forest!”

“Well, that depends,” she said, slipping into a pair of white panties. “If you’re one of the wild animals I won’t mind one little bit; and besides you’ll be able to see me more easily.” Then as an afterthought. “There aren’t any dangerous animals where we’re going, are there?”

“Don’t worry babe, we’re going to walk a popular trail that all the hikers around here use.”

She stepped into the light blue denim shorts.

“Honey, wear the camouflage shirt and walking shorts I bought you, then we’ll look like a perfect couple.”

“Huh, more like a pair of boy scouts!” she laughed and then added “I packed them both in the bag last night.”

She pulled the tight shorts in place followed by her bra and socks. Katie glanced at George and seeing his serious expression decided to take another look in the drawer. She fished out a sombre orange t-shirt, which was nowhere near as loud as the bright red one; and slipped it on.

“What do you think?” Katie asked mischievously, twirling round and throwing her arms out.

George had a sour look on his face, which quickly changed to one of resignation and then one of lust. She felt a thrill run through her body from her warm face to the tip of her toes.

“Better babe,” he sighed, then returned to his map.

Once she had dressed and dried her hair, she was ready for breakfast.

They discovered that they were the first guests in the dining room, which wasn’t surprising, for the sun was only just rising above the distant mountains. George, fork in one hand, map in the other, tucked into his ham and eggs as if she wasn’t there.

“So, where are we heading?” enquired Katie, gradually becoming excited about their impending outdoor adventure.

She had led a sheltered life, spoiled rotten by her parents and treated to expensive holidays all over the world. Her life had changed dramatically when her parents decided to live in Australia, which she didn’t fancy at all. Unlike her mother and father, she loved England, so aged 18, Katie had had to make the most difficult decision of her young life.

It was a wrench, but Katie eventually decided to stay in Oxford and rent a flat with a friend. She had a nice nest egg tucked away in the bank, a part-time job and was well into the first year of her degree course. Then she met George, which turned out to be the luckiest day of her life.

“We can follow a trail up to Columbia Falls,” he enthused. “I hear the view from the top is one of the most magnificent sights in the country. There’s also a campsite near the falls, which will be the perfect place to spend the night.”

Her excited partner was pointing to a spot on the map, but as far as Katie was concerned, he might as well have pointed to a spot on his fried egg! She nodded as though she understood the chart.

“That sounds exciting,” the teenager said, before returning to her own food.

Katie became lost in her own thoughts and couldn’t help thinking that the trip could be quite dangerous if she wasn’t careful. However, George was her rock, and she knew that he would always take care of her, no matter what happened…


2 ~ Unexpected danger.

Katie assumed that it was about eleven o’clock as she followed George along a narrow trail that steadily rose into the distance. They set off at 8 o’clock and it had taken over an hour before they reached the trekking centre at the edge of the Flathead National Forest. The first part of the climb had been quite easy, but the higher they went, the more challenging it became.

Katie trusted George’s directional sense and map reading skills implicitly, so was content to follow and try and keep up with her confident partner. The further they walked, the denser the forest became and the narrower the pathways. Soon, they were trudging their way through a thick, imposing forest of giant pine trees.

The trees were quite sparse along the sides of the path, but within 20 yards either side of them the tall firs became dense, dark and foreboding. Katie was spooked and couldn’t wait to crest the ridge where she hoped they would have a wonderful view of the terrain around them.

George, map in one hand and stick in the other, was a considerate walker and stayed by her side. When the trail had gotten narrower, he moved ahead of her to lead the way. They paused several times to let Katie catch her breath, then moved on.

Soon after one of the stops, Katie noticed that her boots were becoming uncomfortable. She had bought them in a hurry just before they set off from England. She paid a lot of money for the Salomon’s, because George told her they were the most comfortable boots on the market.

Well, they weren’t! Both boots were rubbing against her heels painfully and she was going to have to ask George to stop for a longer rest. The trouble was, she had already stopped them three times and George was becoming annoyed with what he saw as trivial excuses. Generally, he was even tempered and an extremely rational individual, but when he became engrossed in one of his favourite hobbies, he could get very tetchy with her.

“George, can we stop for a rest please,” she finally called out. “I think I’ve got a stone in my right boot.” It was a small fib but she needed to stop.

“For Christ’s sake babe we’ve only been on the trail for three hours and this is the fourth time!”  He sounded annoyed but stopped and turned to wait for her to catch up.

“Which boot is it?” he asked kneeling at her feet.

Katie studied his nest of thick blonde hair and considered running her fingers through the tangled mess. An imaginary scenario came into her head of him proposing on one knee, like in the movies, but she quickly cast the notion aside.

“George, I need to sit down. Let’s find a shaded spot a bit further up.” she suggested.

He slowly looked up her body until he reached her crotch. Katie moved her feet apart provocatively and thrusted her mons in his face, but he wasn’t tempted to touch her. Instead, he lifted his eyes to meet her steady gaze. A hot thrill ran through her body but faded the moment he jumping to his feet and reached for her hand.

“Okay darling, I can see you’re getting horny. Let’s look for a quiet spot further up the trail.”

She appreciated the salacious way he examined her body and suspected he had other things on his mind, other than walking up the mountain! The teenager clasped his hand and together they set off up the track until they spied a patch of grass off to one side among the trees. They ran down the slope from the track, hand in hand and collapsed in a heap, laughing and giggling, relieved to be out of the direct sunshine.

Once they had eased their rucksacks off and found a reasonably flat area of grass, they embraced each other for a passionate kiss and cuddle. The sound of a fast flowing river filtered through the dense undergrowth behind them, adding a romantic flavour to the whole setting.

George propped himself up on one elbow. “Nice spot for a picnic,” he mused, “We’ll rest for 20 minutes while I make a cup of tea; then we’ll go and take a look at the river.”

“Don’t get any ideas of going for a dip,” she warned him. “I haven’t got my costume and the last thing I’m going to do is run around naked in the woods!”

“Oh, what a shame,” he said in mock disappointment. “Maybe you’ll take your clothes off when we reach the waterfall, which should be somewhere along this stretch of the river.”

“No chance George. My shorts are staying on, but yours can come off!”

His hand roved gently over her body, ending up softly rubbing her tummy, just above the top of her shorts. She drew her breath in, enabling him to undo the top stud and slip his hand down inside her panties.

“I absolutely love you smooth,” he said just as his finger reached her labium dimple.

“Someone might come. We’d never be able to hear them,” she warned.

He looked around. “It seems pretty deserted to me, but maybe you’re right.”

As he withdrew his hand she tried to grab the bulge in his shorts, but he was too quick and they began another bout of rolling and laughing in the long grass. George came out on top and held her down for a moment.

“I’ll make the tea, then we can fool around…”

Katie could feel his excitement, so was mildly disappointed when all she got was a brief kiss before he climbed to his feet and walked over to his bag. Once George had begun unpacking the stove, Katie sat up to examine the source of her troubles – her damn walking boots. She removed them slowly and cast them aside. Then, after slipping her socks off, laid back to watch her wonderful man make the tea.

The weather forecast had been particularly good for the week of their holiday. The hot weather meant that they didn’t have to take a lot of clothing with them up to the camp site, which made her bag a lot lighter than George’s. The nights were going to be warm and the day’s hot, George predicted, so skimpy clothing was the order of the day.

George had a strong and muscular physique, which was the result of playing many sports in his native Sweden. He had produced a pair of ridiculous broad brimmed hats just before they set off and having pulled one from his bag, decided to wear it. Even with the hat shading his face Katie could make out his well-defined Swedish features - high cheekbones, strong jaw and oval face. She thought he was beautiful and loved his stereotypical, healthy aura.

Despite his heritage he was very much an English boy at heart, having lived in London from the age of eleven. In the intervening years he had visited his hometown and relatives, but only once or twice a year for holidays. Earlier in the year George took Katie to Sweden where she fell in love with the country straight away.

George recovered two mugs from the bag and set them down on the grass, then sat and watched Katie rummage around inside the clothing rucksack. There were no more white socks, but she found a thicker pair, which were the colour of mud! She wanted to curse George for making her wear clothing in such boring colours, like brown, green and beige.

She had only been on holiday for 5 days and was already missing her fashionable brightly coloured outfits. The socks were George’s, so were on the large size, but once her boots were laced, they felt a lot more comfortable.

They were just about to relax and enjoy their drink when the sound of distant laughter filtered through the trees. They looked at each other and paused, listening intently, trying to identify the direction of the voices. George, who was sitting beside his rucksack, pulled his binoculars out and studied the trail, first one way and then the other.

“Katie, there’s a group of men coming down the trail and it looks as though they’re carrying guns,” he said slowly, dropping the binoculars back in his bag.

“Guns?” Katie gasped, sitting upright in alarm.

“They’re probably hunters out looking for game,” he said nonchalantly, trying to reassure her, but it wasn’t working.

George picked up the cups of tea and placed them behind a tree, before pushing the stove back in his bag.

“Quick, Katie, let’s get out of sight. Grab your bag and we’ll hide over there in the bushes,” he said, pointing to an area behind them.

“My god, George, I didn’t expect to be playing hide and seek on this trip,” she said, trying to ease the tension a little.

She got to her knees and quickly buttoned her shorts.

“It’s just a precaution. Once they’ve passed, we can carry on up the trail.”

Together, they picked up their rucksacks and scampered behind a line of large green bushes. The teenager was spooked by George’s reaction to seeing the strangers on the trail but was reassured by his proactive tactics. However, Katie couldn’t help worrying that George was more fearful than he was letting on.


3 ~ Confrontation.

George was a naturally cautious person and because he was with Katie he didn’t want to attract any unwanted attention. The guns concerned him, as well as the men’s hillbilly-like appearance. The three figures slowly came into view at a spot where the pathway emerged from denser woodland, higher up the hillside. They were walking annoyingly slowly, possibly because they were scanning the woods either side of the trail for game.

George expected hikers on the trail and thought that it would be a safe route to take. But in the previous hour they hadn’t seen a single person walking in either direction. He had followed the map but was wondering if he had taken a wrong turn at one of the many junctions they had passed through.

To make matters worse Katie had slowed them down with her constant pit stops, which shouldn’t have surprised him, but it did. If they had been on the right path, they should have reached one of the camps marked on the map. So, there was a possibility that he had led them into someone’s private property.

While they waited, George reflected on the affection he felt for his young companion and the sense of duty he felt to take care of her. Katie was only 19 and undoubtedly a very beautiful girl.

Long dark hair framed her roundish face and highlighted the teenager’s large hazelnut-brown eyes. He loved the way she fluttered her long eyelashes whenever she had a strop on. Almost as alluring were her slightly turned-up nose and natural strawberry pink full lips, while a smattering of freckles along the upper curve of her high cheekbones complimented her fair skin.

What he really loved about Katie though was that she always seemed to have a smile on her face. Her expressions reflected her happy-go-lucky nature, which had gotten her into all sorts of trouble before he met her. She needed a steadying influence so he felt that he was the right person to take care of her for the rest of her life.

Katie, 5’6” tall, had a lovely figure and was just starting to feel comfortable about her body shape. It hadn’t always been that way, for when he first met her, she was 30 pounds overweight. Once she had moved in with him, he had immediately encouraged her to enrol in the local gym and with the right diet she had rapidly gotten into shape.

The two years between them seemed like four or five at first and he didn’t dare believe that the naive youngster, who had been used shamefully by several boyfriends, would eventually fall in love with him.  After their first night together in Oxford, the relationship had developed rapidly and now they were completely inseparable.

When they decided on the hiking holiday to Montana, George had assumed that Katie would be fit enough to walk all day, but after all the rest stops, he was beginning to think he was expected too much, too soon. He asked Katie not to wear white socks on the hike before they set out, so was extremely annoyed with himself for not putting his foot down.

He was also annoyed that Katie had donned her denim shorts, which were too tight for long outdoor walks. He loved the curvaceous display, but they were an unnecessary distraction on the trail.

The men were still someway away, but George could clearly make out the facial features of the three unshaven characters. They immediately struck George as being hillbilly types, but it was the rifles and telescopic sights that concerned him the most. The men were strutting down the trail with their weapons tucked under their arms as though they were hunters, but there was something about them that disturbed him.

“Babe,” he whispered. “Stay perfectly still until they’ve passed.”

Katie nodded and kept low, accepting that George would keep watch until the coast was clear. He watched the approaching hunters and hadn’t noticed, until he turned his head, a white object lying in the grass where they had been sitting. It was a balled up pair of Katie’s white socks!

“Damn!” he cursed. “You’ve left your socks out there in the middle of the clearing…” George turned round to examine the forest behind them, just in case the socks were spotted. The young Swede thought carefully and decided they shouldn’t take any chances.

“Will it be okay?”

“I don’t know babe. Look, there’s a pathway through the forest over there. It might be better for you to go through to the riverbank and wait for me there.”

There was something about the way the men were behaving that unsettled George. A sixth sense was telling him that they were in danger so it might be wise to retreat from the scene.

“I’d rather stay with you George. We’re not in any trouble, are we?”

George hunkered down, took Katie’s head in his hands and gave her a firm, open kiss on the mouth. He lingered for a moment, with the briefest of contact between their tongues and then let her go.

“Babe, do as I say. Take your bag down the path to the river and wait for me there. I want to make sure they pass by, so we can eventually return to the path.”

Katie sighed with disappointment but lifted her rucksack and in a hunched stance headed for the pathway. Once the teenager had disappeared into the thicker undergrowth, he turned his attention toward the group of men, who were about to arrive at the spot where he and Katie had ran down from the trail.

George rested his hand on the handle of his 9” Bowie knife, which was sheathed at his side. It was a fearsome weapon, but he had no intention of using it for anything other than slicing wood. It was reassuring to have it, but it would be useless if an attacker was armed with a gun, like the three men who were approaching on the trail.

He drew his breath in, because the men had reached the spot where he and Katie had left the trail. The tallest ruffian stopped to study the ground close to where he made the tea. The same character looked up and studied the bushes near George as if he knew someone was watching him. Moments later he pointed toward the ball of socks and said something to his friends, before cautiously edging down the embankment.

George had to make a quick decision. Should he go out and talk to the men, or should he follow Katie to the river and hope to evade their attention that way. He recalled one of his father’s favourite sayings – ‘If you want to know your enemy, then confront them on your terms.’ – To date he had never run away from a fight. He was responsible for Katie’s safety, but he had to know if the men were a danger to them.

He quickly hid his rucksack under a bush and covered it with branches. Then he moved sideways, still under cover, until his escape route was immediately behind where he was standing. Stand up to them, or run was the question. If the path to the river was a dead end, he had to know whether they were in danger.

He decided to be bold and see if they were friendly, after all, the last thing he wanted was to be attacked by three men when he least expected it. George gathered himself up and walked forward, out of the cover of the trees, into bright sunshine.

The trio stopped dead in their tracks, surprised by his appearance. Their first reaction was to raise their rifles to the level of their hips and then slowly drop them back. George immediately put his hands out with his palms flat, to reassure them that he wasn’t a threat.

“Hello there. A lovely morning for a stroll …” He ventured.

They looked at each other and reacted as though he was talking a foreign language. The tallest of the three scruffy men stepped forward. Now they were closer George guessed that the men were in their mid-thirties, maybe a little older. There was a definite family resemblance, in that they all had thin oval faces and heavy brows, which made their dark eyes appear slightly sunken.

The bolder man scanned the bushes and then turned his dark eyes on George.

“Where’s your gal?” the ruffian asked.

The question unsettled George and was enough to make his mind up. Under his stubble the man had a scar that ran from his ear down to the middle of his chin, which gave him a cold, menacing appearance. His beady eyes continued to flicker between the dense undergrowth and George.

He was alarmed at their interest in his girlfriend, but he kept calm. “I’m on my own. I’m up here exploring the trails,” he said,

“What are you doing hiding in the bushes then?” one of the others asked.

“He’s with a kid, or a gal,” opined the third pointing at the ground. “Left a trail our Ma could follow!”

“Brad, look at this.”

George glanced toward the shortest and youngest of the three men who was nosing around among the trees. Unfortunately, the scruffy young man had spotted the cups of tea he had hidden behind a tree.

“You damn idiot!” Brad spat out. “No fucking names. How many times have I got to tell you. You dumb pecker!” The tall man turned back to face George. “Call your friend out or I’m gonna damn well blow a hole through your guts!”

The aggressive local lifted the gun until it was pointing straight at his midriff. George felt his knees trembling and the blood freeze in his veins. He continued to hold his hands out in an attempt to calm the leader of the gang.

“No need for that. My kid brother’s gone to take a dump, but I’ll go and get him. Wait here, I’ll be back in a minute.” He chose his words carefully, for he didn’t want them to think he was with a girl.

The trio noticeably relaxed, so he turned and walked back into the protection of the undergrowth. George heard that the local backwoods people were dangerous, so he had to be careful and not underestimate them. His excuse had fooled them but not for long

The second George was out of sight he took off down the path at a fast sprint…


4 ~ Disaster strikes!

Since meeting George, Katie had gotten used to taking his advice but she didn’t like being sent off on her own, even if it was only a short distance from where they were hiding. She followed the pathway as it threaded its way through tall undergrowth until she came upon a well-trodden path crossing the one that she was following.

The sound of the river was getting louder and was obviously dead ahead, so she crossed the path and continue along the same little-used track. A nasty thought suddenly occurred to her though. Supposing George turned either way at the cross-paths when he arrived, then she would be lost in the middle of nowhere.

She stopped and retraced her footsteps to the cross-path and hunkered down where she was hidden, but still able to see him when he turned up. Hiding in thick foliage wasn’t her idea of fun and to make matters worse the ferns and thistles were scratching her bare legs.

However, the balmy atmosphere, highlighted by the sun’s rays piercing the trees overhead, calmed her somewhat. She slipped the rucksack off and laid it on the ground.

A few minutes later, she heard the sound of someone running toward her from the direction of their earlier hiding place. Moments later George burst through the thick undergrowth. He then stopped at the cross-paths, just like Katie had. She stood up, surprising him and immediately became alarmed when she saw the expression on the young man’s face.

“Katie!” he exclaimed. “I’ll take the bag, you run!” He pointed toward the river and pushed her forward, then grabbed the rucksack from the ground.

“What happened?” Katie yelled over her shoulder.

“Nothing. Not yet anyway,” came the reply.

Katie, unencumbered by a bag, sped as fast as her legs could carry her, ignoring the ferns and nettles flicking her legs. The landscape dropped away and Katie found herself having to slow to stop from toppling forward. As she neared the bottom of the incline the trees thinned, and she caught her first glimpse of the fast flowing river.

She ran another 50 yards downhill and arrived on a rocky plateau that formed a natural shelf over the bank of the river. Katie caught her breath at the amazing sight of the wide blue river racing between boulders, creating turbulent frothy waters and fast currents. The teenager had never been so close to white water before and was overwhelmed.

George arrived a few seconds later and looked around wildly, trying to assess their options.

“Are they chasing us?” Katie asked loudly, so she could be heard over the roar of the water.

“Probably …” The noise was constant and added to the sense of danger.

Katie followed George’s lead in looking for a possible means of escape and quickly realized they were trapped.

“What are we going to do?” Panic crept into her voice.

To the east, upstream, the rocks rose steeply and appeared insurmountable, while to the west the rocks that formed the riverbank rose steadily, until they reached the edge of a forest some 150 yards above them.

“Up there Katie, we have to climb that way!” he pointed up the slope.

To George it probably looked like a routine climb, but to Katie it looked like the face of Mount Everest.

“George, I don’t think I can make it,” she said, uncertainly.

Unlike George, she was an inexperienced climber and what he was asking her to do was way beyond her skill level.

“Yes, you can Babe.” He grabbed her face, gave her a quick kiss on the lips and then stood back. “You go first. I’ll be right behind you.”

The first wall of rock was quite easy to climb; and with George giving her a push every few feet, Katie managed to keep going up toward the steeper section.

The river to her right was a huge distraction and she kept imagining rolling sideways and falling over the edge, before landing with a splash in the fast current. Then, above the roar, she heard a man’s voice but couldn’t make out what he was saying.

Katie risked a look over her shoulder and wished she hadn’t! A scruffy man in a green check shirt and jeans was pointing a gun at them. George looked up at her and waved his hand to tell her to keep climbing, but she couldn’t take her eyes off the gun. The man lifted the barrel slightly and fired. Crack! The sound of the shot echoed across the river and up the valley.

“George!” she wailed when she lost her grip on the rock face and began to slide down the slippery slope. George made a grab for her leg as she slid down the steep slope past him, but in doing so lost his grip and balance. The bulky rucksack on his back overbalanced him and pulled him sideways, dragging his body down and across the slope.

Katie could only watch her lover’s flailing hands trying to grip the smooth rocky surface. She screamed as he slid faster and faster, before disappearing over the edge. A final despairing cry rang as he plunged into the rushing water. It sounded as though he had called her name; and then there was only the sound of nature swallowing her lover whole and roaring like a victorious murderer.

“George! Help George!” she called out, rolling over and sliding the last 50 feet on her ass, ripping her shorts in the process.

She fell in a heap at the man’s feet, who made no effort to help her. When she looked up, he was standing staring down at her impassively with an exaggerated expression of satisfaction on his face. Katie scrambled to her feet and rushed to the edge of the overhanging rock. She was frantic to see if she could see George, but there was no sign of him in the torrent of white water.

Katie turned to face the man who was glaring at her as though she had done something wrong. “Please, we’ve got to do something. We can save him. Do something!” she wailed.

“Shut the fuck up, bitch! Your stupid friend is dead! Just round that bend is Columbia falls. No one can survive that drop. Likely they’ll fish him out of the lake sometime.” He smirked at her. “It was an accident.”

“No, it wasn’t. You fired a shot, then he fell. It’s all your fault.” Katie was distraught and completely oblivious to the danger she was in. “There must be something we can doooo!” she wailed hysterically.

Tears began flowing down her face, as shock and fear took a grip of her emotions. Slap!

Katie didn’t see his flat hand coming and was struck on the side of her face with such force she went sprawling onto the rocky surface. The blow stunned her and for the moment brought her to her senses.

“That’s assault!” she shouted indignantly.

“There’s more where that came from!” he retorted. “I don’t take kindly to being called a murderer.”

The moment Katie began rubbing her stinging cheek she spotted two more men making their way slowly down the path. The teenager suddenly realized that her life was in danger if the other members of the gang were as violent as the first. She fell silent, desperate to hear what the other men had to say and whether they would help her not.

It also dawned on Katie that having just accused the man of murdering George they might decide to murder her too and then dispose of her in the river. No one would know, when they found two bodies in the lake, what had happened to them.

Then, when she noticed the man examining her legs, which were tucked under her posterior she feared that he was planning to fuck her. Looking down, she was horrified to see that her shorts had a large section ripped off them at the side and back of her leg. Katie flushed with embarrassment at the sight of her white panties visible through the hole. She hastily tried to cover her underwear with her hand and hope that they hadn’t noticed them…


5 ~ Shameful treatment.

The callous roughneck pointed his gun toward her groin just as his friends arrived on the scene. They sidled up to stand either side of their taller companion and began examining her.

“She’s a pretty gal,” observed one of the new arrivals.

The scruffy individual looked younger than the other two. Katie didn’t like the look in his covetous eyes and the salacious expression on his ugly face.

“Ain’t she just!” the taller man exclaimed. “There’s a bit more meat on this one. Have you seen the boy she was with?”

“This man fired his gun, then he fell in the water!” she exclaimed.

He shrugged. “I didn’t shoot him. I fired in the air. The retard was up there and fell over the side trying to catch this bitch as she slid past him.”

Katie’s tearful eyes never left the muzzle of the gun while the man made excuses for his behaviour. She knew that the older, taller man with the scar on his face was Brad. The other two were shorter and stockier but not fat. She guessed that Brad was in his forties while his cohorts were in their thirties, maybe younger.

“You’ve got to do something. He might have swum to the shore,” Katie said with a desperate tone in her voice.

They weren’t listening to her. All three men were ogling her legs It was too late to have regrets about ignoring George’s advice to wear something more appropriate for hiking. The older man pushed the first man on the scene out of the way and pointed his gun at her.

“Where were you heading, girl?” She tried to get to her feet, only to be pushed back by the barrel of Brad’s gun against her left breast.

“Please …” she pleaded. “Don’t point that at me. It might go off.” All three men laughed. “You should be helping me to find George. He may still be alive.”

“Not a chance, bitch. No one survives the rapids and the waterfall. Where were you heading?” All the men were scruffy, unshaven and dressed in old Levis that had seen better days. Brad was wearing a green checked shirt, while the others two wore similar blue and red versions of the same shirt.

Tears were still rolling down Katie’s face as she tried to pull herself together. “Heaven’s Peak. Please help me look for George…”

“Were you two on your own?” the scruffiest younger man asked.

Katie instantly understood the import of the man’s question and wondered if the men were out hunting for likely victims that morning. “I… I…

Brad aimed the gun at her face. “Answer me or I’ll rearrange your features.”

She suddenly wanted the toilet. “Er… yes, we were…” Shaking with fear, Katie didn’t have the nouse to think of an alternative reply.

“Please,” she pleaded. “Can’t you go and look further down the river?” The teenager was in a daze and couldn’t quite comprehend how everything had turned so sour, so quickly.

“Get up!” ordered Brad.

She slowly climbed to her feet and continued to sob and shake with fear. What a disaster, she thought. She was in the middle of nowhere and there was absolutely no way of escaping, unless they let her go. And, to make things worse, her shorts were torn up to the waist, giving the men a sight of her panties.

“Take your shorts off, girl, otherwise they’ll be flapping about all day.”

“No, I don’t mind. I don’t want to take them off.”

“Fucking do as I say. Take them off!”

Brad’s mood changed in the blink of an eye, while the other two leered and licked their lips. However, Katie was determined to keep her shorts on. “Seriously? Think about what you’re doing. Technically, you haven’t committed a crime yet. Just go and let try and find someone else to help me.”

“Boys, help me get those shorts off the gal!”

The pair had been waiting for the command. They quickly laid their guns down and grabbed her arms as she tried to back away. She didn’t stand a chance because they were blocking the only exit. Katie continued to struggle when Brad closed in and unfastened the studs of her fly, before dragging her shorts down.

“Let’s see what she’s hiding in here,” he said pushing everything down.

“Noooooooo!” she wailed, when both garments slid down her thighs to her knees.

“Lord, Brad, she’s as smooth as a billiard ball.”

“Let me gooooo!” she screamed, but the men held her tightly and put their legs in front of hers so she couldn’t kick out.

The taller man crouched down and took a look at her pussy, while the men either side fondled her bare buttocks.

“You’re right, this gal is as bald as a coot.” He looked up into Katie’s tear stained face. “The boys are going to turn you around and bend you over. If you struggle, I fetch a branch and trash your naked ass.”

“Please don’t do anything to me,” Katie wailed as the pair of strong hillbillies turned her around and forced her to bend forward.

“We all want to take a look and see what we’ve caught,” one of the young men after gripping the back of her neck to hold her in the bent position.

“Straighten your legs bitch…”

“Nooooo, please don’t do anything,” she cried as first one man stroked her thrusting labia lips then another.

“Lord, this gal’s lips are plump,” one of the young men said.

“Come and hold her neck so that I can cop a feel,” the third man said.

Once they had Swapped around, the man rubbed his fingers up and down her sex, then gripped her clitoral hood. “Fuck, Brad, I’m so hard for this bitch.”

“Keep your pecker in your pants. You know the rules.”

When they let Katie up, she was dizzy and red faced with embarrassment.

“You can keep your panties if you shut your trap,” Brad said. If you give us any trouble, I’ll whip them off quicker than you can blink an eye. Then, you’ll walk to the cabin with a bare ass. Will you do as you’re told until we get there?”

Stunned at what had just happened to her, Katie nodded her head in agreement. He stooped down, and with his eyes just inches from her shaven mons, disentangled the shorts and pulled them from under her feet.

“Gary, pull her panties up while I throw these in the river.”

The men relaxed their hold, then the youngest man pulled her panties back into place “She’s wet and ready Tom. I Hope Brad changes his mind and lets us bone the bitch.”

“He will if she kicks off again. There ain’t nothing like ten inches of cock for silencing a kid like this.

The older kidnapper returned and scowled down at Katie who was sobbing uncontrollably. He wagged his finger at her. “There ain’t no point in shouting or hollering. This part of the mountain is deserted. That dumb boyfriend of yours shouldn’t have brought you up here, hey boys?”

“I’m glad he did,” the fair haired man said fondling her ass cheek again.

“Can we take a look-see at her titties, Brad?” Gary asked.

“Later, we’ve got to get her back to the farm.”

Katie was so distressed she couldn’t think clearly, although she was fully aware that the men were planning to do something awful to her.

The ringleader pointed at the trail with his gun. “Gary, you go first. You know the way to the cabin.” The dark haired young man looked disappointed at having to lead the way.

The younger man evidently respected Brad’s authority though, because he backed away toward the path, still with his eyes glued to Katie’s bare legs and white panties. She covered her butt knowing that the men behind her were staring at it. The last thing she wanted to do was to lose her panties while walking and climbing along the trail.

“Ow!” she complained, when a gun barrel poked her in the back.

“What are you waiting for?” Brad yelled at Katie, who was still in a daze and utterly distressed. “Go on bitch, follow Gary!”

Katie lurched forward with legs that felt like jelly, but she somehow managed to stumble toward the pathway. As she began the climb, her thoughts were on her poor unfortunate lover, who she would never kiss, cuddle or make love to again.

“Please don’t do anything to me.” She pleaded, as she started to climb the trail.

“I told you to shut the fuck up!” Came the reply and another nudge from the barrel of the gun. “Do you want to walk for three hours with a bare ass?”

Katie sobbed her heart out while trudging up the trail between her three abductors. Her unbridled misery at losing George had for a while helped her to forget her perilous situation but gradually fear and dread for her own safety crept up on her and became her overriding concern.

Reality began to dawn on the teenager. A realization that the men could only be abducting her one reason - so they could take turns in fucking her, once they arrived at the cabin, not once but multiple times…


6 ~ Depths of despair.

George hit the water feet first and crumpled into a heap on the riverbed, just before the current grabbed him bodily and swept his away. The shock of being submerged in the torrent of fast flowing cold water caused him to panic, flail about, and try to grab anything his hands could make contact with. Katie’s rucksack dragged him down and as he spun round and round, the thought occurred to him that the canvas bag and its contents would be the death of him.

Suddenly, he crashed sideways into a boulder, sending a searing pain flashing up his left arm. The water tossed him into the air, where he seemed to hang for a second, before falling back into the foaming torrent. Once again, the water spun him and sent him crashing into another boulder.

“Agggggh!” George screamed with the second impact but managed to gasp a lungful of air before going under again.

Then, unbelievable, his pell-mell ride down the river and past boulders was brought to an abrupt end. Gasping and frantic, George clawed at the rock face that he had slammed into. Then, he surfaced in relatively calm waters, George looked around in disbelief. The rucksack had snagged on the rock and was holding him against the back of the boulder, while the foaming water rushed past him on both sides.

The young Swede edged up the rock face a few inches and peered above a huge wave that carried the water past him on his left side. The riverbank was tantalizingly close, a mere 6 feet away. If he could launch himself off the rock, then maybe he could grab the rocks on the bank that looked relatively stable. If he failed, then he would surely be swept away to his death.

However, there were more pressing matters. He feared that the water would soon tear the rucksack away from its snag, and his chance of survival would be gone. George unclipped the belly clasp and slipped his right arm out of the shoulder strap. He was then able to twist his body away from the bag. He began to feel for a hold across the slippery surface and was about to give up, when his fingers found a crack that was just wide enough for them to slip into.

Once he had a grip with his right hand George was able to free his left arm from the rucksack and search for another hold. It took him several moments, but he eventually found a ridge on the rock surface. The rucksack that had temporarily saved his life performed a merry dance in the torrent of water and was gone.

George turned his attention to the riverbank and carefully examined the rocky formations for a possible place to grab - if he made it across! Facing the boulder, he edged his boots up the slippery rock face until his knees were up against his chest. He calculated that he needed every ounce of strength to launch himself up and over the rushing wave of water to even have the slimmest chance of making it.

He had to try and save his life. George filled his lungs with air and released as much pent up energy as he could muster. Later George realized that his boots had saved his life, because they gripped the wet surface and enabled him to fly into the air and clear the wave before crashing into the rocks on the other side.

His right shoulder took most of the force from the initial bone jarring collision. When the water spun him round, he momentarily lost sight of his objective. He bumped along the rock face at a frightening pace, during which time his body sustained injuries he would only discover once he was out of the water.

George had a picture in his head of a rocky ledge protruding over the water’s edge, about 50 meters downstream from the boulder. When he surfaced, he saw that he was almost upon it and that he would only have a split second to act. George threw his arms up into the air just in time. The contact with his forearms was painful. But he was able to grasp the ledge with his hands as they slid down the slab of rock.

The pull on his body was nowhere near as strong at the river’s edge, so he could not only hang on, but also haul himself half out of the water and stop his body from being swept away. Slowly, he edged the 3 feet to the riverbank and managed to drag himself up onto the rocks, where, once he had found a flat place to lay, he collapsed and broke down in a distressed state.

George was racked by anger and despair. Instead of being euphoric at being alive, he was angry at himself for bringing Katie on a dangerous trek up the mountainside. It was his fault that she was in the hands of a gang of hillbillies who may well doing dreadful things to her. He couldn’t bring himself to think about the worse scenarios. It was too painful.

Then the pain from his injuries surfaced, worrying him that he wouldn’t be able to track down the gang and discover what they had done to Katie. The pain in his left arm was particularly intense; and he feared that he had broken it when he twice cannoned into the boulders.

Using his right hand only, while suffering considerable pain in his shoulder, he managed to push himself up into a kneeling position. Taking it slowly, George gingerly examined his left arm by pushing the wet sleeve of his t-shirt up onto his shoulder. He found the early signs of an ugly bruise on his bicep. When he touched it, pain jagged down his arm making his groan.

Slowly, George flexed his shoulder joint and elbow and to his relief discovered that his humerus wasn’t broken. The rest of his body was also battered and bruised. He had sustained a gash just above his right knee and another cut on his left leg. After the terrible journey through the rapids, George was relieved to find the Bowie knife was still sitting snugly in its sheath.

Then he remembered his phone. He unzipped the pocket on his thigh, pulled the mobile out and tried to switch it on, but it wouldn’t respond. He once dropped a phone down a toilet and eventually got it to work after he dried it out. He returned the phone to his pocket hoping it too would revive in the fullness of time.

George carefully got to his feet and drew his Bowie knife to examine the 9” blade. He bought the knife thinking it would be useful for cutting branches or maybe gutting a fish. Well, if he caught up with the men and discovered that they had hurt or killed Katie then it wouldn’t be fish that he was gutting…

With the knife in his hand his despair dissipated and was replaced with a resolute determination to catch up with the men, and if she was still alive, rescue Katie.


7 ~ Escape attempt.

By the time Katie reached the top of the hill, her thoughts had turned to her own predicament. She couldn’t push George’s fate out of her mind but decided that self-reservation was her top priority. They were approaching the point where the paths crossed and not knowing which way they were going presented her with a serious problem.

If the younger hillbilly turned left or right, then she could try and make a run for it straight across the junction. If on the other hand they went straight across then the most sensible thing to do would be to run to the right, which would be the same direction that the river flowed.

She had nothing to lose, because the trio had put down a marker when they molested her sex. They obviously had something dreadful planned for her and would afterwards probably kill her and throw her in the river to join George at the foot of the waterfall.

Katie had given up covering her panties, because they had seen her naked posterior and sex. Also, her hands on her ass annoyed Brad. He kept prodding them with the barrel of his gun and telling her to remove them.

She readied herself to bolt, feeling confident she could outrun them if she caught them by surprise. The lead man turned left about 8 feet ahead of her, at the cross-paths, so the moment her feet touched the wider track she was off, straight ahead, rushing headlong along the narrower pathway.

“HELP!” she yelled as she ran, “Someone help me!”

Unfortunately, she had underestimated Brad, who was not far behind her. He had somehow anticipated her move and caught up with her before she had run 50 yards. One moment her legs were pumping while racing along the path and the next moment her feet were kicked out from under her. She was unable to stop from sprawling sideways into the undergrowth. Katie rolled over and ending up lying on her front on a bed of thorns and nettles.

“Ahhhhr!” she cried, desperately disappointed that she couldn’t run fast enough.

Brad jumped on top of her and pushed his knee in her back.

“Run from me, would you?” he yelled.

“I’m sorry. Please don’t hurt me …” she cried.

Her tormentor grabbed a handful of hair and cruelly twisted it, sending a flash of pain through her scalp. “Lay still!” he yelled.

His cohorts arrived on the scene puffing and panting, then leant over to see what was happening.

“One more stunt like that bitch and you’re dead! Understand?” Brad pushed his knee harder into her back making her groan. “Give me that stick!”

“What you gonna do Brad?”

“Pull her panties down!”

Katie banged her fists on the ground and shuddered when she felt two hands grab the waist elastic of her panties. “Noooooooo!” she screamed when one of the men ripped the precious garment all the way to her ankles.

“She needs to be taught a lesson!” one of the men shouted.

“Leave me alone!” she cried, in an almost hysterical voice. “HELP ME SOMEONE!”

“Lord, look at the cheeks on that ass!” one of her tormentors exclaimed. “The bitch needs to be taught a lesson.”

“We’re near the footpath,” the other warned.

Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt!

“Noooooo, HELP!” Katie cried at the top of her voice, as the gang leader delivered a series of stinging blows to her naked cheeks.

“That’s a sight for sore eyes, Brad,” one of the onlookers commented as she kicked out at thin air.

“Shut the fuck up!” he yelled at Katie.

“Please don’t hit me again,” she pleaded.

“Then shut the fuck up!”

“Please don’t take my panties,” she wailed.

The tiny cotton pants had flown off her feet as she flailed them in the air and one of the men had picked them up.

“Her cunt smells like cream cheese,” he commented.

“You can have them back in twenty minutes if you behave and keep quiet. Understand?”

Katie was too upset to reply, but nodded furiously, which seemed to satisfy the callous sadist. He pulled Katie’s hair, forcing the red faced youngster to scramble to her feet, where she tottered for a moment.

She was distraught from the beating and because the trio were constantly ogling her semi-naked body. Katie couldn’t stem the flow of tears, but she had the wherewithal to stand demurely to avoid further punishment.

“Any more noise from you. I’ll gag you and then thrash your bare again ass. You got that?” He waved his newly acquired stick in the air.

Katie was distressed but managed to mumble an acknowledgement. She was in no doubt that the sadistic kidnapper would carry out his threat, so she had to toe the line for the time being. The only thing she could do was to pray that they bump into someone on the trail who would stand up to them and rescue her.

Brad pushed her back toward the trail, forcing her to stumble in the direction of the other men who were clearly enjoying her embarrassing predicament.

“She’s ripe for the plucking, Brad, and that ass is something else.”

“Gary, keep your fucking mind off the gal’s ass and get a move on. We haven’t got all day!” the older man snapped.

Katie tried to focus on pulling herself together as she followed the younger kidnaper along the path. She began by covering her mons, but it was pointless, so settled for rubbing the bruises on her butt cheeks where her captor had beaten her so callously.

The temperature had risen considerably. It was hot even in the constant shade of the high canopy; and because the air was still, Katie began to sweat profusely.

Brad grabbed her hair when they turned right at the cross-paths and released it once she was walking in an easterly direction, into a denser part of the forest. Katie ditched the idea of escaping and tried to focus on keeping in Brad’s good books. The trail was a steady climb, so she was constantly embarrassed, knowing that Brad had the perfect view of her ass and peeping fig-like sex lips.

She was alone with three aggressive men. Katie feared that it was only a matter of time before they arrived at their destination where they could do anything they wanted to her. As they walked through the dense forest Katie missed the beautiful views and stunning countryside; for she was lost in her own pessimistic dark thoughts.

As Katie quietly sobbed to herself, she began to pray. The teenager prayed that George had somehow survived and that she might get another chance to escape. Anything surely, was better than thinking about what the sadistic gang had planned for her at their eventual destination …


8 ~ Tracking the enemy.

The sun’s rays were having a beneficial effect on George’s damaged body. His spirits were at their lowest ebb, for he had failed to take care of the most important person in his life. He didn’t want to dwell on the terrible things that could be happening to Katie. Instead, he tried to concentrate on getting himself fit enough to track and catch up with the men who pursued them through the forest.

After hacking a strip of material off his t-shirt, he bandaged the wound above his knee and examined several other abrasions on his legs and arms. He had been lucky to escape from the rapids and fortunate not to break any bones; but because his body ached in numerous places, he was only operating at about 50% of his normal strength.

Once George was satisfied that none of his injuries were serious, he turned his attention to the task in hand. He guessed that he had travelled less than a quarter of a mile in the water, which thankfully, wasn’t very far to walk. He began to climb the incline which soon became dense woodland.

Progress was slow because of his bruised shoulders and painful leg. Luckily the sides of the valley were not as steep where he came ashore, nor were they as rocky. He was therefore able to thread his way between the trees. He was certain that he would pick up the track that would lead him back to the crossing and the path down to the river’s edge where he fell in the water.

He had a good sense of direction and made sure he kept heading on the same imaginary bearing until he crested the ridge. It didn’t take long before he came upon a path that looked as well trodden as the one he was looking for.

The bruised and battered young man set off along the trail, which led due east, parallel with the course of the river. When George arrived at the point where the paths crossed, he hunkered down to listen out for any sounds, movement or voices in the vicinity. There was silence in the beautiful location apart from the distant roar of the white water rapids.

Walking in a crouch, George carefully threaded his way along the lesser trodden path, heading toward the river. He studied the path and the surrounding trees carefully, but there was no sign of the men or Katie. Slowly but surely, knife in hand, he edged his way down the pathway until he had a view of the flat rock formation where they were trapped.

The small plateau was deserted and because there was nowhere to hide, he felt confident he was alone. George slowly stepped out into the open and strolled into the centre of the giant slab of rock. He studied the slope that they tried to climb and spotted a discarded piece of blue material among the rocky terrain. He went over to the spot and picked up the scrap of blue cloth, which he recognized as being a large piece of Katie’s denim shorts.

His knife clattered to the rocky surface and George collapsed onto his battered knees, not noticing the jolts of pain that shot through his legs. He grasped the small piece of ripped clothing in his fist and howled with grief and self-guilt. His imagination couldn’t avoid the assumption that the three men had ripped the clothes from her body, used her and then thrown her into the river.

He knew from his own experience in the white water rapids that Katie’s young body would be smashed to pieces on the rocks. ‘Oh, my poor lovely Katie,’ George thought. ‘It’s all my fault for bringing you here!’

The river rushed by and the birds fluttered overhead, oblivious to the angst and pain George was suffering. However, despite his pain and grief, a germ of an idea was slowly forming in the young man’s head.

He had been brought up in the northern part of Sweden and been taught some rigorous survival and hunting skills by his father. George was adept at using a knife or a gun so wasn’t lacking confidence in that department.

He made up his mind and resolved to use all of his skills to track down the perpetrators of their dreadful crimes and either bring them to justice or die trying.


9 ~ Fighting back.

The path became steeper and more overgrown as it wound its way higher into the mountains. Katie had never been in such a desolate place so began to give up hope that someone would see her being herded along by the sadistic trio. They seemed confident as they strode along the narrow path, as though they were the only people on that part of the mountain.

They arrived at a rickety rope bridge that crossed a river which roared beneath them, between two sheer rock faces. Katie was terrified at having to cross it, because the planks holding the bridge together were simply tied in place with rope.

The condition of it was so bad that if George had asked her to cross it, she would have flatly refused, but with a gun in her back she had no option. She was whimpering as she squeezed her eyes shut and inched her way across the wide chasm. The rope structure swayed from side to side and by clinging onto the thick rope handrail for dear life, she eventually made it.

By the time she stepped once more onto solid ground her whole body was shaking uncontrollably. It then took a while to get herself back under control. After another half hour, it became clear that Brad was enjoying himself too much to return her panties.

The men marched on while the minutes eventually turned into hours. It was obvious to Katie that the trio were far from home when they killed George and kidnapped her, which made sense if they were out hunting for young women to kidnap.

It was after 2 o’clock, when after climbing a steep hill, they arrived at a junction with a track that had recently been used by vehicles with four wheels. After following the wider track for a short while the younger man leading them turned off and pushed his way through a narrow gap in a tall hedge, before beckoning to her to follow.

When she came out the other side she stopped dead, surprised by the strange sight before her. Littered around, in every corner of a dusty yard were piles and piles of rusty, rotten cars and machinery as far as the eye could see. In the middle of the yard sat a ramshackle wooden cabin that looked as though it hadn’t been lived in for decades. Brad came through the hedge behind her and pushed her in the back again.

“Get a move on you lazy little bitch, we haven’t got all day!”

Katie screamed when he swatted her butt with the stick that he had been threatening her with during the long journey. She jumped forward, rubbing her ass, but quickly followed Gary down the side of the wooden building, lest he swatted her again. She had never experienced any kind of violence in her short life, so Katie was terrified at what was about to happen once they had her inside the cabin.

“I need to go to the loo,” she cried, when Gary entered the cabin ahead of her.

“Over there,” Brad raised his stick and pointed to an old white bath standing on four short, curved legs.

Katie carefully skirted a pair of huge rust engines standing precariously on bricks and several buckets of oil, before peering into the bath. She quickly wished she hadn’t, for it was half full of human waste where people had sat on the edge and used it as a toilet.

She gulped down her revulsion and turned to see what the men were doing and discovered that all three were watching her intently. If she hadn’t have been desperate for a wee, she doubted it she could have gone through with it.

“Open your thighs, girl so that we can see what you’re doing,” commanded Brad who had the best vantage point right in front of Katie. “If you disobey me, I’ll throw you in the tub headfirst.”

She lowered her head after reluctantly complying to hide her embarrassment. Gary and Top edged around the bath the witness my wee squirting into the tub from behind.

“Fuck, this girl has an ass on her,” Garry commented.

Katie was becoming hardened to the rude comments but her dire situation was another matter. No sooner had she climbed off the edge, then a low snuffling sound on the far side of the yard caught her attention.

She stood on tiptoe and saw the source of the noise was coming from a large pen that contained a dozen or so large hairy brown hogs. Was it possible that the men were farmers, rearing animals high up in the Montana Mountains? If so, there may be others farms nearby where she might be able to get help.

The three men, she suspected, were related in some way, probably brothers, because they had too many similarities not to be. They were all lanky and their faces were the same shape, oval, thin and craggy. Their noses were pointy with the slightest hint of a hook. Another similarity was that they had the same grin-like leer, which made her cringe from head to toe whenever they looked at her.

The Leader, Brad and the younger one, Gary, both had mops of thick black unkempt hair. However, Tom’s was light brown, almost blonde. Then, like the others, he was scruffy and unwashed. Having spent more time with them, Katie guessed that the younger man was around 30, while the other two were about five to ten years older.

What were they planning to do with her? She discounted the idea of kidnap for ransom, because they hadn’t even asked her what her name was. The alternatives didn’t even bear thinking about! The cabin was so isolated it could be on another planet and would take a miracle for someone to find her there. She had to try and reason with them, she had to try something!

“You could let me go,” Katie said to Brad when he came to get her. “Nothing’s happened yet. I’m not hurt and …” a sob escaped her lips. “George … it … it was an accident. He fell. It wasn’t your fault.” She was crying again. “Please let me go …”

“You’ve changed your tune, just like every other bitch on god’s earth. If you don’t shut your fucking mouth, I’ll give you another beating with this.” He waved the stick in the air.

Brad grabbed her arm and half dragged, half walked her to and through the open doorway into the dusty interior of the cabin. Bright sunshine filtered in through dirty windowpanes of what used to be the main living room. The atmosphere was like something out of a tacky horror movie. It seemed to the teenager that time had stopped still in the cabin and covered everything with a thick layer of filthy dust.

Katie was led through the undisturbed reception room into a similar sized room which had been cleaned and was obviously being used. The teenager looked around wildly after hearing a shuffling noise that sent shivers down her spine.

The noise was coming from the far corner of the room where a long box like object stood shrouded by a blanket. Katie bulked at going any further into the room, but Brad shoved her in the back, making her stumble forward toward a small table that stood in the middle of the room. The surface was littered with cuffs and restraints, making Katie even more terrified by the developing situation.

“Do you think Pap will send her up to the mill, Brad?” the fair haired kidnapper asked the older man. “If he does, we’ll have to look after the skanky bitch.”

“Shut up Tom. He’ll decide when he gets here. We’ve got to sort this bitch out first. Help me shackle her, then when the old man arrives, he can decide what we’re gonna do with them. You two, get the old skank out of the cage and take her out for a shit. Then, we can clean the mats.”

Both Gary and Tom glowered at the older man but eventually shrugged their shoulders and turned toward the shrouded cage. Katie’s eyes widened when Tom lifted the blanket up at the front to reveal two stainless steel cages standing side by side, each about 3 feet tall, wide and deep.

Katie wanted to die, because although one of the miniature prisons was empty, the other was occupied by a bedraggled, naked young woman. The girl, who was in a terrible state, was sitting in the cage, trembling on the end of a chain attached to a heavy metal collar.

Her knees were parted widely, ensuring the lewd display of her sex to all and sundry.  The youngster was sitting on her heels with her hands behind her head, probably following some sort of ritual laid down by the kidnappers. The pose accentuated her modest, jutting breasts, which were covered with red blotches and bite marks.

Her emaciated body was bruised and battered, while her fair hair, which fell around her shoulders, was dirty and dishevelled. Katie also noted that her red rimmed lifeless eyes stared forward, as though she was in shock and had just witnessed an unspeakable atrocity.

As well as the metal collar round her neck, shackles on her ankles were connected by a short heavy chain. Her hands had been balled into fists and encased in what looked like tight leather mittens that had been secured in place by chains padlocked to her wrists.

Katie, shocked to the core, looked around for a means of escape. Unfortunately, the large room only had the one exit. There were two, 3 feet square, filthy windows, but both were heavily barred.

At the other end of the room sat a metal framed double bed that had a half decent ornate bedhead. Katie couldn’t help noticing the handcuffs hanging from the metal detail. She instantly knew why they were there and what the men did to their victims, while secured to the bed.

Realizing she had entered a prison where the men intended to keep her indefinitely, an uncontrollable terror gripped the youngster. The horror of her situation became too much for her. In a panic she made a dash for the doorway.

“Gary, Tom, the bitch is running!” yelled Brad, as he made a lunge for Katie’s flailing arms.

She somehow managed to dodge the tall man’s outstretched hand and got as far as the open doorway; but a sudden pain flashed across her neck, causing her to crash into the open door. As it swung back, she slumped to the floor and looked up tearfully, holding her wounded neck.

“Leave me alone!” she screamed. “You’re nothing but a bunch of brutal sadists!”

Brad had swiped her with the stick and struck her shoulder, almost knocking her off her feet. He approached her with a sick grin on his face as he eyeballed her widely spread thighs.

“Don’t you touch me!” she screamed. “You’re nothing but a bunch of monsters!” In a final act of defiance Katie rolled sideways, banging her elbow painfully, but still managed to swing a leg and deliver a vicious kick to Brad’s shin with the steel toecap of her hiking boot.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” the sadistic abductor howled.

Brad dropped the stick and began hopping around on one foot, while clearly in considerable pain. He started to rub his shin furiously and scowled at Katie. She climbed to her feet and set off once again, out of the room. Her bare legs wouldn’t respond the way she wanted. She stumbled through the dusty room heading for the open door and the yard.

“Get her back in here boys!” Brad screamed from the cage room.

The pair of younger men had been caught on the hop for they were amused by Brad’s misfortune. However, Katie heard boots pounding the floorboards just before she ran into the yard.

“HELP ME SOMEONE,” she screamed, when she paused to get her bearings.

“Cunt, only the pigs can hear you!” one of the men shouted.

Pausing was a fatal mistake. She spotted the pathway but only got as far as the first rusty car. “Oooof!” she cried as she went sprawling to the ground. One of the men had punched her in the back.

They jumped on her like a pack of wolves. “There’s nowhere to run you stupid bitch,” Tom said after he had seated himself on her body and pinned her arms to the ground.

“Get off me, get off me. You can’t do this to me…” She shouted up at his grinning face, Then, when she felt her legs being lifted, she tried to kick out. It was hopeless though, for Gary was too strong. “Let go of my legs!” she screamed.

“Fuck, this bitch is so fuckable.”

“Hold her legs up!” It was Brad and he had probably brought his stick. She was pinned in the dirt and her ass was as bare as the day she was born.

Katie could see Gary’s grinning face as he pushed her legs against Tom’s back. She could also see the stick being lifted in the air. “Don’t hit me. I’ll do as I’m told,” she cried. Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt! Switt!

“Neeeeeeeeeeeeeei!” she screamed louder than she had ever done before. The pain was explosive and spread throughout her ass and upper thighs like a raging inferno. It continued even after the blows had stopped raining down.

When Gary released her legs and Tom climbed off her, Katie rolled about in the dirt, clutching her ass and screaming her heads off. She was unable to think coherently. She just wanted the pain to stop. Despite her writhing and crying, the younger men lifted her to her feet

“Hold her still boys,” ordered Brad as he approached Katie, who’s head was bobbing and turning while she wailed tearfully. “You’ve got a lot of lessons to learn bitch, and I’m going to enjoy teaching you every last one of them!” He drew his fist back. Thunk!

Katie saw stars as Brad’s fist landed a glancing blow on her chin. She fell silent, while her head lolled forward onto her chest. Although she hadn’t been knocked unconscious, the will to fight deserted her and she collapsed into a state of extreme despair and distress.

The men, then unceremoniously dragged her limp body back into the cabin where a stainless-steel cage awaited her…


10 ~ Downtrodden.

Ashley had lost track of time and had no idea how long the men had held her captive. Some of the time she was kept in the cage, in the cabin, and other times she was taken to the mill where the treatment and abuse was even worse. She had been in the cage for many months and suffered too much pain and cruelty to be bothered anymore. It would suit her just fine if one of the men came in and put an end to her life.

The youngster could remember her 19th birthday, which seemed like a lifetime away. She remembered living in New York with her family and that she was enjoying a holiday in Montana with them when she was abducted by the three sadistic brothers. No sooner had they brought her back to the cabin, her life became a living hell as one man after another abused and fucked her.

The men, the brutal men, had become her clock. Sometimes one man would come, but usually there were more. The frail youngster’s day would start whenever they arrived to play with her. Sometimes it was at night and other during the day. Occasionally their games would involve violent beatings that put her out of action for a few days. Consequently, she would get a respite, but it didn’t last long.

Ashley looked dolefully at the empty cage beside her and felt a pang of sorrow for the girl who until recently had occupied it. The men had been angry when she became ill and failed to recover. They dragged her outside and fed her to the hogs. After that she was the only one left for them to play with.

On that fateful day, when her friend had become too sick to do anything but moan, Ashley had also been taken outside and chained to the side of the pen and made to watch. If she didn’t watch they said, she would be next.

They dismembered her friend with an axe, then threw the bits into the pig pen, whereupon the hogs chewed and ate her parts ravenously. It was an experience that she would never forget. Ashley was devastated to be alone again, but dreaded another girl arriving just in case the brothers fed her to the hogs.

Their actions confirmed in her mind the uselessness of trying to resist the will of the brothers and their father. She had resisted at first and regretted it, because the men were sadists and enjoyed punishing her no matter how she behaved. Then, Hatcher ripped some of her teeth out when she bit one of his men up at the mill. The brutal loggers broke her arms on several occasions and the crude repairs still hurt like hell.

The pain that wracked her body was a constant companion and the only thing she had to keep her company since her friend had died. She knew that the only way to survive was to be a good bitch and follow their orders, regardless of whatever shameful behaviour they demanded of her.

Sounds in the house alerted her, so she sat up to listen to the voices and tried to determine how many men were coming to abuse her. In one respect Ashley was pleased to hear them coming, because she had been left alone for a while and needed to go to the toilet.

Her tummy was continuously rumbling with hunger. The men didn’t want her to make bad smells in the room, so she had to be careful not to soil her mat. Mistakes like that would always result in a thrashing, which she wanted to avoid at all costs.

Ashley listened carefully and guessed that the men had brought a girl back with them. She wanted a new friend, but she was also worried about being replaced. She sat up and then knelt with her knees apart so that they could see her juicy cunty – their words, not hers. If the men were happy with her, they find something else to feed to the hogs when they were hungry.

Suddenly, the cover was removed from both cages, revealing the three brothers and their new captive. The girl, who was naked below the waist and wearing an orange shirt immediately tried to run away. A scuffle broke out. To her amazement the girl kicked Brad’s leg, hurting him. Gary and Tom laughed but they had to race after her with Brad shouting angrily at them.

The girl’s escape attempt was the first time that Ashley had ever seen their authority challenged since she herself had fought back when she arrived. She wouldn’t escape though. The cabin was on top of a mountain and hardly anyone lived in the area. When they brought her back, she was limp and in a state.

She instantly felt sorry for the new girl who would soon be dealt with by the brothers and put in the empty cage. While the girl lay dazed on the floor they removed her boots, her orange shirt and bra, leaving her wearing just a pair of white socks. All three brothers fondled her tits and ass, but they wouldn’t fuck her until they had permission from their father.

Brad secured a pair of shackles to her ankles and then led the groggy girl across to the bed and handcuffed her to the bed head. Ashley saw that she was sobbing her heart out while she lay stretched out on her back.

She wondered if they had kidnapped the new girl from the trail, like they had with her, the previous summer. She was out hiking with her family when she strayed from the group. Before she knew what was happening, she ran into the three brothers who snatched her and led her away.

Ashley wondered how long it would be before the new pretty girl’s healthy body was bruised and broken like hers. If Hatcher and his loggers got his hands on her, then her nightmare existence would begin the moment he got her to the mill. Knowing that the sadistic mill owner would want her, made her own situation a little more secure.

Brad came over and unlocked the door to her cage, so she followed his orders carefully by crawling out and waiting beside his feet. The older brother wasn’t interested in her though, because he couldn’t take his eyes of the naked dark haired girl on the bed. Brad ordered Tom to take her outside for her food, so she followed dutifully behind the fair haired brother to the side of the pig pen where an empty dish lay on the ground.

Ashley couldn’t forget that she was squatting in exactly the same spot when they forced her to watch her friend being fed to the hogs.

Tom secured her chain to a rail on the pen with a padlock and scooped a ladle full of slop from the hog food barrel into her dish. Ashley had long since forgotten her disgust at having to eat pig food and immediately dipped her head forward to start slurping the muck down.

The older brother had found a new toy to play with so what was going to happen to her now? When their father arrived, would they chop her up and feed her to the hogs?

She didn’t have long to wait, because Pap’s green vehicle appeared and backed up to the hog pen. Then, the white haired, elderly man, jumped out to chat with his sons. Pap soon disappeared into the house with Brad to look at the new girl, leaving the younger men to clean the mats.

The brothers and their father worked for Harry Hatcher, who owned the huge logging mill up the mountain. She knew that they had kidnapped several girls for Harry, because she had heard them talking about the poor souls.

Hatcher and his loggers were monsters and used the girls mercilessly during their recreational periods at the mill. Hatcher kept his men happy with a never ending supply of sex slaves. He expected the brothers and their father to keep finding fresh girls for his men. She hoped that she never returned to the mill again, but then she didn’t fancy being fed to the hogs either!

Ashley licked the bowl clean, wiped her face on a leather mitten, then sat and watched the hogs snuffling for food. She looked around when she heard loud voices filtering out of the old cabin. Ashley hoped that Pap would reject the new girl and let Harry take her to the mill.

Tom released her chain and led over to the old bath to take a dump. It was the only time Ashley was allowed to stand and had to be quick, because the men were impatient and mean. While she sat on the edge of the white porcelain tub, Pap emerged from the house and came over to Brad who was helping clean the mats from the cages.

“Brad, go and chain up the new bitch and put her in her cage until Harry gets here. Gary, I want you to stay the night to keep an eye on them. I’ve got to take Brad and Tom over to Harry’s, so listen out, cos we’ll come by later when we get finished.” Gary seemed happy but Tom looked fed up about being left alone.

“Can’t you go later Pap?” Tom asked.

“We’ve got to go now because Harry is expecting us at the yard to help him load one of the wagons.” His explanation seemed to mollify the fair haired sibling.

Ashley watched the tall figure march back into the house to deal with the new girl. She then jumped down from the edge of the bath before dropping back onto her mitted hands and knees. Tom slapped his thigh, so she dutifully crawled around the yard for her exercise and then followed him to a low bench.

The emaciated youngster knew what was expected of her, so she climbed up and posed like a begging dog with her knees widely parted. Tom, or Gary, usually began by mauling her breasts and sucking her nipples before getting their cocks out for her to deep throat them. Then, after turning around, the men would take it in turns to spear her ‘doggie holes’, as the boys called them. They sometimes argued about whose turn it was to use her butt hole, because they both preferred her tighter orifice.

Tom began to fondle her, but she could see his mind was elsewhere. All the men wanted to play with the new girl so was skating on thin ice. All she could do though was to behave herself and try to avoid ending up as the hog’s next meal!


11 ~ Caged.

Brad’s punch caught the side of Katie’s face and completely stunned her, leaving her limp and unable to defend herself. Under the circumstances it was probably a godsend, in that it disconnected her from what happened when they dragged her back in the room. In her groggy state she was aware that the men had let her drop to the floor and then removed her boots t-shirt and bra.

“Can we have a turn before Pap comes?” one of the men asked.

“I don’t want you soiling the goods before he arrives. He’ll be furious if her holes are full of your cum!”

After all three men had squeezed her breasts and fondled her ass, while she laid on the floor, the fastened ankle cuffs over her socks. The cuffs were connected by a short length of chain. Then, to make matters worse the men lifted her and dragged her to the bed where they fastened her wrists in the cuffs already hanging from the bedhead.

As her groggy head cleared, she cringed with embarrassment having to lay naked in front of the men. She clamped her thighs together, but they still stood ogling her legs and muttering to each other; probably arguing about who would be the first to fuck her. Shame turned to fear and fear to dread, while the men went about organizing the other captive.             

“Tom, get the bitch out, chain her to the pig pen and feed her. Gary, I want that cage cleaned out. And hurry, cos Pap will be arriving soon and he ain’t gonna be happy if the cages are in a mess.

“Ah Brad, for pity sake, can’t the gal clean it out. It’s gonna be her poxy cage,” Gary whined.

“Get on with it. I expect Harry will be coming later to take a look-see at the new bitch, so do it right.”

Brad unlocked the cage and then pulled open the steel barred door.

“Out!” he yelled at the emaciated girl.

To Katie’s surprise the bedraggled girl immediately crawled out into the middle of the room, dragging the heavy chain behind her.

As she moved under the sickly yellow oil lamp, welts, cuts and what looked like cigarette burns were noticeable on her body, arms and legs. Katie was horrified and wondered if she would look like the fair haired girl after they had mistreated and abused her for a few weeks. Brad turned toward Katie and pointed at the pitiful girl.

“It took a long time to train this bitch, but we got there eventually. Watch and learn and if you behave yourself and follow the rules, you’ll save yourself a lot of pain.”

He signalled to Tom, who picked up the chain attached to the back of her collar and gave it a tug. The fragile-looking girl moved forward and crawled obediently behind the fair haired gang member out of the room. The men had trained her to behave like a dog and had treated her so badly, they had succeeded in their goal.

Gary and Brad pulled the mat lining from both cages and carried them from the room to clean them. Left alone, Katie had a chance to worry about her own parlous situation. Wracked with fear and dread for her future and struck with heart-breaking pain over losing her lover, the teenager began to weep for both of them.

Loud footsteps suggested that one of the men was returning. An older man appeared with Brad and strode over to the side of the bed to stare down at her writhing body. The stranger’s mouth was set in an expression that could only be described as a leer or a drool. Katie sheepishly studied his face, which was a similar shape to the younger men; and featured the same twisted grin. Were the other three brothers and the man they called Pap, their father?

With his unkempt white hair, Katie thought he acted like a sprightly 60 year old man, but his gnarled weather-beaten face belied his age. He looked strong and muscular and with his upright stance and determined expression, he was clearly used to getting his own way

“What do you think Pap?” Brad asked.

“She ain’t skinny like the last couple you snatched. Harry’s boys are gonna drool over this one, so as sure as eggs is eggs, he’ll pay over the odds. Which trail did you snatch her from?” he asked his son.

“They were heading up to Heaven’s Peak. Her damn fool boyfriend took a wrong turn.” He chuckled. “Right for us though.”

“Where is he?”

“The retard fell off the rock face into the rapids. He’ll be found in the lake for sure and they’ll assume that this bitch is in there somewhere,” Brad responded.

“You might be right. In any case no one is gonna be nosing around up here.

Katie looked away to hide her disgust and horror at the way the men were discussing her kidnapping. She was obviously in the hands of a ruthless gang, who had some sort of slavery business going on. Her revulsion at the thought of being sold to another man consumed her thoughts during the older man’s examination of her prone body.

“Help me spin her over so I can take a look at her fox holes.”

“Noooo!” she shouted. “Leave me alone. Keep your hands off me.” She kicked and screamed, but to no avail.

It took them a few moments to catch her chained ankles, but when they had a good grip, it was an easy task to roll her over onto her front.

“Stop! You’re hurting my hands!” The cuffs chaffed on her wrists as her arms became twisted.

“The bitch needs breaking in,” Brad muttered, after pushing her knees under her body.

“You wait your turn outside, boy,” the older man said as he crawled on the bed and pushed his knees outward to keep her thighs well spread. “There’s enough time for both of us to spear the bitch before we go to Harry’s.”

“Please don’t do this …” she cried.

What with being pushed up against the bedhead she couldn’t move in any direction and had to suffer the shame of having her splayed sex on display in front of her abuser. Katie heard Brad leave the room and Pap undo his fly, before he slapped his hands down on her upturned buttocks.

“You’re as pink as a piglet,” he observed, running his hands over her taut skin, before poking her coccyx. “All you need is a curly tail and a fucking snout.”

Katie was mortified to be compared with a pig.

Then it happened! She felt his knob nubbing up against her fleshy whirlpool and he was in her. “Nooooooo!” she wailed as he drove his stout cock to the hilt, stretching her quim and bottoming out, proving he was bigger than anything she had experienced before.

He stilled and slapped her ass. “I see my boy has already thrashed your ass. That’ll be nothing compared with what I’ll give you if you disobey our orders. Understand?”

Katie nodded. With the powerful man gripping her hips and her hands chained to the bedhead, she was in no position to fight him.

“Grunt like a pig for me while I poke your porky cunt,” he commanded

It was a dreadful thing to tell her to do but they were alone, so she reluctantly started snorting softly.

“Oink, oink, oink,” she repeated until he began to empty his balls into her cervix

Katie managed to suppress her orgasm, but it was a close run thing. She was ashamed and mortified that such base, primitive and cruel treatment could make her sex excited. Her naked state, being tied to a bed, along with her chained ankles restraints, inexplicably aroused her libido.

Finally, the older man withdrew and slapped her ass. “Keep your piggy holes in the air exactly like that until Brad’s sampled your delights.”

With that, he left the room giving her a few moments to reflect on what was probably the first of many dreadful assaults on her young body. She was in an appalling position with her ass in the air and her knees widely spread, exposed and ready for the next kidnapper. Her naked body didn’t in any was resemble a piglet, but she bitterly regretted shaving her pussy and catching the sun the previous day.

A few minutes later Brad and Gary appeared carrying the mats, then rolled them out onto the floors of the cages. Brad removed several metal shackles and laid them outside the door of the miniature prison in preparation for the next occupant – her!

Fearing that the tiny cage was going to be her accommodation, for the time being, an awful sense of hopelessness engulfed Katie. Gary wasn’t happy at being excluded and slunk away leaving Brad on his own. The older brother didn’t waste any time climbing on the bed where he knelt examining her posterior and sex.

Katie was desperate to maintain some dignity. “Please leave me alone.”

“Shut your fucking mouth, bitch, or I’ll give you another thrashing!” He said through gritted teeth. “You’ve got to learn how to behave when men come to fuck your brains out. If you learn like the other bitch, you’ll save yourself a lot of grief. Pap thinks you look like a piglet and rut like one,” he said while he lined his cock up with her quim. “He’s right on the first count, so let’s see if he’s a hundred percent right.”

While he spoke in his aggressive manner, her drove his cock into her succulence until he had fully impaled her. It wasn’t long before Brad was energetically slamming his groin against her nether region, like a dog rutting his bitch.

Then, he suddenly withdrew and speared her tighter orifice. She screwed her eyes shut and drew on every ounce of strength she could muster not to scream and provide the monster with the satisfaction that he was hurting her. He wasn’t bothered about his victim, for he continued until he shot his load into her distraught and tethered body.

Once he had straightened his clothing he released her wrists from the cuffs on the bedhead. She immediately dropped her hands to try and hide her pussy.

“Sit on the edge of the bed and don’t move unless I say! Got that?” She nodded vigorously, hoping her eagerness would save her from being hit or slapped again.

Katie swung her legs round and sat bolt upright. The moment she had been dreading had arrived. Brad picked up the stainless steel metal collar and slipped it round her neck, before closing the two halves. He then lifted a heavy chain and using a padlock connected them all together. As soon as he dropped the chain on the floor Katie felt the weight of it pulling on the back of the collar.

Brad fetched a pair of thick leather mittens and made her ball her hands into fists so he could squeeze the tight gloves on. A small chain was threaded in and out of the leather at the wrists, which he pulled together tightly and padlocked. Katie tried to find some room in the mitten by opening her fist, but there was none. Pap and Gary entered, just in time to see her being shackled.

“On your hands and knees and get in your cage, pig,” Brad ordered.

Katie was horrified that she was being forced by her captors to grovel on the floor like an animal.

She could only see lust in their expressions, so decided she was safer in the cage than out. She dropped to her hands and knees and set off across the room.

“Nooooo!” she wailed when a hand grabbed her right buttock and squeezed the moving flesh.

“She’s got an ass like a sow!” Pap said returning to the subject of her healthy pink appearance.

Katie was mortified in front of the other men and had to suffer being groped until she reached the safety of the cage.

“Plenty of time for that,” the older man said, while watching at the side of the cage.

“Tonight, after helping Harry with his load?” Gary asked.

“If you’ve got the energy,” Pap replied.

“Brad, there ain’t no way I’m missing out on poking that porky gal tonight!” Gary exclaimed.

“Depends on what Harry says.” The younger man fell silent.

Katie feared that the sexual attacks were a prelude to more violent attacks on her body.  She could sense the men’s eyes glued to her breasts and ass as she slowly turned within the cage, trying to avoid getting tangled in the chain.

Brad reached in, lifted the chain to the top bars where he padlocked it. Once the door was shut and locked a wave of relief washed over her. The padlocks, chains, bars on the cage, solid lock and restraints, all served to reinforce her feeling of helplessness and total subjugation, but for the time being she was safe!

“When the cover is taken off the cage bitch, you must sit up in the centre like we’ve trained the bitch, or you’ll be punished!” barked Brad. “And, you’ll be punished if you speak, or disobey orders.

Katie, not wanting to antagonize the men sat back and put her leather bound hands behind her head.

Their eyes popped as her generous sized breasts thrust forward impressively.

“Get your knees apart, sow!” shouted Brad.

She reluctantly adopted the pose that she had seen the other girl performing for the men. It was probably the most appalling position a naked girl could adopt in front of leering men.

Gary peered into the cage. “Lord, you sure filled her with cum!”

Katie looked down to see jiz oozing from her vaginal entrance. Her smooth pink labia was well spread leaving her clitoral ridge and hood protruding lewdly.

The men were laughing as they disappeared into the next room leaving Katie to wonder how long they expected her to stay in such a lewd and embarrassing position.

The gang had spent a lot of money on state-of-the-art cages and appeared to be well organized. The mini prisons were constructed of thick stainless steel bars, with even thicker square metal posts on each corner. The floor was solid, while the top was barred like the sides.

The door was set in a heavy frame and was secured by a built in lock that looked impregnable. There would be no escape from her prison, she realized, until Brad returned with the large silver key. Was it her destiny to be imprisoned and used as a sex slave like the other poor unfortunate girl, until they grew tired of her and eventually killed her?

Once again Katie began to berate herself for wearing the white socks and attracting the attention of the gang of brutal men who were out searching for likely victims. They were in the wrong place at the wrong time, resulting in George losing his life and she becoming the captive of slave traders!


12 ~ Lonely pursuit.

George felt crushed by the loss of his sweetheart and for a while didn’t know which way to turn. He thought long and hard trying to decide on his next move, while trudging disconsolately up the steep path that led away from the riverbank. Should he return to Whitefish and report Katie missing, or should he try and track the three men?

If he caught up with them, would he be strong enough to exact revenge on them? He was in hostile territory, on their patch so to speak, but the thought of vengeance was uppermost in the young man’s mind.

He didn’t bother to study the trail until he crested the hill and reached where the paths crossed. Once there, George dropped to his hands and knees to try and make sense of the numerous boot prints heading in all four directions.

Before coming on the trip George made sure that Katie had bought a sturdy pair of Salomon hiking boots. They had distinctive soles and as George peered at the ground, he became confused by the different size and shape of the boot prints. Then he spotted one complete imprint of Katie’s boot heading in an easterly direction.

He was baffled and began to wonder if Katie had turned right and headed east when she originally ran down the path toward the river. He doubted that theory, because when he caught up with her, she was on the northern river path.

George decided to return to where he left his rucksack under the bush. He needed to retrieve a few items if he was going to track down the three men before the sun went down. His father taught him how to track animals in the forests of Sweden, so he would use that knowledge to track down a different kind of Montana animal!

He hadn’t walked 50 yards when he came upon a flattened area of foliage either side of the trail. It was freshly compressed, for the nettles and grasses hadn’t even started to recover. Trying to make sense of what had happened he dropped to his hands and knees and scanned the 8 foot square area.

“My god!” he gasped when he saw a glimmer of gold in the long grass.

George grabbed it out of the undergrowth and burst into tears of joy. It was the ring he gave Katie for her 19th birthday and she had obviously dropped it there to alert anyone looking for her. She had come up with a brilliant idea at a desperate time, ramping up his admiration for his lover.

He resolved to place the ring once more on Katie’s finger, the ring that had both their names engraved on the inside of the band. He stood up and carefully studied the patch of ferns and stinging nettles again. He concluded that she tried to escape and had been caught at that spot where she fell to the ground.

The scenario would explain the tracks he spotted at the cross-paths. A plan crystalized in his mind enabling him to decide what he had to do. His hopes of finding Katie soared and a sudden sense of purpose returned to his thoughts. If there was enough light, he was confident that he could find her if she had left enough tracks.

George jogged back to the clearing and the bush, under which he hid his bag. The rucksack contained their tent and sleeping bags, along with cooking equipment, food and cutlery. George opened the bag and carefully laid everything out on the grass. He had also packed a skeleton climbing kit, which he put to one side, along with his bad weather gear. Unfortunately, they lost all their clothing in the other bag, so the waterproofs would have to suffice when he finally tracked Katie down.

George unrolled his climbing kit and picked out his prize possession, a 24” Camp Alpine axe. It had an incredibly strong aluminium pick head and weighed under 200 grams. It had a tether that he could fasten to his wrist so it would make an excellent weapon for close quarter fighting.

The other item he needed from his climbing kit was a walker’s belt, which had four canvas pockets for stowing the waterproofs and as much food as possible. George removed his old belt, strapped the new one in place and proceeded to fill the pockets, while eating as much as he could. Once his water bottle and Bowie knife were fastened to the belt and the Alpine axe slotted snuggly into its loop George was ready to set off.

He retraced his footsteps to the cross-paths and then turned right heading in an easterly direction. The tracks of Katie’s size 5 boots were easy to follow because the heel left an imprint the shape of a cross within an oval groove. In some places the men’s tracks obliterated some of her imprints, but there were plenty left to follow.

The trail rose steadily and started to veer in a northerly direction. George had been walking for about half an hour when he arrived at a rope bridge, high above a deep gorge. The fearless young man crossed the rickety structure but couldn’t help wondering how Katie had coped on the shaky slats beneath his feet. The pathway continued to climb higher and further into denser and more isolated territory for what seemed like ages.

As the track narrowed it became more overgrown with each junction, suggesting that he was nearing his destination. George reached a point where a sixth sense warned him that he was approaching the kidnapper’s hideout. He looked at his watch and judged that he had walked at least six miles since crossing the rope bridge.

Then, he was caught by surprise when he emerged from thick undergrowth and stumbled onto a wide track. Twin grooves through the long grass showed that it was being used on a regular basis by four wheeled vehicles. George hunkered down and took his map out again to see if he could work out where the trail had led him. Unfortunately, the footpath that was marked as far as the rope bridge disappeared on the map, so his location was pure guesswork.

The wider track headed northwards into less dense forestry so fearing he might be seen by the kidnapers as he approached them, he backed away into the forest. George estimated that there was still another hour of daylight, so he deliberately slowed and took cover every few yards, constantly keeping the track in sight at all times. He judged that he stood a better chance of rescuing Katie in the dark than in daylight, so he was in no hurry to blunder into their camp.

Because the forest was still George decided that he would hear anyone approaching along the track and be able to get under cover before being spotted so he returned to the road.  He arrived at a tall row of dense conifers, which dominated one side of the road; so much so they cast a long shadow for several hundred yards.

George was moving cautiously, studying the ground, when the tracks completely disappeared from the trail. He squatted down and studied the tall continuous barrier and spotted a gap which was being used to gain access to whatever was beyond. It had to be the place where Katie was being held prisoner!

It looked as though the hedge had originally been cultivated and deliberately left to grow to hide a property from prying eyes. He reminded himself to be careful, because he was Katie’s only hope of being found and one mistake would lead to his own capture.

George decided to circle the area and get a better view from another side, so he set off in a wide arc, looking for a path that would take him to the east. The wall of conifers ended where a lesser used track joined the main lane. He guessed it was the access road to the property, because it was evidently being used by four wheeled vehicles.

Taking even more care, George continued to skirt the property, only stopping when he heard faint animal sounds and distant men’s voices. The sounds were coming from beyond a lower hedge, which unfortunately was still too tall to peer over.

He was just about to move further along when another sound impinged upon the stillness of the forest. A motor vehicle was approaching from behind him, so he backed away into the forest to wait and see where the vehicle was going.

An old green 4 wheel drive pickup came slowly into view and passed by about 30 yards from where he was hiding. The battered vehicle was being driven by a white haired man who George guessed was in his late fifties or sixties. He watched the progress of the truck at a safe distance until it came to a halt beside a wide farm gate. After a few seconds the driver gave a short toot on the horn.

While he was waiting the driver turned the vehicle round and backed up to the gate, where he waited with his engine running. A minute passed before a figure appeared, a scruffy individual who George instantly recognized as one of the men who had kidnapped Katie. His spirits soared knowing that he was a stone’s throw from where they were keeping his lover captive.

Once the hillbilly had opened the gate the Land-rover cautiously reversed through the narrow opening, before disappearing from view. Another member of the gang closed the gate and didn’t even bother to look around to check if he was being watched. The men were clearly confident that their farm was so isolated they could do as they wanted, unobserved. George started to move sideways so he could get a better view past the vehicle and see what was happening in the farm.

George took his mobile phone out and tried to switch it on, but again it didn’t respond; even though it seemed to have dried out. He eventually found a good position where the lower part of the hedge was sparse enough for him to hide and look through the foliage without being seen.

The sight that met his eyes filled him with horror. The Land-rover had backed up about 50 yards toward the side of a fenced off pen, which was filled with at least a dozen hairy pigs or hogs. The beasts were shuffling and snorting near the fence as they vied for position at the food trough.

An old ramshackle cabin stood at the back of the property, which looked as if it had been neglected for more than fifty years. A naked girl was on her hands and knees eating out of a dog bowl lying on the ground near the hog pen. The older man, apathetic to the cruel treatment, was chatting with the trio of ruffians he had come face to face with on the trail earlier.

The girl appeared to be wearing a metal collar, from which a heavy chain dangled and dragged along the ground. George was relieved that the fair haired girl wasn’t Katie. However, his revulsion at seeing such a dreadful sight filled him with rage and made him want to rush in and remonstrate with the monsters who were perpetrating such a crime.

Unfortunately, he wouldn’t stand a chance if he went in and challenged the four men there and then; especially as they were armed with rifles. The location was so isolated that any attempt to rescue Katie had to be as risk free as possible, because he couldn’t afford to be caught. He had to think things through carefully and work out a way to rescue her.

Where was Katie? And were they treating her in the same manner as the poor girl eating from the bowl? George decided to wait until it was dark before he made his move to try and rescue both girls. There was bound to be a moment when one of the men was on his own. Then, all he needed to do was to get close enough so that he could overpower him with his knife and axe.

The weapons could undoubtedly be devastating, but the million dollar question was - did he have the courage to use them when it came down to the wire???


13 ~A new companion.

Ashley wanted to stay outside for as long as possible, but Tom had lost interest in her. He picked up her chain and led her back through the house to the back room. Once she was back in her cage and the door locked she assumed the sitting position, which all the brothers insisted she adopt when they were at the Cabin. She dutifully sat back and put her mitted hands behind her head.

As soon as no one was watching her, Ashley took the opportunity to study the new girl, who was sitting alongside her in her own cage. She heard the men outside call her plump and had to agree that the girl did look heavier than she was. The men were referring to het as ‘pig’ the ‘sow’, which was a disgusting thing to call a girl, no matter what she looked like!

Her whole body was pink though, which could be the reason for calling her such an awful name. She was jealous of the pretty girl’s large breasts and began to feel insecure when the men kept talking about her.

Being close to the girl, she was able to see that she had lovely hazelnut brown eyes and long eyelashes. It was a long time since she had looked at herself in a mirror, but compared to the new girl, she was ugly.

From the moment Ashley arrived at the hog farm, Brad had started calling her Bitch, which she hated at the time. As soon as the father and sons had gathered in the room for a chat Ashley felt another pang of jealousy. All four sets of eyes studied her companion’s body and undoubtedly couldn’t wait until they returned later that night. Most of their conversation went over her head, but as soon as they started talking about Harry Hatcher she began listening.

“Right Gary, keep an eye on the animals until we get back around eleven o’clock,” Pap ordered. “With a bit of luck, Harry will be able to get away and come by for a looksee and tell us if he wants her straight away.”

“Do you think he might let us keep the sow for a few days?” the younger sibling asked.

“Maybe. I heard that one of the mill gals is poorly, so he might want her delivered straight away. The more desperate he is, the more likely he’ll pay over the odds, especially for a ripe-un like this one.”

All four men studied the new girl again. She looked horrified by their conversation but maintained her exposed posture. Ashly was surprised that they had trained her so quickly. She knew that they had thrashed the girl, but it took more to break her will in the early days.

“You gonna leave the keys Brad?” Gary asked, hopefully.

“Nope. Don’t want you messing with the sow before we get back,” growled Pap. “There’s plenty of beer, so we can have a party and celebrate later if all goes well.”

Gary stared into the new girl’s cage. “Pap, you should have let me bone her before you left.”

“Patience, boy, I’ll make sure that you get a turn with the sow, no matter what Harry says.”

The suggestion of a party and that he would get to bone the new girl silenced the younger son, who then followed the others out of the room, leaving the two captives alone. Once the sound of their footsteps had receded, the girl turned and returned her interest. Looking at her clean, unmarked heavier companion made Ashley feel dirty and inferior.

“What’s your name?” the girl asked, making Ashley jump. She was confused. No one had asked her a question for such a long time.

“Bitch,” she whispered, just loud enough for her to hear.

She was terrified that the men would hear her talking and punish her again. They absolutely forbade her to talk and drove home their message with many beatings until she learnt the error of her ways.

“No, I mean your real name. Mine’s Katie, what’s yours?” the girl asked with a strong English accent.

She had a name before being brought to the cabin, but she hadn’t spoken it for such a long time.

“A … Ashley,” she said hesitantly.

“We can talk when we’re alone.”

Ashley wasn’t confident enough to comment. What on earth could she say that would be of interest to the new girl? “The brothers will beat us if they hear us talking.”

“Is the other man their father?”

She nodded. “He and Hatcher are the worse …”

The sound of bottles chinking together warned her that Gary was returning to the room.

Seconds later he appeared in the doorway carrying a heavy bag, which he dumped on the floor. He glanced at the girls, then walked over to the only easy chair in the room and slowly dragged it into a position, four feet in front of the cages. He settled down in it with the bag of bottles at his feet.

Within seconds the first bottle of beer was open. She knew that it was just a matter of time before the bottle and several more were empty. It was a ritual she had become used to over the preceding months. He wouldn’t stop until he was as drunk as a skunk, so she was thankful that Pap hadn’t left the keys to the cages.

“Gary, you could be a hero.”

Ashley jumped when her fellow prisoner abruptly spoke out loud in a clear, strong voice. Gary sat up quickly and spilt beer down his shirt.

“Shut your fucking mouth, Sow!” he yelled. “Or I’ll shut you up! Didn’t my brother tell you the rules?” He sat forward on the edge of his chair and glared at her.

“Gary, I know your brothers made you do this. Help us and the authorities will treat you lightly.” Ashley stared at the new girl in amazement.

She didn’t seem afraid of the man who would hurt her badly if he had the key to her cage. Even with the cage locked he could hurt her badly as he had proved on several occasions in the past. One night when he was in a particularly bad mood, he padlocked her ankle chain to the bars at the top and used an empty beer bottle to penetrate her.

“Cheeky bitch!” he yelled, dropping his bottle and jumping up from the chair.

He reached into her cage to grab the hanging chain, but Katie tried to stop him getting hold of it by batting his hand away with her leather fists. Her efforts were futile though, because he managed to grasp it higher up and pull the slack through the front bars.”

“Nooooo, what are you doing?” Katie cried.

Once he had a good grip of the chain, Gary hauled her neck right to the wall of the cage until her head was crushed up against the upright bars.

“I warned you to shut your fucking mouth,” he growled.

Holding the chain with one hand, he grabbed her long dark hair with his free hand and pulled it through the bars.

“Ahhhhrrrrrr!” she screamed. “Let go of me you filthy pervert!”

Gary dropped the chain and then divided her hair before proceeding to tie it in a tight knot on the outside of the bar, anchoring her firmly against the bars. Satisfied she couldn’t escape he got to his feet and went over to the table where he started sorting through the restraints.

“Help me and you could escape a prison sentence,” the girl pleaded again.

Ashley wasn’t surprised when Gary lifted up a pair of leather cuffs and returned to the cage. She knew what he was planning, because he had done the same thing to her in the early days of her imprisonment.

“Give me your wrists, you fucking bitch!” he said angrily.

The new girl’s back was up against the bars, but she was flailing her arms around making it difficult for Gary to subdue her.

“Leave me alone, you crazy pervert” she yelled, all the time struggling to stop him from grabbing her arms.

Abruptly, Gary stopped fighting her and stood up.

“Shut up!” he yelled, while listening intently.

Had he heard a sound outside? Ashley cocked her head and listened. Yes, she could hear the unmistakable sound of the hogs, as though they were just outside the window. It was strange to hear them, because the pen was some distance from the cabin, and she had never heard their grunting from inside the room before.

“I’ll be back in a minute to teach you a lesson,” he snarled at the new girl before leaving the room to investigate what was going on.

Ashley glanced at her companion and thought she saw hope in the girl’s expression, which was an emotion she hadn’t seen or felt in a very long time!


14 ~ Frustrating situation.

George waited patiently in his hideout watching events unfold during the evening. He assumed that the men weren’t living in the rundown shack, so hoped that they would leave their prisoners alone overnight. He had a particularly bad moment when he heard the sound of distant shouting, which may have been Katie, but he wasn’t sure.

The voices carried on the wind and continued for some moments, which made George’s blood boil. He pictured himself rushing in, knife slashing, and killing all four men! However, he knew that it wasn’t feasible to defeat four men who were probably armed. Those sorts of things only happened in the movies! If he died, then Katie would remain a prisoner for the foreseeable future.

After the men allowed the fair haired girl to eat from her bowl on the ground, she was taken to an old bathtub to do her toilet while the men stood around chatting together. Ten minutes passed during which time they made the girl crawl around the yard several times. Then, one by one, they all disappeared into the cabin.

The light was fading so George was tempted to enter the yard and maybe hide among the mechanical rubbish that littered the plot. Patience wasn’t his strongest virtue, but he thought better of it, as one of the men might emerge at any moment and spot him.

A few more minutes slipped by before all four men filed out and walked over to the Land-rover. George hoped that they were going to drive away together, but only three men climbed into the vehicle. The younger dark haired man remained and helped them by walking over to the gate and opening it for them.

Moments later the car passed through the opening and without stopping, sped off down the track. Once the shifty individual had locked the gate, he retraced his footsteps to the cabin and once more disappeared inside.

This was the moment George was waiting for.  Removing his water bottle from his belt he poured some onto the ground to make a gooey mud mix. Once he had a nice thick gunge, he quickly smothered his legs, arms and face with it. The hedgerow was quite dense, but he managed to push his way through and run at a crouch over to the side of the hog pen, making sure the animals were between him and the door of the property.

George was caught in a quandary. Should he go in and attack his quarry, or lure him out and jump him then? He decided on the later, because an idea had occurred to him while hiding among the animals.

The light had almost faded when he began to move slowly through the pen, taking care not to alarm the hogs. Some of them looked fearsome but weren’t interested in him at all. Earlier, one of the men had poured their food into the trough near the gate and some of the animals were still bunched up there trying to get to the food.

George opened the gate and after a couple of attempts managed to herd a couple of idle hogs through the gap and encourage them to trot toward the cabin. With a bit of cajoling and pushing, both hogs began to move faster and were soon snuffling around the front door.

To his delight the rest of the herd became curious and began to push their way through the gap and follow their companions. On the move they were noisy animals and George knew that it was just a matter of time before the kidnapper heard them and came out to investigate.

The entrance porch would be a good place to ambush him, George decided, because it stuck out from the main building by about three feet. Once he was standing behind the projection, he made sure he had a good grip on his Bowie knife and waited for his prey. He planned to smash him on the back of the head with the blunt end of the handle.

Suddenly, above the grunting of the hogs, he heard raised voices, one of which definitely belonged to Katie.

His first emotion was relief, then anger took a grip of his senses. He nearly left his hiding place to rush in and rescue Katie. It was lucky that he didn’t, because the voices fell silent and he would have been heard, had he made his move. Within seconds the front door opened and the man burst out into the yard, waving a flashlight around.

“What the hell!?” he yelled at the sight of the marauding animals.

George was relieved when he saw that the man was unarmed. Holding the knife high in the air, blade pointing upwards, he quickly took the two paces that separated them. The moment he was within touching distance he brought his arm down and drove the base of the handle against the young man’s head. The blow should have knocked him to the ground, but his prey turned slightly and deflected the blow.

“Whaaaaaaaaaaa?” the man screamed in alarm, as the two men staggered back and started to topple over one of the grunting animals.

A hog had gotten in the way and as George’s momentum carried him forward, he had no option but to go crashing to the ground, landing on top of the struggling kidnapper. In the darkness his victim had somehow grabbed his arm and twisted it down, thinking he was pointing the blade toward George’s chest.

“Aiiiiiiiiiii,” the man screamed in pain.

The reverse had happened.  George’s twisted right hand was holding the knife between them, with the base against his own chest and the blade pointing at his quarry. The heavy fall and his body weight had driven the point of his weapon deep into the kidnapper’s struggling body.

“Uhhhhhhh!” groaned the wounded man when George pushed himself off him.

The young man slowly rolled onto his side, trying to get a grip on the handle of the knife protruding from his chest. George picked up the flashlight and directed it onto the injured man’s upper body. Blood was oozing onto the ground from the wound, while the man’s grip on the knife weakened and slowly fell away. His angry expression dissolved into confusion and his eyes began to glaze over.

George waited a few moments, kneeling beside the body, until the man’s final jerk and reflex movements subsided. He slowly stood up and tried to control his shaking hands. He then agonizingly surveyed the carnage he had perpetrated, in what had been a few seconds of brutal anger and madness. Conversely, he felt elated at having succeeded in overpowering the kidnapper, but sad that the man had died in the struggle.

George pulled the knife from the lifeless body, wiped it clean and replaced it in its sheath. Then, holding the flashlight ahead of him like a weapon, he slowly entered the building. As he tiptoed through the room he checked every nook and cranny of the dark dusty interior.

A light was shining from an open doorway on the far side of the room, so George carefully inched his way forward, before stepping inside the gloomy interior.

There, standing at one end of the room were a pair of stainless steel cages occupied by two contrasting young women. The fair haired girl he’d seen outside was sitting in the middle of one cage, with her hands behind her head, while Katie sat with her back to the bars with her hair tangled round them. To his horror both girls were naked!

“Katie! I found you!” he cried, rushing over to the cage.

“George, is that you? Is that really you?” The youngster burst into tears and tried to turn her head to see him. “You’re alive! Thank god! How… how did you survive the fall into the river?”

“Shush darling. I’ve got to get you out of here before they come back.”

George carefully untied Katie’s hair, enabling her to turn and face him. She pushed her face against the bars and George gave her a tender and passionate kiss full on the lips.

“Yuck!” Katie pretended to spit out the mud that covered his face.

George put his hands on Katie’s cheeks and caressed them tenderly.

“Where are your clothes, sweetheart?” he asked, alarmed at seeing her naked. “Have those monsters … er … touched you?”

“I’m afraid so. The gang ripped my clothes off me after one of them hit me in the face.”

“I’ll kill him for doing that,” he hissed, touching her cheekbone.

He was relieved to see her tearful eyes begin to sparkle, but the bruise on the side of her cheek made him furious. George’s regret at killing the kidnapper eased somewhat, but the anger he felt intensified.

“Darling, does it hurt?”

“I’ll get over it,” she said, putting her hand up to her cheek to feel the bruise. “What happened outside? Where’s the kidnapper?”

“I killed him,” he whispered. “There was a struggle. I stabbed him with my knife, accidentally.”

Katie’s eyebrows shot up, while staring at him in amazement.

George nodded and glanced at the other girl who was still squatting in the middle of the cage with her hands behind her head. Her poor body appeared to be battered and bruised, and it looked as though her mental condition was just as frail. George sat back and looked at the locks on the cages and then turned to Katie’s companion.

“Who’s this?” he asked, studying the dishevelled girl.

“Her name’s Ashley, but that’s all I’ve got out of her. She’s deeply traumatised and desperately needs help.”

“Don’t worry, I’ll get you both out of here. Where’s the key to the doors, babe?”

“The other kidnappers took them.” Katie paused for a second. “They’re bringing back another man who they think will take me to a place they call the ‘mill’, if he likes the look of me,” Katie added with disgust.

George noted that Katie’s earlier spark had disappeared. In fact, she looked close to tears. He tried to shake the door, but the cage was made of solid stainless steel and had a high grade security lock. It was obvious to the young man that he wouldn’t be able to cut through the bars even if he had a hacksaw.

“Hells bells!” he cursed, when it dawned on him that he may have to leave both girls in even more danger. “Did they leave any weapons here?”

“I don’t know babe,” she replied, shaking her head.

George went in search of anything that might be able to break the lock. He discovered a rifle standing just outside the room, but after a thorough search, he couldn’t find any bullets to go in it. It was a British Lee Enfield, a good rifle, but useless without ammo.

George had just replaced the gun when he was attracted to the sound of the hogs outside the front door. He drew his knife and taking the flashlight in his free hand, went to investigate the loud slurping noises. When he arrived, George discovered the most horrific scene imaginable.

The hogs had obviously smelt the man’s fresh blood and were busily tearing the corpse of the dead kidnapper apart. Some of the beasts had great chunks of flesh in their jaws, while others were busily chewing on the limbs of the body. One side of the man’s face had been torn off, revealing the bone of his jaw and half of his teeth. George felt sick to his stomach and backed away in disgust.

What would the other men think when they turned up? He wondered. George returned to the cage room to prepare Katie for the sick news. When he squatted down in front of the cages, he noticed the fair-haired girl had relaxed her hands and closed her thighs, but a blank expression still clouded her face. He wanted to say something and hold the youngster’s hand, but she looked so terrified of his muddy face he decided not to scare her.

“Babe, I can’t open this cage. I’m going to have to wait for another opportunity when they return and take you outside” Katie looked distressed, but her intelligent eyes showed her understanding of the situation.

“You have to get the police, George. Leave us now and find your way down the mountain to Whitefish and bring them back here. You could be back in less than a day.” She implored her friend to get help.

“Katie darling, I’m not leaving the area. If they move you, I may never be able to find you again! I’m going to go back to my hiding place and wait for the right moment to rescue you. I’ve killed one and if I have to, I’ll kill them all.” George spoke earnestly to make sure that Katie appreciated that she wouldn’t be able to dissuade him.

“What about the body outside?” she asked. “They’ll sus out that you’ve killed him and been in here!”

“Maybe not,” he said slowly. “The hogs are at this very moment eating the flesh off his bones, which could confuse the others as to what happened here.”

“Uh!” Katie exclaimed, horrified by the thought of the animals eating human flesh. “Do you think they’ll believe he blundered outside and just fell among the hogs?”

“Well, they can’t expect you to tell them anything and they can’t blame you for what happened out there!” he pointed out.

“George, he started drinking the beer and there are more bottles in that bag.” Katie pointing over to where they lay.

“I’ll empty them outside,” he said picking up the bag of unopened beer bottles. “If they ask you any questions say he was drunk and when he heard a noise, he went out to investigate and never came back.”

George carried the bag outside and using his torch to dodge the scrap metal littered around the yard, emptied them into the hedge. He then returned and dropped the empty bottles around the chair as if the dead man had drunk them all.

“George, you’d better hurry before they return,” she urged.

Katie was obviously worried that he might be discovered in the cabin, so he decided it was time to leave.

“I’m so sorry to have to leave you here like this babe, but I’ll only be a short distance away. When the right opportunity presents itself, I’ll pounce. I promise darling and remember I’ll always love you babe” Tears were rolling down Katie’s face as she pressed up against the bars once again.

This time their Kiss lingered for a whole minute before George sat back to look at his friend.

“I love you too,” she whispered.

“I found your ring darling and I’ll put it on your finger again when this is all over.” Tears were rolling down his face as well.

“I know you will. Go!” Katie urged.

George climbed to his feet and surveyed the room. After one last look at Ashley’s confused expression and Katie’s tearful face, he left the room and returned to the scene of the hog carnage. The animals were still chewing away merrily on the bloody carcase, so George used the flashlight to check that there was no sign of his footprints, or any other signs of him having been there.

When he was happy, he closed the front door and laid the torch on the ground near what was left of the kidnapper. Then, taking a broken branch, destroyed his tracks as he retreated through the gate. He took the same precaution well beyond the road and a good distance from the property. He found a spot on the edge of the forest that had a good view of the front door of the bungalow and removed his jacket.

George settled down for a painful wait, knowing that he had to be patient if he was going to be able to rescue the girls. The anxious young man was wracked with guilt for leading Katie into a dangerous situation and not being able to rescue her there and then. He was still trembling from having killed someone in self-defence, but that was the least of his worries!

Having seen another victim and knowing that the gang were kidnapping girls to sell into slavery, the man deserved to die and so did the other three kidnappers. He resolved there and then to kill them all if he had to, in order to rescue Katie and her unfortunate companion, Ashley.


15 ~ Providing solace.

Katie continued to weep even though it had been several minutes since George had reluctantly withdrawn from the room. She rocked back and forth with her gloved hands over her face, pouring out her unbridled relief and grief after all that had happened. Her love and regard for George soared, because he was being incredibly brave by tackling the kidnappers and trying to save her from being sold into slavery.

He was putting his life on the line for her without any regard for his own safety, which was a truly heroic thing to do. She accepted that George had to leave them after finding the cages impregnable. Katie was confident that he would wait for the right opportunity to present itself and then rescue her. He was an amazingly resourceful man and to see him again, after thinking he’d died in the rapids, lifted her spirits no end.

“My name is Ashley…”

Katie turned her attention to the waif who had spoken in a low croaky voice. She sounded stronger than the first time she mentioned her name and appeared to be more compos mentis. The room was lit by a single oil lamp hanging in the centre of the room, the yellowish sickly light of which gave the girl an almost ghost-like quality.

Being consumed by her own troubles had caused Katie to overlook the fair haired captive sitting beside her, so she dropped her gloved hands and peered through the bars. Like herself the girl wore shackles around her neck and ankles, as well as a pair of leather mittens. However, while Katie was overly healthy, Ashley was thin and frail.

The thought occurred to Katie that the poor malnourished youngster had been deliberately starved since her capture, prompting more distain for the monsters who had kidnapped her. When she spoke for the first time, Ashley had only been able to whisper her name. The men had obviously terrorized her until she was in a traumatized state and then began abusing her at will.

“Ashley, we’re going to be okay,” she said, trying to reassure the girl.

Bedraggled fair hair framed her pale oval face, which had somehow avoided any serious damage. Her chest, arms and legs though were covered in welts and bruises, where the men had constantly beaten and abused her.

Katie was pleased to see that the girl was beginning to show a little more life than when she arrived several hours earlier. She had full wide lips, which were also pale, beneath a small button nose, but her red ringed, expressionless hazel eyes betrayed the fact that she had been on the receiving end of some dreadful abuse.

Ashley continued to kneel, while sitting on her heels as the men had instructed her to do whenever they were around. She looked withered and lifeless and because of her particularly pale skin, looked decidedly sickly. Her emaciated body was thin, while the bones on her arms and legs also appeared to have very little flesh on them.

Katie also noticed that both of her arms appeared slightly deformed, as though her bones had become twisted by some childhood disease. She couldn’t help wondering how long the poor girl had been in the cage and whether there had been other girls in the past.

“The brothers will punish us for talking…” she whispered.

The cages were about 3 feet high, wide and deep and were constructed with heavy stainless steel bars just wide enough for the girls to put their arms through. The shiny metal constructions looked incongruous amidst the other dowdy furnishings in the room. Katie reached through her bars and across the couple of feet to the other cage, so that her hand just entered Ashley’s cage.

“No, they won’t Ashley. They can’t hear us, so we can talk as much as we like. Touch my glove,” she urged.

The girl lifted her arm inch by inch toward Katie’s outstretched fist and gently brought them together. The slight personal contact seemed to have a calming effect on the frightened youngster, who she guessed was in her late teens. When she opened her mouth to say something Katie noticed that she was missing several of her front teeth.

“The hogs, the men will feed me to the hogs,” she whispered.

Tears started to roll down her face and her gloved hand moved up Katie’s arm so she could rub her skin against her companion’s arm. The degree of terror on the girl’s face, chilled Katie to the bone.

“No, they won’t Ashley,” she replied firmly, trying to reassure her. “Gary is dead and won’t abuse us anymore. You must stay silent and say nothing.”

“The men won’t want me anymore. They keep telling me that I’m ugly. You’re beautiful …” Her weak, earnest voice trembled.

Katie could tell she was petrified and feared the hogs. “Ashley, that’s nonsense. You’re beautiful as well. Don’t believe what they say.” The girl’s lifeless eyes gazed back into her cage as if she wasn’t there. Katie couldn’t tell if her words had registered among her fearful thoughts.

Earlier, when George arrived and tried to rescue her, he told Katie that the hogs were eating the kidnapper. She guessed that Ashley had overheard the conversation and turned it around in her head. What were the men going to do when they returned and found one of their gang dead? The thought hadn’t crossed Katie’s mind before; but once it had, she too was worried!


16 ~ The waiting game.

It was getting late when George eventually hunkered down in his hideout and made himself comfortable among the bushes to wait for the return of the kidnappers. He was disappointed that the original gang had been joined by an older, fourth man. Unfortunately, he was still up against three men, so he was going to have to stick to his plan and hope that he could pick them off one by one.

The situation was worse than he had earlier thought. To find Katie and the other girl naked in such high quality, state of the art cages, shocked him. He was lucky that the hogs were doing him a favour by destroying the evidence of the fight and hoped that the gang would assume he had blundered out in a drunken state. They were going to be confused and wouldn’t have a clue what happened.

The flashlight still shone brightly by the body, so George could see from his distant vantage point the hogs still milling around the body and tucking into the warm flesh of the kidnapper.

The 21 year old had never been as lonely and depressed as he was at that moment in time. George couldn’t shrug of the guilty thoughts that were threatening to consume him. Katie loved Thailand and had suggested they go there, but he had persuaded her to visit Montana. He resolved that when he had extricated her from the hands of the kidnappers, the beaches of Koh Samui would be their first stop.

Katie had had a nurtured upbringing, but he had been brought up by his father among dense forests near Ostersund in central Sweden. From an early age his father had taught him how to track animals and survive in the wild. George had spent his whole childhood with him enjoying and experiencing the outdoor life.

His life changed when he was eleven. After his parents separated, his mother took him to live in England where he was educated in a private school. Most of his holidays though were spent among the cedar forests of Sweden. He loved camping with his father who gradually taught him everything from fishing with a spear, to trapping and making hideouts.

The trail that led him up to the kidnapper’s cabin was seldom used and if it hadn’t been for his tracking skills, George would never have been able to follow their trail and eventually track Katie down.

If he retraced his footsteps in the morning and went all the way down the mountain to Whitefish it could probably be 24 hours before he returned with the authorities. The thought of leaving Katie with the kidnappers for that length of time made him shudder, so he resolved to stay put until he discovered what was going to happen at the cabin.

George estimated that he had travelled at least 10 miles up into the mountains after leaving the spot where Katie was snatched. Since arriving two hours earlier he had been considering his options. The ten mile trek had taken about five hours, so he’d be crazy to leave Katie until he had at least discovered what the gang were up to.

He had to be ready for any eventuality when they return and thought that the darkness would work in his favour. His mobile phone appeared to be ruined and probably wouldn’t work in the mountains anyway. On the way up, he kept a lookout for other properties that might have a phone, but there were none to be seen.

George hoped that having killed one man he would have the courage to do it again, if necessary, but seriously doubted it. He knew that people had the right to bear arms in the US, but did they have the right to kill kidnappers?

George saw a glimmer of light, before he heard the faint sound of a vehicle’s engine. It took some time to arrive, but when it finally turned into the narrow track, he saw that it was a different vehicle from the previous pickup that the gang left in. In the darkness, George could make out a large dark 4x4, which looked new and expensive.

It stopped in front of the gate and the driver gave a short toot on the horn, clearly expecting the man in the cabin to appear and open the gate. When no one arrived, a figure from the front passenger seat climbed out and pushed the gate open, enabling the vehicle to drive through and park by the empty pig pen.

It wasn’t long before George heard a loud voice calling out, undoubtedly alarmed at what he had just found. The vehicle stopped and three more men soon joined the first, who then rushed over to where the flashlight shone dimly.

The beams of the headlights lit up the scene of carnage where their colleague had fallen and been devoured by the hogs. George gave a quiet chuckle, while watching the men arguing about what had happened. One of them detached from the group and rushed into the cabin, before returning a few minutes later obviously relieved that their captives had not escaped.

Then the same man picked up the flashlight and started to look around, seemingly looking for clues to what had happened. Meanwhile, two of the other men began herding the hogs back into their pen using sticks to beat the hairy beasts.

George caught his breath when the man with the flashlight came right out to the lane and began to study the ground, presumably for signs of an intruder. He was confident though that he had covered his tracks and was relieved when the man gave up and returned to the hog pen. Once the hogs were corralled, the white haired older man began to give orders. Plastic bags were produced and together they started to clean up the mess left in the centre of the yard.

George became despondent at the appearance of yet another man. He was beginning to realize that there were more people mixed up in the slavery racket than he had first thought. He began to wonder if he would have to leave his sweetheart and fetch the authorities.

The fourth man, who was driving the car, was well dressed and of larger stature. He stood to the side and watched the others do the donkey work. After filling several bags and moving some of the machinery to cover the bloody area, the trio eventually finished by raking over the dusty yard.

He was back where he started – up against four men who would be more careful in the future. Satisfied with their efforts, the gang filed into the ramshackle house and disappeared from view, leaving George extremely nervous about what they were going to do to Katie. More to the point, he was wondering what he should do…


17 ~ Tight lipped.

For about an hour, Katie managed to coax some frightening information from her terrified companion. It hadn’t been easy because Ashley was obsessed by the thought of the men feeding her to the hogs. She was snatched by the men the previous summer on one of the trails some distance from the cabin. She was from New York and came on a hiking holiday with her family and boyfriend and had became separated from the group.

They had marched her up the mountain to join another girl who had been imprisoned for some time in the cabin. Ashley’s story was frighteningly similar to her own, so Katie wondered just how long the men had been kidnapping girls and abusing them.

Ashley was the same age as Katie, but the abuse and sadistic treatment had given her slim face a haggard appearance. Four of her front teeth had been removed by the men, because she’d bitten one of them when she first arrived. Katie guessed that the barbaric act had been carried out with a pair of pliers, because there were permanent signs of damage to her gums.

The most worrying thing she disclosed was that when the other girl in Katie’s cage had gotten ill, the men had made Ashley watch them chop her up and feed the body parts to the hogs. If this had actually happened, Katie reasoned, then their situation was even worse than she first thought.

Ashley asked her who the man was who came in and why he was covered in mud. Katie deliberately changed the subject, because the men might ask her questions when they returned. So, for the time being, the less Ashley knew the better.

“Ashley, ignore what the men call you and anything else they say. Try and remain silent and focus on staying alive until someone comes to rescue us,” Katie said in an attempt to lift the girl’s spirits.

“Will the muddy man come back?”

“Don’t worry about him for now, just believe me and don’t give up hope,” she said, just before hearing the sound of a motor vehicle in the distance.

Ashley pulled her arm back into her cage to resume her squatting position and promptly put her hands behind her head.

“Remember what I said and we’ll be okay,” Katie added. “Remember, nothing happened. Gary got drunk and went for a piss. Say it, Ashley.”

“Gary got drunk and went for a piss.”

The sound of raised voices filtered into the room, suggesting they had found the remains of the younger brother. Katie prepared herself by aping her companion and sitting up with her gloved fists behind her head.

Suddenly, the outside door burst open, followed by footsteps and the tall figure of Brad angrily striding into the room. He stopped and stared at the girls in the cages and then the chair that was surrounded by the empty beer bottles.

“What the fuck happened here!” he yelled, not at the quivering girls, but at the empty armchair.

He looked up and stared Katie in the eye, seemingly accusing her of having something to do with the death of his brother. After a few intense seconds, he looked away and then rushed outside leaving them alone again. George had gotten away with it, thought Katie. Maybe, just maybe there was hope after all.

Ten minutes of stony silence followed before more footsteps signalled that several men were coming back to the room. Pap was first this time, followed by a large man who Katie had never seen before. The two remaining brothers, Tom and Brad, brought up the rear. The younger men were ashen faced and looked perplexed as they wandered around looking for clues.

The brothers muttered angrily together trying to come to terms with losing their sibling and work out what had happened. They kicked the bottles and cursed their stupid brother, but no one could fathom out what had happened. Finally, the four men gathered around Katie’s cage to examine her, as though she was an animal in a zoo.

“What do you think of our new piglet, Harry?” Pap asked.

“I think you’ve hit the jackpot this time and you’re right Pap, she’s pink and as meaty as a sow,” the well-dressed stranger replied. Katie blushed at the degrading insults even though she was thick-skinned. “Get her out so I can see for myself,” he growled. 

Katie’s heart sank when Brad produced a bunch of keys and unlocked the padlock that secured the chain above her head. Once free it dropped to the floor beside her with a clatter. The heavy chain yanked the back of her metal collar making it pull against her throat uncomfortably.

“I see the bitch is looking a little healthier,” the big man said studying Ashley, who immediately started to cry.

Katie was horrified to witness the terror on Ashley’s face, but the stranger wasn’t bothered.

“Don’t frighten her Harry, she’ll foul the mat; and we’ve got more important things to worry about,” growled Pap.

The older man unlocked Katie’s cage and swung the door open.

“Out, sow!” he ordered impatiently.

Katie dropped onto her balled fists and crawled forward, through the doorway and into the middle of the room, dragging the chain behind her. As she approached the table, Brad picked up a cane, which made her hurry forward.

Ashley had mentioned Harry Hatcher and the sawmill, saying she had some dreadful experiences there, but didn’t give her any details. The man appeared to be well-off and had the respect of the gang of kidnappers, probably because he had money and influence. The thought of being the repulsive man’s slave made her cringe to the very tips of her toes.

The rotund man squatted in front of her, grabbed her chin and looked her in the eye. His small brown piercing eyes, beneath thick, bushy black eyebrows were animal-like and greedy in the extreme. He had neat dark hair, which was greying at the edges and a ruddy complexion that suggested he suffered from high blood pressure. When he opened his mouth, Katie saw that his teeth were stained yellow, probably from many years of smoking or chewing tobacco.

“I’ll take her on trial for a few weeks and see how she gets on with the crew.” The big man spoke in low gravelly tones, which gave Katie the creeps.

“She’s worth more than the others,” Pap suggested. “This one is soft and meaty. Your boys are gonna love her!”

Hatcher stood up and walked behind Katie. “Noooo!” she wailed when a hand grabbed her ass and squeezed the taut flesh.

“Stand still Sow, or I’ll thrash you again!” Brad threatened and swished the cane in the air to make his point.

Surrounded by four aggressive men, she was hemmed in, so had no choice but to submit to the pervert’s assault. His hand travelled over her buttocks and down her thighs, before slipping between her thighs and cupping her pussy. A finger entered her sticky channel and then withdrew. He looked at it and then up at Pap.

“See you boys have been using her cum-dump …”

“She needed breaking in, Harry. She might be plump, but she’s a feisty little piglet.”

Katie hung her head in shame while they discussed her as though she was a real animal. Tears of humiliation streamed down her face long after he had moved away from her posterior. Brad and Tom remained to study the smooth convex lips of her burger bun-like labia.

“She’s ripe for a plucking,” Hatcher agreed. “Let’s get her up to the mill and we can discuss the price in the morning,” Hatcher said evasively. “Besides, you’ve got more important things to take care of!”

Pap looked at his sons and shrugged nonchalantly. Hatcher squatted again in front of her.

“Sow, sit up in the ‘show’ position, like in the cage, then open your mouth,” he snarled.

Katie complied by sitting back on her heels, spreading her thighs and opening her mouth. Then, she had to suffer having her breasts being fondled and her sex poked with his clumsy digits. The other three men stood and watched while the evilest man in the room slipped two fingers up into her sex when he pulled them out, he slipped them into her mouth.

“Sow, clean them. A word of warning, if you bite anyone, we’ll rip your teeth out! Do you hear?” Katie knew it wasn’t an empty threat. They had already assaulted Ashley, so she resolved to placate him.

“Yes sir!” she replied as soon as he removed his fingers.

He stood up. “You boys should keep a low profile for a while,” he said to the roughneck trio. “I expect the authorities will be poking around, searching for this sow and her boyfriend. Now that you’ve lost one of your boys, you don’t want them asking too many questions.”

“You’re right Harry. We’ll keep off the trails for a while,” Brad conceded.

“Which one of you is going to tell Martha her boy is dead?” the stranger asked.

The brothers and their father looked at each other as if that particular problem hadn’t occurred to them. Pap stepped forward.

“Don’t worry Harry I’ll take care of that. Do you want to take the sow with you now or come back in the morning for her?” 

“I’ll take her now. Do you three want to come back to the mill with me and have a drink on poor Gary’s head?” asked Harry.

Pap looked agitated and started pacing round the room.

“You know, I still can’t get my head around what got into the boy,” mused the older man. “The more I think about what happened, the more I think something ain’t right. How did those fucking hogs get out?” he questioned the blank faces.

The others looked at each other and didn’t have any worthwhile suggestions.

“I’m going home to tell Martha,” Pap continued. “And then I’ll come back here. I want to have a good look around at first light to try and work out how the hogs came to attack Gary.”

“He wasn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer …”

“The stupid fucker had a skin full Pap, he probably went out for a piss and blundered into them …” Suggested Brad.

“You think he was eaten alive …” Tom fell silent, deep in thought.

“It was a mess, Pap. You ain’t gonna find anything.”

“Maybe, but I want to have a looksee in the morning. Brad, you go with Harry to help with the gal and then come back at dawn to help us. Tom, you stay here and keep an eye on the bitch. Stay awake and lay off the booze!”

“Huh! When are you coming back?”

“I’ll be an hour or two. Harry will drop me off on the way to the mill, which will save time.” He signalled to Katie. “Sow, down!”

She was dreading exposing herself again, so wasn’t surprised when one of the men grabbed her ass as soon as she was on her hands and knees. Brad picked up the end of the chain and clicked his fingers.

“Come on Sow, let’s get you in the car.” He tugged on the chain, which in turn jarred her collar.

Katie, keeping close, followed the older man out into the second room. Moments later she was crawling across the yard in the cool crisp night air knowing that George would be watching what was happening. As she approached the back of the car, Katie couldn’t help wondering if the opportunity for George to save her was slowly slipping away.


18 ~ Stealthy approach.

The inactivity at the cabin was messing with George’s head. He desperately wanted to know what was happening inside the ramshackle building and whether they were hurting or abusing Katie. He had half a mind to sneak through the yard and see if he could look in one of the windows to discover what they were doing. He also wondered whether he should try and disable the car, but both options, he decided, were too risky and dangerous.

George did however close the distance and found some cover in a bush opposite the gate where he had a better view of the vehicle and the front of the cabin. He was getting bolder and couldn’t make his mind up whether he should go further.

The decision was taken out of his hands, because the men began emerging from the cabin, one by one until all four were outside. In-between the tall figures crawled Katie, who was being led along on the end of a chain like a pet dog. George’s blood boiled seeing Katie naked and being treated like an animal. The men all had flashlights so George could see them lead her to the back of the vehicle and load her into the trunk, before slamming the lid down with a clunk.

Three of the men climbed into the 4x4, while the fourth walked forward to open the gate. 40 yards from where he was hiding. George wanted to rush out and challenge the men, but had to sit tight, knowing that the man they were leaving behind would know where Katie was being taken.

Once again George began to curse to himself as the taillights of the SUV receded down the narrow track. He made a mental note of the make of car and licence plate before turning to watch the lone gang member return to the shack. George took a deep breath and moved forward into the open. He was in a hurry and was prepared to take some risks, because once again he was up against a single enemy.

The sky was clear while a waxing moon was hanging over to his right. It provided just enough light for him to avoid the numerous obstacles in the yard. George tripped once but fell silently; and after kneeling still for a few seconds moved on. He crept past the entrance porch and turned the corner to look down the side of the building.

Sure enough, there were two windows at the end, leaking a faint glow onto more rusting, derelict machinery. George worked his way through the items making sure he didn’t disturb anything until he arrived at the first grimy window. So much dirt had built up that it was difficult to see what was happening inside at first, but his eyes soon adjusted and got used to the flickering light within the room.

The gang member stood looking down at the naked girl who was lying on her back with her bent and her feet up on the corners of the table. George had arrived in the nick of time, because the thug was about to sexually assault Ashley.

The man was tall and broad shouldered and was going to be a tough opponent, he thought. George gasped when the man picked up a tawse and raised his arm, so he immediately set off to try and save the girl. He hadn’t gone more than a few yards when he heard the girl cry out. The alarming sound spurred him into action.

He quickly retraced his footsteps and stopped at the front door, which he found unlocked. The hinges creaked slightly but the kidnapper was talking so wouldn’t hear. As soon as he was inside, he saw that the door to the cage room was ajar, giving him enough light to once again navigate through the dusty sitting room.

George arrived just in time to see the kidnapper strike the girl on the back of her thighs, which she had lowered onto her body. He was side on to the abuser so had a good view of what was happening. George decided that he couldn’t wait any longer. Knife in hand, he burst into the room and rushed the five steps across to where the kidnapper was standing, aiming to stab him in his upper arm.

His enemy must have heard a noise, for he began to turn.

“Whaaaaaaaa!” he shouted, dropping the tawse and throwing his arms up in self-defence. George’s blade sliced down between the fingers of the man’s raised left hand and continued across his palm and then nothing, just thin air! He had missed the spot that would’ve disabled his enemy and allow him to get the upper hand in the fight.

“What the fuck!” the tall man screamed. “Where did you come from?”

George went in again, knife first. Trying to get away, the kidnapper stumbled into the side of a cage, blocking his retreat. He went down onto one knee, so seeing his chance, George made another attempt to stab him. This time his prey grabbed his lunging arm with his bloodied hand and yanked it, pulling George off balance.

“Fucking cunt!” shrieked the struggling man.

George went crashing down on top of him, pushing his enemy further down onto the floor. While his outstretched left hand held George’s wrist, he could feel the man’s blood running down his arm. George’s knees had his quarry pinned against the cage, but his right arm stopped him from going right down onto the floor. He grabbed his ice axe out of the belt with his left hand and took a swipe at his neck.

“Ahhhhhhhh. What the hell?” yelled his enemy, when the point of the axe sank into his flesh just below his collar bone. In desperation the kidnapper started to twist George’s wrist painfully and succeeded in loosening his grip on the knife.

The heavier man’s arm was too strong for George and when he began to shake his wrist vigorously, the knife flew out of his grasp and skittered across the floor toward the table. George aimed another blow with the axe, at his head this time, but his victim unexpectedly released his right wrist and lunged forward, striking him on the side of his jaw with his bloody fist.

The axe found its target again, beside the writhing man’s ear, piercing his cheek, but George was going down from the effect of the punch. He fell heavily on his side, reigniting the injury in his shoulder, sending a searing pain shooting down his arm. They both screamed from the pain from their respective injuries, but although the kidnapper had three separate wounds he was still stronger than George. The axe fell away from the aggressor’s face, which enabled him to throw himself forward onto George’s writhing body.

Panicking, George started to flail the axe against his enemy’s arm, but once again his quarry grabbed his wrist and was then able to move up his body. As soon as his adversary had his knees either side of George’s hips, the bigger man pushed himself forward until he was pinning his arms. The pugnacious Swede wouldn’t accept defeat so continued to struggle under his opponent’s superior body weight.

“Where the hell did you come from?” demanded the hillbilly, cuffing away George’s one free arm.

“Get off me you bastard. I’ve called the police and they’ll be here soon!” he shouted.

“There are no signals up here, you dumb fuck!” The fair haired kidnapper scowled at him. A wide gash on his cheek, which George had opened with his axe, dripped blood onto his face.

“I phoned them earlier,” he responded desperately.

“Who are you, some kind of crazy Rambo?”

A twisted scowl flashed across the injured man’s bloody face. Then, deciding to end the conversation, he lifted his right fist into the air and brought it crashing down onto George’s jaw.

The young Swede’s final thought, before he blacked out, was that he had failed Katie and doomed her to a life of slavery.


19 ~ Desperate act.

Ashley’s thoughts became more coherent after her chat with the dark haired girl. Unfortunately, Harry Hatcher and the others took her with them, leaving her once again alone. She was pleased that the sadistic mill owner didn’t want her, but sad at losing another friend so soon. Within a short while, she wondered if she had imagined the whole episode with the girl in the cage and the muddy young man.

After he removed from the cage and helped her up onto the table, sitting upright, Tom paced up and down the room, seemingly troubled and unable to focus on abusing her. The argument that she had just witnessed was probably playing on his mind, she thought, but it was just a matter of time before he did some horrible things to her.

“Get your feet up, you stupid bitch,” he growled, when he finally decided what he was going to do to her.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she wailed in a shrill panicky voice.

Her captor stared at her in surprise, probably because she hadn’t uttered a sound for so long. Suddenly, after several seconds, he lashed out, slapping her across the face. When he knocked her of balance, she only managed to save herself from toppling off the table by slamming her mitted hand onto the surface.

“Do the hell as I say, or I’ll take you outside and let the hogs chew on your bony ass!” he exclaimed, before picking up a tawse from the floor.

Horrified by his threat, she laid back, lifted her feet and shimmied her butt forward to thrust her ravished sex at him, right on the edge of the table. It was the position that Tom had taught her so that he could easily thrash her cunt and then spear her when she was ‘hot and ready’.

“You need a couple of extra ones for talking outa turn,” he said raising his arm. Thwatt! Thwatt!

“Neeeeeeei” she screamed as each blow landed on her most sensitive cunt flesh.

The sadistic brother had just lifted his arm for a third time when a figure rushed into the room, taking Tom and Ashley completely by surprise. She immediately recognized the attacker as the man who came into the room earlier and talked to the new girl. His face was still covered with dry mud and his short blonde hair looked dishevelled and tousled.

The young man grappled with his retreating foe, who dropped the tawse and threw his hands up to defend himself. Ashley sat up and watched the attacker slash his knife down, cutting right across Tom’s left hand. In that moment it looked as though the middle brother would be defeated right in front of her eyes, but he kept moving backward, ignoring his injury. Tom was the bigger man but was on the back foot and was covered in blood.

The young man sensed an advantage and when his foe stumbled into the side of a cage, he attacked again, trying to stab him again. Tom wasn’t defeated and threw his arm up, grabbed the young man’s wrist and began to vigorously twist and shake it. Unexpectedly, the knife flew out of his hand and landed at Ashley’s feet, right in front of the table she was perched on.

The fight continued and Ashley became mesmerized by the intensity of the life and death struggle. However, paralyzed by fear, she was unable to decide what she should do. The young man reached down to his belt with his left hand and drew another weapon, which looked like a miniature pickaxe.

By swinging the weapon in a short arc, he managed to deliver two quick blows to the body and face of his adversary. The blows sent Tom into a frenzy. He let go of the young man’s right arm and struck him in the face, stunning him and sending him sprawling to the floor. Tom lunged forward and dived onto his body, so that he could straddle him and finish him off.

“Where the hell did you come from?” shouted Tom, at the struggling young man beneath him. He tried to swing his axe despite his upper arm being pinned to the floor.

“Get off me you bastard. I’ve called the police and they’ll be here soon!” the young man shouted.

“There’ are no signals up here, you dumb fuck!”

“I phoned them earlier,” he responded desperately.

Ashley slipped from the table and knelt beside the blood stained knife. She wanted to pick it up and help the young man, so tried to manoeuvre the handle with her mittens into a position where she could hold it.

The battered youngster had many months to get used to living with mittens, so she wasn’t surprised when after a few attempts she managed to grip the heavy knife between the flat insides of her mitts. Tom was going to kill the young man and afterwards feed him to the hogs. Because she was a witness, she reasoned, he’d probably do the same to her. Yes, he said he would, just before Katie’s friend appeared.

“What are you, some kind of crazy Rambo?” Tom was shouting at the young man.

He lifted his right arm into the air and brought it crashing down onto the young man’s jaw. Ashley heard the sound of a sickening thud just as she climbed to her feet. Then, without considering the consequences, she ran forward with the long blade of the bowie knife pointing, horizontal and low.

The frantic teenager, using her bodyweight, drove the weapon straight into the kidnapper’s side with as much force as she could muster. The blade surprisingly met little resistance and sliced through his flesh, deep into his body. Ashley fell against him, knocking him sideways, just as he released a terrible low gurgling scream.

“Uhhhhrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr.” It sounded to Ashley, as though the very life of Tom’s rotten soul was escaping from his mouth.

The man fell onto his side, while Ashley fell behind him where she rolled over and got to her knees. Blood was oozing from the wound in his side and from the hand trying to grab the handle of the knife.

“Fuuuuuu …” The dying man’s final gasping sounds faded to a whisper.

Ashley knelt there paralyzed, watching Tom’s bloodied fingers scrabble at thin air. A pool of thick dark blood began to spread out like a creeping creature, crossing the linoleum covered floor. The seconds ticked away, then his arm finally sagged down by his side and his fingers stilled. Ashley suddenly snapped out of her fugue and crawled round so she could examine the brave unconscious young man with the muddy face.

After dragging the dying man’s leg off his body, she went over to a shelf unit where the men kept a supply of bottled water. One was half empty. Using her teeth and gums, Ashley opened it and returned to the comatose figure. After wetting a piece of rag, she tried to wipe the mud off the young man’s handsome face.

“Please wake up.” She cried anxiously, shaking his solid shoulders.

Another dreadful thought occurred to the terrified youngster. If Brad or Pap returned and found her with the body of Tom, they would kill her there on the spot and feed her, piece by piece to the ever hungry hogs. Just when the first signs of panic were beginning to set in the young man stirred.


20 ~ The aftermath.

George’s shoulder gave him grief as he shifted position and slowly regained consciousness. He opened his eyes and tried to make sense of the painful sensations surging through his arm and jaw. He raised his hand to feel his chin and became aware of a young woman leaning over him. The memories of the fight came flooding back, but he was confused as to what had happened to his assailant.

“W… what happened,” he stammered, trying to raise his shoulders from the floor.

“I … I think I’ve killed him. I think he might be dead,” the fair haired girl whispered.

“Ashley… how… what happened?” he asked again, pushing himself up into a sitting position.

A wave of dizziness washed over him, so he dipped his head between his knees and waited a moment. He gingerly felt his jaw and was relieved to find that it wasn’t broken, but it was sore and would bother him for some time. He looked around the room and quickly assessed the situation.

The waif-like, fair haired girl was kneeling between his legs and the body of the kidnapper. The damaged youngster was swaying backward and forward with her mitted hands on her knees. Her body was covered in bruises of every colour and hue, while the thin bones of both arms had almost certainly been broken at some time and then crudely set.

George spotted the handle of the knife protruding from the man’s side and came to the conclusion that the girl had saved his life.

“Everything is going to be alright,” he said trying to calm the traumatised young woman.

She was clearly suffering from the shock of stabbing her captor and from the sustained period of abuse she had suffered at his hands. George leant over the man, lifted a limp wrist and felt for a pulse.

“Is … is he dead?” the girl asked quietly.

Her eyes darted around the room as if she was afraid something would crawl out of the shadows.

“Yes, he’s dead …” George confirmed. “… and you did the right thing. If you hadn’t, then he probably would have killed us both.”

It was an extreme statement, but she desperately needed reassuring. He couldn’t find a pulse so dropped the hand and then grabbed the handle of his Bowie knife to withdraw it from the body. Once George had cleaned the 9” blade on the dead man’s shirt and re-sheathed it, he picked up his ice axe and replaced it in the other vacant loop.

“I’m a bad person…” she muttered. “Though shalt not kill…”

“No! You had to. You’re not a bad person. I have killed another member of this awful gang. They don’t deserve to live after all the things they have done to you.”

“The dead men were brothers,” she informed George in a stronger voice.

“No matter. My name’s George, what’s yours?” he asked the quivering waif, while opening the pockets on his climbing belt.

“Ashley,” came the response. “Pap and Hatcher will kill me!” she said matter-of-factly.

“No, they won’t! Don’t worry about them,” George replied emphatically. Then a thought struck him. “Fucking hell!” He cursed.

With the kidnapper dead he wouldn’t be able to discover where the others had taken Katie. First anger and then despair clouded his mind. He began to wonder if he would ever see Katie again.

“What’s wrong George?” Ashley asked.

She appeared to be perking up a bit and George was encouraged by the question.

“This man knew where the others were taking Katie and now that he’s dead, I’m afraid I won’t be able to find her,” he explained.

George wondered if the emaciated girl understood what he was saying. The blank expression spoke volumes of the traumatic experiences she had suffered.

Filthy, dishevelled fair hair framed her pale oval face, but the grime on her skin didn’t disguise the fact that she was a very pretty girl. Her hazel eyes were doleful and staring, while the pale lips of her full, wide mouth were pulled into the saddest expression that George had ever seen.

Her whole appearance shocked him and when George noticed that her front teeth were missing, he wanted to cry with despair at the way they had treated such a beautiful and vulnerable girl. George’s brotherly instincts welled up and if it wasn’t for the fact that they had to get out of the cabin quickly he would have gathered her into his arms and comforted her.

“I know where the men have taken Katie,” she blurted out.

George stared at the diminutive figure who was still kneeling beside the dead body. Her words reignited hope in his heart. “Where have they taken her?” he urged, hoping the girl would divulge more information.

“The logging mill.” Her eyes expanded as though she was watching an atrocity. Her voice dropped to a whisper. “They took me there and did things! Hatchers Mill is what some of the men call it.” Ashley’s speech was becoming clearer, which lifted George’s spirits.

“Where is it, Ashley? Can you take me there?” A look of horror came over her face.

“No …” she wailed, “I can’t go back there ever again!”

George understood why the poor girl was terrified at the thought of going back to the mill. He decided to backtrack for a moment.

“Where do these men live?” he asked, deliberately changing the subject.

He was relieved when he saw Ashley’s face brighten up.

“They call it Martha’s Cabin, but they all live there. Pap said he was going to tell Martha about her boy being killed.”

Could this be a ray of hope? He wondered. If the men lived there, then there might be a phone to call for help. George picked up the bunch of keys from the floor and leaned down to examine the padlock that attached the girl’s collar to a heavy chain that hung down her back onto the floor.

“Have you been to Matha’s cabin, Ashley?”

“The men take me there sometimes to clean her house,” Ashley said slowly. Her hazel eyes began to flicker and lose focus. “I don’t like Martha, but I like Molly.” she added.

George had heard enough. There was someone at Martha’s cabin that she liked, which would make it easier to persuade her to go there. He had to get the girl out of her restraints and then they had to quickly leave the cabin. Luckily the keys fitted the locks, so he was able to remove Ashley’s collar, the shackles connecting her ankles and then the mitts on her hands.

Ashley wailed and cried when at last she could straighten her hand out and stretch her fingers. George didn’t have time to examine them, instead he unfurled the green waterproof jacket and trousers he brought with him for Katie and helped the girl put them on. He then looked around for anything that might be useful to fill his empty pockets.

“Ashley, sit in the chair for a moment. I’ll have a scout around the cabin and see what I can find.”

George began his search, while Ashley gingerly sat down in the dowdy upholstered armchair. The first thing George did was to take the dead man’s boots and socks off him and kneel before Ashley to put them on her. The moment George took hold of her foot the terrified girl tried to resist.

“Nooo,” she moaned. “I don’t want a dead man’s boots!”

“Hush Ashley,” he soothed the seated girl. “He doesn’t need them anymore, but you do!”

The girl’s eyes darted from the corpse to her feet and back again. She finally relaxed and allowed George to fit the socks and boots to her feet. They were ridiculously big, but George knew that they would be invaluable outside in the rough terrain.

George took down the oil lamp and started to comb the interior of the cabin. The flickering light cast eerie shadows across the walls as he dodged among piles of dusty newspapers and dilapidated furniture. A search of the three rooms turned up a bottle of beer, half a bottle of whisky, two cans of ham, a can of baked beans and a can opener.

He didn’t want to carry a bag so he stuffed the cans in his pockets and decided they could carry a bottle each. The .303 Lee Enfield rifle was still standing where it had been on his first visit to the cabin, but he still couldn’t find any shells for it.

Then he had an idea and returned to the cage room where he bent down to search the kidnapper’s pockets. Sure enough, in one of his pants pockets were six, .303 gleaming shells, which George stowed away in his own pocket.

His father had bought him a .270 Ruger rifle for his 11th birthday and taken him hunting countless times in the forests of Sweden. It had a cut down stock and as he grew each year his father replaced the stock, so that he was always comfortable using it.

Someone had crudely fitted a telescopic scope to the Lee Enfield bolt action rifle, which didn’t look as though it would be accurate. George’s father had shown him how to use a Lee Enfield, but without a scope, so he would probably remove it once they were clear of the cabin. Scopes had their uses, but over a short distance he preferred to use the gun’s sights.

His father always refused to use a scope, because he thought the animals should be given a fair chance. If he had to use the gun, should he give the animals who were enslaving the girls a fair chance?

George put the lamp down, picked up the rifle and led Ashley by the hand outside, across the yard and past the hogs. The frightened girl seemed fixated with the hairy animals and wanted to give them as wide a berth as possible. He listened for any activity before opening the gate. Hearing none he proceeded to cross the track and lead Ashley through the woods to the spot he found earlier that night. He made the trembling girl comfortable and placed the rifle and the cans on the ground beside her.

“Ashley, wait here, I’m going to get the bottles and I’ll be back in a minute.” George could just make out the girl’s face in the light from the dim moonlight and detected a glimmer of a smile touch the corners of her pale lips.

She nodded ever so slightly. “Please come back George. Don’t leave me.” she whispered almost inaudibly.

“Relax Ashley, you’re safe now. Watch the cabin and you’ll see me coming back in a minute, then we’ll go and see your friend, Molly.”

“Molly will be pleased that the brothers are dead.” She paused to consider the idea. “She hated them as much as I do…”

George was encouraged to hear that the girl might be sympathetic to their cause. He stroked her cheek as a sign of friendship, stood up and headed back to the cabin.


21 ~ Uncomfortable ride.

The trunk of the car was so cramped Katie had to curl up to fit in. Once she was lying on her side, they slammed the door shut, trapping her under the lightweight rear shelf. The 4x4 Range Rover bounced along the forest track giving her a horribly uncomfortable ride. She was greatly relieved when after about 10 minutes the car slowed, stopped, then reversed and finally came to a halt.

The driver switched the engine off and after the sound of doors opening and closing, she heard the men walking away from the car. They hadn’t gone far before she heard a woman’s voice calling out to them.

Katie’s hopes rose at this unexpected development. Maybe she could alert the woman who might be able to help her, so she started to bang and kick the rear door of the car. It wasn’t long before the door flew up and a hand reached in to grab the chain that was pooled on the floor of the trunk.

“You noisy little sow!” a voice yelled, before she was violently pulled over the lip of the trunk.

Katie fell in a heap onto stony ground, hurting the shoulder that broke her fall. The interior light of the car came on when the flap opened so Katie could see Pap standing over her and Brad standing to the side of the car.

“Please don’t hurt me,” she pleaded. “I’ll be good.” She spoke loudly so that the woman she heard might hear her cries.

“Button it!” Pap pulled his foot back and delivered a kick to the side of her hip.

“Arrrrr …” she cried, when a sharp pain shot down her leg.

Just as she rolled sideways, to avoid another kick, they were interrupted by the arrival of the woman.

“What do you think Martha?” Pap asked.

“Is this your latest catch?” the woman asked, bending forward to peer down at Katie.

“Pretty little thing ain’t she?” said Hatcher, who had just appeared beside the woman.

“Worth a lot more than the ugly ones,” The tall woman commented, reaching out and grabbing her chin. “Ah, she’s got a bit more meat on her than the last scrawny thing you brought to the cabin. You can send this one down anytime to help Molly with the chores.”

The woman was in her fifties and had short, shoulder length grey hair. She was almost as tall as Pap and had a large athletic physique. Martha was wearing denim dungarees and a similar red checked shirt to the men. Katie’s heart sank when she realized that the woman was both bossy and aggressive; and a party to what the men were doing to her.

Martha stood up to talk to the men. “Are you all coming in for pie and beer?”

“Nah,” Pap replied. “Harry and Brad are gonna take this gal down to the mill and I’m returning to the farm at first light.”

“You leave the boys down there together?” Martha asked.

“Let’s get the gal back in the car and I can tell you what happened.” Replied Pap. The two men grabbed Katie and pulled her to her feet, before pushing her headfirst into the small trunk.

“If you make another noise I’ll beat the living crap out of you,” the older brother snarled.

She kept quiet until the lid slammed shut once again. After twisting and turning to find a comfortable position she heard the men climb into the car and then pull away once more down the bumpy track.

Katie, distressed and inconsolable, was horrified that there was a whole community of hillbilly-types in the mountains, who not only approved of kidnapping young women, but actively helped the abductors achieve their aims. The lawless society enabled the abductors to act with impunity and apparently get away with their crimes.

It was bad news and left her spirits crushed. Tears began to flood down the teenager’s face, knowing that the longer she remained in the trunk, the further the distance grew between herself and her remarkably brave sweetheart. The chances therefore of being rescued were receding by the minute…


22 ~ Lighting up the sky.

George crossed the track, jogged across the yard and entered the cabin to check that he hadn’t missed anything that might come in handy. The dilapidated shack had a tomb-like feel the first time he entered it and found the girls in the cages. After the fight to the death the dusty shell reeked of blood and death, which made him all the more determined to destroy the place.

His second search drew a blank, but George had seen a can earlier, outside the front door. He fetched it and discovered that it was half full of paraffin. Starting at the furthest point he began to splash the liquid around the cage room, making sure the body was covered from head to toe.

George was worried that the oil lamp might go out if he threw it on the floor, so he removed the glass tube and carefully lit a length of old rag, before throwing it inside the room. A flickering blue flame danced for a few seconds, then rushed across the old linoleum to engulf the grotesque figure sprawled on the floor.

Satisfied the fire was set, George ran from the building, across the lane and returned to his hiding place where he found Ashley sitting in the same kneeling position he had left her.

“I’m burning the cabin down,” he informed the ghostly figure, who was wrapped snuggly in the green waterproofs he dressed her in earlier.

“The men will come back …” she whispered ominously.

“We’re safe here Ashley, don’t worry. I’m hoping the authorities will see the fire and come up to investigate,” he said hopefully.

Smoke was already rising from the back of the building, when a window suddenly exploded, sending a spurt of flame whooshing out of the gaping hole. Almost immediately a second and third window blew out as the flames engulfed the whole building.

After getting comfortable to watch the cabin burn, he decided to feed the girl who looked as emaciated as anyone he’d ever seen. George picked up a tin of ham and as he opened it, he noticed that Ashley’s eyes were like saucers. She was so hungry her jaw moved as if she already had a mouthful of food. He cut a chunk of meat with his knife and offered it to Ashley. She slowly lifted her hands but made no move to take the offering from his outstretched fingers.

George was stymied for a moment but quickly realized that Ashley’s fingers were stiff; and she was unable to move them without causing herself a lot of pain. George leant further forward and held the piece of meat so that Ashley could nibble it slowly on the few back teeth that remained in her mouth. The light from the fire helped George to feed the girl, who remained silent the whole time she was eating.

Once they’d both eaten half the tin of meat and half a tin of beans, plus a little beer, mixed with the whisky, George gathered some leaves and made a bed for his new friend.

“Ashley, I want you to get some sleep, while we wait for help to arrive.”

“The men will come back …” she repeated, still terrified that she would be caught again.

“Don’t worry about the men Ashley, you’re safe with me.” George watched her curl up among the leaves and slip into an uneasy sleep.

The young Swede turned his attention back to the fire, which was reaching its high point and sending flames soaring into the air. The roof caved in and the walls collapsed in a shower of hot embers causing another burst of high flames to explode into life. Red hot sparks rose into the sky, disappearing as they were taken by the wind.

George was sure that the authorities would see the fire and come to investigate what had happened He picked up the sporterized Lee Enfield and on examination found the scope came off easily. After tucking it into his pocket he loaded a bullet in the rifle chamber and laid down in a position to watch and wait for a response to the fire.

If the authorities came, they would be okay, but if the men came back, he’d have to rethink his tactics. Ashley knew where the men lived, which suggested there were families living in the vicinity. But could he trust anyone to help them? Or was everyone in the area involved in the sordid business of kidnapping and slavery?


23 ~ Raising the alarm.

Molly, wearing just a short white vest, slipped off her bed and crawled into the corner of the room. She was only allowed to wear panties or shorts when they had visitors. Even then, they usually came off to entertain the menfolk who liked to look at and fondle her naked butt cheeks and cunt before taking her to the bedroom for sex.

Harry, who wasn’t a relation. was the worse and always insisted she sit on his lap pantie free, whenever he visited. In fact, she wasn’t related to anyone in the family. They took her in when her mother, who was her only parent, died at the mill. That was why Harry took an interest in her in more ways than one.

She wanted to cover her ears and shut out the hullabaloo from the room at the end of the hall. The partition walls were wafer thin and although Martha and Pap were three rooms away, she could clearly hear them shouting at each other. Usually when they fought it wasn’t long before they came for her.

She could hear Pap telling Martha that there had been a terrible accident and that Gary was dead. Martha was furious and was throwing things around the cabin. The youngster twice heard the sound of breaking glass when something impacted on the linoleum floor, or plaster walls.

Molly was pleased that Gary was dead, because it meant he couldn’t assault and brutalize her anymore. He was the youngest of the three brothers and never missed a chance to abuse her. She heard Pap’s footsteps approaching. Moments later the door flew open and he was standing in the doorway.

“Molly, get your lazy ass down the hall and clean up the mess!” His voice boomed across the room at her, making her almost wet herself.

“Yes sir!” she cried automatically.

He hadn’t told her to put any panties on, so she hurried straight to the door. She had to do exactly what he said, or he’d thrash her ass within seconds. He slapped her anyway as she passed him before followed her down the hall.

As she entered the largest room in the cabin, she felt Pap’s eyes studying her sashaying buttocks and no doubt wondering whether he should let her be or let her clear up and then take her back to her room and take his frustrations out on her slim body.

With Martha in the room, she was safe from the serious stuff, but he could always escort her back to the bedroom and do it there. The tall woman was sitting on the sofa and appeared to have simmered down. She remained silent, while Molly passed through the room on the way to fetch the brush and pan; but there was a danger that Martha would, at some time during the next day or two, take her anger out on her fragile body.

Both she and Pap were as bad as each other when it came to physical abuse and would take the strap to her if given half a reason to do so. When she returned to the room, Pap was sitting beside Martha chatting quietly to her, which eased Molly’s fears somewhat. The white-haired man looked up and pointed at the broken glass.

“Don’t miss any, girl. When you’ve finished, I want some pie and a beer.”

“Yes sir,” she responded.

Molly had grown-up in the house without education and hadn’t been allowed to go further than the logging mill in one direction, or the hog farm in the other. She lived in a tiny sphere and knew very little of the outside world. Her enquiring mind picked up what bits of information it could, but her guardians kept her close. It was a sad fact that the only life she knew was the abusive regime that existed within the cabin and that part of the Montana Mountains.

Over the years Pap and his sons had brought several young women to the cabin to abuse and help Martha clean the cabin. Molly usually befriended each one, for a short period of time, but it wasn’t long before they disappeared off the face of the earth. The information that she gleaned from the visiting girls had made her sit up and think, but when they disappeared, she was crestfallen.

Losing a friend in her situation was devastating, and as a result, Molly considered running away from the cabin and the couple who housed and fed her. While sweeping up the glass the youngster tried to imagine how Gary’s death would affect her and the others.

It was terrible news for Martha to hear, because he was her favourite; but she had quietened down and seemed to have accepted the loss of the cold-hearted young man. Molly knew that Martha was as hard as nails, but she was surprised at how easily the woman had come to terms with the news.

“I don’t like it Pap, it’s not like Gary to make a mistake like that and I don’t like you leaving Tom on his own, especially after losing his brother.”

“You’re right Martha, but I wanted to put you in the picture and sort the new girl out with Harry,” explained Pap. “I’m going back after I’ve had a bite to eat. I’ll stay with Tom till dawn, then we can clean up and have a poke around outside.”

Molly finished brushing up the last pieces of glass and took the pan out to the kitchen where she set it down by the back door. She then went to the fridge with a plate, placed a piece of apple pie on it, grabbed a bottle of beer and arranged them on the bench ready to take to Pap.

First though, she wanted to get rid of the glass; and then hopefully she could go straight to bed after handing the plate over. If she behaved herself Pap wouldn’t have a reason to visit her bedroom. Besides, she heard him say that he was going back to the hog farm. Her spirits were lifted for a few seconds until she stepped out into the cool night air.

The trash can was only a dozen yards from the back door, but even after all the years living in the cabin, Molly was still afraid of crossing the dark yard at night. The cabin was surrounded on three sides by tall dark conifer trees. The branches danced eerily in the light breeze, scaring the living daylights out of her.

Molly, head down, stepped out onto the pathway, quickly skipped across the yard and lifted the lid of the trashcan. After tipping the glass out, she raised her eyes to the north and froze. Staring across the only piece of open land visible from the backyard, she spotted a bright orange glow lighting up the horizon.

She knew from the distance and direction that the flames could only be rising from one place. The cabin at the hog farm! She stood there mesmerized for a few seconds, then remembered Pap’s command so quickly returned to the kitchen.

She picked up the beer and pie and carried them through into the sitting room to hand them to the grouchy old man. Pap tapped his knees, which meant that he expected her to climb up and feed him the pie. She placed the beer down on the side table and carefully climbed up, so that her butt was high on his knees and her bare feet on the sofa either side of his thighs.

The position exposed her cunt at the apex of her thighs which Pap usually stared at the whole time she sat there. Strangely through, as she fed him, she noticed that he hardly looked at her cunt. Both of their minds were very much on the loss of their youngest son.

Curiosity was one of Molly’s weaknesses so she couldn’t resist asking about the fire. “Sir, is Tom burning the cabin at the hog farm?” she asked, preparing another fork full of pie.

“What the hell are you talking about Molly,” responded Martha. “Are you looking to have another thrashing girl?”

The woman was referring to a punishment she had received earlier in the day when she spilt the milk, while making the apple pie. Martha had put her over her knee and spanked her bare butt with a wooden spoon until she howled for mercy.

“No Ma’am, outside.” She pointed toward the kitchen. “You can see the fire from the trashcan.”

“What in god’s name?!” Pap yelled.

He grabbed Molly as he rose and dumped her on the sofa, knocking the plate from Molly’s hand. He rushed out of the room, closely followed by Martha.

Molly wondered what all the fuss was about, so after recovering the pie from the floor and placing it on the side table she joined the couple outside. They were standing by the trashcan staring at the horizon.

“That’s the cabin alright. Tom must be in trouble.” Pap was saying to Martha. “I’m going now, Martha. Stay inside till I get back.”

“No, we’re coming with you,” replied Martha, angrily. “I want to see for myself what’s happening. Molly put some shorts and a shirt on and jump in the back of the truck.”

Molly always did as she was told, without hesitation, so rushed back to her bedroom, grabbed an old pair of denim shorts and yanked them on along with a black t-shirt and a pair of trainers. When she arrived outside, Pap and Martha were loading guns into the back of the truck, so Molly jumped in and sat down beside the firearms. All the men that lived around the area liked to play with guns and as a consequence Molly had become obsessed with them.

Her slender fingers began to caress one of the rifles and draw circles around the trigger guard. It was a powerful object so she couldn’t help feeling completely safe sitting beside the weapons. Molly, hand on the stock of the rifle, forgot about the dark shadows and spooky sounds, and instead imagined herself back in the woods with one of the brothers, shooting at squirrels and any other animals that moved.

Once Martha had locked the front door and jumped in beside Pap, the pickup started and they bounced off down the mountain track. Molly, standing in the back, clinging to the roll bar for dear life, couldn’t remember a time when Pap had driven so recklessly. The huge fir trees of that part of the forest were particularly dense, so to Molly it appeared as though they were racing down a dark tunnel into the pits of hell.

The moment they crested a hill the red glow appeared for a few seconds only to disappear from view when the road dipped. The vehicle skidded when it turned and then gripped the road once more as Pap steered up the narrower track to the hog farm.

He pulled up outside the gate, jumped out and came round to fetch the rifles from the bed of the wagon. Molly was amazed to see such a huge fire and wondered how such a thing could have happened if Tom hadn’t started it. When the cabin collapsed, a large section had fallen forward, almost reaching the sow pen.

That section of the fire was radiating so much heat, that all the hogs lay dead and the smell of burning flesh was present in the hot air. Martha and Pap could only stand and stare at the roaring pile of burning embers and wonder who was responsible.

Molly, sensing their anger, picked up a rifle and began to stroke the body, which thankfully eased her own anxiety for the time being...


24 ~ Awful treatment.

The car had been bumping along for about ten minutes when it eventually pulled to a halt. Katie was relieved to have a respite from her second bone jarring ride in one night. The tailgate flew up and she was instantly dazzled by the overhead bright lights. Katie was surprised to see that the car was inside a well-lit garage and that two burley men were peering down at her, as if they’d never seen a naked kidnapped girl before.

“Don’t just gawp, get her out-a-there, you numb skulls.” Katie recognized Hatchers voice, which prompted the men to immediately reach in and grab her body, so they could drag her from the trunk.

“Pull the chain you idiots!” shouted Harry.

One of the men grabbed the chain, which was attached to her collar and yanked, so Katie had no choice but to assist them by pushing her body up and rolling over the raised lip at the back of the car. She quickly planted her feet on the ground hoping she would be allowed to walk, but Hatcher had other ideas.

“On your hands and knees, Sow!” he yelled at her.

Katie dropped as directed and took the opportunity to glance around the large garage. It contained several large vehicles, all of which appeared to be in a state of disrepair. She was desperate to plead with the men to let her go, but she doubted if they could be dissuaded from imprisoning and abusing her like they had with Ashley and the other girls.

“What do you think boys?” Hatcher asked the scruffy men in his gruffly voice. They studied her quivering, naked body. “She’s the same shape as a sow, don’t you think!”

“She’s definitely pinker than the others Harry!” replied the slimmer of the two men, who chuckled at his own observation. “…and I like the look of her ass!”

Katie blushed, which only added to her discomfort and prompted her to dip her head in shame. She hoped that her reaction to the men’s ribald comments hadn’t deepened her colour any further. She had to bide her time and try and avoid too much physical cruelty, even if it meant putting up with the inevitable verbal abuse.

Hands began fondling her body, one of which dipped between her thighs and stroked her pussy.

“Please let me go,” She wailed while trying to squirm free of the groping hands.

“Stand still!” Slap!

“Lord Harry, you’ve got a good-un here, where’d you find her?”

“Pleeeeeeeeeze, let me goooooooo,” she wailed when the hand dipped lower.

“Her cunt is plump like her ass,” the younger man commented, while delving into her delicate folds. “…and juicy. This gal is gagging for it.”

“Your hands are filthy, Ned. I don’t want her soiled before I get back and break her in.” He slapped Katie’s ass. “Another word and I’ll thrash you. Then, you’ll have something to cry about!” Thatcher threatened.

She was in the hands of ruthless men so she resolved to hold her tongue for the time being. She was also thinking through the chances of George being able to track her down to the logging mill. She told him about Harry Hatcher, so there was a chance that he might arrive with the state police in the morning, if he decided to go to the authorities.

Thankfully, Ned responded to the rebuke and removed his hand

“I ain’t never seen such a pretty gal up here Harry,” the younger man said, bending down to try and get a better look at her face.

Both of the men were wearing dirty blue dungarees with even dirtier white vests underneath. The taller and heavier man had dark hair, a thick beard and looked to be in his forties. The younger man was dark, needed a shave and was probably in his early twenties. Standing together they looked like a logger and his apprentice or a young Laurel and Hardy.

“Brad, swing that hoist over here,” Hatcher pointed up into the roof where a metal runner ran round the garage in a circle. “Chuck, go and get the leather wrist cuffs so we can hang her up. And clean your filthy hands first!”

“Are we gonna play with her now, Harry?” asked the young man.

“Later Chuck, go get the cuffs.”

The young man’s face lit up at the prospect of molesting her. As he scurried away a loud grinding noise caught her attention above where she was kneeling. Brad was pulling a chain, which steered a large metal wheel along a track in the roof void. It had a set of heavy chains and tackle hanging from it. Katie feared that it was their intention to suspend her there in the middle of the garage.

“Sit on your heels,” Hatcher commanded.

“Please don’t do this,” she sobbed, but did as she was told.

Hot tears flowed down her face, while she struggled to control herself.

“Shut the fuck up, or we’ll gag you,” snarled the mill owner.

Katie, who was struggling to hold herself together, had fallen silent by the time the young man returned with the cuffs. He knelt down beside her but waited as though he needed permission to touch her.

“Put them on her you klutz!” urged Hatcher, who stood towering over her alongside Brad and the bearded logger.

The young man was nervous but proceeded to wrap the leather restraints around Katie’s wrists. His hands trembled while he buckled the fetters leading her to hope that he wasn’t as hard a character as the others.

The leather cuffs were about 9” long and had large metal ‘D’ rings securely fixed at each end. Katie’s forearms and hands became totally encased in leather making her feel completely demoralised. Brad reached up and pulled a second length of chain down, which had a hook attached to its end.

The older brother’s thin oval face and heavy brows made his dark eyes appear slightly sunken. His beady eyes studied her body while adjusting the chains, making Katie cringe to the very core of her being.

“Lift her arms up Chuck,” urged Brad.

The young man reached over and helped Brad put the hook through the ‘D’ rings on her cuffs so Brad could begin to hoist her into the air. Her arms were slowly pulled above her head, so that she was forced to get to her feet, while the hook pulled her arms higher and higher.

“Please don’t do this,” she cried, desperate for them to show some sympathy for her, but Brad pulled her up until she was on tiptoe.

Not only were her arms being stretched, but she still had a heavy chain dangling down her back that pulled on her collar and hurt her neck. Brad came round to stand in front of her and began searching his pockets for something.

“Harry, can I borrow your set of keys. I must have left mine back at the cabin,” he asked, clearly annoyed at his forgetfulness.

Harry handed Brad a bunch of keys and then knelt down to remove Katie’s ankle cuffs and hobbling chain. The tall brother went behind her and removed her collar and chain, so all that remained of her restraints were her mittens and fetters on her wrists.

“Well, what do you think she’s worth, Harry?” Brad asked, wandering around Katie’s dangling body.

“Look Brad, I’ll negotiate with your father in the morning.” he said evasively.

“What about the bitch, Harry? You ain’t paid us for getting her better. I’m tired of having to look after her stinky ass for you,” complained the older brother.

“When I’m good and ready. Pap and I have an agreement that we’ll swap her for one of my three in a few days’ time,” he informed the unhappy son. “And remember you can’t snatch any more for a while, cos the territory is gonna be swarming with law as soon as this gal is reported missing.”

“Don’t worry, we’ll lie low for a while until the patrollers give up looking for her! Harry, you’ve got to take more care of this one, so tell your animals to go easy on her. Your men put the bitch out of action for weeks and the previous one never recovered from her spell up here.”

The teenager was shocked at the way they casually talked about her and the other girls. They spoke and acted as if they were animals or pieces of meat to sell at the market.

“Don’t worry about my boys. Just make sure the law don’t come sniffing around up here,” growled Harry.

Harry turned to the pair of loggers who were watching Katie’s shaking body intently. “You two can go now.” Harry pointed to the garage doors at the end of the workshop. “Go and get some kip cos we’ve got a busy day tomorrow.”

The men dragged their eyes away from Katie naked body and looked unhappy at being sent away from such an exciting spectacle. However, they dutifully turned and walked to the end of the garage where they pushed open one of the large double doors.

Katie had starting to cry, because her arms and back were hurting from being stretched on the end of the chain. The teenager desperately wanted to plead with the men, but she also wanted to avoid any kind of physical punishment. Brad was just about to molest her when the older man returned through the open door with an alarmed look on his face.

“Harry, Brad, come and take a look at this. Quick!” he shouted.

They glanced at each other and then quickly rushed to the door to stand beside the pair of loggers. Relief washed over Katie once the two men left her side.

“Fucking hell, Harry!” she heard Brad exclaim. “That’s the hog farm on fire!” Katie tried to strain her neck to look above the heads of the four men silhouetted in the doorway and caught a glimpse of an orange glow in the distance. It could only be George! He must have set the place on fire!

“Harry we’ve got to get over there and help Tom. He might be trapped or something.” The tall brother was almost panicking.

“Okay, we’d better stop by and pick up Pap on the way,” suggested Harry.

“He may have seen it. Do you think he’s got his CB switched on?” Katie’s ears pricked up, at the mention of a CB radio, because she had heard that they work in the mountains. Unfortunately, it was something that neither she nor George had considered taking with them on their trek.

“Probably not, but we’ll try him on the way. What a frigging mess! First Gary and now this,” scowled Hatcher “If we’re not careful, we’ll have the state troopers up here sniffing around. Jump in the car, Brad.”

“Fetch your gun Harry, I’m expecting some trouble,” Brad called over his shoulder as he left the garage.

“You two,” Hatcher gestured toward Katie. “Get the girl down and take her round to the playroom but keep your hands off till I get back.”

He walked back to where Katie was hanging, followed closely by his scruffy cohorts. She cringed when he ran his hand down her body to the swell of her mons.

“I’ll will be back soon to deal with you!” he exclaimed, “There’ll be plenty of time later to sample your delights!”

When his hand dipped between his thighs, Katie began thrashing about on the chain. Hatcher grabbed her chin with his free hand and stared at her with intense, piercing eyes.

“Please don’t leave me like this, my arms hurt,” she wailed.

He squeezed her cheeks. “Sows don’t speak. I can see I’m going to have to yank some of your teeth out to teach you a lesson.”

“No, I’ll be a good girl and keep quiet,” she replied hastily.

The thought of having her teeth pulled out was almost as abhorrent as some of the physical abuse.

“We’ll get to know each other when I get back!” He squeezed her cheeks again. “Boys, keep your grubby paws off her, or I’ll cut your fingers off!”

The burly mill owner released her and walked out of the garage, leaving both men staring at each other with blank expressions on their faces. The fire gave Katie hope, because it meant that George was still in the game and probably had a plan to save her.

Ashley would almost certainly tell him about the mill if she was alive. If that was the case, he would come and get her. All she had to do was hold herself together until he arrived, which was easier said than done …


25 ~ Hopes dashed.

George was just beginning to doze off when he sprang awake with a start. He was still lying flat on his stomach looking down the sights of the Lee Enfield rifle. So could see that the fire was still burning brightly. The nap was useful and he didn’t think that he had missed anyone arriving.

Then, he realized that it was the sound of a vehicle approaching that had snapped him out of his slumber. After watching the headlights get brighter for a few moments he was disappointed to see that it was the green pickup returning. The rest of the gang had obviously hurried back to see what had happened at the cabin. The vehicle ground to a halt on the stony surface and two figures jumped out to stand and stare at the roaring fire.

What had once been a large wooden cabin where the kidnappers imprisoned their victims, had become a mass of dancing orange flames among a huge pile of glowing embers.

The fire had been raging for half an hour so the most ferocious part of the inferno had lost its intensity, however both onlookers were still unable to go beyond the farm gate, because of the extremely intensive heat.

George reached in his pocket for the scope and used it to study the couple who had just arrived. By the glow of the fire, he recognised one of the figures as the middle-aged, white haired man he spotted earlier with Katie.

The other figure was a tall woman in a pair of blue denim dungarees and red check shirt. She too had greying hair and appeared to be about the same age as her companion.

Movement in the back of the pickup caught George’s eye. As he watched, a young woman about Katie’s age, jumped out of the back onto the track and started to walk out into the open space in front of the vehicle. The girl was tall and skinny and resembled Ashley, who was still fast asleep on the bed of leaves he prepared for her in their makeshift hideout.

Just after he rescued Ashley, she told him about a woman called Martha, who she didn’t like, and Molly, who she was fond of. George wondered if the girl was Molly. If it was, then she might be able to get her to help them rescue Katie.

He couldn’t hear the conversation from his hideout, but the white haired man rebuked the slim girl who abruptly went scurrying behind the far side of the vehicle. The man obviously suspected that someone might be watching them, because the couple had grabbed their rifles and were constantly on the lookout for signs of an attacker.

It was crunch-time, he thought. The middle-aged man was one of the kidnap gang so he was eventually going to have to kill him, so why not while he watched the fire? His hatred and revulsion for the men who were perpetrating the crimes against Katie and the other girls knew no bounds. If he managed to free the girls from their clutches, he’d be a happy man; and if he had to go to prison for killing them, then so be it.

George lined up the sights on the rifle again so that he could pick out a target. He was confident that he could hit a man at 100 yards, which was about the distance to the vehicle. So, he took aim at the dark outline of the man’s body. His target stood out against the glow of the fire, but George hesitated just as he began to put pressure on the trigger.

A flash of light to his right drew his attention away from his aim. George picked up the scope again only for his hopes to sink yet again. It was the same car that left with Katie in the trunk.

After pulling up behind the pickup, two men jumped out and joined the three people already standing at the gate, watching the fire. His chance had gone for the moment. He decided that he would wait for the time being and if one of the men stuck around after the others had gone, he wouldn’t hesitate to kill him…


26 ~ Reluctant passenger.

Molly stood in the back of the truck watching Pap and Martha talking quietly. She wanted to hear what they were saying so she jumped down and started to walk around to the front of the pickup.

“Get your ass round here, you witless piece of shit,” snarled Pap, who was in a seriously foul mood.

The youngster darted round to stand beside the pair of angry adults who were still staring in disbelief at the roaring inferno. Molly lived in a tiny bubble so what she was witnessing on one level was extremely unusual and exciting. On another level she was worried that if things got worse, Pap might hand her over to Harry Hatcher, who was a monster at the best of times.

No one seemed to know who her father was and in the scheme of things Molly didn’t really understand the concept of affection or family ties. The three brothers and their parents meant absolutely nothing to her at all. If they were all to die in the fire, then she would be the happiest girl in Montana.

Since she could remember, her life had been one long struggle to survive the beatings and sex games. After the men started to bring other girls to help Martha at the cabin her life became more interesting. For the first time, she saw the men treat someone else in a similar fashion to the way they were treating her.

While the girls were around, their brutal treatment of her lessened, for they turned their attentions on the other, fresh faced girls. Her overall life became bearable, because she could look forward to seeing a friend and help to comfort them after they had been beaten or abused. Hatcher would drop the same girl off several times a week as part of a deal he had with Pap. This would happen for about a year and then the girl would disappear, which upset Molly considerably.

The pattern repeated itself four, or five times and each time she had secretly befriended the girl until she vanished from the face of the earth. The latest girl, Ashley, had solved the mystery, for she had witnessed the brothers murder one of the other girls. The girl was unwell, so they promptly dismembered her and fed her to the hogs; and made Ashley watch their horrific deed.

She had always wondered why they bothered rearing hogs! They would have to get a new herd because the old ones were dead and cooked to a cinder.

Ashley had spent a lot of time at the mill and been injured several times. She was different from the others, in that she was weaker and frailer, so Molly had become seriously worried that she too was about to be killed and fed to the hogs.

A new girl had appeared on the scene, which made Ashley’s situation even more fraught with danger. The thought of losing another friend who she liked with a passion was almost too painful to consider. Molly was a lot brighter than the men of the household appreciated. When she heard the news, she came to the conclusion that her friend Ashley would probably disappear as soon as the new girl returned from the mill.

In her active mind she calculated that Ashley had only a few weeks to live and that in all probability her life was going to come to a gruesome end, For some time, Molly had been wondering if there was anything she could do to save her friend from such a fate, but had always come up with a blank. The latest developments changed everything.

“When I catch up with the fucking scumbag that did this, he’ll wish that he’d never been born!” hissed Pap. “If he thinks he’s gonna get away with killing two of my boys, then he’s got a shock coming. When I get my hands on him, I’ll wring his fucking neck!”

There was a long pause giving Molly time to wonder if her friend Ashley had died in the fire with Tom. If the brothers had left her locked in the cage, then she was surely burnt to a crisp. She couldn’t help wondering whether she’d prefer to be eaten by the hogs, or roasted to death, while locked in a tiny cage.

“You’re right Pap. This was no accident,” replied Martha. “Who do you think could have killed Tom and torched the place?” They were both angrier than Molly had ever seen them before.

On the one hand, Molly was elated at the death of yet another one of her tormentors but deeply saddened at the possibly of losing the one and only friend she had in the world.

“I think I know who might be behind this,” Pap disclosed in a bitterly cold tone.

Pap rubbed his chin and spoke slowly, as though he wasn’t sure of his suspicions.

“Who? Who could have done this?” Martha asked, clearly surprised that Pap knew something she didn’t

“The gal the boys caught earlier was with a young lad, who got away from them. They said he fell in the rapids and was dead for sure, but I’m thinking he survived and is trying to rescue his friend.”

“What! For god’s sake Pap. You’re telling me that a young lad on his own has tracked the boys to the cabin, killed both boys and then torched the cabin?!” Martha responded incredulously.

“It’s the only explanation.” He replied. “Think about it, if he went into the white water and survived the rapids then he’s a tough little bastard. We could be up against some sort of macho Rambo type; and he might have Tom’s rifle!” He immediately looked round to study the dark, menacing wall of tall firs that dominated the other side of the track.

Molly couldn’t help peering at the forest and wondering what this Rambo-like character looked like. A young man was out there trying to save his gal! Someone brave and probably handsome to boot. Someone she wanted to meet! The concept of bravery was something that Molly could understand, because she had had to summons up buckets of it just to survive from day to day.

“Do you really think the bastard might still be around here?” Martha enquired, studying the forest for herself.

“Probably. It depends on whether he’s armed, which he must be if he killed Tom and Gary before destroying the evidence.” A noise alerted the couple.

Another vehicle was speeding up the track toward them.

“It’s only Harry,” Pap said, as a black range Rover crunched to a halt behind their pickup.

Pap and Martha went to greet Hatcher, but she stayed back. Molly didn’t want to have anything to do with the manager of the logging mill, a man who she loathed with a passion. Pap had taken her up to his Mill several times and left her with Hatcher, who had done some unspeakable things to her.

So, whenever he came round to their cabin she tried to find some chores to do and avoid his groping hands and vile suggestions. The brothers and Pap lacked imagination and in the main only wanted to punish and fuck her, but Hatcher had a sadistic streak and liked to really hurt her and watch her scream.

Brad arrived with Hatcher and together with Pap and Martha, wandered up to where Molly was standing, making her feel uneasy.

“So, you think it’s the boyfriend of the sow, who created all this carnage?” Hatcher asked, leaning against the pickup and eye-balling Molly, who edged away from the stocky figure.

“I do, because it can’t be anyone from around here and no one else knows about us snatching the girl.” Pap looked at Brad who nodded in agreement.

“Martha, if Pap is right, then you and Molly are in danger too,” Hatcher hypothesized. “Come back to the mill with me and leave the men to catch whoever murdered your boys.”

His beady eyes blatantly studied Molly’s svelte form even though her guardians were within touching distance. She didn’t like his suggestion, because she knew what his motives were.

“No,” Martha replied. “You take Molly back and I’ll help the boys track him down at first light. Three guns are better than two,” she said emphatically.

Molly didn’t like Martha’s suggestion at all, because Hatcher was getting what he wanted. It was always the same when they wanted her out of the way – palm her off to Hatcher who claimed that he adored her. He adored fondling and fucking her whenever he got the chance; and he was sniffing a golden opportunity.

Unfortunately, there wasn’t anything she could do about it, because if she protested, they would probably bare her butt and thrash it there and then!

“Molly, be a good girl and go with Harry,” Martha urged the unenthusiastic girl.

The youngster reluctantly moved forward and allowed him to grasp her wrist, whereupon he led her away to his car. Brad and Pap followed and after Hatcher and Molly had climbed into the front seats, the older man leant into the open front window.

“Don’t worry about us Harry,” Pap said. “We’ll track him down at first light. If we catch him alive, I’ll bring him up to the mill and we can all pay him back for killing the boys!”

“Looking forward to it,” replied Hatcher.

He shifted the gearstick into reverse and moments later they began the short journey back to the logging mill and the scene of her worse nightmare...


27 ~ The waiting game.

George watched the more respectable man leave with the slim, fair haired girl in his car, leaving the three remaining members of the gang watching the fire. He decided to wait a few minutes to see if they would split up or eventually leave in the pickup.

The group chatted at great length and stayed put, which alarmed George, because there was only a couple of hours before the sun came up. He kept an eye on them while they scoured the dying embers from the safety of the gate. George assumed that they were waiting to see if they could see any bodies within the smouldering ruins.

George could just about see the twisted tops of the empty cages, so they were probably well aware that Ashley had escaped.

“Ashley, wake up!” He gently nudged the girl, who slowly sat up and looked around to get her bearings.

“What’s the matter?” she blurted out.

“Shush! We’ve got to move. It’ll start to get light in a couple of hours, so we need to put some distance between us and the gang. Can you show me where your friend Molly lives?”

“You want to go there?” she asked, surprised by the question.

“Yes. Which direction and roughly how far is it?” George asked her gently.

His fair haired companion lifted her head to look over toward the cabin as if she was trying to get her bearings. She pointed toward the south, down the track.

“That way, we always went that way.” George was relieved that the girl seemed to be thinking clearly. Ashley began to study the three figures still standing at the gate.

“That’s Martha with Pap and Brad, over there,” she pointed toward the group.

“Are they related?” George asked.

“Martha and Pap are married and Brad is their son. I killed his brother, Tom, in the cabin…” her voice trailed away.

“Ashley, look at me!” He took the girl’s pale face in his hands. “Forget that! He was a monster, and all monsters have to be killed. Come, let’s eat some more food and leave here before it gets light.”

The girl’s sad brown eyes lit up at the mention of food. The new acquaintances were soon tucking into the remains of the ham and beans that George opened earlier.

The young Swede was beginning to comprehend the enormity of the awful situation he was involved in. Katie had been taken away earlier, by the leader of the gang and he couldn’t help wondering just how many members there were and where they were based.

At least for the moment, he had rescued one girl. That first success gave him the heart and the strength to use every resource and effort that he could to track down the gang and save Katie.


28 ~ Bitter revenge.

“What’s the matter with you Mo?” Hatcher asked, eyeballing Molly rather than watching the road. “Get my pecker out and see if you can wake up the snake. You know what I like. Unbutton your shorts and get up on the seat.”

It was a chore that she had performed countless times, in the cabin and up at the mill, but not very often in the car. She hated him calling her Mo, almost as much as when he pawed her body. It was the fake friendliness that stuck in her craw. He had no intention of showing her any affection, just like the other men and Martha. The only love she had ever felt was from the girls who they brought to Martha’s cabin.

As the car slowly bumped its way along the forest track, Molly realized that it wouldn’t be long before they passed Martha’s cabin. Hatcher was deliberately driving slowly to make the journey last longer. She released the button to loosen her shorts, then got in position, kneeling on the seat.

Somehow, over the years, she had managed to avoid too many rides in his car, alone with the sexual predator, but there had been enough to know exactly what he expected of her. He raised his elbow as she leant across and unzipped his fly.

After easing his cock out, she began the onerous task of trying to get him hard. She squeezed and licked his soft knob in the close confines below his arms. Unfortunately, his shaft soon began to twitch. He removed a hand from the wheel and slipped it down the back of her shorts. As he did so the denim shorts slipped off her ass, enabling him to delve deeper. First though, he pulled her ass to urge her to increase her activity.

“That’s it Mo,” he cooed. “You know what I need.”

Molly was finding it hard to get her mind off the fire at the hog farm. She was distressed at the thought of having lost her friend, Ashley. So many bad things had happened to her lately and she really didn’t want to go to the mill with Hatcher.

All the hogs she’d taken care of over the years were dead; and her poor weak friend, Ashley, was gone. After so much grief she was having serious thoughts of rebelling against the brutal treatment she was receiving. What did she have to live for now that all her friends had disappeared off the ace of the earth?

The car had slowed to a snail’s pace, but her mouth was working rapidly to try and complete the onerous task in the shortest time possible. As soon as he was fully erect, Molly was able to go down on him. She wasn’t sure if it was her oral attack or his finger in her quim that had made him hard, but she got on with it anyway.

“Mo, you’re a fucking great throat fucker,” he gasped when his warm jiz began to spurt down her gullet. “…and your cunt desperate for my cock, heh?”

Molly knew from past experience, that he couldn’t get hard again for at least another hour, so she could get a breather. When he withdrew his hand from her ass, she pulled her shorts up and returned to the seat.

She wiped her mouth free of sticky jiz. “Do I have to go to the mill tonight, Harry? Can’t I go home, Sir, I’m very tired.”

“Mo, I don’t want any trouble tonight! Do you hear?” he barked.

“I suppose so,” she muttered.

“That’s my girl.” He placed his hand on her left leg, close to the material of her shorts. Molly cringed when his fingers slid under the frayed denim.

Suddenly, his hand flew back to the wheel to help negotiate a sharp right turn but quickly returned to her thigh. The youngster bit her lip as Hatchers stubby fingers tried again to delve under the denim, but the shorts were so tight they foiled his fumbling grope.

“Mo, your shorts are too tight. Slip them off, Mo. You’ll be more comfortable.”

When Molly saw that they were approaching Martha’s cabin, an idea slowly crawled into her troubled mind.

“Harry, I need the toilet desperately, can you stop at the cabin for a minute?” She timed the request perfectly, for when they rounded the bend the cabin appeared in the distance, lit by the bright beams of the headlights.

“Can’t you wait for ten minutes?” he asked, exasperated at the girl’s sudden request.

“Sorry sir, I’ve got the runs! I’ll take my shorts off before I get back in the car.”

He pulled his hand away from her leg, as if she had an infectious disease, before slowing the car.

“Don’t be too long, Mo. Gotta get back to the mill, you know.”

“I’ll hurry Harry,” she said in her sweetest voice.

He steered the car into the end of the driveway, brought it to a stop and switched the engine off.

“Get a move on Molly or I’ll tan your hide when you get back!” he growled at her.

The youngster quickly jumped out of the car, relieved to get away from the sadistic pervert. Molly ran down the side of the cabin, pleased he had left the car’s headlights on, otherwise she might not have had the courage to go through with her plan. Molly also knew that the horrible man would be following the progress of her pert ass all the way to the back of the cabin.

The depraved mill owner would be expecting her to use the outside loo that stood in the yard, but as soon as she was out of sight, she made a beeline for the back door. She hadn’t locked it earlier in the evening, so was able to quietly slip into the dark kitchen and make her way to the knife drawer.

After hearing Ashley’s story, Molly suspected that Harry Hatcher was behind the murders of all her friends, including Ashley. They kept her in a cage, for fuck’s sake! She never stood a chance if she was in it at the time of the fire. Harry must have given the order for all of the others to be fed to the hogs, because Pap and his boys always danced to the rich man’s tune.

She had also heard Martha saying that someone had killed Gary and Tom, because the brothers had snatched his girl from the trail. Hopefully, the boy was coming for Brad and Pap too, but Hatcher had the boy’s girl! Molly could do something about that and solve her own problem into the bargain …

At the back of the drawer, she found what she was looking for - a 6” ice pick. The wooden ‘T’ handle fitted nicely in her hand, with the steel spike hidden by her shorts. She didn’t think he’d see it coming, because his eyes would be glued to her naked ass.

Molly shimmied out of her shorts and wrapped them carefully around her hand and the spike. She was so focused on her deadly deed that she didn’t even think to close the drawer, or the back door on her way out of the cabin.

The big man had left her door open and when she slipped in beside him, he immediately dropped his right hand to her mons so he could stroke her pussy.

“That’s my girl,” he said with a satisfied smugness.

Molly subserviently opened her thighs wide to give his huge hand the freedom to stroke her and put him at his ease. It was a repugnant thing to do, but she needed his arm out of the way.

Gripping the steering wheel with his left hand, Hatcher looked over his shoulder and touched the accelerator. As soon as the car started moving slowly backward, Molly dropped the shorts into the foot well. The big man didn’t see her right arm draw back, or the quick movement when she rammed the ice pick straight into his belly.

The car leapt backward with a roar of the engine and a scream from the tyres. Harry went rigid at the very moment the pain registered in his brain.

“Whaaaaaaaaaaa!?” As his head turned, his eyes locked onto Molly’s hunched body.

Molly hadn’t expected the car to shoot backward and was thrown in the opposite direction, slamming her into the dashboard with an almighty crash. Stunned by the impact, she somehow maintained her grip on the ice pick. Luckily, her reflexes thrust her free hand out against the dashboard stopping her from falling into the passenger foot well.

Hatcher’s legs went limp as he tried to twist toward Molly, causing the roar of the engine to die down. However, the car continued to race backward at an alarming rate and all Molly could do was hang on.

“You fucking bitch!” he screamed, before trying to grab her with both hands, seemingly oblivious to the fact that the car was careering out of control. She managed to pull the ice pick from his belly and fall backward, just as the car bounced in the air and clattered down a steep slope.

Molly fell back into her seat as the back of the car went down and the nose came up. It rocked for a moment and then teetered over until the car had completed a somersault and landed on its roof, at the bottom of the ditch. The car settled and became still leaving Molly and Hatcher lying crumpled in a heap on the roof lining.

She struggled to her hands and knees and found that her stocky abuser appeared to be unconscious. There was blood seeping from under him and she reasoned that if he wasn’t dead, then he soon would be. She looked around the car and her eyes lighted on the glove compartment where she knew he kept a handgun.

At her touch the flap sprung open and a heavy revolver fell onto the roof lining with a dull thud. Molly grabbed the precious weapon and her shorts that were lying close by, then looked for a way out.

Molly could smell gas which she knew was highly inflammable. Desperate to make a quick exit she smashed side window with the handle of the gun. Thankfully, it completely shattered into a million pieces. She was halfway up the embankment when a thought suddenly struck her. Martha and Pap thought that the boy had set fire to the cabin at the hog farm, so why shouldn’t she torch the car?

Molly reached the top of the embankment, which was 25 yards from the track and was surprised to see that the car had somehow missed several trees on its journey to the ditch. Her body was trembling with excitement and shock. She had to summons all her willpower to get her thoughts in order.

She crossed the track, gripping the gun in her right hand, hoping that Harry had kept the Magnum loaded. Molly examined the pistol to check and found the cylinder full, with 6 gleaming shells. Satisfied that she had enough protection from anyone who might spring out at her, she gingerly walked down the dark driveway, to the back of the house.

Once she was back in the house, she felt confident with the gun in her hand and didn’t really need the lights on. Besides, the generator had been switched off, so there was no electricity anyway. She knew where an oil lamp, a torch and matches were kept, items she needed for her bold plan.

Molly placed the items on the countertop beside the sink and switched the torch on to see what she was doing. She slipped her shorts back on and fetched a matching denim jacket from her room. After grabbing an old t-shirt, she returned to the kitchen and threw it in the sink. Because Molly was feeling a whole lot better, her hands had thankfully stopped shaking.

Molly was focused on one thing – setting fire to Harry’s car. For the time being, she was determined to emulate what the boy had done at the cabin. Maybe, if he saw her fire, he might come and help her. After switching the torch on, she donned a pair of rubber gloves, then emptied the oil from the lamp onto the shirt in the sink.

Fetching a wicker bag, Molly dumped the oil soaked shirt into it and pocketed the matches. After grabbing the gun and flashlight she headed back through the kitchen, to the back yard. Not needing the gun, Molly pushed the barrel down the back of her shorts and then walked to the corner of the cabin.

The driveway beside the cabin was almost pitch black, but the torch comforted Molly while crossing the track and heading toward the ditch. She was a couple of yards from the edge of the deep trench, when she suddenly froze!

“Uh, uh, uh, urrrr …” A grunting sound rose from the ditch, shocking and paralysing the youngster.

Steeling herself to push on, Molly took a deep breath, then tip-toed to the edge and directed the torch down the 45 degree slope. Somehow, through sheer determination, Hatcher had managed to extricate himself from the car and attempt to climb the incline. He was three feet from where she stood. When he spotted the torch beam, he tried to call for help.

“Heeeeelp …” he moaned, almost inaudibly.

Molly saw that he was weak, but his hands continued to claw at the soil on the slope. The youngster sat down on the edge so that her feet were within inches of his grubby fingers. Molly waited to see if the sadistic monster had enough strength in his body to scrabble any further up the slope. While he struggled for his life, she began to recall some of the dreadful things that the vile man had done to her.

Her primary motive to kill him was because he had murdered her friends, but when she added up all the callous and degrading crimes that he had committed against her and the others, she decided that he deserved to die the most horrible death possible. His actions may well have been responsible for Ashley being burnt to death in the cage.

His beady evil eyes were alive, but his body had lost its strength. Molly became bored watching him struggle, so, turning the long metal flashlight around, she leant forward and brought the solid end crashing down on the top of his head.

Somehow, he managed to recoil from the blow, sideways, but in the process lost his grip. When he slid back, he ended up wedged between the side of the car and the bank. He was lying on his back staring up at her, but Molly couldn’t tell if he was dead or alive. It hardly mattered though, but if she had the option, she preferred alive!

Molly had spotted the diesel oil leaking from the area beside where he lay so she brought the bag to the edge of the ditch and retrieved the matches from her pocket. Taking care not to burn herself, she threw a lighted match into the wicker bag, which immediately burst into flames.

Using her foot, she carefully pushed the bag over the edge and watched it tumble down the slope, before coming to rest beside the man who had caused her so much grief. There was a slight whoosh, when the first part of the rivulet ignited, but she was disappointed when the whole car didn’t catch fire.

As an afterthought, she threw her rubber gloves and matches down onto the flames to destroy the evidence, at which point she noticed Hatcher move. Molly stood up, and walking to the side, shone the light down onto Hatchers face, only to see his eyes staring up at her and his mouth working silently, trying to form a word. If he was saying sorry, Molly mused, he was too fucking late!

Then, suddenly, the car exploded with an almighty shattering bang, sending flames high into the sky and blowing Molly off her feet. She lay there stunned for a minute, then climbed to her feet. After lifting her hand to her face to check that she wasn’t injured, she staggered forward a few yards to stand and enjoy the fruits of her labour.

The youngster stared at the roaring flames and for the first time in many harsh and painful years, Molly began to laugh and cry tears of pure joy and happiness…


29 ~ Setting off.

George quickly felt around the ground to check that they weren’t leaving any obvious signs of being there. He had buried the empty cans and one of the bottles and then taken one last look at the three figures standing by the glowing embers of the log cabin. They were still chatting together and presumably waiting for the sun to rise before setting out to hunt him down.

“Let’s go Ashley,” he said, slinging the gun over his shoulder and grabbing the bottle of whisky. “Take your time. We’ll walk through the forest until we’re well clear of the farm, then we’ll move over and join the track,” he explained, urging his companion to set off ahead of him.

The slightly built girl, dressed in green waterproofs, started to weave her way between the stout trunks of the giant firs. He felt another pang of sadness for the fragile youngster and anger at the men who had perpetrated such dreadful crimes on her person.

He couldn’t understand what drove the monstrous gang of men to commit such heinous crimes against such frail and innocent girls. Well, two of the group were dead and he knew where the leader had taken Katie, so all in all he was feeling confident he could rescue his precious girlfriend.

The forest floor was covered with a thick layer of needles while they had very little undergrowth to contend with. George was surprised at just how much he could see in the forest once his eyes had become used to the darkness. Whenever they came up against areas of thick brambles or patches of ferns they were luckily able to skirt them and eventually get back to their original heading.

When George was satisfied that they were well clear of the hog farm he steered Ashley toward the track. He was greatly relieved when they were finally walking on open solid ground. After about ten minutes of steady walking, they arrived at the junction, where George remembered turning earlier, when he was following Katie’s tracks. He had approached from the east, so suspected that Martha’s cabin was to the west.

“Is Molly’s cabin that way?” He pointed along the westerly track.

“Yes it is … So is the mill!” Ashley’s eyes were like saucers and even in the dim light of a waxing moon, George could sense the fear lurking within her troubled mind.

“Don’t worry, we’re only going to Martha’s cabin. Come on!” George took her limp hand and had just started to lead her along the new track, when an almighty explosion ripped through the early morning stillness of the forest.

“What the hell!” George exclaimed, looking at Ashley in surprise.

Because the track curved away, thick forest stood between where they were standing and whatever had occurred, so they couldn’t see what had happened. George immediately assumed that whatever had happened was connected to the earlier events of the day, so he quickened his pace.

“How far is the cabin?” he asked Ashley who had started to limp badly.

George put his arm round her slim body for support and together they stumbled along the winding track.

“I don’t know, but it didn’t take long in the car,” she replied.

He began to smell burning rubber on the wind so thought that a car might have been set on fire. They hadn’t got much further when they heard the sound of a vehicle approaching from behind them. George quickly pulled Ashley off the track and into the edge of the forest where they hunkered down to see who was approaching.

Seconds later, the kidnapper’s green pickup flew by at such a pace, George couldn’t see who was inside. However, he guessed that there were three occupants, because the trio would probably want to stick together until they discovered the cause of the blast.

George helped his companion back to the track and once again set off in the direction of Martha’s cabin and the scene of the loud explosion…


30 ~ Bowed but not beaten.

Molly stood staring at the beautiful yellow, red and blue flames flickered merrily, almost t0 the height of the bushes that lined the far side of the drainage ditch. Wafts of thick black smoke rose from above the flames, only to be swallowed up by the pitch black night sky. The loud explosion had dulled her senses and stunned her, so much so, she floundered to know what to do next.

Harry Hatched was dead, but that left her with a problem. How was she going to explain what had happened to Pap and Martha. she turned and started to slowly walk back toward the road. For the moment she had nothing to fear from the dark because the flames behind her lit up the area. She stopped at the road and paused because she thought she heard a vehicle in the distance.

After being thrown off her feet by the explosion, the gun had disappeared from the back of her shorts, but that hardly mattered. She had finished what she had set out to do and if the boy came and killed the rest of her family then that would be okay too! But, Molly wanted a new friend.

Hatcher had supplied the girls in the past but with him dear, who would bring the girls in the future? Although Molly understood what she had done and why she had done it, a part of her brain was telling her that if she forgot what had happened, things would turn out alright. She was still in shock and couldn’t quite connect all the dots of her original plan.

The sound of a car engine was louder and snapped her out of her fugue. She stared down the track and watched a pair of headlights emerge from the distant edge of the forest. The vehicle approached rapidly and crunched to a halt, right beside where she was standing.

Pap shot out of the passenger seat, ran past Molly, only stopping when he reached the edge of the ditch. Martha and Brad jumped out of the car in quick succession, but Martha stopped to talk to Molly, while Brad joined Pap, staring down at what was left of Hatcher’s car.

“What happened Molly? Where’s Harry?” Martha demanded. She took hold of Molly’s shoulders and gently shook her.

“Momma, Ashley’s dead …” was all she could manage.

“What the hell are you talking about?” Martha began to shake her more violently. “Why did Harry stop here? Where is he?”

“What’s left of Harry is in the ditch!” A voice behind Molly called out.

After a brief look, Pap and Brad slowly returned to join Martha who was trying her best to get some sense out of her Molly.

“He was in the car?” Martha asked incredulously.

“It looks like he got out, just before it went up, He’s burnt to a crisp!”

“He was burned alive by the side of the car,” Brad added, apparently stunned by the macabre sight.

Martha turned to Molly. “What happened here girl?”

Molly had somehow managed to get her thoughts in order. Everyone was looking at her and expecting an explanation. Suddenly, the youngster felt like the most important person in the world.

“I asked him to stop, so I could use the loo,” she explained. “When I came out, I saw the flames and came over here. Then BOOM!” She waved her arm in a semi-circle, hoping they would be pleased with her explanation.

“But what the hell happened? Did you hear anything or see anyone? Did you see a boy in the woods?” demanded Martha.

“A boy in the woods?”

The men slowly looked around the area for any signs of life. Molly shook her head, hoping she had gotten away with murder, like in the movies. Martha grabbed her arm and shook her vigorously.

“You were in the toilet the whole time?”

Molly nodded and tried to pull an innocent, vacant expression. Three exasperated adults stared at her, unable to come up with another question.

“Brad, Pap, go and check out the house,” Martha urged. “He might be inside. He could be anywhere!”

The father and son looked at each other, grabbed their rifles from the back of the pickup and started to slowly walk toward the side of the cabin. Martha stayed with Molly and followed at a safe distance, watching Brad try the front door and then continue their stealthy approach to the back of the property.

When Molly and Martha arrived in the yard, the men were already inside the cabin searching for the intruder. They stood silently for five minutes until the two men finally emerged.

“It’s all clear, but the back door is open. Oh, and someone has been in the knife drawer.” Pap explained to Martha. “I reckon we might find the boy’s body in the car when the sun comes up. I’m thinking the boy took a knife and attacked Harry while he was waiting for Molly to return. The car shot back and Harry only just managed to get out, but they both died in the flames.”

“That’s some theory, Pap,” replied Martha. “We’ll see in an hour, or two. Did he force his way in?”

“Nope,” replied Pap. “The door wasn’t locked, so we can thank this fucking bitch for the barrel of crap we find ourselves in.” They all glared at her.

“I’m sorry Martha,” Molly said sheepishly, hoping they would accept her apology.

“Stupid fucking bitch!” exclaimed Brad, grabbing her arm. “Martha, pull some beers from the fridge, while I teach her a lesson she won’t forget!”

Molly tried to pull from his grasp, but she was only half the weight of the stocky man. He easily dragged her along the hall and into her bedroom.

“Please Brad, I …” He cut her off just as she burst into tears.

“You’re a careless fucking bitch!” he yelled at her, striking her round the face several times. “Thanks to you Harry is dead and we’re in even more crap than before. Get outa those clothes and assume the position!”

More slaps dazed the youngster, but she somehow stayed on her feet. “Please Brad, don’t beat me tonight …” But it was useless pleading with her callous man. Molly knew that if she argued any more, she would only suffer a worse thrashing.

While he disappeared to get something to beat her with, she scrambled out of her shorts and t-shirt and crawled onto the bed. Brad liked her on her back, in a fold, with her hands holding the back of her knees either side of her breasts. The back of her thighs and ass cheeks were an easy target, but it was her bulging pussy that the men liked to target prior to fucking her in either of her holes.

She was living a nightmare that kept repeating itself over and over again. If ever anything went wrong in the house, then she was usually blamed for it and dragged to her bedroom to be punished.

He returned with his preferred weapon – a tawse – and strode to the side of the bed. “Molly, you are one of the dumbest fucks on the planet,” he roared as he raised his arm. Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt! Thwatt!

“Neeeeeeeeiiiiiiiiiiii!” Molly screamed her head off as the blows rained down across the meat of her buttocks and thighs.

The pain was indescribable, so it wasn’t long before the red mist descended, and the hurt became one raging fire that raged throughout her nether region. She held onto her legs for dear life and was finally rewarded for her resolve when the blows and the sound of leather against flesh finally ceased.

However, Brad hadn’t finished taking his anger out on her. After dragging her bodily to the edge of the bed he promptly speared her gaping orifice with an animal ferocity that Molly was barely aware of. The teenager kept her eyes shut the whole time and cried a thousand tears for her miserable existence; and for Ashley, who must have died a horrible death in the fire.

The nerve endings of her posterior and cunt screamed out a jangling tune long after her abuser had left the room. Brad, who had just lost both of his brothers had taken all his anger out on her weak and defenceless body.

Molly remained in a ball while the pain subsided to a bearable level. Once she was sure that Brad had returned to the living room, she relaxed her arms and released her legs. The tormented youngster couldn’t remember the last time that Brad had punished her so severely, but there had been times, which she had chosen to forget.

The whole of her posterior was throbbing and glowing red where bruises on top of old bruises would soon appear. Molly crawled to the end of the bed where she slowly turned and sat on the edge to survey the damage. Her head was buzzing, as if a swarm of bees were flying around inside. Molly touched her bruised cheeks and winced when a dull ache spread across her face. She would have two black eyes in the morning and not for the first time either!

Molly needed to stop the recurring punishments and thought she knew how to do it. Just before the blows began raining down, the image of the handgun sprung into her head. She remembered taking it from Hatcher’s car and putting it in the back of her shorts. It must have fallen out when she was knocked back by the blast from the car explosion, so she knew where to find it.

Molly hobbled over to her window, which the men had jammed deliberately to allow six inches of fresh air to enter the room. But Molly had worked on it for months and managed to open the sash far enough for her to squeeze through the gap at the top.

At least twice a week, for the previous couple of months, she had slipped out and tasted freedom for a few precious minutes, but the darkness had always driven her back inside.

The evenings usually started with the men returning from the mill, or farm, and getting well and truly drunk. Martha was no exception and would usually get just as intoxicated as the others. The abuse would start and continue until they tired of playing with her. She waited until they had all slipped into a drunken stupor before going on one of her jaunts.

Well, the time had arrived to pay back some of the grief they had caused her, but she needed the gun. Molly guessed from Brad’s mood that he wouldn’t come back to her bedroom again, because they were going to hunt for the heroic boy who was killing the brothers. She was sure that she had enough time to find the gun.

After scrambling back into her shorts, t-shirt and trainers, Molly carefully climbed onto her chest of drawers and parted the raggedy set of yellow curtains. The youngster lifted her left leg up and pushing it through the gap, worked her body into the space and rolled out of the window. Then, taking a deep breath, she allowed herself to fall onto a hedgerow below the window.

It was very dark, but because her window faced east, while facing open countryside, she benefited from seeing the first light in the morning. Molly was grateful that the faintest signs of dawn were beginning to creep into the skyline and estimated that the sun was about an hour away from rising.

She was on the opposite side of the house to the alleyway so had to cross a patch of scrubland and skirt a hedge before reaching the gravel road. The cabin was about 50 yards up from where she emerged, but she headed at an angle toward the smouldering wreck of the car.

When she reached the edge of the dyke she glanced down at the twisted remains of the car and her abuser. The fiery debris contained the murder weapon, but she doubted if anyone would be able to tell how Hatcher had died. All that remained of him was a black carcase hissing little jets of bodily fluids from time to time.

She felt the elation returning and a resolve to continue where she left off. Brad had hurt her badly and would continue to abuse her forever if she didn’t do something about it. Molly reasoned that if she could kill one tormentor, she could kill them all!

She turned round and walked over to the spot where she thought she had dropped the gun. So, squatting down, she began to scan the forest floor to see if she could spot the metal object.

That didn’t work so she dropped to her hands and knees and began a fingertip search around the bed of pine needles that covered the ground in all directions. Her fingers had just lighted on the handle of the gun when a sound behind her sent the hackles rising on the back of her neck. Molly was not alone and felt certain that somebody was creeping up on her!


31 ~ Friends reunited.

George trudged along, wondering how long it was going to take before they reached Martha’s cabin. The pains in his shoulder and arm were getting worse and Ashley was beginning to struggle badly. He couldn’t leave the youngster in the middle of nowhere, so he had to carry on until they reached the cabin. Besides, he would never forgive himself if something dreadful happened to the poorly girl, having saved her from a dreadful fate.

Ashley knew where they were going and could identify the people who had kidnapped Katie so he had to keep her close until his beloved was free. The smell of burning gasoline and rubber was getting stronger and when they rounded a bend in the gravel track a faint glow appeared in the distance.

“That’s Martha’s cabin,” Ashley said, pointing out the silhouette of a roof some 200 yards further along the track.

The cabin was to the left, but the glow from the fire was to the right. George could see the pickup they were following parked to the side of the road and several people chatting together not far from the vehicle. While they watched the group moved toward the cabin and disappeared into the shadows.

“We’d better go that way,” George said pointing across the road.

Together, they eased down the slight embankment and entered the edge of the forest, so they could continue to advance without being seen. Progress was slow, because Ashley’s right leg was hurting badly and effectively out of action. George knew that they had to stop and make camp, but he wanted to see what had happened up at the cabin before they stopped for a rest.

Finally, they arrived at a spot near the edge of a deep dyke, from where George could see the cabin and the smouldering remains of an upturned car. It lay on its roof, some 200 yards further along, at the bottom of what looked like a dried-up river bed. He wasn’t in a hurry so hunkered down and spent a few minutes making Ashley comfortable.

George wasn’t sure if it was getting lighter, but he was easily able to make out the shape of the cabin and its immediate surroundings. Darkness was his friend and his chances of gaining access to the cabin were diminishing as the light grew stronger.

“Whose car is that?” Ashley asked peering toward the smouldering wreck.

“It looks like Hatcher’s.” He didn’t want to tell her that Molly was in the passenger seat when it left the hog farm.

“Is he dead?”

“It looks like it, but I can’t be sure. Does anyone else live in the cabin?”

It was going to be a dreadful setback if Molly was in the car when it exploded in flames, so he wanted to change the subject.

“No, I don’t think so,” she replied. “But they have more guns. What are you going to do?”

“I’m not sure yet. I may go a little closer to investigate.” Ashley looked terrified at the prospect of being left alone in the forest.

The still night was broken by the distant cries of what sounded like a girl screaming. “That sounds like Molly,” Ashley said. Her face became alive and her eyes were like saucers.

Relief washed over George. “It’s terrible what they are doing to her, but at least we know she’s alive.”

George started to put the pieces of the drama together in his head. Molly got in the car with Hatcher and somehow caused an accident. Her parents blamed her and were doling out a punishment using their usual brutal methods.

They sat and listened until the cabin was silent. George was undecided whether he should go in or wait for them to come out. He finally made his mind up.

“We must do something,” Ashley whispered.

“I’m sure Molly will be okay, but I’m going to take a look. You’re safe here, Ashley. I’ll be very careful. Just sit tight and I’ll be back in a few minutes.”

“Please take care, George. Remember Katie is probably already up at the mill…”

The young Swede knelt down and kissed his new friend on the cheek. “I won’t be long …”

Ashley sat quietly, grateful for the rest, but was clearly worried about being left alone. After grabbing the rifle, George slipped away to follow the course of the dike.

George, unencumbered by the injured girl, moved from one tree to the next, keeping under cover just in case one of the gang stayed by the car wreck. The cabin had been quiet for a few minutes, so he had to be on his guard for anyone immerging to take another look at the fire.

Crouching low, he had covered half the distance, when movement to his left caught his eye. George rushed to the next tree to conceal himself, while watching the slightly built figure darting across the track and entering the forest some 50 yards ahead of him. The figure moved like a girl and within seconds George convinced himself that he was watching Molly escaping from the cabin.

The youngster scooted through the trees, stopped at the edge of the dike and looked down at the smouldering wreck. Then, to George’s surprise, she dropped to her hands and knees and began searching the forest floor for something. George, confident that it was Ashley’s friend, began crawling toward her.

The distance had reduced to 20 yards, when he noticed the girl freeze, obviously aware of his presence.

“Molly!” he shouted in a loud whisper.

The girl turned toward him and he immediately recognized the object in her hand. She was holding a gun and pointing it straight at him!

“Molly, I’m your friend. I’ve come to help you.” He called out in a normal voice.

“Who … who are you?” Molly replied, still gripping the gun with both hands.

“I’m with Ashley. She’s safe!” he replied.

To George’s relief Molly lowered the gun and started crawling toward him.

“Who are you? Where is she?” the fair haired girl demanded.

“Come, follow me …” George climbed to his feet and beckoned to the girl, who jumped up and followed closely behind him.

Seconds later they arrived beside Ashley, who was anxiously watching them approach.

“Molly!” cried Ashley.

Before she could rise, Molly dropped the gun and fell to her knees, so she could hug her friend. George stepped back, picked up the handgun and watched the two tearful girls cuddling. They were ecstatic to see each other and ended up studying each other’s grimy faces.

“I thought you were dead!” gasped Molly.

“No, George helped me escape from the farm,” she replied.

Molly turned to look up at George. “You’re trying to save your gal.”

“Yes, I am, Molly. Her name is Katie. Tell us what happened here.”

“I killed Hatcher in the car …” Molly began but was interrupted by Ashley.

“Well, I killed Tom!” she said in the same irreverent tone.

Hearing Molly’s news, George realized that they were all killers. He also reckoned that he was going to have to kill again before the day was out.

George quickly explained to Molly what had happened at the hog farm and how he had eventually set fire to the cabin. Then Molly described how she had killed Harry Hatcher. She was particularly graphic with her description of the moment he was burnt alive.

She also explained why she had come searching for the gun and that she intended putting an end to all the abuse she had suffered throughout her life. George was shocked to hear her story and in awe at the way she had disposed of the sadistic ringleader.

“There are more girls up at the mill with your gal,” Molly informed George. “What’s your plan?”

“If we take the pick-up, you can show me where the mill is.”

“After I’ve killed Brad and Pap,” she said confidently.

“No Molly, that’s my job. I’ll have to go in there, using the element of surprise.”

George weighed the heavy weapon and wondered what type of gun it was. He pushed the cylinder out sideways and spotted that all six chambers were loaded with shells. Six bullets for three monsters. That should be enough, he thought.

“Molly, I’m going into the cabin to capture the kidnappers,” George said boldly. “If I don’t put them out of action, they’ll stop me from rescuing Katie! This gun is perfect for what I need to do.”

“It’s a 44 Smith and Weston, Magnum, with a 4” barrel!” Molly explained, as if she was describing the latest tech gadget on the market, instead of a lethal weapon. George closed the cylinder and felt the weight of the gun again. His father used a revolver, which he personally had fired many times, but the Negant 1895 was much lighter than the Magnum. Even then he had only been able to fire two rapid shots without losing his aim.

“It’s got a kick on it like a mule,” Molly explained, standing up and gently taking it from George’s hands. “I’ve watched the boys firing them down in the meadow and they hold it like this.”

She held the gun up and gripped the handle with both hands. “You must keep your finger behind the cylinder, cos the gas fires out sideways. It’ll blow your fingers off!” she said dramatically.

“Thanks for the advice, Molly, but I want you to stay here and look after Ashley while I go and deal with the gang.” Molly was shaking her head and more importantly holding onto the gun.

“No George, this is my fight and my gun, so we do this together, or I do it on my own!” the determined youngster exclaimed. “Besides, you won’t be able to get in. I can go back the way I got out, through my bedroom window. Once in I’ll let you in the kitchen door. I know the house. I know where they keep their guns. Believe me. I’ve got to do it the way I was planning it in my head, when I came over here to get the gun.”

“Molly, we’ve got to think of Ashley. It’s not safe here and if we don’t come back …” his voice trailed away.

George was beginning to see it from Molly’s perspective. After all the years of abuse, she actually had more reason to kill the kidnappers than he did.

“I’ll be OK,” a tiny voice chimed up. “Together you stand a chance.” The injured girl said, trying to put a brave face on an awful situation.

She was right, George decided. He knelt down and kissed Ashley on the cheek again, picked up his rifle and waited while the friends embraced each other for what seemed like an eternity. Finally, Molly stood up and gave George a grim smile.

Her cute oval face was very boy-like, with low cheekbones and quite thin lips, but on the flipside, she had beautiful crystal blue eyes and a cute, upturned nose. Her shoulder length fair hair had been cut thoughtlessly and the poor girl’s teeth had been allowed to become dreadfully stained and uneven.

However, the bruises on her face couldn’t hide the fact that she was a very attractive girl.

“Ashley, keep down and wait for us to return. Take care,” was all he could think of saying.

“Follow me!” called out Molly, as she darted off toward the cabin, keeping low. When they arrived at the track, Molly didn’t cross it, but headed along it for about 50 yards, then crossed, before ducking through a gap in the bushes. George found himself following the slim figure diagonally across a meadow, toward the side of the cabin, which was protected by a tall hedgerow.

Dawn was approaching and their surroundings had taken on a greyish hue, so George was able to clearly see the window that Molly was heading for. They came to a halt beneath the high sash frame and stood looking at each other, slowly catching their breath.

“You can get to the back door by following the bushes. When you reach the gate, you’ll see the back of the house. Wait behind the shed until I come to the back door to let you in,” Molly said, breathlessly. “Give me a leg up George and then hand the gun to me.”

George nodded, laid the rifle on the ground and took the revolver from Molly. She immediately threw a leg up into the hedge and found a solid branch to stand on. George placed his hands on her denim shorts and launched her into the air. He watched while the slim girl negotiated the narrow gap at the top of the sash window and accepted that he would never have been able to squeeze through the narrow space himself.

Molly paused before dropping into the room, so that George could hand her the gun. Then she was gone.

The bushes were so high, that George was unable to peer over them, so he followed Molly’s directions until he reached the narrow wooden gate. Within minutes he was crouching in the back yard, behind a small timber framed structure, waiting for his new friend to appear at the back door.


32 ~ Moment of reckoning.

Molly climbed down from the chest of drawers and walked over to the door to listen for any signs of life. Voices told her that the trio were still discussing the situation over a few cans of beer in the lounge. The room was at the other end of the hall, but she could easily make out what they were saying to each other.

They suspected that George had murdered Hatcher, which amused the youngster, because it proved that all three were dumber than she was. Pap thought that they might find him in the burnt-out wreck, but Martha thought that he got away.

As soon as it was light enough, they planned to go straight to the car wreck to see if there was another body inside the car. If he escaped, they intended to torture the handsome young man when they caught him, which made Molly more determined to kill them all.

The generator was running, so when she opened her door a crack, she was able to look straight down the brightly lit hallway. However, she already knew that she would never be able to get past them to open the back door in the kitchen.

That wasn’t her plan. She had absolutely no intention of letting the handsome young man endanger himself and do her dirty work. George had to stay alive to look after Ashley and his beloved Katie.

The plan was to call for help and when the men entered the hall, it would be like shooting ducks in a barrel. She stepped back into the room and walked over to her bed. After shimmying out of her shorts, she lifted her t-shirt over her head and laid them on the bed. She needed to lure the men down the hall, so had to make it look as though she had just gotten out of bed.

She wandered over to the one and only mirror in her room and sighed. Dim light from the hall highlighted the welts, scars and burns that covered her slim body. Her cunt was so raw, she couldn’t even touch it, while her face glowed bright red. Her scars and bruises were the evidence of a lifetime of sadistic cruelty, perpetrated by the very people who should have taken care of her!

The youngster was trying to muster all her willpower and summons up the courage to return some of it to the criminals who had abused her. Hot, painful tears began to stream down her face, as she became gripped by grief for her miserable wasted childhood.

Ashley was safe, thank god, but she had lost every other friend, throughout her lifetime. And the people who should have protected her still continued to brutalize her relentlessly. She was determined not to let them recapture her one and only friend, which is what would happen if she didn’t kill them.

Two of the brothers and Hatcher were dead, so it was up to her to finish the job. Her friend was waiting for her outside and she was sure that she could put an end to her worries by killing the three people that stood between her and freedom.

Molly finally decided that she was ready. She placed her right hand, which held the gun, behind the door and stood naked in full view of anyone approaching down the hallway.

“BRAD. PAP!” she yelled “Quick help me!”

There was a moment’s delay before Brad’s large frame appeared at the end of the hallway, followed closely by Martha.

“What the fuck is going on?” he shouted down toward her but stood stock still blocking the doorway.

“Someone’s trying to get into the window. Quick!”

“Pap! Go round and check outside.” Martha shouted over her shoulder.

Brad took two steps toward her and hesitated, alarming Molly, because his reluctance to advance made her task more difficult. He was unarmed, so was he afraid of who was behind her? She couldn’t wait any longer though, lest he backed away into the lounge to get a weapon.

So, bringing the gun out into the open, she lifted her left hand to grip her outstretched wrist. Then, adjusting her stance to steady herself, she aimed the gun at his midriff. The expression on his face went from anger to surprise and finally to horror.

“Molly, what the fuck!”

She squeezed the trigger. CRACK! In the confines of the hallway the shot sounded as though a cannon had fired. The gun flew into the air taking her hands with it and Molly almost fell backward in surprise.

After the initial roar from the gun there was deathly silence.

Brad rocked backward at the moment of impact and went down heavily onto his ass, clutching his belly. He stared along the hall at Molly with a look of disbelief on his face, then he started to sag sideways, finally slumping down against Martha’s legs.

“What the fuck are you doing Molly?” Martha screamed, as she dropped to her knees beside her only remaining son.

She grabbed Brad’s shoulders, but her eyes never left the barrel of the gun, which Molly had lowered and was aiming directly at her stepmother’s head. The distraught youngster advanced four of five paces until she was only a few feet away from the hunched figure. Just as her finger began to tighten on the trigger again, a loud shot rang out, from the direction of the kitchen.


33 ~ Two pronged attack.

George, hiding behind the shed, had been expecting Molly to ease the door open to let him in, so he was surprised when the rear door of the cabin flew open. A figure slowly appeared in the doorway and then stopped to look around the yard. Suddenly, a shot rang out from behind him in the house, confusing both the figure and George.

The moment he saw the man hesitate and look back over his shoulder, he gently squeezed the trigger and grunted when the recoil knocked him backward, almost off his feet. He ejected the spent cartridge quickly and reloaded, just in case another shot was required; but his target had spun round from the force of the bullet and crumpled to the kitchen floor.

George raced across the 30 yards of open yard, rifle forward, pointing it like a lance. The white haired figure lay still, half in and half out of the door. A spot of blood on his white t-shirt was expanding in the centre of his chest, like a red rose blooming on a carpet of snow. George kept low, poking the man’s head with the gun barrel and peering into the dim interior of the kitchen.

Satisfied he was lifeless, the young Swede edged past him, keeping low, slowly creeping toward the sound of voices. He stopped at the lounge doorway and listened.

“… Molly, I’ve never done you no harm,” a woman was pleading with Molly.

“Martha you shouldn’t have let the men hurt me …”

Molly’s voice was tearful and had an edge to it, that suggested she was about to shoot the woman of the house. George pushed the door open slowly, so as not to alarm anyone, fully expecting to hear the sound of a shot ring out. He was greeted by the sight of Molly, standing naked in the hall doorway, with both hands gripping the handle of the gun.

Molly looked slight and vulnerable, but she had a determined expression on her face even though tears streamed down her cheeks. The middle-aged woman crouched besides the comatose figure of her son, holding one hand up toward Molly, who was pointing the gun directly at her head, just six feet away.

“Molly,” George whispered. “We need her alive. She knows where Katie is.”  Neither Marther nor Molly looked in his direction.

“Molly darling, I love you. You don’t have to do this. I’ll make it better…” BANG! The gun fired with a deafening report. George stepped back in surprise.

Molly’s hands flew upwards, but she somehow kept hold of the gun. The smell of cordite was redolent in the air while a puff of smoke hung between the two women, but Martha hadn’t been hit. George looked to his right and spotted a fresh hole in a blank section of wall.

“You crazy bitch,” Martha shouted, braking the stunned silence. “You’ve killed him!”

“I should kill you too!”

“No, Molly, you’ve done enough,” George said firmly. He noticed that Molly’s hands were trembling uncontrollably. Thankfully, she lowered the gun. He walked over to the tearful girl and put an arm round her, before easing the gun from her hands. Her waif-like body felt as though it was going to collapse at any moment, so he supported her with a cuddle.

“Molly, I’ll take it from here,” soothed George.

He glanced down at the dying man and his mother, who was still cradling his head in her lap. A large pool of blood was spreading out on the linoleum, which he stepped over so that he could guide Molly in the direction of her bedroom.

“Go and put some clothes on, then find something to tie your mother up with,” he requested hopefully.

George was loath to release her. Her emaciated body was still quivering while her grimy oval face was as white as a sheet, but he let her go. George watched Molly return to her bedroom, then turned to the crouching woman.

“Listen carefully. I’ve killed your whole family and the man who organised your terrible slavery ring, so if you give me any trouble, I’ll blow your brains out. Got that?” The cowering woman nodded her head but maintained a belligerent expression on her face.

“Who the hell are you? And what’s so special about your fucking girlfriend?” Martha asked defiantly. “Besides, the boys up at the mill will have shown her a good time by now!” she sneered.

George saw red and nearly pulled the trigger. Instead, he lifted the gun and brought it crashing down on the side of Martha’s head. A look of horror swept over the woman’s face before her head slid sideways, to fall inches from where her son lay.

“Let’s hope for your sake, Katie hasn’t been harmed,” he said to the unconscious figure.

Moments later Molly came down the hall dressed again in her denim shorts and a fresh blue t-shirt. She was carrying a bag, which she dumped besides her stepmother. She stared down at the comatose woman but didn’t comment on the bloody gash on the side the woman’s head.

“Everything you need is in there,” she said.

George looked in the bag and discovered a cornucopia of restraints. There were items he could recognize, and other objects he didn’t want to identify. He began to appreciate what sort of harsh existence Molly had suffered, living with a bunch of monstrous abusers.

“Help me drag her away from the blood,” George said.

The stout woman was heavy, but they took one leg each and pulled her into the centre of the room. After rolling her onto her front, they put a pair of handcuffs on her wrists, behind her back; and found a ball gag to keep her quiet.

“Molly, go and get Ashley. Bring her in and she can get dressed in some of your clothes. We also need to put some things in a bag for Katie and the others.”

Once Molly had eagerly set off to get her friend, George went through Molly’s cupboards. Unfortunately, most of the items were far too small and skimpy so he went into the older couple’s room and discovered some clothes that Katie wouldn’t like but would be able to wear. He filled a bag and then returned to the living room just in time to see Molly leading Ashley in from the kitchen.

“My god George, you’ve really done it” gasped Ashley.

“We’ve got to be quick, guys. Here put these on.” George handed Ashley a pair of Molly’s shorts and a black t-shirt.

While Ashley slipped out of the waterproofs, George pulled out the revolver and went over to stand beside Martha, who hadn’t moved since they dragged her there.

“Get some water, Molly,” he said.

Molly disappeared into the kitchen and after a few moments returned with a pan full of water. When George nodded, she gleefully poured it over the woman’s head. She let out a long groan, before lifting her head and looked round wildly to see what was happening.

“Get up Martha,” George urged her by kicking her in the ribs.

The woman slowly climbed to her feet and shook her head to remove some of the water from her bedraggled hair. Hatred burned in her eyes and George resolved not to underestimate her. Ashley appeared in the new outfit, which when the girls stood side by side, made them look like twins. It was a light-hearted moment among an awful series of events that could scar them all for the rest of their lives.

“Molly, you said the boys had some guns. Show me where they are.”

“They’re in the safe. I know where they hide the key,” she enthused.

Martha’s eyes widened when Ashley revealed that she knew about their secret stash. George poked the gun in the woman’s ribs, then they followed Molly down to the main bedroom.

The youngster went to one end of the room and lifted a picture down, to reveal a small square safe set into the wall. Then, she pulled a drawer out from one of the nightstands, flipped it over to reveal an envelope stuck to the base. It contained a key, which George used to unlock the door on the safe.

Inside, George found that a metal box filled the entire interior space of the cube-like interior. He pulled it out, carried it over to the bed and lifted the lid to reveal the contents. The three friends gasped when they recognised what lay within the small container. Two handguns and a box of shells sat on top of several large bundles of cash.

The guns were empty, so George and Molly loaded them and tucked them into the back of their shorts. They put the money into the empty pockets of George’s climbing belt and then led Martha back through the house. Once outside they made her climb up into the back of the pickup that was parked on the track outside the cabin.

Molly took a second set of handcuffs with her to the vehicle and used them to connect Martha’s cuffs to the roll bar that ran around the outside, behind the cab. After helping Ashley up into the back of the truck, George gave her the spare gun and showed her how to point and shoot it.

“Keep an eye on her. She can’t escape, so there’s nothing to worry about.” He reassured her “We won’t be long.”

Ashley seemed happy to be finally doing something, so George jumped down and went back with Molly into the cabin.

“Give me a hand with Pap,” said Molly, as they stepped past the comatose figure. We’ll drag him in and torch the place.”

“Are you sure, Molly? This is your home.”

“It’s not anymore. I want you to take me and Ashley with you when we find your friend,” she said earnestly

“If that’s what you want, then so be it. Is there a CB we can use to call the authorities?” George asked the remarkably resilient youngster.

Molly’s face lit up at George’s suggestion. She led him through to the lounge and opened an eyelevel cabinet that contained a radio.

“How does it work?” He asked

Molly threw a switch and as soon as she started to turn the large knob on the front it began to crackle. A large bright number in the display, stopped rising at 9, whereupon George could hear more chatter in the background.

“That’s the emergency channel,” Molly muttered. She held the mike and depressed the button. “Breaker echo 8,” she called.

She turned to George. “What should I say?”

“Tell them that there’s been a murder at Hatchers Mill and some kidnap victims are being held prisoner there. That should bring the State Troopers up here.”

Molly repeated their call sign and after some crackle someone came on and acknowledged her message.

‘Dolby County Sherriff’s office here. Echo 8, identify yourself.’

George took the mike and depressed the button. “George Bergman here. There’s been a murder at Hatcher’s Mill and my friend, Katie Smith, has been kidnapped. There are many victims, so please come up and help us. It’s a matter of life and death.” George listened to the acknowledgement of the message, put the mike down and switched the radio off.

“That should do the trick,” George said, smiling at Molly. “Where’s the oil for the lamps kept?” he asked.

Molly fetched a can of paraffin and started pouring it in the main bedroom, before making a trail of the liquid, all the way to the back door. George was waiting for Molly, but he wasn’t sure if she was doing the right thing.

“Molly are you sure you want to do this?” the young Swede asked quietly.

“The sooner the cabin is dust, the easier it will be to forget what happened here. The furthest I’ve ever been in my life is the hog farm. Now that I’m free, I’ll never return to this godforsaken region again.”

Molly took the matches, struck one and threw it onto the floor, whereupon a blue flame sprung up.

“Good riddance,” she exclaimed, when the fire began racing across the linoleum in the direction of the lounge. “I can’t burn the memories, but I can dispose of the place where they all occurred!”

Tears rolled down her face as she watched the fire spread throughout the building. It was the end of an era and the beginning of a new life for the youngster. George took hold of Molly’s hand and together they ran back to the vehicle, which they hoped would take them on the last leg of the journey to rescue Katie.


34 ~ Dangling on a chain.

The disgruntled loggers waited until the taillights of Harry’s car had receded into the distance, then closed the door to the garage and approached Katie who was hanging by her wrists. They had been muttering conspiratorially together so she dreaded what they were planning to do to her.

“Ned, we’ve got plenty of time to play with her before Harry comes back,” Chuck said, as he sidled up to her naked, defenceless body.

“I dunno,” replied his burly companion. “I’m gonna wash my hands and we’ll see.”

The big man walked away, leaving the lad studying her body. He seemed mesmerised by her bare body and smooth pussy. He moved to the side, then reached out with both hands.

“Chuck, Harry told you not to touch me.”

The young mans hands settled on her body. His right on her ass cheeks and his left on her belly. “Harry’s not here,” he said softly in her ear. “Open your thighs, sow and I won’t beat you.”

“You shouldn’t be doing this,” Katie said in a desperate tone. The lad leant forward, closed his teeth on her areola and bit it. “Ahhh, all right, stop!” she cried.

When she parted her thighs, he relaxed the bite and slid his left hand down top cup her sex. Almost instantly, he slipped his middle finger into her quim.

“You could be a hero, Chuck,” she said boldly, fighting back her feelings of revulsion for the grubby young man and his invasive finger. “Help me and I won’t say anything. It’s not too late.”

“Better shut the fuck up girl,” he said aggressively. “Or I’ll beat your ass black and blue!”

“If you help me escape, Chuck, I’ll tell the authorities that you helped me and you’ll be a hero on television,” she suggested in a desperate tone.

Katie was frantic, because the young man was getting excited, fingering her pussy. Meanwhile his face was turning darker and angrier with every second that passed. Without warning, he removed his hands, then began looking around the workshop.

He spotted what he wanted, then walked over to a workbench and lifted up a long thin length of rubber that could have been a broken fan belt. “You ain’t allowed to speak!” he shouted, as he approached her.

When he pulled his arm back Katie squeezed her eyes shut. “Noo, stop! Please…” she cried.

Swattt! The belt wrapped itself around the prominent globes of her naked butt cheeks.

“Neeeeeeii!” She howled, as a line of white hot fire streaked across her tender peach.

Katie clung onto the chain above her wrists, while her legs went flying out from under her and began kicking at thin air; trying to relieve the searing pain that radiate out from her damaged buttocks.

The lad came around to face her so that he could watch Katie perform her spasmodic dance on the end of the chain and reveal every detail of her girlish charms while kicking her legs in the air.

The lad grinned sadistically, while he watched her legs scissor open and shut and her body jerk back and forth. Katie slowly calmed down and managed to get her toes on the floor again and stop herself from swinging. Once she was still, she was able to clamp her thighs together and regain a semblance of relief.

“Gal, you’ve got the prettiest cunt I’ve ever seen,” he said, studying her body greedily.

“Please don’t hit me again,” she pleaded. “I’ll be quiet…”

“Just shut the fuck up and open your legs as wide as you can! I don’t want to hear your whining, do you hear?” he shouted at her.

Katie’s tears were flooding down her face, but she had the wherewithal to nod her head vigorously. The young man dropped the belt and once again placed his hand on her smooth mons.

“Open them wider girl!” he commanded in a cold insistent voice. “Anymore backchat and I’ll lash you again, twice!”

She gingerly worked her feet further apart on the filthy floor giving him enough space to push his hand between her thighs again. He moved to the side of her and while he penetrated her again, he began to massage her buttocks with his right hand.

“Lift your knees in the air, sow.”

“Please stop doing that…”

“Do you want a thrashing?”

“No…”

The cuffs gripped her wrist firmly, plus she was able to hold the chain while she lifted her feet off the ground. Th moment her knees were as high as they would go, eh delved under her stretched buttocks and started prodding her anal whorl. Then he gave up and pushed on so that he could slide a finger from each hand into her quim.

“What are you up to?” Came a voice from the back of the workshop.

“She’s hot and wet, Ned, but her pucker is tight and dry. It won’t take long to spear the bitch. I don’t mind doubling up if you like.”

Katie heard the footsteps of the older man approaching behind her. The young man had two fingers inside her and she was afraid they were about to be replaced with much larger objects.

“Alright Chuck, get your fingers out of her.” The big man, who came into view, unzipped his fly. “Sow, keep your knees up. Boy, use her cunt cream to wet her asshole, otherwise she’ll scream the fucking house down.” The young man looked disappointed with the order, but he went behind her and reached under her ass for her labia and the source of lubrication, her ravished quim.

“Noooooooo, please don’t!” she wailed.

Katie clenched her cheeks to try and stop him from spearing her, but the big man in front had other ideas. He reached into his pants and pulled out his huge cock, which looked as though it was rock hard.

“Please sir, don’t hurt me.” She pleaded.

He looked up and grabbed her neck with such speed, she immediately began to gasp for breath. “Shut the fuck up, if you want to avoid a thrashing.” Snarled the bearded logger.

His grip on her neck slackened slightly, enabling her to draw breathe. He let go of her neck, then after grabbing her legs behind her knees, he lifted her six inches, then slowly lowered her onto his cock

She felt the tip of the big man’s cock burrow up inside her and drill deeper as he let her drop. Katie was ashamed by the ease with which he penetrated her.

Once her thighs were being held high by Ned, her butt cheeks were stretched apart, making it easy for Chuck to slip his creamy fingers into her puckered muscle and grease her tight resisting orifice.

“You in?” growled the big man.

“Pleeeeeeeeeeese don’t!” she wailed, forgetting all the threats.

“Wait a sec…” he was still scrambling to get his tackle out.

Within seconds, Katie felt a protuberance nubbing up against her butt hole, which reluctantly gave up its resistance, enabling him to ram his cock deep into her spacious rectum. Once he had impaled her, he reached round, grasped her stretched tits and began to tweak her bullet hard nipples.

Katie groaned, as she settled down on two long, solid cocks. The sensation was akin to being split in two as her muscles tried to adjust to her double impalement.

“Fucking hell Ned, she’s loving it!” exclaimed her butt fucker, as his companion began to lift and drop her onto both of their rigid cocks

The big man had huge shoulders and biceps, which flexed with each lift. Her weight didn’t seem to trouble him at all, as he began to bounce her rapidly, as though she was a rag doll.

Katie threw her head back, as raw, brutal sensations coursed through her body.

“You’re nothing but a bunch of animals,” she cried.

With two cocks grinding together through the thin membranes of her vaginal walls, sent a surge of ferocious vibrations flowing through her body. She felt shame and pleasure in equal measures and began to spiral up towards a massive mind blowing climax.

“Fuckkkkk!” Exclaimed her butt fucker as he began to jerk jiz deep into her rectum. “This sow has tight holes,” he exclaimed.

“We’ll soon fix that,”

The big man wasn’t quite there and continued to bounce her on his massive cock for another minute. Katie tried her hardest to resist but eventually became overwhelmed by the deepest animalistic orgasm she could ever imagined that she would experience.

She hung there spent and limp praying that George was on her trail and would, somehow come to her rescue…


35 ~ Hooked and gagged.

The pair decided to take Katie down and transfer her to the ‘Playroom’. Once she was on her knees, they fitted a high, leather posture collar around her neck. The black leather restraint buckled at the front and had a metal ‘D ring at the back. Chuck tightened it, making her gasp and almost cry out.

Katie was aware that Ned was prowling around with a leather tawse in his hand and would only need the slightest excuse to use it. The men argued to begin with who should ‘hook’ her, confusing Katie as to what they were talking about.

However, when Chuck had finished her collar, he went to the bench and returned with a large stainless steel hook that had a one inch ball, where you’d normally expect the point to be. It suddenly dawned on her what they were about to do.

“No, pleeeeeze don’t do this,” she pleaded.

Swatt! Swatt! “Neeeeeeeeeei” she squealed when two streaks of fire tore across her tender peach. She had spoken without thinking and paid the price for breaking their rules.

“Get up, or I’ll thrash you again!” The big man shouted down, at Katie, who was writhing and crying on the floor.

She climbed back to her hands and knees and had to suffer the ignominy of having the steel ball, at the end of the hook, forced through her tight anal muscle and on up into her rectum. Once the curve of the hook was nestling in her ass crack, Chuck, used an adjustable length of rope to connect the end of the hook with the ring on the back of her collar.

He then took up a position, standing between her knees, so she couldn’t move backwards. At first, Katie was relieved that the loop of rope wasn’t tight, but there was a tightening slide, which Chuck started to pull together and draw her neck back.

Katie was horrified, because her head was being pulled up and back, until the rope became completely taught. She began to panic, when she realized that they were going to leave her in such a terrible state.

“It’s too tight,” she wailed. “You’re going to break my neck!”

The younger man had been and fetched a ring gag, which he forced into her mouth behind her teeth. She cried continuously, while he fitted the leathers straps that held the gag firmly in place. One strap was secured tightly round the back of her head, while a ‘Y’ shape strap joined another wider strap that went up and over the top of her head, joining the others at the back.

With her forearms and fists already encased in leather, and having lost the power of speech, she felt her plight was hopeless.

“Move little piglet!” urged the older man.

She crawled to the back of the workshop, while being urged on with the stick. Her back and neck were hurting badly and the blows to her posterior added even more pain to a heady mix of excruciating sensations.

She kept telling herself not to give them any reasons to punish her. Her tears and sobs continued to wrack her tortured body as she crawled out of the garage and off to yet another location where she feared the abuse would continue unabated.

The door led to a wide parking lot, which she was led around like a wild animal. They were heading toward a medium sized wooden cabin. Ned, who brought up the rear, made dozens of derogatory comments about her ‘porky ass’ and pink pig-like body. Thankfully, she was crawling on grass most of the way. The fact that it was a flattened grass, suggested that the gang had abused many girls in a similar way.

The cedar wood building reminded her of summer lodges she had seen in England on seaside holiday sites. She had to crawl up two steps and was led into the dark interior of the one room cabin. To her relief the big man put the stick down and reached up to light an oil lamp with his lighter.

Once alight, Katie could see, in the yellowish glow, that the room was equipped with several gymnasium items. There was a pommel horse, several benches, double bars and various mats strewn around. All the items could have perfectly innocent uses, but Katie knew that they could also be used to torture and punish her by the monsters who had kidnapped her.

The young man started to lower a rope that was hanging from the rafters. Once it hovered over her back he came over and attached a small hook on the end to the rope, which stretched from the anal hook to her collar.

She heard a click and when he returned to where the rope was tied off, he slowly began to pull up the slack. Katie felt the rope down her back tighten, while the ball on the end of the hook moved deeper into her bowel.

“Muuuumph” she moaned, when she felt her butt lifting, stretching her calf muscles.

The lad secured the rope and came back to take another look at her pouting pussy.

“Fuck Ned, this Gal is so horny, she needs fucking again!” His hands began to massage Katie’s butt cheeks.

“Chuck, I’m fucked, so I’m turning in, and if I were you, I’d do the same, besides, if Harry walks in and finds you with your cock in her snatch, he’ll cut it off!”

“I’d better wipe her pussy. You dumped so much in the bitch it’s dripping on the floor. I’ll be along in a minute.”

The door opened and closed, leaving her alone with the sadistic lad. He patted her ass. “I couldn’t leave you alone for the night without sampling your piggy pussy. I ain’t never seen such a pretty sight in all my life,” he admitted, rubbing his fingers across her thick lips. He then grabbed the meaty line of inner flesh. “And the bacon in your burger bun looks tastier than what I had for breakfast!”

“Uhhhhh!” she groaned when the lad twisted and pulled on her sensitive labium ridge.

Moments later she felt the young man’s knees pushing hers apart and then his cock entering her sopping quim. So many conflicting sensations assaulted her senses while the lad pounded her rear end gleefully, Then, it wasn’t long before she was jerking on the end of the rope and he was jerking yet more jiz into her vagina.

Chuck seemed satisfied with his night’s work and whistled away as he cleaned the sticky evidence from her pussy with an old rag.

“We’ll be seeing a lot of each other in the future, I’m sure my little piglet,” he said, fondling her ass one last time before striding off and leaving her alone with her thoughts.

They had left the single oil lamp burning high above her in the rafters. She was tethered securely, for when she tried to move, the rope tightened and the hook in her anus lifted her butt and her knees off the floor. She could turn in a circle, but that was all. Katie was distraught and totally inconsolable, but the abuse had stopped and for the time being she was able to take a much needed breather.

After an hour, Katie wanted to die. The pain had worsened as the hook pulled into her ass crack every time she moved. Just when she thought things couldn’t get any worse, the door opened and in walked the young man, Chuck, with an older man who was wearing a gun and holster.

Chuck was now wearing a lighter set of clean, blue overalls, while his companion wore dark blue jeans and a black t-shirt.

“Let the rope down chuck!” The stranger ordered, as they approached Katie.

The slim lad veered off to where he had tied the rope and released the tie, allowing Katie to relax her back. Thankfully the pressure on the anal hook eased as did the tortuous, continuous pain.

“Aaaaaaaahhhh!” Katie moaned through the ring, relieved, but still in pain.

Huge tears continuing to roll down her face and splash onto the floor beneath her. She tried to plead with her eyes to be released, but the newcomer’s expression was one of grim determination.

Chuck joined him, while he stood staring down at her, with his arms folded, seemingly trying to make his mind up about something. The newcomer, stood about 6’0” tall, had broad shoulders, beefy arms and a solid muscular body. Short grey hair framed his granite like, tanned face, while his intelligent brown eyes, under dark eyebrows, carefully examined her naked body. He had the air of authority about him.

“Did Brad say what happened, Nick?” Chuck asked.

“He said the boyfriend of this gal killed him in his car,” he replied.

Katie suddenly became alert to what they were saying.

“Brad said he’s killed Tom and Gary too.”

“Fucking hell Nick, he might be on her way here!” the young man exclaimed.

“Doubt it,” Replied the older man. “Unless his fucking corpse comes back to life! Brad thinks he died in the flames. Look Chuck we’ve got to get rid of all the gals. We need to call the State Troopers and they’ll be crawling all over us for a couple of weeks.”

Katie tried to hold back her tears after hearing the news that George had probably been killed in a car fire; but the floodgates opened, and another stream of hot salty tears cascaded down her face.

“Find Ned and bring a smock back with you. I want you two to put all the gals in the pick-up and take them up to Rose’s cabin. They can stay for a couple of weeks while we clean up the dosshouse. Just remember, nobody’s seen anything and nobody knows anything. Understand?” Chuck nodded and scooted off to carry out his orders.

Katie was still standing on her hands and knees, with her back forcibly arched by the anal hook. The stranger knelt and unfastened the straps holding the ring gag in place and allowed it to clatter to the floor. Katie gasped in relief when she was at last able to close her mouth.

“You’re something else!” he sighed, leaving his hand on her shoulder and then sliding it down her back and onto her taught butt cheek.

“Please,” she sobbed. “Let me go, please…!” Katie was desperate.

“Too late for that Gal. Your friend’s seen to that!” His hand moved down beneath the entry point of the hook, to come to rest on her bulging labia. “Wish I had time to sample these delights now, but I’m going to have to be patient.” His middle finger found her soft, juicy entrance and begun to explore her youthful tightness.

“Please,” she moaned, ashamed of her body’s response to his exploring fingers.

One finger became two and Katie gradually began to lose control of her thoughts. She recognized that the bondage and dangerous situation heightened her arousal levels and stirred a desire deep within her for aggressive sex. Utterly horrified, Katie found herself actually imagining him spearing her.

“Please what?” he goaded. “Do you want me to fuck you?”

Would it save her from further bad treatment? she wondered.

“No… I mean no, please…” Katie was confused, because she was on the edge of an orgasm. He withdrew his fingers and slapped her butt, hard.

“Later, there’ll be plenty of time for that. Now Harry’s gone, I’m in charge. If you behave yourself, I’ll make life a bit easier for you.” His hands were still exploring her body and clearly liked what he felt. She kept quiet while he grabbed her right breast and tested the weight of her ample globe.

“Ain’t had a gal up here as pretty and healthy as you are. The boys are gonna have to wait until it’s safe to bring you back to the mill. In the meanwhile, behave yourself, cos Rose won’t put up with no nonsense!”

His hand began to ease the slide holding the rope taught down her back and she heaved a sigh of blessed relief when she felt the parts of the device fall apart.

She dropped her shoulders and buried her head in her hands while the stranger eased the hook out of her anus and let it clatter to the floor. Once he had removed her collar and wrist restraints, tears of relief flowed down her face, as she was finally able to collapse and lay on her side in the foetal position.

The door opened and in strode Chuck followed by the bleary eyed figure of Ned. The big logger didn’t look very happy.

“What a fucking mess Nick. You sure Harry’s dead?” asked Ned.

“Yes, Brad was sure. Looks like the poor sod burnt to death. What a fucking way to go!” The three men looked at each other gloomily, then looked down at Katie.

You want me to take the gals up at Rose’s cabin, I hear.” He asked.

“Yes. Have you put the other three in the pick-up, Chuck?” Asked Nick.

“Yep, they’re ready, just need this gal and we’ll be off.” Replied Chuck.

“I want you to stay and clean the place out. Grab a couple of guys from the mill and clean the rooms from top to bottom. I don’t want a trace of any gal being here at all. Got that?” ordered Nick.

Chuck didn’t look very happy, but he nodded. Ned leant down, grabbed Katie’s arm and yanked her to her feet. Katie had to be helped on with the dowdy blue tunic, because her hands were still encased in the leather mitts.

“Get me some cuffs,” growled the bearded man. Chuck went over to a box and returned with a set of gleaming stainless steel restraints. “Hands behind your back.” He urged her. Katie reluctantly submitted to having her hands secured behind her back, after nick had removed the leather mittens from her hands.

Katie was relieved on the one hand to have her hands freed from the dreadful mittens but upset at being moved once again. It made her feel like a parcel being passed from one location to another. Finally, the men led her out into the cool morning air, where the sun was just starting to appear above the distant tree line.

A red pick-up was standing outside that contained three girls sitting in the bed, at the back of the vehicle. She was led over to the rear of the truck, where a flap had been lowered. After being helped up by both Chuck and Ned, she sat down with her back to the side. Ned then padlocked her cuffs to a metal fixing behind her.

The men chatted quietly for a few minutes, then Ned climbed into the cab and started the vehicle. To Katie’s disappointment, the pick-up set off and once again, she was being taken on another journey, higher and deeper into the Montana Mountains…


36 ~ Partners in crime.

Molly, embarking on the most exciting journey of her life, felt her heart thumping and the blood coursing through her veins. The tall firs flew by as the pickup bounced and roared its way along the unmade road toward Hatcher’s mill. Cradling the 44 Magnum in her lap, fully loaded and ready to use, she was as motivated and determined as she had ever been.

The teenager had closed a chapter on her old life and was about to help the brave young man save his lover from Hatcher’s despicable crew. The sight of roaring flames and smoke rising into the still, early morning atmosphere lifted a great weight off Molly’s slim shoulders. The cabin had to burn, for it would be impossible to return to the place that had been her prison for so many years.

She would always be grateful to her new friend, George, for releasing her from a life of slavery and from saving her friend Ashley from certain death. After they had driven a few hundred yards, George stopped the car and suggested they have some target practice. Molly agreed and together the three friends took it in turns to shoot at a tree and get used to the fearsome kick of their powerful handguns.

Ten minutes later they were back on the road leading to the Hatcher sawmill. Molly watched George out of the corner of her eye, because she didn’t want him catching her staring. She sighed, musing that Katie was a lucky girl to have such a handsome friend to rescue her. His face was still filthy from where he had covered it in mud, but it didn’t disguise his undoubted beauty.

With daylight arriving, Molly could appreciate his calm confident nature, his fair-haired boyish good looks and his beautiful deep blue eyes. Molly had been starved of affection for the whole of her life, but she felt certain that George would lead her away to a place where she would find love and happiness.

The road suddenly improved just as they burst into the open.

After being surrounded by forest for most of the journey, Molly couldn’t help gasping, even though she had seen the vista many times before. The clear azure sky and dark green firs on the mountain side stretched as far as the eye could see. The great wooden edifice that was Hatchers sawmill had been built on a slope, so looked like a huge monster waiting to launch itself off the mountainside.

“My god” exclaimed George, who immediately slowed the truck to take in the breath-taking view.

“I know,” agreed Molly. “It’s the only thing about this place worth seeing. Keep right and pull up behind the garage, out of sight.” she said, pointing to a timber construction, which had a pair of tall double doors at the front.

The road twisted to the right and led around the garage, before continuing up a hill beyond the giant sawmill. George brought the pickup to a halt and turned to Molly.

“What’s the plan?” he asked.

“We’ve got to be careful, because Nick Douglas will be prowling around somewhere. He’s head of security and struts about wearing a gun like a damn gunslinger! He’s a nasty piece of work! Come on. Put your gun away for now.” They tucked their guns in their shorts and climbed out of the cab.

Molly checked Ashley was okay, then went to the corner of the garage to check for any signs of life. It was still only 7 am, so she knew that the workforce wouldn’t be arriving for another hour. She checked the rear door of the garage, but it was locked; and there was no sign of life when she looked through the window.

Molly pointed to a cabin on the other aside of the parking lot.

“The men call that the playroom. It’s where they took us for their sex games. Katie might be in there. Come on, let’s take a looksee.”

George nodded and set off at a sprint toward the cabin. Molly followed close behind, her feet crunching on the gravel and her arms pumping the air aggressively. The friends raced across the open space, during which time Molly felt as though she was starring in an action movie, especially as she was armed with a heavy revolver!

Molly arrived at the side of the cabin moments after George, who was breathing heavily. She carefully peered in the first window and saw Chuck, one of the loggers, mopping the floor. She had the misfortune to meet the brute of a young man on several occasions during her previous trips to the mill.

“Molly, a truck is coming down the hill,” whispered George, who had been watching from the corner of the cabin.

Molly edged along and peeped round just in time to see the pickup pull up outside the front of the playroom. She signalled to George to keep quiet while they stood with their backs to the timber wall to wait to see what the driver was going to do. The car door slammed, followed by the cabin door opening.

“Chuck, where’s Nick?” Molly recognised Ned’s voice, a particularly foul man, with a nasty vindictive streak.

“He went over to the radio shack to try and contact Brad again. You sorted the gals?” Chuck enquired in a low monotone voice.

“Yes, Rose wasn’t very happy about it, but she took them in.”

Molly gave George the thumbs up. She had been in the car with her Pap once, when he had driven up to the old woman’s cabin, in the fall of the previous year. She had to stay in the car, but was sure she could spot the woman’s cabin. Molly waited until the loggers disappeared into the cabin to continue their conversation.

“Let’s get back to the car. I know where they’ve taken them,” Molly whispered.

She checked the door of the cabin was closed and started to run toward their pickup. Molly’s hopes soared with the notion that they were about to rescue all the girls that had been enslaved at the logging Mill. All they needed to do was to avoid the security manager Nick and they should be home and dry!

*        *        *

George heard the conversation and the reference to Rose, so was pleased that Molly knew who the logger was referring to. Molly set off, racing toward their pickup at a fast pace and George wasn’t far behind. They were about halfway across the parking lot when a shot rang out from the direction of the mill. Molly, in mid stride, spun round and went crashing to the ground.

“Ahhhrrrrrr!” the youngster cried, as she tumbled over on the gravel and rolled to a stop. “I’m hit!” she cried, trying to climb to her feet.

The bullet had struck the back of her upper arm and passed right through the flesh, leaving two, half inch bloody holes. George squatted by her side and after grabbing her body, scooped her up, before throwing her over his shoulder. Thankfully she was lighter than he expected!

The young Swede set off toward the pickup again, dodging and varying his speed to put the marksman off his aim. A second and third shot rang out, but the bullets whistled harmlessly by. George glanced to his right, to see the man shooting on the move, while closing the distance between them. He finally reached the safety of the garage and bundled the youngster into the passenger seat of the pickup.

“Is she alright?” Ashley asked anxiously, trying to get a look at Molly from her position in the back of the truck.

Martha, also in the back, started making a chuckling sound, clearly mocking the teenager’s injury. Ashley glanced at the restrained woman and back at George. The stress was beginning to tell on the young woman, for her pale, emaciated-like complexion appeared to have worsened.

“Climb down Ashley and get in the front, so you can help Molly. Quick!”

George helped the frail youngster into the cab via the driver’s door and then stepped over to the corner of the shack. He pulled out the Magnum and edged round the corner to see if he could spot the shooter. The gunman was kneeling about 40 yards away with his rifle ready to shoot at whoever or whatever appeared beyond the garage. George crouched low and squeezed off a shot.

He knew that he’d never hit him from such a distance with a pistol, but it was enough to make him dive for cover. George ran back to the pickup and jumped into the driver’s seat.

“Are you okay,” he asked Molly.

“I’ll live,” she replied grimacing, evidently in a lot of pain.

Ashley had taken a shirt from the bag, torn a strip off and wrapped it round Molly’s arm. Even as she tied the knot, a dark stain began to appear on the outside of the white cotton wrap.

“Molly, can you hold a gun?” he asked, noting that it was her left arm that was injured.

“You bet!” Molly already had a pistol in her right hand.

“Give me cover. The shooter is about 40 yards away in a direct line with the mill,” George said, gunning the engine.

George slammed it into drive and tore off up the road toward the mill. Molly started firing immediately, CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! She emptied the gun, before taking Ashley’s loaded weapon from her. The deafening sound of the retorts bounced around the pickup’s cabin, but George put his head down and aimed the truck toward the safety of the mountain road ahead.

Several shots rang out on their right, beyond Molly, some of which slammed into the side of the truck. They had almost reached the safety of the incline, when a scream rang out from the bed of the pickup. George looked over his shoulder and saw, through the narrow rear view window that Martha had slumped. He assumed that she had been hit but wouldn’t be able to tell until they got well clear of the area.

After skirting the side of the mill, the road began to rise and then split into two narrower tracks.

“Which way,” he yelled.

“Right! Go right, up the mountain road.” Shouted Molly, who had twisted to peer out of the rear window.

George steered right and the road immediately started to deteriorate from tarmac to stony ground. Within a short distance they were climbing a steep gradient and the view on George’s side of the car was getting more spectacular by the minute. He wasn’t afraid of heights but couldn’t help worrying about going over the edge. And, because the track was only the width of a single vehicle, he also feared meeting a vehicle coming the other way.

Finally, the road levelled out and they were soon swallowed by a forest of dense green firs.

“How much further Molly?” he asked.

The injured girl was peering backward through the rear view window.

“I think I caught a glimpse of the red pickup,” she warned. “I thought they might come after us. With a bit of luck, the State Police won’t be far behind!”

“What are we looking for?” George asked anxiously, while trying to study the forest that rushed by on both sides of the vehicle.

“Look out for a waterfall on your side. Soon after that, Rose’s cabin is set back from the road on my side.” Molly continued to peer backward, while the vehicle bumped along the unmade road.

The news that they were being pursued alarmed George. Surely, they weren’t going to be foiled when he was so near to rescuing Katie…

“Yep, they’re coming up fast,” Molly advised calmly, as though she was looking forward to having another shoot-out.

George could see the red vehicle in the rear-view mirror, but tried to concentrate on the track, which was full of potholes. The truck bounced and shuddered along at a breakneck speed. Luckily the road was straight, but George still had to hang onto the wheel for grim death.

Suddenly, there was a shattering of glass and the windscreen in front of him disintegrated, collapsing into a million shards over the dashboard. The three friends ducked instinctively and George found himself applying the brake.

“Faster!” shouted Molly, just when the truck behind, rammed them with a bone jarring thump. “Don’t slow down George!” she yelled.

Molly clung on to the back of the seat so she could start firing through the rear view window, which had also shattered. Ashley emptied the box of shells onto the seat, while Molly emptied first one gun, then the other, at their pursuers.

George found the sound of explosive gunfire, just inches away from his head, distracting. The unmade road needed his full attention, otherwise they would have ended up like Hatcher’s car, in a ditch.

“Got the bastard!”  Molly cried out with glee.

George glanced in the mirror and spotted the pickup rolling over and over, before finally coming to rest on its roof, beside the track.

“Well done, Molly!” he shouted triumphantly. “Now where’s this cabin?”

His confidence was returning, as he slowed and started to look for the waterfall on his left. A few minutes later they rounded a corner and for the second time that morning, George gasped in wonderment at the beautiful panorama unfolding before him.

Normally he would have stopped to take in the view of the giant waterfall, amidst the forest that shrouded the mountainside, but he was on a mission. They arrived at a rickety bridge crossing a narrow gorge, through which gushing water cascaded down the mountainside.

If only he could have come with Katie under better circumstances to see such a spectacular sight. But, they were nearly reunited and had their whole lives ahead of them, providing Katie is at the cabin belonging to the woman called Rose…


37 ~ The end of the road.

The truck tried to lurch off the road, making him tighten his grip on the steering wheel. “Who is this Rose woman?” George asked.

“She’s Pap’s sister,” replied Molly and then added as an afterthought. “Everyone’s related to everyone up here!” she paused. “On the right. Over there.”

Molly was pointing out of her window at a tumble down structure that was barely visible through the densely packed trees. The cabin hardly looked habitable, thought George, with it sod roof and crumbling stone walls.

He slowly approached a gap in the trees and carefully steered onto a lightly used track. The huge cedar trees gave way to smaller apple trees, which were bursting with bright red and green fruit. George watched the cabin carefully as he approached and decided to pull up beside it, so he could approach the front door on foot.

He killed the engine, grabbed his pistol and jumped out. Molly and Ashley followed and stayed by the corner of the cabin to keep a look out. They waited while George walked toward the porch door. Just as he was about to strike the door with his fist, it swung open to reveal an elderly woman wearing a red dress and a fresh looking white and red gingham apron.

The woman took a step toward George and gave him a friendly smile. Unfortunately, due to her haggard appearance he could have been mistaken.  “Do you kids want a glass of homemade lemonade?” she asked nonchalantly, leaning forward to eyeball the girls standing at the corner of the cabin.

George lowered his gun and gathered himself up, preparing to challenge the woman. Rose was taller and heavily boned, making her look strong and formidable. The skin on her face was dark and leathery, suggesting she was probably in her mid-60’s; but her grey eyes were lively and bore into George’s own determined stare.

“Are you Rose?” George asked. There was the slightest movement of the woman head, signifying her acknowledgement. “We’ve not come for a social chat, Rose, we’ve come for our friends. We know they’re here!” George exclaimed impatiently.

“No gals here, but I’ve got lemonade or coffee.” Came her measured reply.

“I never said girls!” retorted George. “Where are they?” George raised his gun and noticed the woman hesitate, realizing she had been caught out.

“What else would a pretty boy like you be looking for? Ain’t two enough for you?” she said, nodding toward the girls standing by the pickup.

“Tell us where they are,” he demanded, poking her in the stomach with the gun.

“There ain’t no need to point that thing, boy. Come in and take a look for yourself.” She stepped aside and held the screen door open.

George signalled to the others to join him.

“Ashley, keep an eye on her. If she moves shoot her in the foot!” The fair haired girl nodded enthusiastically.

George led Molly into the interior of the cabin, which was in a much better state than he had imagined. Together they searched every nook and cranny, every cupboard, even under the bed. George checked out the tiny loft space, Molly pulled back all the rugs looking for a trap door, but after ten minutes they had to accept defeat.

George was getting desperate. He marched through the living room, past Rose, who had a smirk on her face, and went outside. Taking his time, he walked round the cabin examining the walls and the boardwalk beneath his feet. He strode down the side between a blank wall and their pickup and round to the back of the property where he found a row of barrels standing against the back wall.

There were eight barrels in total and on examination found them full to the brim with apples. George’s heart sank as he passed them and continued his circuit of the cabin. He left Molly searching the yard, but when he arrived back at the porch, he saw his friend had climbed into the back of the pickup.

George walked to the side of the vehicle, just as Molly lifted her stepmother’s head. The woman was bleeding from a stomach wound, and probably in a lot of pain, but was however conscious.

“Martha,” Molly spoke earnestly. “Where has Rose hidden the gals?” Martha coughed and a dribble of blood slipped down her chin. “Martha, you can make things better. I can forgive you if you tell us. Where has she put the gals?”

Molly gave her a shake and Martha’s eyes opened wide. She appeared to recognize Molly.

“I … I’m sorry …”

“I know Matha. I’ll forgive you for what’s happened is in the past, if you help us find the gals.”

The dying woman glanced from Molly to George and gave a sigh of resignation. “The apples, look under the apples,” came her croaked reply.

She coughed again and then slowly closed her eyes. Molly looked at George with a blank expression on her face, but George’s face lit up.

“Follow me,” he shouted over his shoulder, already halfway to the corner of the cabin.

As soon as he arrived at the back of the property, he began tapping the barrels with the butt of his gun. The first four on one side of the back porch sounded full, but the second one on the other side, echoed back when he tapped it. He stood back and looked at the barrel, which was nearly five feet tall and almost three feet wide. Molly arrived and together they grasped the barrel, which moved slightly.

“Grab the top Moll, we’ll pull it over but get out of the way!” he warned.

Together they pulled the rim of the barrel and slowly but surely, it gradually began to topple over. There was an almighty crash as the barrel disintegrated and apples went flying in all directions. George examined the plinth and discovered it was in several sections and that the piece the barrel had been standing on was square and separate from the others.

Molly helped him to lift the heavy section of slatted wood, to reveal a hole and the top of a ladder. The steps disappeared into the gloomy depths of the cellar. George knelt down and peered into the dark underground room.

His heart soared, when four sets of eyes and four pale faces stared up at him.

*        *        *

Activity above the pitch black room alerted Katie that someone was moving the barrel above the ladder. Suddenly a crash, followed by footsteps, brought a surge of hope that they were about to be rescued. For a moment the bright shaft of light blinded Katie and then as her eyes adjusted, she recognized George’s face.

“George! You’re alive! I’m down here. You found me!” She yelled up at her beloved boyfriend.

Tears of joy and happiness started to flow down her face and she unashamedly started to jump up and down with joy. Her three companions looked at each other and crowded together with Katie at the bottom of the ladder.

George slowly climbed down and grasped Katie’s shoulders. The relief on his face said more than a thousand words. George wrapped his arms around her and hugged her tightly for what seemed like an eternity.

“I was beginning to worry that I would never see your cute face again,” George joked happily, while showering her grubby face with kisses.

Katie blushed with embarrassment as her companions gathered around to pat George on the back. Gradually, one by one, George helped the four handcuffed girls up to the top of the ladder, where Molly helped them through the hatch and out into the bright morning sunshine.

Finally, Katie climbed the ladder ahead of George and was so relieved to get out of the dark, dank apple cellar she began showering him with more kisses. She was beginning to give up hope of ever being rescued and feared that the apple cellar would become hers and her companion’s tomb.

After the clothes had been handed out to the girls and Katie was once again decent, George introduced her to Molly, who Ashley had mentioned to her while imprisoned in the cages at the hog farm.

When she arrived at the front of the cabin Molly was loading the girls into the back of the red pickup. She was also thrilled to see Ashley, who ran over to give her a hug.

“Katie, we found you. Isn’t George amazing?” she asked excitedly.

“He is,” Katie agreed and felt herself glow with love and pride for her wonderful boyfriend.

George began berating the woman, who was responsible for hiding the girls in the cellar. After telling her how they had killed all her family, she eventually handed over the keys to the handcuffs. George then removed everyone’s restraints and fastened a pair on Rose, before helping her up into the back of the pickup.

Katie was shocked to see another woman, who appeared to be dead, huddled in one corner, still with her hands cuffed to the roll bar. Once the four girls were seated in the back, Molly and Katie climbed into the passenger seat. George joined them and started the engine.

Katie beamed a huge smile at George, before leaning over and kissing his cheek.

“Thanks for saving my life. I love you babe,” she whispered.

He smiled as he began searching for something in his pockets. Suddenly, he produced the ring that she had deliberately dropped, to leave a sign on the trail.

“I think this is yours …” he said.

Katie held her hand out, whereupon George slowly slipped it onto her wedding finger. Her eyes lit up and they quickly embraced, conscious that four sets of eyes were watching his silent proposal.

“Yes darling,” she confirmed, whereupon they embraced and enjoyed a long loving kiss together.

George sat back and smiled, before slipping the pickup into drive and pulling away from the cabin. He looked so happy, having saved Katie and liberated four other kidnap victims, with the help of the effervescent Molly.

Katie, watching her fiancé negotiating the orchard and the twists and turns of the bumpy track, felt her heart burst with pride and admiration for the handsome young Swede. They arrived at the bridge over the gorge, where to Katie’s surprise George stopped the truck, yards short of the rickety structure.

“We have to get rid of all the guns.” George said, opening his door.

Molly didn’t look happy but reluctantly handed hers over. They sat and watched George throw the three pistols and the rifle into the gorge.

He then unbuckled his climbing belt, walked round to the passenger window and handed it to Molly. The two friends exchanged glances and Katie wondered what George had put in the bulging pockets. Molly quickly buckled it round her waist and sat back in her seat. He took one final look at the beautiful panoramic view and returned to the vehicle to set off on the journey once again.

“Molly,” George said, looking at his friend, taking his eyes of the road for a few precious seconds. “Promise me, that you’ll never admit to killing anyone.”

“I promise, George. Besides the evidence has gone up in smoke!” They all laughed and looked at each other’s happy faces. Molly turned back to stare out of the open windscreen.

“GEORGE! LOOK OUT!”

Katie looked up to see a man with a bloody face, about 100 yards ahead, sitting in the middle of the track, pointing a pistol at them.

When he started to fire, they all ducked.

Katie immediately heard the revs of the vehicle begin to increase and saw that George’s right foot was pressed to the floor. Several shots rang out, followed by a grunt from George; and then a sickening thud, when the pickup’s fender impacted with the shooter’s head.

Katie quickly sat up and turned to her lover, who sat silently staring straight ahead until the car came to a halt.

“Katie I …” he gasped and then slumped forward onto the wheel.

Katie pulled him to her and discovered that a bullet had struck him high on his left shoulder. Wounded and exhausted, she pulled him into her arms just as a vehicle with blue and red flashing lights appeared in the distance.

“Darling, my sweet brave hero, it’s time for me to take care of you now,” she whispered in George’s ear, drawing him closer and kissing him ever so gently on his forehead. “And I promise, I’ll never let you go …”

THE END


Sample of:

Making a Puppy-girl:

A Compendium of 4 Books.

1.1 ~ Arousing fantasy.

I had woken later than usual because it was Sunday and I planned to have a lazy day, free of writing. I swung my legs out of bed, then caught sight of my reflection in the robe mirror. I shook my head because the dream I was having was still clear in my mind. I had been dreaming about my Great Dane, Lady, who passed away a month earlier. It was the fifth or sixth day in a row that I had experienced a similar dream, so I was getting worried.

Maybe it wasn’t about her, because in the dream, I was a dog running through the forest. I had to thread my way through ferns and long grass as I galloped along on four legs. I was running at breakneck speed and was sure that I was Lady, and that I was being pursued by a male dog.

The vivid imagery was still imprinted in my thoughts. I lifted my t-shirt off, discarded it on the bed, then slipped onto the floor, onto my hands and knees. I didn’t take my eyes off my reflexion as I approached the mirror. My long dark hair was mussed and falling around my face, giving me a shaggy dog appearance.

“Ruff!” I barked at my reflexion. God, I thought. I need to get another dog or I’m going to go crazy.

I turned side on and studied my petite body. I was very sleek. My tits were small and firm and my butt pert. Apart from my legs, it was easy to imagine being a dog. Lady was in fact larger than me. I’m only 5’ 1” tall and weigh seven stone. It was lucky that Lady was well behaved because she easily bowled me over when we were playing in the garden.

Would I be able to find another docile Great Dane? Or, if I got another dog, should I get a smaller one? My attention turned to Lady’s dog basket, which had always lived in the corner of my bedroom. I had heaped all her dog paraphernalia into it, even the items that I had used to train Lady when she was a puppy. I hadn’t plucked up the courage to dispose of the gear because I had lingering thoughts of replacing Lady with another puppy.

Staring at the leather items, I imagined myself wearing the collar and muzzle and crawling around the room pretending to be a bitch like Lady. Just thinking about it made my lower belly sparkle with arousal. I picked up the collar and offered it to my neck. It just fitted on the last hole.

I buckled it and returned to the mirror to see if I looked more like a bitch. “Ruff, ruff,” I barked at myself.

I sat back on my heels and as I did so, I parted my thighs. My eyes lighted on a small damp spot that was appearing in the centre of the gusset of my pink cotton panties. The fantasy that I was developing in my head was making me wet – very wet. I raised my butt and pushed my panties down to my thighs, then worked them off altogether.

I stroked the entrance to my quim, then smeared the creamy fluid up my tight cleft. I pushed deeper so that I could rub my clit a couple of times. I was seriously in need of sexual satisfaction. I had a friend who could help me deal with such emergencies. I kept him in the bottom drawer of the chest under the window.

I crawled across to the chest and pulled the drawer open. I kept my friend hidden, which was ridiculous because I lived on my own. After fishing the black dildo out from under my clothes, I returned to the mirror to prepare for synthetic sex, which was far less complicated than finding a man capable of satisfying my demanding taste.

I normally used the ribbed dildo, which had a suction cap on the end, in the bathroom. The idea to stick it to the robe mirror had come to me while I examined my petite, sleek body in the robe mirror. I had often wondered, when Lady was around, what it would be like to be a dog instead of a human. Taking it from behind was one way to enjoy the fantasy.

I made sure that my bare feet were up against the mirror to stop the door from opening, then wiggled my ass until I felt the dildo’s blunt crown nudge my soft, unresisting entrance. Although the dildo was 10” long, I didn’t plan on using all of it to satisfy my hunger for a release of the tension my Puppy-girl fantasy had generated.

“Oh, yes,” I said softly as I felt the ridges on the dildo ripple against my vaginal walls with each mini thrust.

It was a heavenly sensation when I was in control, rocking my body back and forth with a steady rhythm, pushing deeper with each exploratory plunge. I noticed straight away that the sensations were more intense than usual which spurred me on to increase the speed of my backward lunges. The sparkling sensation intensified until it morphed into the mother of all orgasms.

“Oh, fuck,” I muttered once I was rocking back and forth on every inch of the silicone cock that was available.

With my butt cheeks nudging the glass at the end of the stroke and my sensibilities ablaze with fizzing energy, I discovered that when I dipped my back like a real bitch, I could get another inch…

“Oh,” I gasped when I felt the dildo’s crown nudge my extremity. It was a new experience for me and one that would take a bit of getting used to.

I was tiring, so having sated my hunger and fulfilled my dream, I rocked forward and crawled away from the dildo. I had enjoyed myself but, on another level, I knew that I would never be able to experience the real thing.

I showered, then wearing just a dressing gown, I prepared a bowl of cereal and took it to my office. After turning on the computer, I sat and stared at the screen while I ate. I decided to research canine fantasies on the internet.

It didn’t take me long to find websites with pictures of girls, around my age, 25, strapped and bound, while strutting around on the end of a leash. Their ‘owners’ were usually huge, aggressive men with bulging muscles and tattoos along their arms.

The cruel ‘owners’ were usually wielding crops or straps and in one video clip, which I saved for masturbation purposes, one guy gave his bitch a real thrashing. Such masochistic treatment scared the living shit out of me for I had never been beaten in my life.

I wondered, if in general, Puppy-girl sex has to involve violent behaviour when participating in a group, like in the clips the screen. And, was it necessary to submit to such treatment to experience and enjoy the fantasy?

I found a few sites devoted to simulated doggie sex with men and women playing the roles, but it was mainly fun situations rather than serious bondage and confinement. I also found plenty of sites selling the gear to transform a willing devotee into a strutting bitch, but the items were only any good if you had a partner willing to join in.

Living on my own had its drawbacks, but my ground floor flat was definitely an asset for what I had in mind. If I was going to try out my fantasy, then I would have to get some gear from the specialist sites. However, after thinking about it, I didn’t see a way in which I could completely do it on my own.

It was the thought of being stuck in the role of being a bitch for a day or a weekend that really turned me on. It was a puzzle that I was determined to work out, no matter what. I needed help, but the guys I knew were pathetic and my girlfriends would choke on their Caffe Americanos, if I confessed my Puppy-girl fetish to them.

There was one girl at work, who had admitted to me that she liked being peed on, but I didn’t know her well enough to trust her with the revelation that I wanted to be a bitch for the weekend in the safety of my own flat.

Another friend admitted that her boyfriend was turned on by sniffing and wearing her soiled underwear. It was brave of her to tell me about it, especially as I’d met the guy a couple of times. It was an odd fetish, but it wasn’t anywhere near as kinky a fetish as what I was experiencing.

The other thing about owning a dog, was the regular visits to my local vet. I missed the interaction I had with Doctor Cortney who was both hunky and handsome. He was though, a bit of a flirt and I had a devil of a job to discourage his interest in me.

The problem may have been me because I have always been attracted to black guys. My one and only serious boyfriend was black, but he was a bit of a lad and ended up two-timing me. I caught him snogging the girl at a party, with his hand up her skirt, so that was the end of our relationship.

Thinking about the attractive black physician finally helped me to focus on something else – my book, where one of the main characters was based on the vet. I had promised myself a rest day, but after opening the word file of the script, I was sucked into the story and there was no looking back…


1.2 ~ Unscheduled stop.

When I woke on Monday morning, I was drenched in sweat. I had been experiencing another vivid dream, which was still fresh in my memory. I was a Great Dane like Lady and had been entered in a dog show. A man led me out in front of a crowd of judges who immediately came over to examine me. The men stroked and petted me while I stood and soaked up the adulation. I was very aware of my nakedness and vulnerability and the eyes that examined every inch of my body.

They made me position my body so they could inspect me intimately, which was easily done while I posed on all fours. The disturbing thing was that the dreams were getting worse and had stayed with me throughout the day. I was getting hooked on the Puppy-girl fetish. The only way I could imagine breaking free of the fantasy was either play it out one weekend or buy another bitch and get on with my life.

So, after breakfast, I phoned the vet’s surgery to have a chat with Doctor Cortney. I had to leave a message with the receptionist because I wasn’t making an appointment for an animal. I had been writing for about an hour when the girl phoned back to tell me that the vet could see me at 6 PM. I confirmed the appointment, then went back to work.

Like most writers, I assumed, I become deeply engrossed in my work, so I didn’t give much thought to our discussion about a new dog. He had phoned me a couple of weeks after Lady had died to see if I was interested in owning another dog, but I was too upset to consider the idea. The situation had changed though, so I was more amenable to the suggestion. Maybe, having a new dog would help me to flush the Puppy-girl fetish out of my system.

I knew the doctor often worked late after surgery hours, so I was hopeful that our chat would be a stressless one. After ringing the bell, I was pleased when I saw a tall, dark figure approaching the frosted glass door. Actually, with the door open, I had forgotten quite how much he towered over me.

“Miss Church. Welcome. Come on in,” he gushed when he recognized me.

I was relieved to see a broad smile on his handsome face. When I was making visits with Lady, I only really thought of him as a physician, but now arriving on my own I was looking at him in a different light.

“Doctor Cortney, I hope an appointment this late is convenient for you?”

“Why of course, Miss Church, come in. You’re very welcome. I was just making a coffee before I dealt with my next patient.” He waved me past him. “I’m working in the main surgery, on the right.”

I led the way into the medical room and turned to find him standing in the doorway. His eyes swept over my svelte body before catching my own wandering stare.

“Milk, sugar?”

It took me a moment to focus on the question. “Oh, no. Just black please.”

He smiled at me and was gone. I was surrounded by white tiles and stainless steel. In the centre was a black vinyl adjustable table that could be raised and lowered on an extendable scissor-like base. I had stood and watched the vet give my own dog a thorough check-up on that very table.

He returned a couple of minutes later carrying two mugs. Dr Cortney was in his late thirties, I guessed. He was about 6 feet tall and had a strong muscular body. He looked fit and from the look of his body shape, I wouldn’t have been surprised to discover that he regularly worked out.

He was wearing tan chinos and a white shirt, the sleeves of which were rolled halfway up his arms. He was a rugged man, possibly Afro-Caribbean, with short wiry black hair, a square angular face and a remarkably thick neck. He studied me again and smiled, suggesting that he liked what he could see of my svelte figure.

Being only 5’1” tall, the doctor dwarfed me; and scared me in more ways than one. His powerful presence made me feel a little breathless and I imagined that the walls were closing in on me.

“So, Miss Church what brings you here?” he asked after handing over my cup of coffee. “I take it you haven’t replaced Lady yet, otherwise you’d have a companion.” He chuckled, then sat down in front of his desk which was pushed against the wall. He swivelled to face me with an inquisitive expression on his face.

I leant my butt against the examination table and wrapped my hands around the mug. “Um, I wanted to see if the Great Dane you phoned about was still available.”

He sipped his coffee and then pointed at the only other seat in the room, a small office chair at the side of his desk. “Do you want to sit down, er, Miss Church?”

The doctor had known me for a couple of years, so I thought that it was about time for him to know my first name. “No, I’m fine… and you, er, can call me Kerry.” He smiled, then boldly slowly dropped his eye down my body and back up again.

It was a warm summer’s day, so I had donned a light yellow cotton skater dress, with a ruffled bodice that gripped my firm ‘A’ cups and made me look a little flat chested. The tight material held their perky shape well and disguised my firm, pointy nipples. The skirts were short and floaty but had been trouble-free during the still summer’s day.

His eyes finally met mine. “Well, Kerry the Great Dane in question was a sad case, but I found an owner for her. Do you want me to keep my ear to the ground and let you know if another puppy, or abandoned bitch becomes available?”

“I’d like that, doctor.”

“You must have brought Lady here a lot of times over the last couple of years,” he mused.

“Yes, I miss bringing her in for her examinations and shots.” I looked around and nervously smoothed my skirts out.

He stood up and moved to the table, then wiped his hand across the surface. “She was a good bitch and didn’t mind getting onto the table and being examined, even when I had to check her reproductive capabilities.”

“She was a calm girl, doctor, and didn’t mind one bit. She trusted you because you’re a powerful figure and you have nice hands.”

He looked at his hands, then rubbed them together. “Yes, dogs like a firm hand, especially bitches. What about you, Sally?” He took a step closer. “Have you ever wondered what it would feel like to be examined like Lady was?”

The question caught me completely by surprise. “Oh, er, well, I suppose I have sometimes, um…”

“Don’t be embarrassed, Kerry. It’s perfectly natural for an owner to put themselves in their pet’s place, even at the vets.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. Had he guessed from something I said, or was it my body language that had given the game away?

“Kerry, I remember that you took a keen interest when I was examining Lady intimately. Most owners look the other way, or wait outside, if their animal is well behaved.”

“I wanted to be there for her,” was all I could think of saying.

“Well, Kerry, you’re here for yourself now. I’m just about to give a Labrador bitch a thorough examination, but I could fit you in first, I have the time. …”

“Oh,” I gasped. “What do you mean?”

“Kerry, you know what I mean. We could beat about the bush for a while, but from what I’ve observed and heard, I think that you’d like to experience what Lady went through on this table.” He patted the surface again.

The confident black vet, with his sleeves rolled up. towered over me, making me feel three feet tall. The well-built man had a distinctive body odour, which he didn’t try to hide with deodorant. It was strange, but I found his musky aroma a real turn on and couldn’t help imagining his hands running over my body.

“I … I think, er, maybe, I should be going …”

“Kerry, think. You know that my time is valuable, so make up your mind. I think it will help to get Lady out of your system if you let your guard down.”

“Do… do you really think so?”

“Yes, Kerry.

“We’ll take it one step at a time, okay?”

“If…if you think it will help me move on…”

“I do, Kerry. Now, remove your dress.” He waited while I hesitated. “Look, if you don’t trust me, you can leave and we’ll never bring the subject up again.”

“The idea … It’s so sudden. I … I don’t know what to say.”

“Don’t say anything, Kerry. Decide what you want to do. You know I’m a busy man, so you’ll only be on the table for a couple of minutes.”

I was frozen into indecision. What he was proposing was similar to my fantasy, but did I want it in real life? He was being firm and curt but not excessively aggressive. He appeared strong and dominant, but not hostile. I could walk away and never come back.

I felt insignificant and massively vulnerable, but if I couldn’t trust the man who cared for Lady for two years, then who could I trust?

The End of the Sample
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